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PREFACE.

Six of the articles in this volume have
appeared before, and for permission to
reprint them my thanks are due to the
editors of ‘ Blackwood’s,” ‘The Pall Mall,’
‘ Macmillan’s,” and ‘ Temple Bar.’

The first article is intended to be an
introduction to, or setting for, the others,
regarding which I need say no more than
that they are accounts of personal incidents,
and they range through different States of
the Malay Peninsula, and cover many years.

GEORGE MAXWELL.

PENANG,
January 1907.
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IN MALAY FORESTS.

THE FOREST.

To most people the Malay Peninsula is only known
as the long narrow strip that, on the map of Asia,
runs down into the sea beyond the bulky V-shaped
projection of India, and divides the Indian Ocean
from the China Sea.

Passengers by the mail - boats for the Far East,
though they approach it at the islands of Penang and
Singapore, see of its length during their voyage down
the warm smooth waters of the Straits of Malacca but
little save a continuous range of distant mountains
bathed in a haze of purple, blue, and grey.

He whose business or pleasure takes him on one of
the local steamers sees a little more. © In the fore-
ground there is, on the west coast, an unbroken line,
level as that of the sea, of dark-green forest. This is
the mangrove belt, which grows on the alluvial soil
brought down and silted up by the rivers, and which
ends where the sea begins. Behind this line rises a
range of heavily-timbered mountains, and behind this

A



2 IN MALAY FORESTS.

yet another range; and on all sides the horizon is
bounded either by forest-covered mountains or by
forest-covered plains.

It is almost the literal truth that the whole penin-
sula is covered with forest. It is not that the country
is uninhabited, for it has a population of some hundreds
of thousands: but it is that the inhabited area, every
yard of which has been won from, and hacked out of
the forest, is infinitesimal in comparison with the
extent of the forest that remains untouched.

Throughout its hundreds of miles of length and
breadth the Malay Peninsula is practically one vast
forest. The great alluvial tin-fields of Kinta, Larut,
Selangor, and Seremban, where tens of thousands of
Chinese coolies strip the surface to lay bare the ore,
are really mere patches; and the towns, palatial and
magnificent though the buildings of some of them are,
are nothing more than specks in an expanse that
sweeps from one Sultanate to another, and is only
limited by the sea.

Our railways and roads run through forest, and our
mines, plantations, and towns are bounded by it.

It is, however, difficult at first to realise the environ-
ment of the forest. 'When the newcomer has left his
steamer, and the railway has taken him to the town
which is his destination, it is possible that he may fail
to appreciate the most wonderful of all the new sights
around him ; he may, and most frequently does, accept
the dense mass of trees and vegetation that shuts in
the railway line as “the jungle,” and consider the
timber-clad mountains merely in the light of scenery.
% In a Malay village one may better realise the manner
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in which the forest hems in the cultivated area. The
settlement is generally situated on the banks of a
river. By the water’s edge are the houses, built under
the shade of fruit-trees, and behind them are the flat,
irrigated padi-fields. On all sides this area is shut in
by a dark heavy line that uprears itself, around and
above it, like the walls of a prison. This line is the
forest edge; and thence the forest spreads in every
direction, miles upon miles, until some other village
is reached; there it opens out again, and sweeping
round the clearing, as a wave encircles some ocean
rock, closes in again behind it and continues, over
mountains, over plains, until the sea is reached.

But it is when he views it from a mountain peak
that the stranger can best see the extent of the forest.
He will then discover, what the Malay can never for a
minute forget, that he lives his life in the midst of a
forest which is as much apart from him as it is around
him. The fact that it extends, interminable, far beyond
the horizon on every side, then for the first time makes
its indelible impression upon his mind.

This other wonderful thing he will perhaps first
realise: the forest is an evergreen ; the season, whose
changes in the cultivated area turn brown soil to the
tender green of the young padi shoots, to the richness
of the colour of the swelling plants, and to the golden

- wealth of the ripened grain, fails to touch the forest.
Neither the season, nor the flight of time, leaves a
mark upon the forest ; virgin in the days of which we
cannot guess the morn, virgin in our days, virgin it
will remain in the days of generations yet unborn.

On the slopes of the nearest spur each individual
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tree stands clear, each giant form showing the swelling
roundness of its wealth of bough and leaf. Tier upon
tier, the trees stand thickly massed, without a break,
from the level of the plain to the height of the topmost
trees that show their heads against the sky-line. Deep,
dark, sombre green is the colour of this near range;
here and there one may catch glimpses of lighter
shades, a few scattered patches perhaps of sage green
where some trees, after fruiting, are putting forth a
new flush of leaves; possibly there may be a speck of
vivid red that marks a tree whose young shoots assume
an unusual colour. But the contrast only accentuates
the prevailing tone.

Beyond these hills, which are not perhaps more
than a few miles away, rises a range that is clad in
purple. At this distance the mass of trees shows
through the clear atmosphere, not with the shape
of each individual tree, but with a uniform raised
and rounded roughness that covers alike mountain
crag and mountain ravine.

