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SPORT AND TRAVEL

EAST AND WEST
¥

A MONTH IN ASIA MINOR

UCH desultory reading on subjects connected

with sport and natural history had given me

a fair idea of the different species of large
game to be met with in various parts of the world ; and
thus, when in July, 1894, I found myself in Constan-
tinople, I determined to try to obtain some precise
information as to the habitat of the large long-faced
red deer (Cervus marac) and the magnificently horned
wild goats (Capra egagrus) that 1 knew were deni-
zens of the adjacent country of Asia Minor. With
this view I sent my dragoman down to the bazaars
with orders to try to find out if there was any trade
being carried on in deer horns, and if so, to endeavour
to obtain precise information as to where the horns
came from. The same evening he returned with the
news that, although he had been unable to obtain any
information on the subject in the bazaars, he had
heard that an English merchant living in Stamboul
had several pairs of deer horns in his possession. As

my dragoman pronounced this gentleman’s name in
1



;;;;;;

73 SPORT AND TRAVEL

such a way that I could not quite make it out, but
said that he could guide me to his office, I made no
scruple about calling there on the following afternoon
without any preliminary introduction, when I was
fortunate enough to make the acquaintance of Mr.
J. W. Whittall! who, as he has himself lately con-
tributed two articles to the “Field” on the subject of
the red deer of Asia Minor, will, I trust, forgi\}e the
liberty I take in mentioning his name in full.
Although an ardent sportsman, I found that at
that time Mr. W. had never been after deer himself;
but he was able to give me a great deal of informa-
tion as to the districts in which they are to be found,
and also promised to obtain for me further particulars
from his brother, Mr. H. O. W,, of Smyrna, who had
shot both deer and wild goats in the interior of the
country. With the most large-hearted hospitality
Mr. W., before our acquaintance was half an hour old,
invited myself and my wife to leave our hotel and
become his guests for the remainder of our stay in
Constantinople; and though I could not consent to
this, I readily accepted an invitation to spend the fol-
lowing Sunday at his beautiful villa at Kadikoyi.
During this visit Mr. W. showed me some very large
pairs of deer horns from the Angora district of Asia
Minor, and also several exceptionally fine specimens
of wild-goat horns from the neighbourhood of Adalia,
on the south coast. After seeing these trophies, I
1 Now Sir James Whittall, K.C.M.G.
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made up my mind to have a couple of months’ hunt-
ing in Asia Minor in the following autumn, but act-
ing on Mr. J. W's advice, delayed deciding upon my
route until I had communicated with his brother, who
was shortly expected in Constantinople on his way
home from a visit to England. However, he had not
arrived before I left Turkey, and I thought I should
have to get all my information by letter, when, most
strangely and most fortunately, we met in the Hotel
Metropole, in Vienna, where at the same time I
found two South African friends from the Transvaal.
Mr. W. was travelling with his wife and mother, the
former of whom had already accompanied her hus-
band on some of his hunting trips, of which she gave
my wife the most fascinating descriptions. The net
result of this most fortunate meeting in the Vienna
hotel was that, early in the following September,
my wife and I found ourselves at Bournabat, near
Smyrna, the guests of our most kind and hospitable
friends.

At this time the weather was excessively hot, and it
was rather too early in the season to go after deer,
so I prepared to make a preliminary journey into
the interior of the country in the hope of coming
across mountain ranges frequented by wild goats, ar-
ranging to return to Smyrna in time to accompany
Mr. and Mrs. W. to a well-known haunt of the red
deer early the following month. Owing to the great
heat, my wife did not accompany me on this first
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expedition, but remained the guest of our kind friends
at Bournabat. I might have gone to good goat
ground easily accessible from Smyrna, but I preferred
to make a longer journey in order to see something of
the country, taking my chance of finding game; and
learning that there were some fine mountain ranges
in the neighbourhood of the Turkish town of El
Maly, which lies well in the interior, about half-way
between the terminus of the Aidin Railway and the
port of Adalia, on the south coast of Asia Minor, I
resolved first to make for that place, and then be
guided by circumstances. I was probably principally
led to this decision by the fact that the man whom
Mr. W. was giving me as guide and general facto-
tum told me that he had himself seen wild goats on
one of the mountain ranges near El Maly whilst en-
gaged in searching for crocus bulbs for his employer
in the previous spring, and as I knew that no Euro-
pean had ever hunted in the district, it possessed all
the fascination of the unknown from a sportsman’s
point of view. Manoli, the guide aforesaid, a swarthy
aquiline-featured hill Greek, grave and courteous in
manner, I found to be a capital fellow and a most
reliable and trustworthy servant. Dressed in his
national costume, he always locked in harmony with
his surroundings, which is more than I can say for
Antonio, my Greek cook and interpreter, whose black
pot hat, combined with the conventional jacket and
trousers of Western Europe, was a constant eyesore
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to me. These two men were the only servants I took
with me from Smyrna; and on Sunday, September o,
they were sent on ahead with the baggage to Denizli
(the terminus of a branch line of the Aidin Railway),
to hire ponies and get everything ready for a start on
Tuesday morning for El Maly.

On the following day I started for Denizli myself,
carrying in my pocket a letter of introduction to the
Bey of El Maly, as well as my passport and a docu-
ment which I had obtained from the Embassy at
Constantinople, and which, I think, was an official
letter from the Turkish Minister for Foreign Affairs,
requesting on my behalf the good offices of all ser-
vants of the Sultan that I might meet during my
travels. It was dark when the train at last reached
Denizli; but I found Antonio and Manoli awaiting
me with quite a good two-horse carriage, in which we
all drove up to a small hotel kept by a Greek, who
gave me a good supper and a comfortable bed. My
men had got everything ready for an early start on
the morrow, having engaged two men and five ponies
to take us to El Maly, — two riding ponies for myself
and Antonio, and three baggage ponies, which, al-
though they seemed to me to be very heavily laden,
had usually to carry Manoli and their owners on the
top of the loads.

On Tuesday, September 11, we got the ponies loaded
up before daylight, and made an early start, leaving De-
nizli at 5.30 A. M, and, although we made two short
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halts to let the ponies drink, their loads were not taken
off their backs until half an hour after midday. Every
country has its own customs, and thus, when on the
occasion of the two short halts made to let the ponies
drink, I at once took my English saddle off my horse’s
back, as one would do in South Africa, I was much
astonished to see its Turkish master immediately re-
place it; and when my interpreter asked him the
reason, he said that the horse was liable to catch cold
if the saddle was only removed for a few minutes and
then put on again.

The morning’s travelling was pleasant, as before it
became very hot we entered a pass through a range of
hills down which a cool breeze was blowing. In the
early morning I walked on ahead of the ponies, and in
two and a half hours reached a fine spring of water pour-
ing out from the base of a rocky hill. This is known
as the Sultan’s Spring; and here we found a Turkish
soldier in a wayside guardhouse, who was very civil,
and brought me a tiny cup of Turkish coffee. The
road we travelled must, I think, have been an ancient
caravan route, dating back to pre-Mohammedan times,
as there had evidently once been a paved track, some
four or five feet broad, right through the hills, reminding
one of a street in Pompeii, though the stone-work was
a good deal rougher. In places, for a space of twenty
or thirty yards, portions of this ancient paved track
still remained in perfect order, although the greater part
of it had been more orless completely destroyed by the
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disintegrating influences of possibly over two thousand
years of rain and sun and snow. During the whole morn-
ing we passed a continuous stream of camels, donkeys,
and ponies, all heavily laden with merchandise of some
kind or another. The long strings of solemn, slow-paced
camels, all tied head and tail one behind the other,
the front and rear animals always carrying great jan-
gling bells, were invariably led by a diminutive donkey,
on which sat a Turk, whose red fez, blue jacket, and
white baggy trousers lent the touch of colour needed
to add the picturesque to the strange novelty of the
scene. About midday we reached the summit of the
pass, and descending into a vast plain on its further
side, at last off-saddled in the shade of a tree near a
well containing a good supply of clear, cold water.
Here was a second guardhouse, occupied by a soli-
tary Turkish soldier, who was very friendly, and soon
brought me the invariable tiny cup of thick coffee to
drink. Whilst we were enjoying our noontide rest in
the shade, a large caravan on its way to Denizli halted
beside us, and a most primitive cart, with wheels formed
of one solid block of wood, and drawn by two buffaloes,
was brought up to the well. The driver not only gave
his animals water to drink, but poured a lot over them,
an attention which the hot and dusty beasts seemed
thoroughly to appreciate. Shortly before we saddled up,
the Turks belonging to the caravan went through their
devotions, each man taking off his shoes and spreading
a carpet before him, on which he knelt and prostrated
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himself, touching the ground with his forehead re-
peatedly. These prayers occupied some time; and as
I believe the followers of the Prophet are supposed to
pray either five or seven times every day, the Moham-
medan religion would have its disadvantages fora busy
western European. Shortly after 2 p. M., we again got
under way, and travelled over the heated plain at a
sharp walk until half-past four, when we made a short
halt ata village, where I purchased a few grapes, which,
although small, were of delicious flavour, and most
grateful after our hot and dusty ride. The heat on
the bare, treeless plain had been really terrific, and I
do not think I have ever experienced anything in the
interior of Africa to beat it. In the evening we did
two hours more at a slow pace, reaching the town of
Adzibaden at 6.30, just at dusk, thus having done about
ten hours’ actual travelling, and covered about thirty-
three miles of ground. The aneroid showed that we
were now three thousand feet above sealevel, and nine-
teen hundred feet higher than Denizli. The country
through which we had passed struck me as far more arid
and parched looking than any part of Matabeleland or
Mashonaland that I am acquainted with, and the heat
was certainly very great at the time of my visit. The
people are very dark in complexion, being more swarthy
than the Malays of Cape Town. Many of them, however,
have a ruddiness of cheek which shows through the
deep sunburn. Most of them have good features, whilst
brown hair and light eyes are common amongst them.
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Altogether, many of them look like the descendants of
a fair-skinned race of people, burnt deep brown by ex-
posure for many generations to a terrific sun.

