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Now the Four-way Lodge is opened, now the Hunting Winds are loose—

Now the smokes of Spring go up to clear the brain;
Now the Young Men's hearts are troubled for the whisper of the Trues;

Now the Red Gods make their medicine again !
Rupvarp KipLING,

NEW YORK
DUFFIELD AND COMPANY
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INTRODUCTORY PREFACE

EarLy in the spring of 1911 Mr. George Fenwick-
Owen invited me to accompany him on an ex-
pedition into the interior of China, his aim being
to secure specimens of the takin (Budorcas bed-
fordi), a rare animal about which little is on
record, a collection of small mammals for the
British Museum, and any other species of big
game which we might chance to encounter. We
accordingly left Liverpool in May that same year,
and arrived back in England in April 1912.

In the following pages 1 have endeavoured to
convey to those who do me the honour of reading
this book some idea of a country which has been
but seldom visited by sportsmen, and the strange
people and still stranger animals to be found
there.

Our original intention, having secured the takin,
was to hunt in the mountains in Koko Nor, and
to return home through Szechuan and the valley
of the Yangtse-kiang. This idea we were re-
luctantly compelled, owing to the outbreak of the
Revolution, to abandon. We had, however, ob-

tained specimens of a number of rare species
vii



viii INTRODUCTORY PREFACE

which had hitherto managed to escape the at-
tentions of sportsmen. Our united bag comprised
less than a score of animals, yet the habits and
natural history of these are but little known, and
will, I venture to hope, prove worthy of attention.
When consideration is taken of the great interest
which, of late years, has been exhibited in the
large fauna of the world, an interest which may
be said to date from the opening stages of the
Victorian era, the enlarged facilities for travel,
and the increasing numbers of men who yearly
scour the globe for fresh specimens, it is matter
for comment when one realises that, from the
point of view of the big game hunter, China is
practically virgin ground. Every one knows that
lions come from Africa, and tigers from India;
but there are many who, were they asked to
name half a dozen species of animals found in
China, would fail to answer. With the exception
of a few travellers, to be counted on one’s fingers,
scarcely half a dozen sportsmen have visited the
country since Pére David in 1869 spent some
months exploring the quasi-independent district
of Moupin. Many volumes deal with the fauna
of Europe and America ; books of African sport
and adventure are so numerous as to fill the
amateur big game hunter of literary tastes with
despair. India and Cashmere present an imposing
bibliography for the edification of the travelling
sportsman. China alone is left out in the cold,
for, though one or two books touch incidentally
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upon the sport to be obtained, I know .of none
which professes to deal at all seriously with the
large mammals about which so little is known.

China, it may be safely prophesied, will never,
under the conditions which have so far prevailed,
become a popular country with the modern big
game hunter. He cannot dash off for a couple
of months’ shooting in Kansu as he can to East
Africa. The distances are too great, the list of
game animals too small to entice him. With the
advent of railways, should these ever manage to
grope their way through the morasses of official
graft and peculation in which they are at present
submerged, matters will change to some extent,
and we may yet see advertised: “Takin Trips in
Twenty Days,” and ¢“Take your Camera to
Kansu.”

The reasons for this state of affairs are many.
In the first place, until recently, of the conditions
prevailing in the interior very little was known
even to long-established foreign residents; the
Chinese themselves did nothing to encourage the
incursion of foreigners ; travel, at the best of times,
was slow, tedious, and uncertain ; game was and
is entirely confined to the mountainous regions,
where cultivation is impossible, and its distribution
in these regions was known to few.

Lastly, and this point I must emphasise, there
is one absolute and indispensable essential to a
successful trip in China, a trustworthy and capable
interpreter. The foreigner is legitimate prey in
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most countries ; nowhere more so than in China.
Much of the success of our trip was due to the
assistance of Dr. J. A. C. Smith, 820, Avenue
Paul Brunat, Shanghai, and those who contem-
plate following in our footsteps cannot do better
than secure his services. Talking the language like
a native, he understands the Chinese thoroughly,
and has a complete knowledge of skinning
and preserving both large and small mammals
and birds. I must express my indebtedness to
him for much of the information I obtained. Had
it not been for his knowledge of the natives and
his skill in translating I should have remained in
ignorance concerning many interesting points.

With regard to the orthography of Chinese
names I fear I cannot hope to have escaped
criticism. So far as was possible I have followed
the spelling adopted by the Chinese Imperial Post
Office.