In some places in the plains between the two ranges
one may perhaps see the lighter green that marks a
cultivated area, or a gleam of white sand where
alluvial tin-mines show like islands in the sea.

Beyond the purple mountains rise other ranges, and
though, of course, you cannot see it, you know that
the forest sweeps on through wide hidden valleys and
wonderful places rarely trodden by man, until it re-
appears in sight upon another range.

The mountain-chains melt from purple to blue, and
as they recede the roughness of the forest covering be-
comes a velvety pile, and then an even softer texture;
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and finally, where grey mists melt and dissolve in the
distant haze, it is not easy to know which is forest
and which is sky.

Such is the view that lies beneath your eyes as you
stand upon a mountain peak some four or five thou-
sand feet above the plain. But so deep, so soft is the
mantle of forest, that you may fail to realise the
grandeur of the mountains. They have not the
austerity that belongs to nakedness. To right and
to left, where the mountain spurs run out and down
to the plain, your eyes rest on slopes which, though
steep perhaps, are softly undulating. Each tree melts
gently into its neighbour, or partly hides it; all is
green and harmonious, and the mountain offers a
face which appears to be as smooth and unbroken as
a pasture land. But sometimes you may see how
deceptive this appearance is. It has been raining,
and a great cloud comes slowly swimming landward
from the sea. The direction that it takes will bring
it within a mile of you. As it approaches the
mountain you wonder what will happen,—whether
it will rest against the mountain side, or whether it
will roll upwards through the trees. But to your
amazement, when the cloud edge touches the mountain
it does not stop. Then you see that the whole cloud
is swimming on int® the mountain. What has hap-
pened is that a mountain ravine has acted as the
channel up which a current of air is rushing skywards
from the plain, and into the ravine the cloud is being
slowly sucked. As the cloud enters, its shape and
size and colour help your eye to see both sides of the
ravine, and you may vaguely estimate the depth and
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width of the valley that had been strangely invisible
although so close. But as soon as the cloud is past
and gone, the trees on both sides of the ravine seem
to leap together ; and, though you now know exactly
where to look, waving branches and woven leaves
defy your efforts to say where the entrance is. You
then wonder how many similar places are hidden
around you, and picture to yourself the great sea
cloud hemmed in by the sides of the ravine and
still swimming further landward.

There is another time when you may have a revela-
tion. A few minutes after sunset the westward facing
mountains blaze with the refulgent glory of an after-
glow. A rosy light probes the secrets that the forest
hides from the noonday sun—the grandeur of wide
valleys that wind an intricate way into the inmost
heart of the mountains; the mystery of little deeply-
shaded tributaries that fall into them on either side;
the vastness of untrodden ravines and gorges; the
majesty of unscaleable precipices; the terror of long
straight scars that tell of landslides where trees and
soil and rock have slipped in hideous disaster, leav-
ing a wound that has cut to the very bone. For a
moment all is revealed—the mantle of the forest does
not avail against this searching light, and you may
well think that it is in the sweet exposure that the
mountains blush.

But come down from the mountain peak, and walk
alone along a forest path. Though it is midday it is
very dark and very sombre. The sun cannot pierce
the dense foliage of the branches of the giant trees,
and so heavily do shadows lie upon shadows that the
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very green seems almost black. The sheltered air is
fresh and cool, and there is an almost perfect stillness.
Underfoot, except where the path is trodden bare, is
a matting of dead leaves and of sweet damp moss.
The track upon which you stand is a foot or perhaps
a foot and a half wide, and at the height of your body
the width of the open way is perhaps three feet. The
daily passage of the Malays keeps back the encroach-
ment of brambles and forest creepers. But the track
is only wide enough and the opening only high enough
to allow a man to pass. You could not ride even the
smallest and handiest of ponies along it.

To right and left of the path the forest appears to
be almost impenetrable. The trees grow so thickly
together that you are closed in by a small but un-
broken circle of tree trunks. Between the trees there
are tangled masses of bushes, briers, and saplings.
Rattans and creepers of every kind crawl along the
ground and among the trees, sometimes hanging in
heavy festoons and sometimes tense with the pressure
that they exert. So thick and strong is the mass of
creepers that when a wood-cutter has hacked through
a tree trunk it is often kept upright by the ligaments
that bind it to the surrounding trees. After an hour’s
walk along a forest path, a casual observer might say
that, so far as he could see, the forest contained no
flowers, no butterflies, no birds, no life of any kind.
But if you sit upon a fallen tree-trunk and look
around, you may see a little more. High in a tree,
and almost out of sight, you may see an occasional
flower, and lower down perhaps, your eye may light
upon an inconspicuous spray of blossoms that a care-
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ful scrutiny shows to be a miniature orchid. There
are few butterflies in the forest, but now and then, if
you are by one of the openings among the trees, which
are to the winged creatures what the paths are to us,
you may see a moth or butterfly pass by flapping its
heavy velvet wings. You seldom hear a bird, but if
you are quiet and wait long enough some tiny sun-
bird may come your way, or, perhaps, some weird bird
with light-blue eyes and an enormous tail ; or a jungle-
hen may creep out from under a bush, and scratch for
ants’ eggs in an open space where a tree has fallen.
The only other thing that you will see, except an
occasional lizard, will be ants, and perhaps a millepede.
If you know where to look for them, you will see the
tracks of four-footed animals, but you will not see the
animals themselves.