After a hot day of riding and walking, I passed a
most unpleasant night at a Turkish “han” or guest-
house in the town of Adzibaden. In the first place I
could get nothing to eat, so cooked a little of the rice
I had brought with me, and made a cup of tea. I slept
in my own blankets on the roughly boarded floor of an
empty room, or rather endeavoured to sleep, but with-
out success, for all night long I was assailed by legions
of bugs, that kept me in such a constant state of irrita-
tion that I was glad indeed when at last day broke
and I was able to escape from their attentions. On
leaving the room in which I had passed the night, and
entering a paved courtyard enclosed within the guest-
house, I found the whole air pervaded with the
most sickening stench imaginable, which arose from
open cesspools serving as water-closets in the yard
below the sleeping rooms. Why Adzibaden escaped
the cholera epidemic then raging in certain parts of
Asia Minor, I cannot imagine, unless the smells were
too bad even for cholera or typhoid bacteria. The
curious thing was that the people about the place did
not seem to notice the dreadful smell. Glad, indeed,
was I to once again breathe pure air beyond the pre-
cincts of this unsavoury town. We were rather late
in starting, not getting off till after six o’clock, the de-
lay being caused by my having to wait for my papers
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which had been required of me, immediately upon my
arrival the previous evening by the chief of police, by
whom they were submitted to the governor of the
town. I had received a most civil message the same
evening from this functionary, to the effect that my
papers should be returned to me early the following
morning, and that if I desired it, he would send an es-
cort of four soldiers with me as far as El Maly. This
offer I declined, as Manoli said the country was quite
safe, and therefore an escort would only have been a
source of more or less trouble and embarrassment. At
last, after having been kept waiting for some time, with
the ponies ready loaded, I received my papers, and we
at once made a move. We travelled till past midday
over a level burnt-up plain surrounded by hills. The
journey was most monotonous and uninteresting, and
the sun very hot. At 1.30, after an hour’s rest, we
went on again, and soon got amongst hills, when, a
light breeze springing up, it became somewhat cooler.

In the course of the afternoon we passed through a
very fertile piece of country all under irrigation, from
strong streams running out of the surrounding moun-
tains. Just at dusk we reached a small maize field,
where an old Turk and his son were spending the
night before a small fire; and as he was able to sell us
some fodder for the horses, we camped alongside of his
fire. Here I pitched my little Whymper tent for the
first time, and passed a most comfortable night, as it
soon became quite cool, and there were no insects to
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trouble me. On the following day we passed through
a broken hilly country, seemingly uninhabited, and pres-
ently emerged upon a level circular plain of great
extent, in the centre of which was a large and prosper-
ous-looking village of some fifty wood and mud houses,
or rather cottages, each of which was surrounded by a
small orchard of apple and apricot trees. The plain
surrounding the village was almost entirely under
cultivation, and well irrigated, the water being led all
over it from streams pouring out of the surrounding
mountains, some of which must, I think, attain to a
height of over seven thousand feet. In the afternoon
we reached the summit of a pass fifty-five hundred feet
above sea level. Although the sun was shining brightly
in a cloudless sky, the air here was delightfully cool and
pleasant, reminding me of the winter climate on the
highest portions of the Mashona plateau. We were
surrounded by mountain ranges, and [ think I never
looked upon a more harsh and desolate landscape, for
in all the vast expanse of cold grey rock over which
one’s eye could wander, there was not a tree or a
bush, or any apparent vegetation to be seen. Where
we were standing, there was little or no grass; but I
found that many little prickly spiny plants grew
amongst the stones, and on these goats thrive well.

From the farther side of the pass we had a fine view
of the Ak Dagh mountains. This range must look
magnificent in winter when covered with snow, as many
of its peaks and great rounded domes are ten thousand
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feet in height, but at the time of my visit there was not
a vestige of snow upon them, and the whole range had
the same burnt-up arid appearance as those we had
passed through, and there was not a tree or a bush or
any sign of vegetation to be seen anywhere upon them.
Of course, this general view was deceptive, as I believe
that there are considerable forests of pine-trees on
some portions of the lower slopes of the mountains,
which appeared to me to be absolutely devoid of any
vegetation at all. As I have said above, in spite of the
sterile and forbidding appearance of the country, goats
thrive well on the various prickly plants which grow
amongst the stones, and we passed several flocks of a
fine large breed, all seemingly in excellent condition.
The wild-looking unkempt Yuruk shepherds who tend
them must be a hardy race. They are nomadic, living
in tents made of camel’s hair matting stretched on
poles, which, although they look very flimsy, are said
to be both strong and water-tight. Near the tent of
one family was a patch of ground from which a crop
of wheat or rye had been reaped, but so scanty was the
soil, and so full of stones, that it seemed a marvel that
it should ever have produced anything at all. Wild
though these mountain shepherds were in appearance,
and far removed from all the amenities of civilised life,
they were dignified and courteous in manner, and
never failed to offer us the best cheer procurable
amidst their rude surroundings, —to wit, sour goat’s
milk. During the afternoon, whilst descending to-
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wards the plain beyond the pass, we saw a good many
of the small hill cattle of Asia Minor, which reminded
me a good deal of the native breed of cattle found in
Mashonaland, and in the countries north of the Zam-

TURKISH VILLAGE IN THE INTERIOR OF ASIA MINOR

besi; the African breed is, however, the handsomer of
the two, and somewhat less diminutive.

Towards evening we reached a small village at the
foot of a steep hill, and, as the sun was nearly down,
decided to camp, and on our wishes being made known
to the head man, we were escorted by him and the
entire village population to a small field immedi-
ately behind his cottage, at the bottom of which ran a
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strong stream of water. Here, beneath the spreading
branches of a large tree, I pitched my tent, a dozen
volunteers assisting in the operation. The villagers,
who had probably never before assisted at the camping
arrangements of a European traveller, showed as much
curiosity in all our proceedings as I have often seen
evinced by the inhabitants of an African kraal when
first visited by white men. The Turkish mountain-
eers, or Yuruks, were, however, far more hospitable than
the generality of African villagers I have ever met, as
they brought me many small presents of eggs and sweet
and sour milk.

On Friday, September 14, after a walk of fifteen or
sixteen miles, we reached El Maly. Having a letter
to the Bey, or governor of the town, I went straight to
his house, a large double-storied wooden building in
the centre of the town. He was not at home on our
arrival, nor did there appear to be any one about the
place; but the man who had conducted us to the house
said we had better off-load the horses whilst he went to
look for him. This we did, and presently the Bey ar-
rived, and on Antonio explaining to him that I was an
Englishman who wished to shoot some wild goats in
the mountains round El Maly, he at once escorted us
upstairs, and put at my disposal a bare-boarded room
(from which two large windows commanded a fine view
over the town), where, before long, a very nice Turkish
breakfast, consisting of boiled fowl and rice, and to-
matoes stuffed with forcemeat, was placed before me.
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In every way I found the governor of E1 Maly most
kind and civil. Before proceeding farther on my jour-
ney, it was necessary to hire fresh horses, as those
which had brought us from Denizli had only been en-
gaged to take us to El Maly; and on my telling the
Bey that I wanted to go on as soon as possible, he at
once sent a man out to hire fresh animals, but said that
we should not be able to start till the following day.
On asking his advice as to the best place to make
for with a view to hunting wild goats, he said he would
not advise us to try the range where Manoli had seen
goats in the spring, nor, indeed, any of the ranges
close round El Maly, as although there were wild
goats in all of them they were not numerous in any,
and at this time of year especially difficult to find, be-
cause they were constantly disturbed by the Yuruk
shepherds, who were pasturing their flocks of tame
goats all over the mountains. The one place he knew
of, he said, where wild goats were plentiful, was on the
Musa Dagh and neighbouring mountains, situated on
the sea-coast, about four days’ journey southeast of El
Maly; he said that if I liked to go there, he would
give me a letter to the head man of the village in the
district and also a soldier to escort us. On my reply-
ing that I would certainly take his advice and start for
the Musa Dagh as soon as the ponies were ready, he
further offered to give me a letter to a man named
Achmet, an experienced hunter of wild goats, living
about twenty miles from El Maly, in a village which
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we should have to pass. Here I could spend a few
days if I liked, as there were wild goats in the sur-
rounding mountains with whose haunts and habits
Achmet was well acquainted. He then showed me
several skins of adult male wild goats, all whitish yel-
low in general ground colour, with the broad black
shoulder-stripe which is so conspicuous-in these hand-
some animals. These skins all came from the Musa
Dagh, he averred, and were used for praying rugs, —
the skins of old wild goat rams being much prized for
this purpose by the Turks of Asia Minor. He had no
horns to show me, but measured off with his hands on
a stick the length to which he said they attained, which
worked out to forty-eight inches, —a very great but
not improbable length. I was unable to get any in-
formation about red or fallow deer from the Bey or any
of his attendants, and so presume that these animals
do not exist anywhere in the vicinity of El Maly.
Wild boar, however, he said, were numerous quite
close to the town.

After a long chat, and with renewed promises that
the ponies and the soldier should be ready early the
following morning, our courteous host took his leave,
retiring, I suppose, for a midday siesta, as the weather
was still very hot. In the evening I took a stroll
with Antonio and Manoli through the town, which
presents many points of interest, as it has not been
Europeanised in any way.

El Maly is built on the lower slope of a steep hill,
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and is surrounded by arid, treeless, stony mountains.
It is wonderfully well supplied with water, however,
one very copious stream running down through the
centre of the town from the hills, and carrying a large
volume of water to the plain below. There are so
many fruit-trees growing in the gardens amongst the

BAGGAGE CAMEL, Asia MINOR

houses that in the distance El Maly looks a veritable
oasis in the desert, whilst in the plain below the town
there are large orchards all under irrigation. The
streets are narrow and steep, and roughly paved with
cobblestones. They are altogether unsuited for
wheeled vehicles of any description; and I do not

think there is a carriage of any kind in the town, all
2
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merchandise being carried on the backs of camels and
donkeys, strings of which animals are constantly to be
met with. The houses — with the exception of a
very few which are built of stone — are made either
of large unburnt mud bricks or of wood. Most of
them are two, and some three, stories high. There
are several mosques in the town, the finest being the
Mosque of Omar, a large stone-built edifice, with a
fine minaret. Walking through the town late in the
evening, we found the four entrances to the bazaar
each guarded by a savage dog attached to a long
chain, which allowed him to range from side to side
of the street, and seize any one by the leg who might
attempt to pass. These dogs are only on duty at
nights, and save the expense of policemen.