“There are nine-and-sixty ways of constructing tribal ways
And every single one of them is right,”

and as much may be said of the romanisation of
Chinese. Every sinologist has his own opinion
on the matter. :

In appendices I have given measurements of
the different specimens we obtained, a list of birds
and small mammals, a rough calculation as to
the expenses of a shooting trip in China, and a
table of the stages, and distances between them,
which we actually travelled. Though of little or
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no interest to the general reader, the latter may
possibly be of some use to any one travelling
over the route we covered.

In addition to Dr. Smith, I must also express
my gratitude to Mr. C. H. Steevens, Mr. William
Christie, Mr. James Ross, Mr. R. 1. Pocock,
Superintendent of the Zoological Society’s Gardens,
and in particular Mr. Fenwick-Owen, for infor-
mation and photographs with which they have
kindly supplied me.

Some of the following pages have appeared in
the form of articles in “Country Life,” ¢ The
Badminton Magazine,” and ¢ The Field.” My
best thanks are due to the editors of these papers
for permission to reprint them.

H F W.

GLEN UrQUHART.
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THE
BIG GAME OF CENTRAL

AND WESTERN CHINA

CHAPTER 1

THE CALL OF THE RED GODS

THE love of stalking was born in me, and William
the Red ever stood for more than a date tagged to
a name. I stalked my little brother behind the
table—I must have been a horrid child, for once 1
bit him in the arm; I stalked the nurse ; later on
I stalked a thrush and killed it by a lucky throw.
That thrush cooked, more Indico, over a fire in the
wood, feathered and uncleansed as it was, made
the most delicious meal for a hungry hunter! On
half-holidays I stalked the deer in Windsor Park
with a catapult. Once I was surprised, but dis-
arming suspicion by my mild ‘ barnacled” and
singularly unstalkerlike demeanour, was remanded
with a caution. Still can 1 recall the awe with
which I regarded the small son of a nowveau riche
proletarian who was pointed out to me as having
killed a real live stag! The years go by very
quickly in those halcyon days. We do not realise

it until later, and it seemed that a vast period of
1



2 THE CALL OF THE RED GODS

time elapsed before my long-cherished dream was
fulfilled, and I too killed my first stag. He was,
by the favour of the gods, the precursor of many.
Then, “whilst I peered in maps for ports and
piers and roads,” by a turn of Fortune’s wheel for
which in my wildest imaginings I had never dared
to hope, came two glorious, never-to-be-forgotten
years, despite their sad close,

“And the islands which were the Hesperides
Of all my boyish dreams”

developed into living realities. That virtually
settled my affairs in life and laid me under the
spell of the Red Gods.

Never will the memory of those years fade!
The scent of the pines, most wonderful of odours,
borne on cold and austere breezes of the north ;
the painted, steaming glories of the South Seas
and nights beneath the Southern Cross ; the languor
of eastern islets and the blaze of the tropics; the
decaying glories of the past; the strong, bright
hopes of lands which are yet to be. It seemed
then as if my stalks abroad were over, that never
for long years should I see again mighty beasts of
the earth wandering amid the silent places, nor
stand before the Red Gods and make sacrifice at
the trysting-place. Yet even then they were at
work, although I knew it not. They took the
matter in hand, or so I like to think, upon a
gloomy, wet day in Masailand ; continued it, three
years later almost to the day, through the prosaic
medium of a telephone box at the Bath Club; and
finally brought me to Prince’s landing-stage on the
afternoon of May 19th, 1911.
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The siren blared, a bell tinkled, the hawser
tautened as the tugs gathered way; the landing-
stage slowly receded ; the line of humanity cluster-
ing upon it in a long, uneven line broke into a
fluttering sprinkle of handkerchiefs and waving
“hats; a thin cheer came to us across the widening
gap of water; something small and white shone
for a second in the angle of a wall, and we
were off.

Six months earlier the greatest wish in the
world had seemed as unlikely of realisation as that
T should be starting on a big game expedition of
indefinite duration into the interior of China. Yet
here I was, mirabile dictu, both my dreams on the
way to their accomplishment, as we dropped down
the river into the unknown.