But in a forest which you know to be so vast
and so boundless you have a right to expect more
than you have seen. Ants, a butterfly, even a bird,
do not and cannot represent the life of this great
gloomy place. But more you cannot see. You are
the centre of a small circle whose radius varies from
fifteen to thirty yards. Inside this circle you can
see more or less distinctly; outside it everything is
hidden. Even so huge an animal as an elephant is
sometimes invisible at fifteen yards, and almost always
invisible at thirty yards. Wherever you go you carry
with you that little circle outside which lies the un-
known. The path that lies behind you is, as soon
as it passes outside that circle, as full of the unknown
as the path before you or the tangle on either side.
So little do you see that the feeling comes over
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you that you are alone in the midst of mysterious,
hidden things. The feeling that immediately follows
this is that these mysterious things are not merely
hidden, but are specially hidden from you. The
circle that moves with you is the veil built up
against you. You could imagine that you were a
trespasser, or at all events were regarded as such.
Then you have the horrible feeling that from be-
hind the tree-trunks watching eyes are looking upon
you. It is bad enough at any time if you are alone
and all is quiet; it is worse as the sun sinks and
light fades; it is worst if by any ill chance you
bappen to know that you have lost not only your
way but your sense of direction.

At all times you may see things happen of which
the reason is hard to divine. Though not a breath
of air can be felt to move, a frond of a palm may
begin to sway gently and rhythmically backwards and
forwards while all the other fronds of the same tree
remain as motionless as the trees around. You ex-
amine the palm to see if there is possibly a rat or
some other animal at its base, but can discover
nothing. Sometimes one single leaf amidst the
numbers on a branch may begin without apparent
cause to be violently agitated, and will as suddenly
stop. ‘

The Malays always consider themselves as in-
truders when they enter the forest, and never
forget their awe of and reverence for it. They
seldom go into the forest alone; and when one man
asks another to accompany him, the reason that he
is going into the forest is always considered to be
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sufficient in itself. While it is true that the forest
lies almost at their doors, they never forget not
merely that no man knows its extent, but that it
actually is without bound or limit.

To the Malays the great enveloping forest is full
of supernatural powers. There are the wonderful
Jin Tanah, the Earth Spirits; Gergasi, the great
tusked giants; Orang Bunyi, the invisible Voice
Folk. There are individual creatures—such as Hantw
Pemburu, the Spectral Hunter; mountain top and
river pool have their local spirits; and there are
classes innumerable of ghosts, goblins, and demons.

They are known as Hantu Hutan—the Spirits of
the Forest,—and are as real to the Malays and as
much dreaded as the tigers and other wild animals
of the forest.

Men, such as rattan-cutters or gutta-hunters, whose
vocations take them into the forest, repeat a short
charm to avert the wrath or displeasure of these
spirits; and the farther they go from home the
more careful are they to make use of due ceremony
and incantation.

The forest envelops their homes and their lives;
but, as with the fisherfolk and the sea, the more they
explore it the more they know that it is a world
apart. That it is so near and extends so far adds to
it majesty and terror. In order to realise something
of what the Malay forest is, one may perhaps look
at it for a moment from the point of view of the
Malays, who know it better than any one else. And
in the charms, which have been handed down from
generation to generation, and which the Malays
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repeat to this day when they enter the forest, one
may have some perception of the sentiment that
inspires them. A rattan-cutter, though he may
find plenty of canes within easy call of his
home, repeats this invocation to the spirits of the
forest—

¢ Peace unto ye all !
I come as a friend, not as an enemy.
I come to seek my living, not to make war.
May no harm come to me, nor mine,
To my wife, my children, or my home.
Because I intend no harm, nor evil,
I ask that I may come, and go, in peace.”

It is worthy of notice that, though the Malays
have been staunch Muhammadans for centuries, their
aboriginal fear of the forest is so deeply rooted that
it is to the spirits and not to Allah that they apply
for protection.

Similarly, when a party of Malays sets out to drive
deer, the commonest of all game, they may go no
more than a few hundred yards away from the
village; but none the less the leader of the party
will utter this preface to his prayer to the
spirits—

' «Hail! Al hail!

We crave permission to enter on this domain
And to tie our nooses to these trees.”
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THE PINJIH RHINO.

AN old rhinoceros, that made its abode in the Pinjih
valley in the Kinta district, was for many years
the most famous animal in the native State of
Perak.

In the first place, it was kramat : that is to say, the
Malays credited it with supernatural powers, and
imagined it to be protected against all danger by a
guardian spirit. It often happens that an animal
which attaches itself to one locality and establishes
a reputation for daring or cunning, and which is
fortunate enough to escape a few ill-directed bullets,
comes in a few years to be considered kramat, and is
in many cases imagined to be a reincarnation of a
deceased celebrity. It is generally recognised that
animals under the protection of another world will
treat the human inhabitants of the district honoured
by their presence with a benign consideration border-
ing on condescension; thus a kramat elephant will
walk by the rice-fields leaving the crops untouched,
and a child might drive away a kramat tiger that
strayed too near the cattle-folds.