We were up betimes the next morning, and had
everything packed up ready for an early start; but it
was some time before the ponies turned up, all in
charge of one man, and past nine oclock, and already
very hot, when we at last said good-bye to our kind
host, and clattered through the streets of El 'Maly,
preceded by a mounted Turkish soldier, who was to
act as our escort. After getting clear of the town we
followed a very good road, which had been built some
years before by the Turkish Government to connect
El Maly with the port of Fineka. Not long after
starting, we passed a huge cave at the foot of a range
of hills into which a considerable stream of water
poured itself and disappeared. Through my inter-
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preter I learned from the Turkish soldier that this
was the Bashkos River, which runs for several miles in
a subterranean channel under the hills before again
reappearing. Later on we reached a fresh-water lake,
several miles in circumference, along the shore of
which the road skirted for some distance. On this
sheet of water were thousands of coots, and a few
large-headed wild ducks of a species which I could
not determine.

Soon after leaving this lake, we entered a gorge in
the hills, and, after a very hot four hours’ ride, off-
saddled at a kind of wayside inn, picturesquely situ-
ated amongst hills, which are all more or less wooded,
presenting a strong contrast in this respect to the
bare, arid mountains round El Maly. Whilst resting
here several caravans of camels laden with goods from
the port of Fineka passed along the road, and also
some families of nomads, who reminded me somewhat
of the gipsies I had seen on the lower Danube in the
previous summer, though they were not so dark-com-
plexioned as the latter people. As the women were
not veiled in any way, they could not have been
Mohammedans; and Antonio said they were not
Christians. They were evidently moving from one
pasture to another, as they were driving large flocks
of goats before them, whilst all their household goods
were being carried on camels, ponies, and donkeys.
Some of the women rode cross-legged on donkeys,
though most of the younger ones walked, and helped
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to drive the baggage animals. Fowls, turkeys, kids,
and babies were scattered over the loads in more or
less precarious-looking situations; and altogether the
march past of these wild-looking, migratory people
was as interesting to me as the sight of the Lord
Mayor’s Show would have been to them.

In the afternoon we reached Bashkos, a little Turk-
ish village of a few wooden houses, picturesquely
situated at the bottom of a ravine, on both sides of
which rise mountains which attain to an altitude of
from five to seven thousand feet. The river Bashkos
(here a beautiful little stream of clear cold water)
rushes noisily through the village, passing just below
the house of the head man,—a very civil, good-
looking Turk, who proved to be the hunter Achmet,
to whom the Bey of El Maly had given me a letter.
On being questioned as to the chances of sport in
the neighbourhood, Achmet declared that there were
plenty of “gay-eek” (a word used to denote all kinds
of game animals, but with Achmet meaning wild
goats) in the surrounding mountains, and said he
would go with me himself to look for them; so I put
together a few things for a three days’ hunt, and got
everything ready for an early start on the following
morning. Achmet then showed me several skins of
goats which he had shot, and also the horns of a
young ram about twenty inches long.

At daybreak next morning Antonio brought me a
cup of coffee and a biscuit; and not long afterwards
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I commenced to ascend the steep hill above the vil-
lage, accompanied by Achmet, Manoli, and three
Turks carrying food and blankets. After a three
hours’ climb up the mountain, I was very much dis-
gusted to find an encampment of Yuruks, especially
as every man carried a gun. There being no water
higher up the mountain, we here filled the wooden
bottles we had brought with us, and then ascended
another one thousand feet or so. Achmet and I then
separated from the rest of the party, after he had
first arranged to meet them at a certain place in the
evening ; but although we went over some excellent-
looking ground, we did not come across any wild
goats, and about 4 P. M. rejoined the rest of our party
on the edge of a wild, precipitous ravine. Soon after-
wards we saw a large flock of tame goats appear on
the crest of a hill above us,—a sight which did not
please me; for although I knew that wild goats and
tame ones might live on the same mountain, yet I
thought that the presence of the latter, together with
their shepherds all armed with guns, would be sure
to make the former very wary, and prevent them from
coming out of the forest into open ground. We were
standing just on the edge of the tree line, the moun-
tains above us being quite devoid of either trees or
scrub, while the slopes below were covered more or
less thickly with pine forest, many of the trees being
of very large size.

Achmet now made me understand that there were
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many wild goats amongst the wooded ravines below
us, and that the best time to look for them was in
the early morning and late evening. He then told off
one of his men to go with me in search of them. As
we started downhill, I imagined that we should have
to return to where we had left Achmet later on; but
I soon discovered that he and the other men were fol-
lowing us slowly at a distance. With my guide I now
advanced very cautiously through the pine forest, look-
ing carefully into all the ravines with which the side
of the mountain was seamed; and when it grew so
dusk that I could no longer see the sights of my rifle,
we halted until the other men joined us, and then pre-
pared to pass the night where we were. As we were
on a very steep hillside, it was impossible to find a
piece of level ground sufficiently large to accommo-
date us all. Indeed, there was no level ground at
all; but I found a place behind the roots of a fallen
pine-tree where I was able to make myself pretty com-
fortable. The ground we went over this evening
looked excellent for any wild animal loving rocky
ravines and pine-covered mountain slopes; but I take
it that at the time of my visit there were very few wild
goats on the mountain, as I saw very few tracks, and
those always of single animals, none of them looking
at all fresh. I came to the conclusion that there were
too many hungry Yuruks about with guns to render
it probable that any kind of game would be either
plentiful or easily obtainable, so I determined not to
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waste more time, but to get back to Bashkos,and then
push on to the Musa Dagh as quickly as possible, as
the Bey of El Maly had particularly told me that at
this time of year that mountain was not frequented
by Yuruk shepherds. During the night we heard a
wolf howling; and the Turks at once declared that the
wild goats had been driven from their usual haunts
by these animals, but I fancy the wolves about here
do a better business amongst tame goats than wild
ones.

On the following morning just as day was breaking,
I rose from my bed of pine branches, and at once set
out to hunt the other side of the mountain, accom-
panied by the same man who had been my guide on
the preceding evening. Again the ground seemed
excellent, the face of the mountain being cut into in-
numerable rocky ravines, with plenty of cover in them;
but we saw no sign of wild goats or any other living
animal, and at midday rejoined Achmet and the rest
of our party at a rendezvous previously agreed upon.
As the sun was now very powerful, and we had had
nothing to drink since the previous evening, we had
to make for water, which we did not get until we
had reached the foot of the hill near Bashkos, where
we arrived about three in the afternoon.

Next day, September 18, we went on to Port Fineka,
which we reached in the afternoon, after a hot ride of
about twenty-five miles. The road followed the valley
of the Bashkos River, which runs into the sea at Port
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Fineka. This road, connecting El Maly with the sea-
board, must have been made at a great expense by
the Turkish government not very long ago, and was,
I believe, intended for the use of carts and waggons,
and also for the transport of artillery and military
stores. At any rate, when first made it must have
been a broad, well-metalled road, suitable for wheeled
vehicles of any kind. But once made, it was left to
fate, and has never been kept up or repaired in any
way. The consequence is, that at the time of my visit
it was only fit for camel transport, as it had been so
severely mauled by the overflow of streams rushing
down from the mountain sides as to be impassable for
anything on wheels. In one place, a cutting ten feet
deep and six feet broad had been made clean through
the road by a sudden rush of water down what was
ordinarily a dry gully; whilst at another a large pine-
tree had fallen across it about a year previously, and
of course had never been removed. Wherever these
gaps and obstructions occur, the camel track makes
a détour, so that this once well-made road is fast
assuming the zigzag appearance of a Kafir footpath.
Between Bashkos and Port Fineka we saw some
very curious tombs and temples cut out of the solid
rock. They must, I imagine, date back to a very
early period of Greek civilisation. On reaching Port
Fineka, and finding that I could get round to the
Musa Dagh more easily by sea than overland, I
decided to send my escort and the baggage ponies
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back to El Maly, and endeavour to hire a boat to take
me to my destination. I had very little difficulty in
managing this, and soon succeeded in hiring a Greek
fishing boat to take me and all my belongings to a
place called Atrassan, near the Musa Dagh, wait there
whilst I went up to the mountain for a week, and
bring me back in time to catch the steamer for
Smyrna, which I learned would call at Port Fineka
some time during the night of Saturday, September
29. For this I agreed to pay $20, which is equal to
£3 6s.8d. in English money. Having made all ar-
rangements, I went on board the same evening, and
we got under way about midnight.

When day broke it was almost dead calm, and we
were hardly moving, but upon rounding a promontory
the breeze freshened, and soon became so strong that
the skipper of our little craft was afraid to leave the
shelter of the land, and we therefore beat about for
some time under the lee of a ridge of rocks. In the
afternoon we made another attempt, and, rounding
the point, ran out into the open sea beyond, our boat
tearing through the water under the influence of the
strong breeze, and heeling over in such a way that the
degenerate countrymen of Ulysses who manned it
(although it appeared to me that we might have made
a quick run to Atrassan without any danger in one
tack) refused to proceed, and, hauling down the main-
sail, put the boat about and ran her back to the
shelter of the cove we had left. Here we remained
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until just before daylight the following morning, by
which time the wind had died away almost entirely, so
that we did not reach Atrassan till after midday. We
anchored in a beautiful little bay close to shore, and,
seeing some people on the beach, I at once landed in
the dinghy with Manoli and Antonio. As it hap-
pened, the people we had seen bbelonged to the village,
to the head man of which I had been given a letter by
the Bey of El Maly, and, as the village was close at
hand, he was soon summoned. I had no difficulty in
making arrangements with him to at once search for
wild goats on the rugged cliffs of the Musa Dagh, one
end of which rises close to the Bay of Atrassan. He
proposed, however, that I should camp at a spring
of water on the slope of the mountain some miles
further round the coast, and it was finally arranged
that one of his men should proceed as quickly as
possible to a certain bay just below the spring, with
baggage animals to carry our camp outfit to the water,
whilst he himself accompanied us in the boat to the
place of rendezvous. The wind having now entirely
dropped, we were forced to row, and it must have
been quite three o'clock in the afternoon before we
cast anchor in a little bay well sheltered from all but
southerly winds. Here we found two baggage ponies
and two donkeys awaiting us, and, at once disembark-
ing, soon had all our camp baggage carried to a fine
spring of water on the slope of a hill about five hun-
dred feet above the beach.
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Whilst the camp was being pitched, the head man
offered to take me to some good goat ground just
above, and told us that the wild goats not only fre-
quently drank at the spring, — the only water on the
Musa Dagh,—but often went right down to the
beach and drank sea water.