Our voyage was much like any other Atlantic
voyage, long, cold, wet and rather dreary. A
couple of concerts near its close rather enlivened
affairs, that in the second class by far the more
amusing. One performer was indisposed. The
chairman announced that a young lady had kindly
offered to recite as a substitute, and on the instant
a small black figure in the flapper stage emerged,
plunged with no circumlocution in medias res and
for fifteen long minutes declaimed in a perfectly
inaudible and monotonous voice. I caught but
two lines, «“ He raised his flashing brand on high ”
and “ Dead—locked in a last embrace,” which did
not help me much, though T gathered the theme
was not a particularly cheerful one! However,
the reciter was rapturously applauded, encored,
and continued declaiming for another ten minutes,
during which we left.
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Deck sports filled up another day. An extremely
unpleasant young woman with a horse-laugh carried
all before her, and once we saw three birds and a
seal | Otherwise we relied on our fellow passengers.
never unentertaining, for amusement.

There were a number of Scots-Canadians on
board ; one old couple in particular took my eye.
He, silent, white-bearded, with a grave twinkle;
the Scot showing unmistakably : she, silver-haired,
rosy-cheeked, with the comfortable walk of a
farmer’s wife. Both were clad in their best blacks.
The snows of many winters were upon them, yet
they retained something of the charm of youth.
She had a trick of slipping her hand within the
bend of his arm, of looking aslant at his face, in
a manner which stirred my heart and set me
wondering at the days when she was a girl and he,
his shrunken frame sturdy and pulsing to the blood
of youth, came courting up the glen.

Then there was Horace. He came right through
to Japan with us, so we had ample opportunities of
studying his eccentricities. His real name was—not
Horace, but nothing suited him so well. Some-
thing of a mystery, he might have owned to any
age less than thirty-five. Tallish, with fair hair
and rather nice eyes, his looks were marred by a
mouth several sizes too large. However, this he
economised talking through his front teeth, em-
ploying triple expansion at meal times. His
metallic voice was of a peculiarly penetrating
quality. From Quebec to Vancouver it roused
me from my early morning dreams ; it was the last
sound I heard at night mingling with the “clang
clang ” of the engine bell.
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George had marked him as we crossed the
Atlantic. At Quebec he was well to the fore,
darting, their self-constituted protector, hurriedly
and fussily in search of various ladies, watched
with languid interest by the groups of expert
expectorators with whom he got entangled. He
was of that type who knows everything about any-
thing, and laid down the law in an authoritative
manner on the handling of a ship, an engine, or an
aeroplane ; the cost of a first-class fare and the
degree of comfort to be expected on any line of
steamers, railways, or other mode of conveyance
in any known sea or country in any part of the
globe ; the exact method of booking luggage in
advance and its advantages—and arrived at Van-
couver, to the not unmixed sorrow of his fellow
passengers, minus all his belongings save a hand
bag and a bundle of rugs. The latter we found
unlabelled in our cabin. George returned it to the
anxious and perspiring owner with a few words as
to the desirability of advertising his name. The
ship sailed three quarters of an hour after the
arrival of the train, during which Horace wildly
ransacked the town in company with several
C.P.R. officials on whom he had laid vengeful
hands. He arrived on board as the gangway was
being withdrawn, tightly clutching a bundle from
which shirts, collars, and underclothes protruded in
admired disorder.

Apropos of his experience, the captain—I can
see him now chuckling over it—told us that on
one occasion a lady was placed, through the neglig-
ence of the railway officials, in a similar predica-
ment. Her luggage could not arrive before the
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boat sailed, so she was given carte blanche to go
round Victoria and order what she wanted. Seizing
her opportunity, the C.P.R. subsequently received
a bill for six dozen pairs of necessary silk under-
wear, six dozen pairs of silk stockings, and the rest
of her equipment to match.

The name of the Pacific calls to mind a vision of
blue, glittering waves, in which roll shoals of fish,
oily and black; of sun-kissed coral beaches, and
islands set with waving palms. Such dreams,
stimulating to the imagination, do exist, but we
saw none of them. Cold wet days again, a grey
sea beneath our keel and a grey sky overhead.
The passengers could be counted on one’s hands,
and it was with a sense of relief, despite the
skipper’s geniality, that we drew near the end of
our voyage.