But this rhinoceros was extraordinarily savage;
and it was this combination of kramat power and
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savagery that constituted its second claim to dis-
tinction. It was known to have killed three men on
three separate occasions, and in each case the attack
was said to have been entirely unprovoked. At an
inquest held on the terribly mangled body of a Malay
named Japaringonen, the evidence proved that two
men had been walking quietly along a forest path
when, without any warning, the great brute had
rushed upon them. In many other cases men had
been attacked, but had escaped with their lives. It
would turn aside for no one, so it was said; on the
contrary, if met in the forest, it would either stand its
ground and then slowly and deliberately advance in
the direction from which it had been disturbed, or it
would charge without warning.

It had been a terror in the Pinjih valley long
before the British occupation of Perak (1874), and
twenty-five years later, at the time of this narrative,
it was only in large and armed parties that the wood-
cutters and rattan-collectors ventured into the less
frequented parts of the forest.

On more than one occasion the headman of the
district had organised expeditions to kill the animal,
and once a party of five picked Malays had met the
rhinoceros and had fired fifty shots at it. I heard the
headman tell the story once. “It was no child’s
play,” the old man said, turning fiercely on one of an
audience who had criticised the shooting. “If a
bullet felled the brute, it picked itself up at once ; and
if a shot missed, it charged forthwith. A hundred
men might have fired more shots, but they could not
have done more to kill it. And,” he added with a
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scowl, “the end of the matter is, that you cannot kill
an animal that will not die.”

The animal’s third claim to distinction lay in its
horn, which was said to be of exceptional length and
girth, and also to be blue. Malays divide rhinoceroses
into four classes, according to their horns. There is
the one known as sumbu [lilin, the “wax-coloured
horn”; sumbu aps, “ the flame-coloured horn” ; sumby
nila, “the blue horn”; and lastly, sumbu dtam, the
ordinary everyday “black horn.”

Rhinoceros’ horns are considered to have the most
marvellous efficacy as remedies for almost every kind
of disease, and even shavings of a horn are carefully
prized. In a case where the most appalling wounds
were inflicted by this particular rhinoceros upon a
man named Kanda Daud, the whole credit of the
man’s recovery was ascribed to the alleged fact that
some of the blue of the animal’s horn had come off on
the man’s hands as he sought to defend himself, and
that this blue had been used by the native doctors as
the antidote to the wounds.

The fact that made this rhinoceros so well known
among the Europeans of Kinta was not so much the
colour of its horn, or that it was Aramat, or was
savage, as that it was of the large one-horned variety
known as Rhinoceros Sondaicus, which is somewhat
rare, and that it seldom left an area of some forty
square miles, circumscribed by bridle - paths, and
within close reach of the headquarters of the distriet.
By comparison with the boundless extent of the forest
on all sides, and with the roving propensities of most
big-game animals, this made it easily accessible ; and
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many efforts were made to bring it to account. But
(partly, I imagine, to the native trackers being afraid
to bring their men up to the brute) something always
went wrong. Once the District Magistrate managed
to get on terms with it,;but was charged so often and
so determinedly in very thick scrub that he had to
beat a retreat and leave the rhinoceros master of the
field. In the dull record of failures there was, how-
ever, one light spot. The attendant spirit of kramat
animals has power to deceive the hunter by altering
the appearance of the hunted animal or by giving
its shape to one of the hunters or their attendants,
and on one occasion a gallant officer in the N
Regiment fell its victim. Leaving his pad elephant
in the forest with a Malay in charge, he proceeded one
day to set off on foot to look for fresh tracks. He
walked for hours, until suddenly his tracker stopped
him and silently pointed out the outline of a huge
animal in front of them. M. took a steady aim and
fired : a scream from a sorely-stricken elephant and a
yell from a terrified Malay were his answer. He had
walked in a circle and had fired at his own elephant.
As the smoke cleared he caught a glimpse of the
elephant rushing madly through the forest and had a
full view of the Malay bellowing on the ground. The
wretched man had been quietly smoking his cigarette
on the elephant’s neck, and now, lying where he fell,
was only in doubt whether a bullet-wound or a broken
neck was the cause of his death. Both elephant and
man recovered, the Malay the quicker of the two, for
the elephant, though the wound healed, was never fit
for work again; but both had a lucky escape, for the
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bullet, which hit the elephant high on the shoulder,
had gone perilously near the man’s leg. It will be
some time before M. hears the last of the shot; but
the chaff of the clubs does not carry the bite of the
smiles of the Malays, who give the credit of the
whole occurrence to “old Aramat” and his guardian
spirit.