Late in the evening we reached a spot from which
we commanded a view over a piece of ground, where a
huge depression in the side of the mountain was split
into a dozen rents and ravines, from the wooded sides
of which great buttresses of rock protruded in all
directions. Motioning me to sit down, the old man
took a seat beside me, and, shading his eyes with his
hand, eagerly scanned the broken ground above us.
Suddenly he uttered the one word “ Gay-eek” (wild
goats) and pointed eagerly upwards. For some time,
however, although my eyes are fairly well trained to
see game quickly, I could not make them out; but
presently I saw a small reddish object move across a
wall of rock high above us, and soon made out two or
three more, and, on looking through my field-glasses,
counted six, all apparently ewes, with very small horns.
I was still watching these ewes through the glasses,
when a fine ram suddenly showed himself. He was a
little in front of the foremost ewe, and almost immedi-
ately sprang across a narrow chasm, and stood in full
view on a ledge of rock. He looked somewhat darker
than the ewes, being still in his reddish summer coat;
and I could see his horns quite distinctly. Being the
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first wild goat I had ever seen, these looked to me
very large, though now I doubt if they could have
reached thirty inches in length. The wind was very
bad for a stalk, as it was blowing in puffs from below
up the mountain-side, and it was too late to make a big
détour and try to approach them from above. I was
for leaving them alone and trying for them the follow-
ing morning; but by a vigorous pantomime, which I
took to mean that a bird in sight is worth two in the
bush, my guide urged me to try to get a shot forth-
with, so I made the attempt. I managed to get
within two hundred and fifty yards of three of the
ewes, but could not see the ram anywhere. Then
came a puff of wind from behind, and the wild goats
were off at once, the ram never showing himself at all.
And thus unsuccessfully ended my first encounter
with the “father of all the goats.”

On the following morning I left camp at 5 a.wm,
accompanied by a young Turk named Mahmoud,
who, the old head man said, was well acquainted with
the haunts and habits of the goats. My young hench-
man carried a small wooden water-bottle and some
dried figs and bread, whilst I was burdened with my
rifle and cartridges. We had a very hard day on the
mountain, not getting back to camp till 7 p. M. Early
in the morning we saw a ewe and a kid within easy
shot, but did not fire at them, and soon afterwards
made out six more on the sky-line, on the edge of a
precipice near the top of the mountain. These were
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all ewes with the exception of one young ram, whose
horns were very much smaller than those of the one I
had seen the previous evening. After this we went
over a lot of ground without seeing anything more,
but at last, when near the top of the mountain, we
saw, on peering over the edge of a cliff, three, a young
ram, a ewe, and a kid, lying on a piece of level ground
almost directly below us. After carefully scanning
the ground, I left Mahmoud, and tried to make my
way to a spot from which, had I reached it, I could
have got a shot at the ram at about one hundred
yards’ distance. This spot I almost reached, but not
quite, as although I must have been within one hun-
dred yards of my would-be victim, I was hidden from
him by an overhanging ledge of rock, which I found it
impossible to surmount. I was thus obliged to retrace
my steps to a sloping wall of rock directly above the
goats. This wall of rock was steep but not precipitous,
and, being traversed with many little ledges and in-
equalities, was easy enough to climb over, the more
especially as I had taken off my shoes. Presently I
judged the distance that separated me from the goat
to be about one hundred and seventy yards, and deter-
mined to try a shot, as I saw no chance of getting
much nearer. I could now only see the young ram,
the ewe and kid being hidden from me by bushes, but,
as the former seemed utterly unsuspicious of danger,
and there seemed to be no wind, I did not think there
was any necessity for hurry, and thought I had better
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try to reach a tree growing on a ledge a little below
me, the stem of which would have served as a rest for
my rifle. I had just handed my rifle down to a ledge
below me, and was preparing to follow, when suddenly
the young ram stood up, and the next instant bolted,
becoming instantly lost to sight amongst the rocks
and bushes below him. He had either heard some-
thing, or an eddy of wind had brought him the scent
of a Turk or a Christian above him, and he had not
thought it necessary to stop and inquire what they
were doing there. Well, it was the fortune of the
chase, —one day with the hunted, and another with
the hunter. I was much disappointed at my want of
success, for, although I knew that the head of the
goat, which with a lucky shot I might have secured,
was not a big one, it would, nevertheless, have made a
pretty trophy; besides which, continual want of suc-
cess in a new country, and amongst people who do not
know you, is more galling than it would be in an old
hunting-ground, where one’s followers know that the
luck will average up in the end ; for in a new country,
if you are not successful at first, your men are apt to
at once put you down as a duffer, and lose all their
keenness to find game. After this we climbed up and
down cliffs for the rest of the day, searching for wild
goats in the ravines and corries, but saw nothing until
when returning home, about an hour before sunset,
and pretty low down on the mountain, we saw a flock
of eight ewes and kids scampering along the rocks as



SPORT AND TRAVEL 31

if they had been alarmed. They were about four
hundred yards from us, and I had a good look at
them with the glasses, but there was no ram with
them. It was quite dark when we reached camp, and
I was not only very tired, but excessively thirsty, as
the heat had been intense on the bare limestone
rocks, and Mahmoud and I had had but a very small
allowance of water between us. However, after I had
had a bathe in the cool spring water, and drunk a
kettle of tea, I felt all right again.

On the following day I was up at 4 A.m., and left
camp about an hour before dawn. A heavy thunder-
storm was brewing, which I hoped might pass out to
sea; but the black clouds came nearer and nearer,
until at last the storm burst upon us, with heavy
thunder and lightning, and deluges of rain. The
young Turk, Mahmoud, who had accompanied me on
the previous day, was again with me, and we sat under
a bush for two hours, hoping the rain would cease; but
as it showed no signs of doing so, we returned to
camp to dry our things.

We had scarcely got back to camp when the rain
ceased, so after a short delay we again climbed the
mountain, and, on reaching the top, found it was just
like a knife-blade, the further side being almost as
precipitous as that facing the sea. For several hours
we climbed about, searching all the ravines with the
glasses for wild goats, but saw nothing. At length we
returned to the near side of the mountain, and, late in
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the afternoon, on peering over a rock, I saw a female
wild goat about one hundred yards away. I could see
no others, and, as I wanted meat, and did not think
there was much chance of getting a shot at anything
else, I fired, and, hitting her right through the shoul-
ders, killed her on the spot. At the report another
ewe and a kid sprang into view for an instant, and then
bounded away. The animal that I had killed proved
to be a very old female, and I resolved to preserve her
head, in order to have at least one souvenir of my trip
to the Musa Dagh. By the time we had cut her up
it was past five o'clock, and we had a lot of trouble
getting down the mountain. Before it got absolutely
dark, however, we managed to climb down the last
precipice, and eventually reached camp about 7.30 P. M.
Although I had only succeeded in killing a female
goat whose head was but a poor trophy, a goat was a
goat to my camp followers, and I could see that the
fact that I had procured them fresh meat of any kind
raised me very much in their estimation.

On the following day I remained in camp, as it was
Sunday, and skinned and preserved the goat’s head,
which, poor trophy though it was, I thought it quite
likely might prove to be the only goat’s head I was
destined to secure. In the afternoon, the wind being
favourable, I went round the coast in the boat to a
well-sheltered cove, known as Port Genoese. The
scenery here is very remarkable, as rugged lime-
stone mountains, culminating in the lofty peak of
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Takhtali, rise sheer from the sea, whose marvellously
deep blue colour, at the very foot of the cliffs, proves
the great depth of the water. The general appearance
of these mountains overhanging the sea is one of bare
grey rock, sparsely dotted with dark-foliaged fir-trees,
but a more careful inspection shows that, wherever
ravines occur, their sides are thickly wooded, and often
covered with dense scrub. The Greek fishermen who
manned our little boat informed me that upon several
occasions, when they had put in here for water or
shelter, they had seen wild goats on the crags above;
and I do not doubt that they were speaking the truth,
as no ground could have looked more favourable for
these shy animals than the rugged cliffs of this wild
and uninhabitable coast. In the evening, accom-
panied by Mahmoud, I climbed up some likely looking
ravines, but, although we saw fairly fresh spoor, we
came across no wild goats, and so we returned to the
sea at nightfall, and slept on board the boat.

On Monday, September 24, leaving the boat to find
its way back to its old anchorage beneath the shadow
of the Musa Dagh, Mahmoud and I climbed the moun-
tain above the bay, and then commenced to work our
way slowly westwards across the broken country that
lay between our camp and Port Genoese. The heat
was intense, the sun beating down in such pitiless in-
tensity from a cloudless sky upon the bare limestone
crags, over which we cautiously made our way, that I
at length began to feel as dry and parched up as my

3
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surroundings, which I could not but compare unfa-
vourably with the well-watered hunting-grounds of
Eastern Rhodesia, which I had but so lately left. At
last, about midday, we saw four female wild goats in a
ravine below us; and despairing of seeing any rams,
and in the hope of securing fresh meat, I decided to
try a shot at one standing on a rock almost perpen-
dicularly below me. She was about one hundred and
fifty yards distant, and standing perfectly still; but I
missed her clean, the bullet striking with a loud
smack the rock on which she was standing. She
evidently did not know where the shot came from, for
instead of bolting downhill, as these wild goats usually
seem to do,—a course which in. this case would have
meant safety, — she came clambering up towards me;
so hastily slipping another cartridge into my rifle, I
got a second chance at her as she passed at about
eighty yards’ distance. She showed no signs of being
hit, but rushing through a patch of bush disappeared
behind a rock. This point I soon reached, and at
once saw such a heavy blood-trail stretching across
the rocks in front of me, that I thought my bullet
must have cut the animal’s throat, and expected to find
it lying dead within a very short distance. However,
in spite of the great loss of blood, this sturdy little
animal led us a long chase, and eventually evaded us,
though I fear it could never have recovered from the
serious wound it must have received. We had fol-
lowed it for some distance over some very rough
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ground, when we came upon it suddenly, lying within
ten yards of us under a bush at the bottom of a little
gully. It did not give me a chance of a shot, as it
rushed away under cover of the bank. Up to this point
the spoor had been very easy to follow, but beyond it
there was very little blood. ~After following the tracks
slowly and carefully some distance farther, we at last
lost them amongst some scrubby bush, and finally
abandoned the pursuit, only reaching camp late in
the evening, dead tired and parched with thirst.