So I come once more to Japan, left four years
before with such regret. Japan, the land of cherry
blossom and of almond trees ; of the God of little
children and of fairyland romance ! Its very names
set the mind running on stirring acts of love and
war, on great deeds of patriotism and devotion !
They linger softly on the air like the echoes of an
old song. Kyoto, with its great bell set in a green
amphitheatre of hills; Kamakura, where the
Buddha stares serenely out across the pine set bay;
Nikko, with its peerless glories and stupendous
avenue ; Fujiyama, most beautiful of mountains ;
Nagoya, with its castle and golden dolphins; the
shaded groves of Nara; Nagasaki; Shimonoseki.
They are but names, you say? Yet such names.
No other country save my own rings such soul-
stirring syllables upon the ear, and there is much
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of similarity in the life and associations of the two.
About the hearts of those who love either lingers
a charm which nothing can destroy. I thought
that the years might have wrought a change—nay,
I dreaded it—that the rosy mists of illusion swept
aside, would have shown me the God-of-things-as-
they-are staring me coldly and relentlessly between
the eyes. But the mists were still there and I was
happy. I like to think of it as a land of clear-
running, laughing streams, of happy polite people
who welcome the stranger within their gates.
After the free and easy democratic manners of
America, where everything has a monetary value—
nor is it otherwise exploited by its owner—the
extra civility with which one meets in the land of
the Rising Sun is doubly refreshing. The willing,
red-capped porters who actually take their hats off
on receiving a tip, the giggling little knock-kneed
lady in the ticket-office, the car-conductor, and
the hotel boys, all dwell in my memory very
gratefully.

Our stay was short, but it sufficed to see Kyoto,
most delectable of cities. Tokyo, hideous and pro-
gressive, with its 200,000 inhabitants, yet even now
reverencing the graves of the famous Forty-Seven
before whose shrines are little twigs of fir and
incense, we willingly left in pouring rain.

When I awoke it was to find the country along-
side the line divided up into little carefully parcelled
parallelograms in which the young rice shone with
a surprising greenness. Here and there clumps of
trees bespoke the site of a village; a grey stone
torit and votive lanterns stood sentinel before a
temple ; whilst in the background a gloomy range
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of hills, well wooded and riven by deep gullies and
ravines, tore indigo masses of scattered cloud. It
was raining too when we reached the old capital,
but cleared later as we saw the great temples, and
gardens, a mass of irises. In the evening we dined
on the lantern-lit terrace of the Miyako, the best
hotel in the East. From below came the clicking
of geta on the cobble-stones and the thrumming of
a samisen. 'The western hills glowed purple in the
distance. In and out the shadows flickered the
fireflies, for ever setting their sparks aglow at the
wrong moment, seeking, yet never finding in the
darkness, the thing for which they search. Soon,
all too soon, we reached our ship, yet it was not to
China, whither we were bound, that my thoughts
turned, but to the land which lay behind us in the
night ; to the grey curved lines of its temple’s roofs ;
to the mellow booming of great bells about its
wooded groves ; to the musical rush of the Kamo-
gawa laughing beneath grey stone bridges ; and to
the linking of that wonderful chain which had
brought me once again within sound of its waters.



CHAPTER I1

SHANGHAL

Awrmost the first warning which one receives of
the imminence of the Middle Kingdom lies in the
discoloration of the bright and sparkling sea by the
muddy waters of the Yangtse-kiang. They burst
forth after their long journey from the highlands
of Thibet with such volume that they are apparent
eighty miles and more from the river’s mouth.
Shanghai itself is situated on the Woosung, an
equally dirty river up which we journeyed in a
launch. It was first settled about 804 B.c., and
was raised to the dignity of a walled city 1554 a.p.,
having suffered severely at the hands of Japanese
pirates. Captured in 1842 by Lieut.-Col. Mont-
gomery, it is still a settlement, all landowners
paying ground rent to the Chinese government.
At the time of our arrival the whole place was
in a ferment over the coronation of King George.
The streets presented as strangely varied and
cosmopolitan a spectacle as no other town in China
could show. The Bund was crowded ; all the big
merchant houses being lavishly decorated with
flags, bamboos, evergreens, and floral arches.
Across the river, factory chimneys belched smoke
into the grey skies, and energetic and laborious

tugs tore the waters with yellow foam. The
9



10 SHANGHAI

prevailing colour of the crowd was blue, as it is
everywhere in China, but among the blue were
blacks, mauves, whites, and greys. Here and there
the clean kimono and bright obi of some little Jap
woman, tripping along with her peculiar knock-
kneed gait, caught the eye, or a couple of Japanese
naval officers resplendent with medals. Chinese
and Manchu jostled each other, the women with
their glossy black hair drawn tightly back and
hanging over the neck, plaited, or dressed on a
peculiar oblong frame. Stalwart Sikhs with black
curled beards controlled the traffic; or, in the
French concession, Annamese or Tonkinese in
round conical khaki hats. Chinese Roman Catholic
priests rubbed elbows with their French brethren,
both in black soutanes; or perhaps a fair-haired
missionary startled the onlooker with his yellow
moustache, blue eyes, and light-coloured queue.
At a few corners pale-faced British policemen in
khaki, with military helmets, regulated the jostling
throng. Bronzed bluejackets, English, French, or
German, showed conspicuously. A large motor
covered in flowers, driven by a neck-shaved, gum-
chewing gentleman from the States, went hooting
through the midst of the crowd, to be followed by
another driven by a Chinaman, with lolling Chinese
inside. Broughams drawn by sturdy little ponies,
a couple of red-tasselled Chinamen on the box,
carried Chinese women, palely peering above their
high, silver-embroidered collars. In some subtle
way their expressionless faces conveyed a curious
impression of restraint and anxiety. They looked
artificial and unreal.