Such, briefly, was the history of the animal, and
Malias was by no means keen on tackling him.
Malias was a local Malay who drew a regular
salary from me, and who wandered round the
country seeking for, and as far as possible verify-
ing, news of game. He was not particularly bright,
and, like all Malays, was inclined to be lazy; on
fresh tracks, however, he was as keen as possible,
and he would follow up a wounded tiger without
his pulse giving a stroke above its normal beat.
Chance brought us an ally: this was an old man
named Pa’ Senik, a foreigner from one of the
northern unprotected States. He was of another
type to Malias, who was a mere villager; for Pa’
Senik’s youth had been spent at the court of a
petty raja, and had been such as might be expected
from his surroundings, full of conspiracy and intrigue,
love and lust, fair fight and cold - blooded murder.
At last he had fallen upon bad days, for another
raja ruled in the place of the man he had served,
and he had had to fly for his life. He came to
Perak, where he was shrewdly suspected of com-
plicity in a carefully planned and well - executed
dacoity, and then settled down quietly in the Pinjih
valley, where until his eyesight failed him he had
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made a living by shooting deer. He was now old
and poor, but despite his age was keen to go after
the rhinoceros, and, knowing its haunts and wallows,
assured us that he could bring me up with it. But
this was no ordinary quest, he said; if without pre-
liminary preparations we went in search of tracks,
we were foredoomed to the failure that had attended
all previous efforts. We must first “ask” for the
rhinoceros from the Jin ZTanak, or Earth Spirits,
who have power over the forest and all its inhabit-
ants, and to whom the attendant spirits of kramat
animals are vassals. Pa’ Senik, who was a powang!
proposed to make a feast and invoke the spirits, and
to ask them to give us the rhinoceros and to accept
compensation. We should not have to pay much, he
said, for the spirit, if it accepted the offer, would
probably ask for something to eat, a fowl perhaps,
or some eggs, and a lime or two. Of course, if the
spirits proved obdurate, nothing could be done, and
we must not think of any act of defiance; but, if
made with skill and address, our application would,
he thought, be favourably considered. The exchange
value of a rhinoceros in the spirit world seemed to
be extremely moderate, and I gave the old man a
dollar (all he asked for) with which to prepare the
feast preliminary to the invocation, and arranged to
go to his house to witness the ceremony.

The following Saturday was the day agreed upon,

1 A pdwing is a man who, by ceremony, incantation, or charm,
propitiates or invokes the assistance of the spirits. He figures in
every enterprise and festival of the Malay community. For a fuller
account see the Appendix.

B
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and a few miles by railway to the next station, and
a walk of a couple of miles took me to his village,
where a house has been set aside for me. After
dinner I was invited into the adjoining house, where
Pa’ Senik had made his preparations. Like all Malay
houses it was divided into three parts: the front
room or verandah, absolutely public; the middle
room, where the men eat and sleep, reserved for
intimates; and the kitchen, where the unmarried
women sleep, absolutely private. The ceremony was
to take place in the centre room, and here I was
introduced {to Che Mat, a brother pawang, whom Pa’
Senik had called in to assist him. After a few
minutes’ conversation the proceedings began, and
while they sat down and faced one another over
a brass bowl containing burning charcoal, I made
myself as comfortable as I could upon the floor
within a few feet of them, and round us such men
and women and children as had obtained admission
ranged themselves in a semicircle. Various bowls of
water, in which floated leaves and flowers, were set
about the floor, and twigs and sprays of leaves and
blossoms were fixed to the posts and walls. Each
bowl and leaf and flower had its definite significance,
and to each were spells and charms attached. Pa’
Senik then took up an arbab, a three-stringed instru-
ment, in shape somewhat like a banjo, but played
with a bow. After a tentative essay or two he
struck up a monotonous chant to a tune a degree
more monotonous. Much of his music was impro-
vised to meet the special conditions of the present
instance ; but the greater portion of it was part of
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his traditional craft. It was lengthy and full of
repetitions : but the gist of it was that here was
a white man, who came to ask the assistance of
the spirits; and here were Malias, Che Mat, and
Pa’ Senik, the servants and followers of the white
man, and they too craved the assistance of the
spirits; and in the forest was the rhinoceros whom
they desired to take, and whom they now besought
the spirits to give them. What answer would the
spirits give us, and by what means could we ensure
their assistance in the enterprise? Such, in a few
words, was the meaning of an invocation that lasted
twenty minutes. The chant ended, Pa’ Senik laid
aside his bow, and asked one of the company to
recite from the Koran. A man at once began to
intone some verses, while the whole audience joined
in the usual responses and replies, and the protection
of the Islam religion was thus called in upon pro-
ceedings utterly at variance with the teaching of
Muhammad. When this was over, a tray containing
rice and various kinds of curry was brought up to
Che Mat, who had hitherto remained silent and
motionless, in pose of entire abstraction. He now
roused himself, and throwing some gum benjamin
into the censer over which he faced Pa’ Senik,
moved the tray in and out of the thick smoke
until it was thoroughly fumigated. Then he took
a saucer of rice from an attendant, and passed it
in a similar manner through the smoke, and after
placing a lighted candle on the edge of the saucer,
put it on a tray suspended from the roof between
the two men. Finally, a plate of parched rice was
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purified from all mortal taint by smoke, and then,
also with a lighted candle on its rim, carried out
of the house by Che Mat, and hung on a tree. This
marked the conclusion of the opening stage of the
proceedings. The rice on the tray between the two
men was of a peculiar kind, considered a delicacy,
which is used in sweetmeats, and was intended to
attract the attention of the spirits we desired to
invoke. The parched rice outside the house was
for any of the thousand and one wandering demons
who might appear, and who, unless thus provided
for, might mar the proceedings. The curry and rice
was for the audience, most of whom at once followed
it to a corner of the room, and devoted an undivided
attention to it.