In the evening I had a long talk with the old
head man of Atrassan; and learning that there was a
mountain a few miles round the coast to the westward,
often frequented by wild goats at this season of the
year, I determined to shift my camp altogether to a
place called Markos, as it seemed to me that although
there were a good many ewes and kids on the Musa
Dagh, big rams were excessively scarce there, and
might prove to be more plentiful on the new ground.
Anyway, it was a chance which I resolved to try, as
the time I could devote to wild-goat hunting was
fast drawing to a close, if I was to catch the steamer
leaving for Smyrna on September 29. Thus, on the
following morning, I got everything carried down to
the boat, and, the wind serving, embarked forthwith
with my two Greek servants, the old head man and
Mahmoud also accompanying us. About one o’clock
we reached Markos, and as the mountain on which we
hoped to find the wild goats rose sheer from the sea,
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like the mountains of Port Genoese, I at once landed,
and, taking Mahmoud with me, went a good way up
the mountain, not getting back to the boat till an hour
after dark. We saw two small goats, either females
or very young rams, in the course of the afternoon,
but as they were not worth shooting, I did not attempt
to stalk them. :

On Wednesday, September 26, I started at daylight
with the boy Mahmoud, Antonio, Manoli, and the
head man of Atrassan,accompanying us, and taking a
few things, necessary to form a camp at a spring on
the mountain-side about five hundred feet above the sea-
shore. Arrived at the water, they remained there with
their loads, leaving Mahmoud and myself to proceed on
our way upwards. We had a long day, going right
over the mountain and hunting many fine cliffs on
the farther side, and not getting back to camp till
7.30 p.M., fourteen hours after leaving the boat in the
morning. The heat of the sun was something terrific,
especially in the morning, as there was not a breath of
air, and the fierce sun beating down on the bare rocks
was as hot, I think, as anything I have ever experi-
enced in Africa. On this day, too, as on previous
days on the Musa Dagh, we suffered much from thirst,
as, except at the springs found close to their bases, all
the mountains in this part of Asia Minor are abso-
lutely waterless. I carried my rifle and Mahmoud a
small wooden bottle of water, but by midday this was
emptied, and we should have suffered much from thirst
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in the latter part of the day had it not been that by
that time we had reached the top of the mountain, and
in the afternoon a breeze came up from the sea, which
mitigated to some extent the intense heat. This was
another blank day, as we did not see a wild goat of
any sort, though there were evidently some about, as
was proved by their spoor and droppings, so I still
hoped for better luck on the morrow. The old head
man seemed much put out at my not having seen any
goats, and accused Mahmoud of not having carried out
his instructions and taken me to the best places to find
them. I do not think the boy was at all in fault, as
we had been over some very excellent-looking ground
and seen a good deal of spoor, though we had not had
the luck to actually sight game. Finally, the old man
said that on the following day, which would have to be
my last on the mountain, he would accompany me
himself, and, if Allah so willed it, would get me a shot
at a good goat.

In order to take full advantage of the cool of early
dawn, I was astir before daylight the next morning,
and, accompanied by Mahmoud and the head man,
commenced to climb the mountain-side just as day
was breaking. It was still early when we reached the
summit, and here we had a rest, and enjoyed a frugal
meal of biscuits, dried figs, and water. So far we had
seen nothing, but the old Turk seemed full of confi-
dence, and, after our rest, again led the way along
a spur of the mountain running towards Atrassan.
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The face of the mountain upon which we were now
hunting was cut into a succession of rocky ravines,
divided one from the other by ridges more or less
clothed with pine-trees and scrubby undergrowth; and
it was evident, from the cautious manner in which my
old guide examined every open piece of ground, that
he fully expected to see some of the animals of which
we were in search in one or other of these numerous
ravines. Nor was he mistaken ; for at last, after peer-
ing over a rock into the depths of a deep gorge below
us for several minutes, he turned and beckoned me to
come to his side, at the same time giving utterance to
the one word “ gay-eek,” — wild goat. Unless it had
happened to move just as my eye fell upon it, I should
certainly have overlooked it, had I been alone and
without my field-glasses. By the aid of these, how-
ever, I could see quite plainly, not only that it was a
wild goat, but a ram with fair-sized horns, lying appar-
ently fast asleep amongst a lot of stones in the shade
of a large fir-tree. I soon made out a second goat, also
a ram, lying near the first, and presently my strong
field-glass revealed a third, apparently a female, lying
on aledge of rock at some distance from the other two.
We were, as I have said before,a long way above them,
but as the wind was in our favour, I think we might
have descended the side of the mountain by the next
parallel ravine, and then have crept to within easy
range of where the rams were lying, if they would but
have prolonged their siesta for another hour or two.
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Before, however, we had decided upon our plan of ac-
tion, first one ram, and then the other, rose to his feet,
and, after being joined by the small female, commenced
to move very slowly and deliberately across the chaos
of rocks and stones amongst which they had been
lying. They soon crossed this open ground, and get-
ting amongst some scrubby bush, disappeared from
view. [ thought they would soon show themselves
again, and indeed I deemed it not unlikely they would
ascend the spur of the mountain at the foot of which
they had been lying, and come right up of their own
accord to within shot of where we were sitting. It
looked the natural thing for them to do. However,
minute after minute passed, and we saw nothing more
of them, till at last it seemed evident that they had
again lain down in the shelter of the bushes amongst
which we had lost sight of them. The old Turk now
made signs that he wished me to work down on to
them, but I was loath to move, as it is one thing to stalk
an animal whose exact position you know, but quite
another to approach a patch of bush in some part of
which you know that an animal is lying concealed
without being sure of its exact position; as in the
latter case the odds are ten to one that you are your-
self seen first, in which case, if you get a shot at all, it
will not be a good one. So I waited and waited and
waited, till at last the position of the sun warned me
that if I was to shoot a goat and get back to camp
before nightfall, I must make a move.
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The descent of the mountain was easy enough ; and
before very long we had got down to the neighbour-
hood where we had first seen the goats lying, and
the old Turk gave me to understand that if we reached
a certain buttress of rocks we should command a view
of the spot where we had last seen them. Before reach-
ing these solid rocks, however, we had to cross one
hundred yards or so of loose stones; and to accomplish
this noiselessly was an absolute impossibility, as they lay
all loosely heaped together at a steep angle on the
mountain-side in such a way that the displacement of
one moved several others and was bound to make some
slight noise even if it did not send a small avalanche
down to the valley below. Across this treacherous
piece of ground my guide and I moved cautiously
with bare feet; at least his feet were bare and mine
only covered with socks. It seemed that it took an
age to cross it, but at last we reached the solid mass of
rocks that had been our goal, and, climbing hastily to
the top, eagerly scanned the ground beyond, and almost
immediately saw the wild goats of which we were in
search. Fortune so far had befriended us, as, although
the slight noise we had made in crossing the loose
stones had disturbed them, they had not been able to
quite locate the sound, and were approaching us in-
stead of retreating. Had we not disturbed them, I do
not think we should ever have seen them at all amongst
the bushes where they had been lying, until they had
made us out, and crept away without offering a chance
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of ashot. Asit was, they were at first about three hun-
dred yards below us, but as they were climbing upwards
every step brought them nearer to us. Theyadvanced
very slowly, and with great caution, until at last they
were within two hundred yards of where I stood. Nearer
than this they were not likely to approach, so, putting up
the two hundred yards’ sight, I prepared for a shot.
The two rams appeared about the same size, and their
broad curving horns looked very fine. Soon one of
them stood in full view on a rock, and offered a capital
shot. Standing as I was, he was too far off for me to
feel at all sure of hitting him; but Allah was with me
on this day, and as I fired I had the satisfaction of see-
ing him fall headlong off the rock, and disappear in a
small crevasse. I verynearly got a shot at the second
ram, as he jumped from rock to rock, but he was a
little too quick for me, and got out of sight before I
could manage to slip another cartridge into my single-
barrelled rifle. Barefooted as I was, it did not take me
long to get down to where my prize lay. The old
Turk pronounced it to be a five-year-old ram; and,
such as it was, I was very pleased to have secured it,
for, although its horns had not attained to the mag-
nificent proportions sometimes seen in old rams of his
species, he still carried a very pretty head, his horns
being quite symmetrical, and measuring just twenty-
four inches over the curve. He was still in his summer
coat of red brown, with a short black beard, but with
the broad shoulder-stripe, which becomes so con-
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spicuous later on in the season, almost entirely
wanting. His legs were short and strong, and well
suited to carry their owner’s heavy though symmet-
rical form up and down the mountain-sides on which
he had passed his life. He was in excellent condition,
and his flesh proved surprisingly good, quite equal, it
seemed to me, to the best of mutton, and without any
trace of goaty flavour about it. I would much rather,
however, have had a good stinking old ram with a real
big head. It did not take us long to cut him up; but
it was already late when we started for camp, which
we did not reach till after dark.

On the morning of the following day we were unable
to make sail for Fineka, as the wind proved unfavour-
able, so I skinned and preserved my goat’s head, and
then had everything carried down and packed in the
boat, all ready for a start as soon as the wind changed.
But all day long it blew steadily from the same direc-
tion, until I began to fear that we should miss our
steamer. The Greek boatmen, however, declared that
there would be a change at sunset, and they were
right, as the wind dropped altogether about that time,
leaving us still stuck for the want of any wind atall. A
little before midnight, however, a breeze sprang up
from the east, and we at once got under way, and
reached Fineka about one o’clock on the following
day.

That same night our steamer arrived from Adalia,
when we at once went on board, and were soon on our
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way to the famous island of Rhodes, which we reached
on the afternoon of September 30. Here we were put in
quarantine for eighteen hours, and so did not arrive at
Smyrna until late on the afternoon of October 3, thus
bringing to a close my first journey in a (to me) new
and most interesting country, where if I had not had
much sport, I had spent a pleasant time in quest of
it, and gained experience which may be useful to
me at some future time.