The Chinese quarter was full of strange swinging
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signs, emblazoned with Chinese characters in red
and gold. Yellow flags, on which the Imperial
dragon with horrific mouth pursued the fabulous
pearl, represented by a flaming red splash, were
the principal features of the decoration. In the open
shops rows of Chinese watched the kaleidoscopic
crowd beneath. Children, gaily dressed with tufted
scalps, howled lustily, for there is nothing the
Chinese baby does so constantly nor so efliciently.
Coolies, swaying along beneath balanced bamboos,
swerved hurriedly to the right hand or to the left
as the sharp staccato cries of the rickshaw men
cleared the way. Wheelbarrows, those curious
contrivances which can carry heavier weights than
any wheelbarrows in the world, trundled amid the
crowd with their living burdens of men and women.
But that which most impressed the spectator was
the people. Fat Chinamen, thin Chinamen; be-
spectacled, clear-eyed, half-blind, or with little
almond eyes peering from bloated cheeks; pale
yellow and dark chocolate, clothed or half-naked,
they surged and tossed in the narrow street with
but one feature in common, a common factor for
which you would now look in vain, the once
universal queue. Broad, long, black and glossy,
or thin, wispy, grey, and attenuated, they have
gone now with the retiring Manchus.

The Bund at night was a seething mass. From
the window of the club it showed as a blue sea on
which drifted and swirled white, upturned faces.
A couple of bluejackets sturdily ploughed their
way through the midst of the surging, swaying
throng. From a window on our right a grey-
haired gentleman, who had obviously been doing
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King George the fullest justice, ejaculated at no
one in particular “ Hey! Break away. I see
you.” Below a group of Loyalists with jovial,
brazen voices reiterated the statement that they
were the Dollar Princesses, the wretchedest women
on earth. A compact mob of Chinamen listened
from the pavement and clapped delightedly at each
encore. Far on the left the Astor House glowed
through the night, and the lights of warships shone
from the river. Sampans, silhouetted against their
glow, glided noiselessly, phantomlike, and unsub-
stantial. A procession came whirling past. Light
horse, scouts, volunteers, the regalia picked out
with electric lights, great emblematic cars, Britannia,
Japan, Australia, South Africa ; Sikhs, fine, soldierly
men ; they swung by in succession. The Sikhs had
won the tug-of-war at the sports after a terrific
struggle, and were enthusiastically applauded.
Bluejackets whirled madly in and out, two-stepping,
waltzing in fours, bunny-hugging, and any other
steps which happened to occur to them. They can-
noned off groups of Chinese, drove across the road,
buzzed through another group, and finally swung
round a corner. Then a hundred or so neat little
brown-faced Japs, all in white, paper lanterns
glowing with the Rising Sun held aloft, came at
a quick trot, trim and compact. The old gentle-
man in the next window stopped his everlasting
“ Break away,” and yelled “ Banzais” at the top
of his voice.

The brown faces shone duskily in the glare of
the lanterns. ¢ Banzai! Banzai!” they called
back. It began to pour with rain, and Coronation
day was over.



CHAPTER I1I

THE FATHER OF RIVERS

Berore leaving England George had cabled to
Dr. J. A. C. Smith, an experienced collector who
had accompanied the Duke of Bedford’s Zoological
Expedition in 1910. He knew China well, and
talked the language like a native, having been in
charge of a hospital at Sian-fu for eight years as
a medical missionary. He was on the western
border of Kansu when the cable reached him, but
some hard travelling enabled him to reach the
coast before our arrival, and with his help we had,
in a few days, procured our stores, extracted our
possessions from the maw of custom-house officials,
and were ready to start.