After an interval both men stripped to the waist,
and Pa’ Senik took up his instrument, and to the
same drear chant reiterated the purpose for which
we met. Che Mat in the meantime undoing the
handkerchief that Malays bind round their heads,
let a mass of long hair fall down upon his shoulders,
and carefully combed it out and anocinted it with
cocoanut-oil. He then bound his handkerchief round
the long glistening hair, and rolled it scarf-wise round
his head. When this was done he brought forward
more saucers of rice, and held them in the smoke
of the censer, and passed his hands, his head, his
breast, his knees, and his back through the pungent
incense, ending by moving the censer three times
round himself. He bowed to the four cardinal
points, took some of the rice in his hand, and,
muttering a spell over it, blew upon it in the pro-
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fessional manner known as jampi. Another candle
was lit, and Pa’ Senik again began to play his in-
strument. Suddenly Che Mat broke in upon the
monotonous music of the arbab, clapped his hands
wildly above his head, shook his hair free from the
handkerchief that bound it round his forehead, and,
with a quick twist of his neck, swung his long
locks in a sweeping circle round his head. The sud-
dennesss of the interruption was startling. Round
whirled the black glistening mane, followed by the
gaze of every eye in the room, and as it completed
the circle, another short jerk of the muscles of the
neck sent it again madly flying round his head.
Again and again, and more quickly each succeeding
time, was the stream made to revolve round him,
until at last all that was to be seen of the man
seated on the floor was his short bare body, with
an occasional glimpse of white compressed features,
surmounted by a black, rushing, whirling halo that
filled and fanned the room. For some minutes this
extraordinary muscular effort continued, until sud-
denly Che Mat fell forward in a state of collapse.
There was perfect silence for a few moments, while
all the spectators held their breath, and then Pa’
Senik, picking up some rice, threw it over the supine
figure, and asked him who he was. There was no
answer, and Pa’ Senik was forced to have recourse to
his arbab. After a considerable interval Che Mat
announced that he was Pran Ali, meaning thereby
that he was possessed by a spirit of that name. In
answer to questions put by Pa’ Senik, the spirit
Pran Ali expressed himself as friendly to us, and a
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natural enemy of the earth spirits and the guardian
spirits, but declared that he was unable to help
us in the quest of the rhinoceros; deer were the
animals over which he had power, not rhinoceroses.
If it had been a deer now