AFTER WILD GOATS ON THE MAIMUN
DAGH

OWARDS the end of January, 1895, having

six weeks at my disposal, I determined to

make a quick rush to Asia Minor in the hope
of getting a shot or two at wild goats (Capra egag-
rus), or even, if time permitted, endeavouring to se-
cure a specimen of the little-known moujflorn (Ouvis
gmeling) of that country. Having spent two months
in Asia Minor in the previous autumn, I knew some-
thing of the country, and of the haunts and habits
of that handsome animal which Mr. E. N. Buxton has
so happily described as the father of all the goats;
and, moreover, being in communication with the kind-
est of friends in Smyrna, I could count upon the best
advice and assistance in carrying out the object I had
in view, with little or no preliminary delay. At the
last moment I found myself without a rifle, — my .450-
bore Metford, by Gibbs of Bristol (which I had used
on my last trip, and for many years previously), hav-
ing been most unaccountably lost by the Austrian
Lloyd Company between Smyrna and Budapest. I
was expecting daily to hear that this rifle had been
returned to my friends in Smyrna, and was naturally
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unwilling to go to the expense of purchasing a new
weapon; but even up to the day of my leaving Eng-
land for Africa, on March 30, 1895, the lost rifle had
not been recovered.

Leaving England on January 25, and travelling by
way of Marseilles, I reached Smyrna on February 2
in the steamer “ Alphée,” one of the oldest, smallest,
and slowest boats of the French Messageries Mari-
times line. We were two days behind time, having
encountered very bad weather in the Mediterranean;
but even had we arrived at our destination on the
appointed day, I consider that this route to Asia
Minor has nothing to recommend it but its compara-
tive cheapness, as I found the long sea-passage very
tedious in a small and by no means luxurious steamer.
I had with me a pretty little sporting .303 Lee-Metford
rifle, kindly lent to me for my trip by Mr. Henry
Holland, the well-known rifle-maker of New Bond
Street, and feared I might experience some trouble
in landing it at Smyrna, as I knew that the Turk-
ish custom-house authorities — always troublesome —
would now be more than usually obstructive, owing
to the attitude taken up by the principal European
nations on account of the recent excesses of the
Turkish troops in Armenia. However, I was saved
from all difficulties through the kindness of my friend
Mr. Fred. Holmwood, our Consul-General at Smyrna,
who, being notified of my arrival, came on board the
“ Alphée ” to meet me, and took all my baggage
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through the custom-house for me. A short chat with
the Consul soon convinced me that in the present dis-
turbed state of the country, and the irritable and ex-
cited condition of the Turkish authorities, it would
be very inadvisable to try for moufflon in the country
where these animals are to be found, owing to its
proximity to the Armenian frontier; and my choice of
hunting-grounds therefore lay practically between two
districts,—the Maimun Dagh to the east, and some
hills in the neighbourhood of Makri to the south.

After breakfasting with Mr. Holmwood, I made
my way to the office of my kind friends, the W’s,, by
whom I was handed a telegram, which, although it
did not necessitate my immediate return to England,
still rendered it advisable for me to considerably cur-
tail the number of days that I had originally thought
I should be able to devote to actual hunting. This
left me no alternative but to make for the Maimun
Dagh, or Monkey Mountain, which, situated as it is
right alongside of the Aidin railway line, is the most
accessible haunt of the wild goat in Asia Minor. Mr.
H. O. W. had got everything ready for me, and on
the morning of February 3, the day after my arrival
in Smyrna, I took my ticket for Chardak station,
which lies right under the Maimun Dagh. I was
accompanied by two Greek servants who had been
with me the previous autumn, and with whom I felt
quite at home — Pabli, who acted as cook and inter-
terpreter, and Manoli, a very useful all-round man.
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Pabli I always found a most good-tempered, willing,
and obliging man, and a very fair cook. He knew
a little Italian, and less French, whilst I knew some
French and no Italian, and I think we mutually com-
prehended one another in a broad way as much by
instinct and intuition as by language; yet I could
always make out what Pabli was driving at (sooner
or later), whilst he professed to understand my French
illumined by shots at Italian words, molto bene.

At Chardak, I was met by an old acquaintance, a
Greek doctor in the employ of the railway company.
No one is better acquainted than Dr. C. with the
haunts and habits of the wild goats of the Maimun’
Dagh; and I was very pleased to find that he would
be able to spend the next ten days with me, and give
me the benefit of his local experience in outwitting
one of the wariest of wild animals. Though some-
what rotund of figure, the good doctor is an excel-
lent walker and climber, a keen sportsman, and a good
shot; but only possessing a smooth-bore gun, it is
but seldom that he can hope to get a shot at the wild
goats except by having them driven to him by beaters,
when the animals often pass within a short distance
of the concealed hunter. In this way the doctor has
shot a good many, amongst them some fine billies;
though he has never secured one of the very largest
size, as these wary old veterans, I believe, always re-
fuse to be driven, and break back through the line
of beaters.
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As it was already late in the afternoon when the
train reached Chardak, and Dr. C. had to return to
his home at the other end of the mountain to get his
blankets, etc., before finally joining me, I arranged to
stop at the station until his arrival the following morn-
ing by the down train from Dinair, due at Chardak
at 8 A. M. He and I were then to have a day in the
mountain, whilst Pabli and Manoli would get our tents
and baggage conveyed on a bullock cart to a spring
of water at the base of the mountain about five miles
from Chardak, where they were to pitch camp and
have everything ready to receive us at the end of our
‘day’s tramp. On this evening I was the guest of the
hospitable Greek station-master and his family, who
were all suffering from malarial fever, the effects of
which they were endeavouring to mitigate, they told
me, by daily doses of quinine. As Chardak stands at
an elevation of about three thousand feet above
sea level, and as at the time I am speaking of the
nights were cold and frosty and the days by no means
too warm, one would not have thought that the cli-
mate ought to have been feverish; but I expect that
the station-master and his family had originally caught
their fevers in the summer months, when the exhala-
tions from the large salt pan lying at the foot of the
Maimun Dagh must be very unhealthy; and a mala-
rial fever once caught is often difficult to get rid
of, as some of us know from personal experience.

When nearing Chardak I had seen from the train
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a flock of large birds which I felt sure were great
bustards; and on making inquiries I found that these
birds were common in this district, and were to be
seen from the station almost any day in the early
morning. Sure enough, on getting up soon after six
the next morning and taking a look round, I saw a
flock of about twenty of these magnificent fowl stand-
ing in the bare open plain not more than five hundred
yards from the station buildings, whilst others were
dotted about at greater distances. To attempt a stalk
was manifestly impossible ; but I thought that I might
get within shot by disguising myself as a Turkish
‘peasant, so, borrowing one of the great stiff square
and armless felt coats worn by the Yuruk shepherds,
I walked slowly out of the station, taking a line that
would bring me within two hundred yards of the bus-
tards. They evidently observed me at once, and one
and all stood motionless with their heads up. Not
knowing exactly how wild they were, I thought that if
I could get within two hundred yards of them I would
not attempt to approach any nearer, but would sit
down and take a steady shot at the biggest bird. I
picked out a monster, and, keeping my eye fixed upon
him as I advanced, at length thought I had better sit
down quickly and try a shot. Up to this moment the
bustards had stood like statues; but the instant I
halted, and before I had even made an attempt at sit-
ting down, the whole flock rose from the ground like
one bird, and flew off without the preliminary flapping
4
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along the ground, which, from my knowledge of the
great-crested bustard (Ewupodotis cristata) of South
Africa, I should have expected from his somewhat less
bulky though nearly allied congener of Europe. After
this, although there were many more bustards dotted
about the plain, I found that they would not allow me
to approach within four hundred yards of them. After
trying two very long shots with no result, I returned
to the station, and told Pabli to get breakfast ready by
the time Dr. C. arrived, so that we might lose as little
time as possible in making a start for the hill.

The train arrived in due course; the Doctor and I
made a substantial breakfast, and then, accompanied
by one old Turk, made a start for the broken cliffs
and wooded corries of the Maimun Dagh, leaving
Pabli and Manoli to pack up the tents and baggage,
and get them conveyed to our camping-ground.

Before proceeding further, I ought to say something
as to the nature of the country in which I was about
to hunt; but I will content myself with a few sen-
tences on this head, referring my readers for a fuller
description of the ground to one of the best books on
big game-shooting that I have ever read; namely,
“Short Stalks,” by that experienced sportsman and en-
tertaining writer, Mr. E. N. Buxton. In the chapter on
the « Father of all the Goats,” will be found a full de-
scription of the Maimun Dagh. Suffice it to say that
one face of this mountain is very broken and in many
places precipitous, cut into numberless ravines and
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corries, the sides of which are everywhere clothed with
forests of juniper, except, of course, on bare cliffs.
This broken face of the mountain has a length of
seven or eight miles, and rises to a height of about
fifteen hundred feet above the plain. At its foot runs
the railway line for its whole length, skirting at the
same time the large salt pan I have before spoken of.
It is this broken rugged mountain face, with its
numerous precipitous cliffs and fantastic buttresses of
bare rock, which has earned the appellation of the
“Monkey Mountain,” the idea being apparently that
it would require the activity and climbing powers of a
monkey to get about on it comfortably. Given, how-
ever, a pair of india-rubber-soled shoes and a fairly
good head, the Maimun Dagh presents but little diffi-
culty or danger to the hunter of wild goats, the pur-
suit of which animals is very much easier in every
way there than upon the precipitous limestone moun-
tains on the south coast of Asia Minor, which in
places come sheer down into the sea, and many of
which can only be ascended with considerable diffi-
culty. But let me return to the Maimun Dagh.