We left Shanghai at midnight, and awoke to
find ourselves on the broad, brown bosom of the
Yangtse-kiang—the Son of the Ocean, the Father
of Rivers—which, rising in the highlands of Thibet,
rolls its muddy waters for some three thousand
miles eastwards. With the exception of the Ama-
zon, it is navigable for a longer distance than any
river in the world. Even large battleships and
steamers, during the summer months when the
river is in flood, can reach Hankow, six hundred

miles from its mouth. Its breadth is so great that
13
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at first one can see nothing of the banks which
confine it, save a few scattered clumps of trees.
Higher up it decreases to two or three miles, and
at Wuchang-fu, opposite Hankow, is but a mile or
so across. As the steamer draws nearer to one
bank or the other a thick wall of reeds, rising to a
height of twelve or fifteen feet, fronts the river.
They are used for winter fuel, thatch, fences, and
a dozen other things. Beyond the reeds are low
mud huts and bright green strips of cultivated
land. Much of the country was flooded, for the
river had risen forty-four feet at Hankow. In 1910,
at Chungking, it rose no less than one hundred
and eight feet.

The reeds near a village are often cut in long
strips. On their margin the current flows swiftly
in a line of bubbling, brown rapids. From the
thicket beyond, peering curiously from between
the stems, come cautiously treading yellow-brown
forms almost impossible to detect, bright. black
eyes all aglow. They gain courage as the steamer
slowly forges ahead against the current, and it is
then that you see them-—little children come to
wonder at the strange fire-junk which churns the
waters of their river so loudly. As the voyage
lengthens—and indeed each day is more pleasant
than the last—the river seems to dwindle to a nar-
row channel. Mile after mile goes by between low
banks but a few hundred yards apart, still with
the reed frontage, patches of cultivation, and low
thatched huts beyond. Then far off, the chocolate
sail of a junk, or the red funnel of a steamer
shows amid the huts. The channel widens, the
island drops astern, and the broad main stream is
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again in sight Flocks of geese and ducks, number-
ing hundreds, paddle about the flooded low-
land where the water buffaloes stretch their per-
petually stiff necks and are ridden to and fro by
the naked children. All along the bank at fre-
quent intervals stand thatched shelters raised on
piles, and before them, overhanging the river,
wide nets, dipping to the centre from curved
bamboo cross-frames. In the shelters sit patient
fishermen, who ever and anon swing up their
nets, empty their catch, and resume their monoton-
ous watching.

At times one passes huge timber rafts. Some of
them draw twenty-four feet of water, and carry as
many as two hundred people in huts built on the
timber itself. They come from the inland pro-
vinces, and are worked down the river, gradually
diminishing in size on their downward voyage until
at length no raft is left.

In the autumn, another striking sight is the
large flocks of domestic ducks, numbering thou-
sands, guided by a few men armed with long
bamboos in small boats, being made to swim their
way to market at Shanghai.

In the winter wild duck, particularly at the
Poyang Lake, literally darken the sun. Of every
variety, they, with pheasants and other kinds of
small game, have decreased of late years; since,
in fact, the establishment of a cold-storage estab-
lishment at Hankow. Before reaching Kiukiang,
said to be the hottest place on earth, a solitary
pinnacle of limestone forms a prominent feature
in the centre of the river. Conical and partially

wooded, it serves as a resting place for the temple
3
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which crowns its summit and a crowd of cormor-
ants. It is known as the “ Little Orphan.”

But the junks were what pleased me most, for
they are the most distinctive feature of a Chinese
river. You come across them first at Woosung in
the shape of a fleet of warships, which carry the
mind back to the high-pooped vessels of Henry V.,
with their low waists, stern lanterns, and old cannon.
One flies the red flag of the admiral, and on all are
painted leering eyes below the prow, which show
the vessel her path upon the waters. Up the river
they are ubiquitous. Of every shape and size,
great or small, they always, at a distance, charmed
the eye. Here would be a big three-masted vessel,
with broad brown sail, bowling at a brisk speed
down the channel, little sampans bobbing in her
wake. There, a fleet of salt-junks lay anchored
to the bank, or rested like a flock of tired birds
in some self-centred lagoon. Brown, chocolate,
grey, or blue, their sails blotted the sky, slipping
quietly up some hidden channel amid the reeds,
fighting their way inch by inch up stream,
or sweeping down upon the full bosom of the
flood, broad sails bellying to the breeze, the
muddy water churned to yellow foam before
their bows.

On the banks a crowd of patient villagers toiled
like a swarm of ants to repair some weak spot in a
dyke, the breaking of which would mean the loss
of their seed for next year’s rice crop. One tiny
islet a few yards across held a couple of huts and
three horses, which looked forlornly out across a
turbid waste of water.