Pran Ali could help us no further, and thereupon
left, and Che Mat was no longer possessed of him.
There was another interval of singing and playing
by Pa’ Senik, who called on various spirits to come
to our assistance, and repeated innumerable charms
to prevent the rhinoceros from hearing or scenting
us as we approached it, to prevent it from charging,
or from recovering from any wound that might be
inflicted upon it. “If all the dead return to life
and walk this world again, then, and not till then,
may this animal turn upon us; if the bottommost
of the three layers of stone that support the earth
reappear upon the surface, then, and not till then,
may this animal attack us.” But to repeat one-tenth
of the incantations and invocations would fill many
pages, and would interest but very few. Che Mat
stopped the long tale by again evincing signs of
another demoniacal possession. Again his attitude of
abstraction fell from him, and his weird hair-swing-
ing held the room. After the pause that followed
his collapse he inquired what we wanted of him, and
when Pa’ Senik offered him a bowl of parched rice,
he at once seized it and swallowed a handful of the
contents; when a plantain was produced, he gulped
it, skin and all, and then announced that he was
Sang Kala Raja Megang Rimba, one of the guardian
spirits. Pa’ Senik thereupon humbly inquired whether
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we might be allowed to follow the rhinoceros (which,
by the way, was throughout the evening spoken of
as a buffalo), and the spirit’s immediate reply was
a downright refusal, saying that on no account would
he lose the animal. This caused a sensation amongst
the audience, and there was much shaking of heads,
but Pa’ Senik was not to be beaten. He began with
cajolery, and when that had no effect tried what is
vulgarly known as bounce. Who was this spirit
that he should take this defiant attitude? To this
the spirit answered that he was a thousand years
old: Pa’ Senik declared that he was a thousand
years older. “Ten thousand years old,” replied the
spirit. “Ten thousand years older,” retorted Pa’
Senik, who thereupon challenged his adversary to a
contest as to which was the stronger. When the
challenge was accepted, Pa’ Senik seized a handful
of parched rice and threw it full in the face of his
adversary, and then leant forward, glaring at him
over the smouldering censer. His opponent immedi-
ately seized a huge bowl of rice and raised it in the
act to hurl; but when his arm reached the topmost
point above his shoulder from which it would turn
to throw, he suddenly stiffened, and the whole of
his body became rigid. For a few seconds he sat
there living and motionless as the statue of a
discobolus: and then the bowl dropped from his
nerveless fingers and fell crashing to the floor. Sang
Kala Raja Megang Rimba was beaten in contest. He
cast himself forth, and Che Mat was thrown into a
third frenzy, becoming possessed of a spirit named
Awang Mahat. Unfortunately Awang Mahat be-
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longs to that unhappy class, whether in this world
or the other, of creatures who mean well: his in-
tentions are excellent, but he is powerless for good
or evil, and the consideration he meets with is,
therefore, such as might be expected. Little was
asked of him, and he could tell us less: beyond
saying that if our quarry were wounded near water
it would come to life again (a pleasing prospect, as
we had to seek it in swamp and marsh), he could
not help us. He remained but a few minutes, and
then craved leave to depart. When he left, Che
Mat was nearly fainting, and to allow him to recover
there was a long interval of playing and singing by
Pa’ Senik. Che Mat’s wife, herself no unskilled
disciple in witcheraft, in the meantime occupied her-
self in attending to her husband, breathing upon
him, rubbing, kneading, and massaging him. When
attention was called and the proceedings resumed,
Che Mat fell into a fourth frenzy, more violent than
any that had preceded it. He had undergone his
previous attacks in silence, but this time he gave
vent to scream after scream, short sharp yells of
pain. 'When the succeeding exhaustion had some-
what passed, he declared that he was the Jin Kepala
Gunong Api—the Jin of the Volcano’s Summit—
one of the Jin ZTanah, the Earth Spirits, whom we
had to fear in this enterprise. He was most violent
at first, but soon became quiet, and then friendly,
and finally asked what we would give him if he
allowed us to “take” the rhinoceros. Various gifts
were suggested, but rejected as valueless in the
Spirit World, until finally the offer of an egg, some
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parched rice, and the rice I have mentioned as a
delicacy, was accepted.

This, Pa’ Senik was careful to explain to me the
next morning, was not in this case to be considered as
representing the exchange value of the rhinoceros; it
was tendered and accepted only in the sense of a pro-
pitiatory offering. All that was vouchsafed was that,
as far as the Earth Spirits were concerned, we were at
liberty to follow the rhinoceros ; whether we succeeded
or not was another thing, and to that the Jin would
not commit himself. But we were given an omen,
and told that if we met a tiger’s tracks crossing those
of the rhinoceros, we were to return at once, and not
to make another attempt; when we made our offering
at the entrance of the forest, certain signs in the flame
of a candle would tell us the disposition of the guard-
ian spirit; and, thirdly, we were to be guided by our
dreams that night. The Jin then threw Che Mat into
a final frenzy and left. This ended the night’s work.

We were astir early the next morning, and Malias
eagerly asked me what I had dreamt. Alas! no omens
were to be gathered from my dreamless sleep ; nor had
any one else been favoured, except my little Tamil
“boy,” who had been very much frightened by what
he had peeped in to see overnight, and who plaintively
said, in tones that showed he wished it were true, that
he had dreamt of being back at my house. Pa’ Senik
was ready with his offering, and after breakfast he,
Malias, and I set off for a walk in the forest. We had
no news of the whereabouts of the rhinoceros, for, as I
have said, no one would go to look for this animal’s
tracks; but a day would be well spent in learning as
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much as possible of the lie of the country. Pa’ Senik
had been directed by the Earth Spirit to make his
offering at “the gateway of the forest,” which is the
Malay term for the place where the village foot-track
leaves the open cultivated land and plunges into the
virgin forest. At the “gateway,” then, Pa’ Senik made
his offering.  Splitting into four the end of a bamboo,
and deftly weaving the stem of a creeper through the
split ends, he improvised a censer, which a couple of
green leaves and a handful of earth made fire-proof.
Some dry leaves and a dead twig or two made a fire,
upon which he sprinkled incense. The stipulated
offering was passed through the smoke, and then
carefully placed on an open spot. Now came the
question — what was the augury? Pa’ Senik lit a
candle, and placed it on the edge of the censer, and,
after due invocation, stepped back and keenly watched
the flames. In doing this one has to stay beside the
lighted candle, calling upon the spirits to attend until
one feels one’s skin move, then step back and watch
the flame : if it flickers, it betokens the arrival of the
spirits; if, after breaking and wavering, it burns true,
straight, and upright—success; extinction is failure;
if it blows to the right or toward you, hope; to the
left or away from you, the chances are against you.
In the wind-protected corner Pa’ Senik had chosen
the candle burnt true and bright, and as we started
hope ran high. We had a long day’s walk through
the forest, but to find fresh tracks was too much to
expect. Old tracks, however, and abandoned wallows
gave proof of “old kramat's” existence; and the
next morning I returned to my quarters well satis-
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fied at having got through the opening stages of the
campaign.