As snow was lying on the top of the mountain, the
Doctor thought it would be useless looking for the
wild goats on the highest ridges, so we searched for
them in the ravines from five hundred to one thou-
sand feet above the plain. It was a clear, frosty
morning as we ascended the lower slopes of the
mountain on February 4, and, although the sun was
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shining brightly, the air felt fresh and invigorating
throughout the day. We kept along the side of the
mountain, climbing in and out of numerous ravines
and corries, and always examining the ground before
us as carefully as possible from every coign of vantage.
We had proceeded in this manner for about four
hours without seeing anything, when, after peering
over the top of a ridge for some time, and cérefully
examining the ground before us, without having been
able to make out anything, we rose to our feet to
move forwards. We immediately disturbed a little
flock of eight nanny-goats and kids, which had been
lying all the time — but quite invisible to us —
amongst some bushes at the base of a cliff not more
than two hundred yards away from us. As soon as
they moved we saw them, of course, but as they crept
away amongst the bushes, only revealing to view an
occasional patch of brown, it was impossible to tell
whether or no there was a ram amongst them. When
they had gained a distance of some three hundred
yards, however, they sprang up a wall of rock, and
thinking, I suppose, that they were out of range, stood
looking back towards the ridge where they had seen
us, and where we were still sitting. As one after
another the surefooted little animals sprang up the
bare face of the rock, to which their reddish-brown
coats assimilated almost exactly in colour, I had a good
look at them with my field-glasses, and saw that there
was not even a small ram amongst them. Had there
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been, I should have tried a shot; but I had no wish to
shoot a nanny, whose head would have been a poor
trophy, and who at this season of the year would have
been in young. The old rams, though not in high
condition, are at this season at their best, from a pic-
turesque point of view, and in their whitish coats,
with broad black shoulder-stripe, long black beard,
and beautifully curved horns sweeping back almost to
their haunches (and attaining to.a length sometimes
of nearly four feet), they are, to my mind, one of the
very handsomest prizes to be won by a sportsman in
any part of the world. There is of course no close
season for the wild goats, or for any other wild animal
in Asia Minor; and as they have been hunted and
harried the whole year round from prehistoric times
up to the present day, they have developed a perfectly
abnormal acuteness of all their senses, which renders
it by no means an easy matter to bring one to bag by
fair hunting.

Shortly after seeing the little flock of nanny-goats,
we were sitting amongst some juniper-trees at the
foot of a cliff, examining the broken ground below us,
when suddenly a kid, followed by its dam, came walk-
ing along a shelf of rock immediately in front of us;
and, as we were well concealed behind the stems of the
juniper-trees, and the wind was favourable, the little kid
came actually to within twenty yards of where we
were sitting, and I noticed distinctly its broad forehead
and yellowish eyes. As I had no intention of shoot-
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ing either the kid or the nanny, I made no motion to
take up my rifle, which was lying beside me; but the
Doctor could not resist the temptation to try for a
shot — pour la viande, as he explained — and so
stretched out his arm towards his gun. But the
movement was seen by both mother and kid, who,
immediately suspecting that they had got into bad
company, were off the rock, round a juniper-tree, and
out of sight before their would-be slayer had time to
say “ Sacristi,” or make any other philosophical reflec-
tion that would occur to a disappointed sportsman at
such a moment.

After this, it being past midday, we wended our
way to a ravine, where the old Turk said we would
find a little water, and there we made a frugal lunch
of dried figs and bread. Whilst enjoying our meal,
we saw a party of about a dozen natives of the country
passing along the top of a ridge of rocks above us, all
armed with long guns. This was a hunting party, the
Doctor informed me, that had been on the mountain
for some days, numbering altogether fifteen guns and
a lot of beaters. Although they had had a certain
number of goats driven past them, and had fired a
good number of shots at them, they had not bagged
a single animal, though they had wounded and lost a
young ram. This animal, our old Turk told us, on
being followed up had made right down to the foot of
the mountain, where it was seen by a peasant passing
with a bullock cart. He, on going up to it, found it
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too weak to move, and so promptly despatched it, and
carried it home on his cart, chuckling greatly to him-
self as he saw the sportsmen presently coming down
the mountain, following slowly and carefully on the
blood spoor of the wounded animal. Naturally, when
they reached the spot where the peasant had killed
and lifted it from the ground, the blood tracks sud-
denly ceased ; nor, although they made casts all round
could they ever pick up the spoor again. The man
had left no footmarks on the hard stony ground, and
they never dreamed that their goat had been picked up
a few hundred yards in front of them, and was at that
moment reposing peacefully on the bullock cart that
was being driven slowly along over the plain below
them. Allah had not been kind to them; but, on the
other hand, he had been very good to the driver of
the cart.

Our lunch finished, we again went forwards, and
kept moving till late in the afternoon; but though we
worked through some very promising-looking ground,
we saw no more goats, and when shortly after dusk
we reached our camp, which had been pitched at the
foot of the mountain, at a spot well known to the
Doctor, close to a spring of water, we were quite ready
for the substantial dinner which Pabli had got ready
for us.

We were up betimes the next morning, and in the
early dawn climbed the steep face of the mountain to
a height of about one thousand feet above our camp,
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on our way disturbing four nanny-goats, a long dis-
tance from us, on the opposite side of a broad
ravine. Although they must have been six or seven
hundred yards off when they first observed us, they
did not seem to trust us even at that distance, but
commenced to climb rapidly up some very steep rocky
ground above them, and at last disappeared over the
top of one of the fantastic and picturesque buttresses
of rock which form such a striking feature in the
landscapes of the Maimun Dagh. We now kept
along the side of the mountain in the same manner
as we had done the preceding day, but over entirely
fresh ground, as on Monday we had only hunted that
portion of the mountain lying between Chardak and
our camp, whilst we were now working the ground
beyond. Our plan was to keep along the hillside
for three or four miles at an elevation of about one
thousand feet, and then, after ascending to the top, to
work back again through the highest corries.

The Maimun Dagh is, I may say, so wonderfully
broken up by innumerable ravines and corries that it
takes fully half a day to work quietly and cautiously
along three or four miles of its rugged face. I think
it must have been about eleven o’clock that, climbing
out of a steep-sided ravine, we reached a ridge covered
with large pine-trees, and peered cautiously first over
a bare wall of rock above us, and then into the thickly
wooded ravine below. For some minutes we lay still,
and examined the ground above and below us very
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carefully, but saw nothing. Then the Doctor stood
up, and immediately said excitedly, “ Regardez; les
bouquetins; les grands;” and I too saw them as they
moved. Three splendid old rams sprang one after
another from behind some bushes down two or three
yards of open rock, and were immediately hidden from
view in the scrub below. Alas! once more these
wary animals had been lying, as they always do, in
such a position that they could not be seen, whilst
they were sure of seeing, smelling, or hearing any
enemy that approached. For one instant of time I
saw them, as [ have said above, spring one after an-
other down a bare piece of rock dividing two patches
of scrubby bush, at a distance of not more than one
hundred and fifty yards; but the glimpse I got of
them, momentary as it had been, was sufficient to
reveal to me that at last I had seen what I had toiled
and searched for in vain in the previous autumn, —
three patriarchal specimens of Capra egagrus. 1 had
marked in each of them successively the long beard
and black shoulder-stripe, and, above all, the great
sweeping horns that looked almost too large and
heavy for the heads that bore them.

A very quick shot might have snapped at one or
other of them during the moment of time that they
were exposed to view; but the goats were a long way
too quick for me. As they were going downhill
when we saw them, the Doctor ran along the ridge,
hoping to get a sight of them as they crossed an open
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space farther down; but I remained where I was with
the old Turk, sitting quite still, and hoping that they
might climb up the bed of the ravine and make for
the rocks above us. This is exactly what they did;
for presently, just as I had moved my eyes from
the hillside above me, and was again searching the
wooded ravine below, my companion touched me and
pointed silently upwards, and following his eyes I saw
a sight which will long live in my memory. The
three old billies were standing on a ledge which ran
across the face of the bare cliff; they did not seem
much alarmed, and were moving very leisurely along
the ledge. My impression is that when they first
moved and sprang down the rock, they had neither
seen nor winded us, but had only heard the Doctor
move a few small stones as he stood up. They had
then probably made their way amongst the bushes to
the bottom of the ravine and stood listening, and, on
hearing the Doctor pelting along the top of the ridge,
had turned back. After creeping cautiously up the
scrubby hollow and hearing nothing more, imagining
that the danger was past, they had climbed on to the
bare rock to take a look round. They were, I think,
about two hundred and fifty yards off, but being
much lighter in colour than the rock which formed a
background to them, they showed up well, and offered
a very good mark.

Now for my first shot at game with the little .303
rifle. I had carefully sighted it for one hundred
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yards at Mr. Holland’s shooting-ground, and had
found that by taking the foresight very full, I could
shoot with it up to two hundred and fifty yards. 1
was already sitting down, but not facing quite the
right way, so turning noiselessly on my axis I placed
an elbow on each knee, South African fashion, and
taking the ivory foresight very full on the shoulder of
the foremost goat (as I could not see that there was
any choice of horns amongst the three), pulled the
trigger. He made a plunge forward, and rushing
down a steep face of rock, was out of sight in an
instant. I could not tell whether I had hit him or
not; but I felt sure that if I had not, I must have
gone very close to him,—a very poor consolation in
a case of this sort. The report of my small rifle
being much fainter and farther off than the goats on
the Maimun Dagh were accustomed to hear, the two
remaining old billies evidently did not know quite
what to make of it, nor did they realise exactly the
nature of the danger that threatened them; for turn-
ing round, they sprang a few feet along the ledge on
which they were standing, and then stood close to
one another, half hidden by a small bush. Hastily
reloading, I lost no time about firing at the one I
could see best; but for this shot I pushed up the
second sight, as I thought the distance a bit too far
for the first. In doing this I made a mistake. At
any rate, I missed my mark, and the goats were in-
stantly round a rock and out of sight. The old Turk
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made a motion with his hands, indicating that the
bullet had just grazed over the goat's back; but I
doubted his knowing anything about it, and was at the
time rather inclined to the view that both shots had
been hits. I did not move immediately, as I wished to
wait for the Doctor’s return before searching for blood
spoor; but in less than a minute after I had fired the
last shot, one of the two goats that had just disap-
peared again showed himself high up on a ledge of
the cliff far above us. He looked very white, and car-
ried a beautifully curved pair of horns; but he was a
very long way off, —at least three hundred and fifty
yards, I should think. However, I thought there
could be no harm in trying a shot at him; so, pushing
up the third sight, and holding, I think, steadily on
him, I fired, and once more was informed by the Turk
at my side that in his opinion I had again fired a
little too high. As before, the intelligence was con-
veyed by expressive signs.