Beggars swarm in China, and even on the river
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they abound, for when the steamer drew up along-
side the hulks which long ago were the P. & O.
liners Bombay and Ganges, dirty sampans came
shooting to us. From each a long basket-topped
bamboo projected which swayed to the intermin-
able, supplicating whine of those who held them.
China is so vast a country, and its eighteen pro-
vinces so diversified, that there is considerably more
difference between the dialects than between broad
Scots and Somerset. There were three Chinamen
on board who had to converse in English to
make themselves understood! Two spoke broken
English, the third Mandarin, which one of the
others understood but could not speak. They
could not talk together in Chinese, for they could
not understand each other’s dialect; consequently,
if the one who spoke Mandarin wished to speak
to the first Chinaman, he had to say it in Man-
darin to the second, who translated it in broken
English.

We had but few fellow passengers, though the
engineer was a great character. He had fought in
the Matabele war of 1896, and been through a
South American revolution. On the Yangtse
itself some years before, river pirates had attacked
the ship he was on. He was in Peking in 1900,
where, so far as I could ascertain, he spent most of
his spare time removing superfluous idols from the
temples which he subsequently retailed at five
dollars apiece' in Shanghai. Considering that had
he been caught he would most certainly have died
a very painful death, the price does not seem
excessive.

Four and a half days after leaving Shanghai
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Hankow came in sight. Its many factory chimneys
vomit wreaths of smoke across the muddy river
and add nothing to the beauty of an unattractive
spot. It was here, or rather at Wuchang-fu across
the river, that the revolution broke out a few
weeks later. The native city which lies just to the
west of the settlement is, or rather was, for it was
almost entirely destroyed, one of the most un-
pleasant spots imaginable. Sir Frederick Treves
has called Canton a nightmare city. 'The descrip-
tion applied equally well to Hankow, for it was
a place to see and forget. The first thing that
impresses one on entering a native city of this kind
in China is the overpowering excess of humanity.
The coast towns and river ports are the dirtiest.
Inland they do not strike with such repugnance,
or perhaps one becomes hardened.

That strange person, the man in the street, does
not, if his surroundings are set in China, attract
the observer. He is, in fact, singularly unpre-
possessing. His shaven head gives him an air of
artificiality which somehow unconsciously pre-
judices the foreigner ; the bound feet and tottering
gait of the women increase the feeling which, at
the close of one’s first walk through a native town,
has increased to positive aversion.

Hankow was, I think, dirtier and more repellent
than either Shanghai or Canton, and its inhabitants
a most unhealthy-looking lot, of whom a large
percentage had suffered from smallpox. The
usual crowd collected whenever a camera appeared,
and amid the unimaginable smells one which was
recognisable had almost the greeting of an old
friend.
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We visited the Shansi Guild, a kind of Club
house, magnificently carved and beautifully kept.
On the way home a theatre attracted us for a
moment, but foreigners were not popular and we
soon left.



CHAPTER 1V
CONCERNING CHINESE ROADS

TrAVELLING in China is unlike travelling in any
other part of the globe. The country is so old, so
tired, and things are so far from being what they
appear, that at times one seems to have wandered
to a new world, immeasurably more ancient than
that which has been left. In any other country
tents would be a necessity. In China they are an
almost useless superfluity save in the mountains, .
for there is nowhere to pitch them. It should be
one of the most thickly wooded countries in the
world. You may travel for days and never see
a tree, for they have all been cut down. Dirt at
times is undoubtedly an aid to the picturesque.
In China it seems but to accentuate the apotheosis
of the commonplace. The people, despite their
four thousand years of civilisation, are in many
respects lower than the African savage (certainly
the latter has a great sense of modesty, strange as
it may seem), yet they cannot be treated as such.
Everything goes by opposites. It is a land of
negatives. Even the varnish dries in wet weather,
a walking stick is invariably carried by the wrong
end, and when a Chinaman wants to beckon he

makes a gesture of dismissal! All one’s standards
20
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are cast down and set at nought. What is one to
think of a nation who bind their women’s feet with
such tortures that they are incapable of walking
normally during their whole lives? The Chinaman
holds that it is no worse than tight-lacing ; but
two wrongs do not make a right. A Chinaman
will commit suicide on the doorstep of any one
against whom he has a grudge, so that his spirit
may for ever haunt the place ; he will strew trails
of sham paper money to lure off evil spirits from
a dead friend ;: he will hang heavy chains about a
sick man to delude the gods who rule such matters
into the belief that the invalid is a malefactor and
so unworthy their august attention. The women
pull hairs out of the centre of their scalps to make
themselves look beautiful. The pigs are treated
as personal friends, and for them the Chinese will
perform the same disgusting offices as they do for
each other.

