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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
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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



18 SPORT AND TRAVEL

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
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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
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