As soon as the Doctor came up, we made our way
to the foot of the cliff, and the Turk and I with
some difficulty got up to the ledge where the goats
were standing when I first fired. The wash-down
from the rocks above had covered this ledge in
places with a thin layer of sand; and where the
foremost goat had stood when I fired at him, the
tracks of his fore and hind feet were plainly visible;
there, too, on the wall of rock bchind was the splash
of the bullet plain enough, and seemingly exactly at
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the right height above the hoof-marks to have passed
through the animal’s body. As I had fired from
below, the bullet was certainly not high enough above
the ledge to have passed over the goat’s back, and,
from its position in reference to the foot-marks, must
have either gone through him, or just grazed beneath
his chest behind the fore legs. The second bullet had
been a little too high, and the third too low, —both
being registered plainly enough, like the first, on the
wall of rock. It was not only the position of the
bullet-mark, but the way the old goat first fired at
came rushing down the rock after the shot, that made
me think he was hit; and to this day I cannot recon-
cile myself to the idea that I missed him.! However,
search as we would, we could find no trace of blood,
and at last had to give it up as a bad job. [ was
bitterly disappointed, and needed all the comfort the
little Doctor could give, in the way of assurances that
we should see more old goats, to keep up my spirits.
Had I only been a good shot, I thought, I might
have secured three magnificent trophies at one
glorious stroke; but as it was, I had bungled a
chance that might never come again. Well, I had
learned, at any rate, that there were some magnificent
old billy-goats on the hill, and I determined to per-
severe in their pursuit, and do my best to secure a
good head; so after finally abandoning the search for

1 This goat, a six-years-old ram, was found dead by a Turkish hunter
some time after my visit, and his horns were shown to Mr. H. W.
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blood spoor, we kept on our way along the side of the
mountain, until we at length reached a point beyond
which the Doctor said it was useless to look for goats,
as we had got to the limit of their feeding-ground.
We then climbed to the top of the mountain, and
worked back among the highest corries until we
reached a point directly above our camp. We had
seen no more goats, and as by this time the sun
was down, it behoved us to make for camp, which
we did not reach till the shades of evening were
closing in.

I had expected two friends from Smyrna to join
me that day; but as they had not arrived when we
reached camp, I came to the conclusion that they had
been prevented from coming. Shortly afterwards,
however, we saw a figure approaching in the dusk,
closely followed by a small donkey carrying a load,
with a second figure in close attendance upon it;
and in another minute I was shaking hands with my
friend Mr. J., an Englishman long resident in Asia
Minor, thoroughly conversant with the ways and lan-
guages of the country (Greek and Turkish), and a
very cheery companion. My want of success had by
no means spoiled my appetite; so whilst we were
discussing a savoury meal, I recounted to my com-
panion all that had befallen me during the two pre-
vious days, and the great success I might have had
if fortune had but favoured me, for, after all, there
is a little luck in judging distances correctly, when
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shooting in a wild country at ranges beyond two
hundred yards.

After dinner we discussed the programme for the
morrow, and it was agreed that the Doctor and I were
to hunt back towards Chardak, taking a line about
midway up the mountain, whilst J. and Moussa the
Turk would take a parallel line, but at a higher level.
In this way we hoped that if one or other of us came
across goats, the disturbed animals, in their flight up
or down the mountain, might come within range of the
other rifle.

On Wednesday morning we again made an early start,
and all climbed the first thousand feet above our camp
together; then, after giving J. and the Turk time to
ascend some five hundred feet higher, the Doctor and
I kept along the mountain-side, working over the same
ground as we had traversed on the previous Monday,
only going in an opposite direction. After a couple
of hours’ walking and climbing, I made out a goat
standing in the shade of a small bush, near the head of
a ravine, and, looking at him through the glasses, saw
that he was a fair ram, though his horns were nothing
like those of the three I had seen on the preceding
day. He was a long way off, well over three hundred
yards, I judged; but as the wind was very bad, and I
saw no chance of getting any nearer to him, I ‘deter-
mined to take the off-chance of hitting him with along
shot. Getting into a steady position and putting up
the third sight, I had my shot, and, as was to be ex-
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pected, did not hit the goat, which, disturbed by the
report, or the whizz of the bullet, trotted out from
its shelter for a few yards, and then bounded away
through the bushes.

It must have been about midday when we reached
a broad, deep ravine, divided at its head into several
rocky corries, which are a favourite haunt, the Doc-
tor informed me, of wild goats, so we advanced very
cautiously and kept a sharp look-out. We had just
reached a point amongst some juniper-trees and
bushes which commanded a good view over a series
of rock terraces, sparsely sprinkled with trees and
bushes, when five goats showed themselves on one of
the highest ledges of rock, at a distance of about four
hundred yards from where we were sitting. They had
evidently been disturbed, probably by J.and the Turk,
and were coming down the mountain face pretty
quickly, in a line one behind the other, and at one
time seemed to be heading straight for where we were
sitting, but unfortunately turned off again. They were
all big rams, looking very white against the sombre
background of grey rocks and dark-foliaged juniper-
trees, and all seemed to carry good heads; but the old
billy that brought up the rear far excelled his com-
panions in this respect, and bore a pair of horns the
like of which has, I fancy, seldom been seen and never
obtained by a British sportsman. As I looked at him
with the glasses, I marked with what a symmetrical
sweep the long horns curved backwards, and on one
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occasion when he stood for a moment on a rock and
turned his head towards us, I could see that the points
of his horns diverged from one another, the ends being
plainly visible on either side of the thick part of the
horn that rose immediately above the head. However,
I had not much time for observation, as the goats were
advancing rapidly but cautiously, halting at every few
yards, and at such times being unusually sheltered by
bushes.

Soon they reached the brink of a little corrie, and
the foremost animal seemed undecided whether to
enter it, or keep along its edge. Had he decided
upon the latter step, he would probably have passed
with his companions within one hundred yards of our
ambush, but unfortunately he was not so accommodat-
ing; and as soon as he commenced to descend the
corrie I saw that I should have to shoot quickly or
not at all, so getting into position, I prepared for a
careful shot at the magnificent old ram that brought
up the rear of the party. The distance was about two
hundred yards, and as he stood for an instant, broad-
side on close to the stem of a large fir-tree, I fired a
very steady shot at him, taking the sight a little full.
At the shot he dashed forward, and in an instant was
out of sight amongst the rocks and bushes at the
bottom of the corrie. I had felt sure I had hit him,
not only because I had had a good sight of him at
the moment I pulled the trigger, but also because of

the way he had dashed forwards; and so, without
5
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waiting an instant, I made for the big tree close to
» which he had been standing when I fired, in order
that 1 might hit off his tracks and look for blood
spoor. I was in the bottom of the corrie and advan-
cing rapidly to where the goat was standing before
I fired, when glancing to the right, I saw a fine ram
standing on a rock in full view and not more than
one hundred and fifty yards from me. At the same
time I saw the tops of the horns of two or three
others just showing above another rock. I lost no
time in firing at the one I could see, and it seemed
to me that he flinched at the shot before spring-
ing off the rock and joining his companions.
Having well marked the rock on which he had been
standing, I went on to look for blood on the tracks of
the one I had first fired at, and was still searching
when the Doctor came up. But not a drop of blood
could we find, and I was at last reluctantly forced to
believe that I must have taken the sight a little too full
or a little too fine, and so either fired over or under
him. In this country I may say that if you can-
not get blood spoor you cannot follow a wounded or
unwounded goat, as he is never very far from rocks and
stones, over which he jumps and climbs without the
least trace in the way of hoof-marks. I was not at all
sure that the animal I had last fired at was the big
ram whose horns I had so much admired as he came
down the mountain-side, for in the hurried glance I
cast on him before firing, I had had no time to no-
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tice anything except that he was a big old goat, very
white in colour, with horns of some sort. Perhaps, 1
thought, I had wounded him with the first shot and
caused him to lag behind his companions. With this
idea we now went up to the rock on which I had seen
him standing, and from there followed the line he had
taken till he disappeared behind a boulder of rock. For
twenty yards there was no blood, then suddenly the
ground before us was so thickly sprinkled with the crim-
son stain that I knew the wounded animal must have
been shot through the lungs and was throwing blood
at every step from his mouth and nostrils. That he
must be lying dead within one hundred yards of us I felt
sure, and so he was; but it took us some little time to
find him, nevertheless, for dying, as he must have been,
and with the life-blood gushing from his mouth and
nostrils at every step, the hardy beast had managed to
spring up a wall of rock which I should have thought
that even an unwounded goat would have hesitated to
attempt. As there appeared to be no necessity for
this step, we were at fault for some time, and could not
imagine why the heavy blood spoor had come to such
a sudden end. At last we saw a splash of blood some
eight feet up the wall of rock, and realised what had
happened. It took me some time to get to the top of
this mass of rock by a circuitous route, leaving the
Doctor to mark the spot. Once on the top of the
rocks directly above him, I again took up the blood
spoor, and advancing across the top to the other side
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and looking down, I saw a fine old goat lying dead ona
flat stone about twenty feet below me. It took us some
time to get to him, as he was inaccessible from above,
and I had first to rejoin the Doctor, and we then had
to get back to the bottom of the corrie and climb up
to the dead goat from below.

He was a fine animal, ne‘arly white in general
ground-colour, though darker (a light sandy yellow)
on the lower part of the sides and under the belly
than on the back. He had a broad black shoulder-
stripe and a black line running from behind his horns
all down his neck and back. His ears were small,
as in all the goat tribe, but his head was set off by
a flowing black beard, whilst his tail and the lower
parts of his legs were also black down the front face.
Immediately I looked at his horns I saw he was not
the ram I had first fired at, and was much dis-
appointed. Still he carried a pretty head measuring
twenty-eight inches, but his horns lacked the beauti-
ful sweeping curve of the grand pair I had seen
through the glasses, and which I knew must have
been exceptionally fine.

Just after we had got our prize down to a piece of
level ground suitable for skinning and cutting it up,
we were joined by J. and the Turk, who had seen us
from the rocks above. On examining the dead goat,
we found that my bullet had entered on the left side
just behind the ribs, and traversing the body obliquely
forwards, had passed out at the point of the shoulder.
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Inside, it had cut a large hole through the liver and
lungs, just missing the heart, and wherever it had
passed through or near muscle it had turned the meat
black. Neither the hole by which the bullet had
entered nor th<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>