Though no result was seen that day, Pa’ Senik’s
offering had not been without its effect, for not many
days later a Malay came hot-foot in search of Malias,
and told him that he had that morning seen the fresh
tracks of the rhinoceros crossing a native path some
twelve miles away. Pa’ Senik was sent for, kit and
provisions packed, coolies collected and despatched,
and that night we all slept in our informant’s house.
It stood in a small clearing, in the depths of the forest.
A few hundred yards away from the door a precipitous
limestone hill rose sheer out of the level plain, and
towered some seven hundred feet above our heads. At
sunset numbers of jungle-fowl crowed and called on
every side as they came down to drink at a little
stream behind the house; and a party of black gibbons
made the echoes ring with their ear-piercing whoops.
The wild goat lived on this limestone hill, our host
Hussein informed us; one could hear them bleat at
night, and they often came down from the precipitous
heights to feed round his clearing, but they were very
rarely seen. We went to sleep early, and the next
morning I woke my men at half-past four. A tiger
had roared close to the house during the night, and
this made Pa’ Senik rather apprehensive of the omen
regarding the tiger tracks crossing the rhinoceros
tracks. We made a good breakfast, and while the
first jungle-cock was shrilling his clear challenge and
the gibbons went whooping through the tree-tops in
search of food, we started to make a wide cast through
the forest to find fresh tracks of the rhinoceros. With-
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out doubt the heart of the Jin had been softened, for
we had not gone more than two or three miles before
we came on tracks made early the previous evening.
Pa’ Senik had explained to me overnight that his
“work” of the evening T have described would re-
main effectual for a month, and that an offering each
time we entered the forest anew was all that was now
required. He was provided with his censer and pro-
pitiatory gift, and in half an hour we were ready to
proceed. Malias and I then went on alone, instruct-
ing Pa’ Senik, Hussein, and another local Malay, to
follow us slowly, and to keep, so far as they could
judge, a quarter of a mile behind us. We followed a
well-beaten track, and it seemed from the manner in
which the animal had walked steadily on, without
stopping to feed on the way, that he was making for
another part of the country, and that many miles lay
between him and us. We were therefore taken en-
tirely by surprise when, before we had gone more
than half a mile, a turn in the path brought us
suddenly upon him. He was lying at full length in
a wallow; but I was unable to make use of the dis-
advantage at which we held him, for as I threw up
my 10-bore a hanging creeper caught the barrels, and
I had to lower the rifle and disengage it before I
could bring it fairly to my shoulder. By this time
the rhinoceros had lurched out of the pool, and I only
had time for a hasty shot at his shoulder, hitting him,
as I subsequently discovered, too high up and too far
forward. The thick smoke of the black powder pre-
vented me from getting a second shot before the
animal disappeared in the dense forest growth. An



THE PINJIH RHINO. 29

examination of the tracks explained the suddenness
of the encounter, for they showed that the rhinoceros
had stayed the whole night long in the wallow, and
the footprints proved that it really was “old kramat ”
that we had met. This Malias was at first inclined to
doubt, for we had seen the animal plainly, and his
horn was not the cubit’s length of cerulean blue that
every one said “old kramat” carried, but only a short,
black, shapeless stump ; nor had he in the least degree
acted up to his reputation for pugnacity. The only
fact in favour of the theory that it was he whom we
had met was that there was not a sign of blood. This
rather disconcerted the Malays; but I had before
followed a wounded rhinoceros for three miles without
finding a drop of blood (until the Malays had openly
grumbled at my following an animal that had obvi-
ously been missed), and had found it when I did come
up with it on the point of death-—dying, I believe,
from internal hemorrhage. We made but a short
pause by the wallow to examine the tracks, and then
pushed on. At once we were covered from head to
foot, and our rifles from stock to muzzle, with the
wet clay that clung to the bushes through which the
rhinoceros had made its way. Slimy branches drip-
ping with mire slapped our faces, and oozy drops of
mud fell upon our heads and clotted in our hair. Then
before we had worked more than a hundred yards of
our way along the track a mass of white glittering
clay caught my eye, and as I squatted on my heels
Malias reached forward to make an excited tug at my
coat. What we saw was on slightly higher ground
than that on which we stood, and appeared to be at



30 IN MALAY FORESTS.

least seven feet high; it was perfectly motionless.
An “ant-hill,” whispered Malias, for it was covered
with the same substance as that with which we were
smeared. An ant-hill, of course, I thought, and the
rhinoceros had rubbed against it in passing. And so
I nodded and prepared to move forward, but as I did
so the mass moved and disappeared behind the brown
pile of a real ant-hill. “Allah! that was he,” groaned
Malias. But before I could express my feelings the
animal reappeared on the other side of the covering
heap, and walked slowly away from us. Though his
back was well exposed, a careful aim at the base of
the spine produced no effect, and (the smoke hung
terribly) I had no time for a second shot; nor perhaps
would I have risked it, for I felt sure that this time at
all events he would charge. However, the rhinoceros
went straight away, nor did we see him again for
many hours. For perhaps a mile we followed him
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