And yet those who lived among them for years
say there is no race on earth like them and for
every peculiarity which I have set down will
adduce some trait in the Kuropean character
equally obnoxious and striking. Heaven forbid
that I should judge any one of whom I know so
little as the Chinese ; but their characteristics strike
a foreigner.

We left Hankow via the Peking—Hankow rail-
way, reaching Honan-fu, whence our real start was
made, after a night at Tchou-ma-tien, the following
day. The train passes through some high loéss cliffs
and ravines burrowed and terraced like a rabbit
warren, among which are numerous cave dwellings.

At Honan, George collected some interesting
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bits of pottery and glazed earthenware which were
dug up during the construction of the railway and
were said to be anything from one to two thousand
years old. We saw camels, horses, human figures,
some of them with quite a Hebraic cast of feature,
and vases. One of the latter was really beautiful.
Later on we saw similar specimens elsewhere.
The luxurious mode of travel adopted by the
Chinese official—though to Europeans large carts
are far more comfortable—is the chair. In this,
borne by four men, he sits upright, staring straight
before him, with something strangely reminiscent
of a lethargic tortoise in his mien. Next comes
the mule litter, a kind of low couch slung on poles
and harnessed to a couple of mules. Then the
small cart, usually known as the Peking cart, and
one of the most bone-shaking contrivances ever
invented ; then the larger carts, drawn by four
mules, one in the shafts and three abreast, hooded
and capable of carrying loads of two thousand
catties (2,666 1lbs.); and lastly a mule, horse or
pony. Female mules are used almost invariably
to draw carts, the males being engaged with pack
trains. We used the larger carts. Our beds were
unrolled in the middle, and, the sides being well-
padded, made comfortable seats. The drivers
managed their teams extraordinarily well by voice
and whip. They hardly ever touch their animals
and, though the open sores on the latter appal a
foreigner, they are, on the whole, kindly treated
and well fed. It is, of course, a matter of stern
necessity to the muleteer that his animals should
be in good condition, for they constitute his source
of livelihood,
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One hears much of the excellence of Chinese
boys; of their quickness, quietness, and aptitude.
Though perhaps not hard to get such paragons in
the coast towns, it is difficult to induce them to
rough it on a long trip inland. Certainly our
followers were nothing like as good as the boys
who accompany a safar: in British East Africa in
the capacity of personal attendants. They had no
initiative, no memories, and no manners. Still,
they were perfectly honest, and did their best.
The head boy was one Ching-yii, formerly a
muleteer, who had been in Dr. Smith’s service
some years. Ruh-si was cook and his brother
syce, whilst an extraordinary little creature called
Hsuie (pronounced Showee) came as our personal
servant. He spoke a little broken English, loved
display of any kind, and was rather like a monkey
altogether. Té-kwei, an ex-soldier, we picked up
at Sian-fu as an all-round man.

The road between Honan-fu and Sian-fu has been
described by Baron Richthofen as * one of the most
trying pieces of cart-roads in China.” It runs en-
tirely through loéss country. ILoéss is a solid but
friable earth of brownish yellow colour, not unlike
loam when wet. 1t is peculiar to Northern China,
and does not extend to the south. 'To quote Baron
Richthofen: “It is owing in a great measure to
the loéss that Northern China differs much from
Southern China as regards scenery and products,
the mode of agriculture, and the means of trans-
portation. In the loéss region the mountain
ranges are usually buried in loéss with their lower
portions, and the space between two ranges is
occupied by a broad trough of loéss sloping very
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gently down from either side. . . . In some cases,
as on the Wel River in Shensi, there is a gradual
slope on one side of the river and a steep moun-
tain wall on the other. . . . The loéss is always
completely unstratified. . . . If it did not exist
Northern China would be a barren country.” It is
extremely easy to cultivate, and yields crops with-
out manuring. Manuring increases the yield in
grain, but a satisfactory crop is obtained without
its application provided the ground receives a
sufficient quantity of rain.

“The majority of the people inhabitating loéss
regions live in caves. They select with great skill
those places where the ground is firm, and many
a cave has been inherited down through several
generations.” Loéss, it may be added, “deter-
mines the physical features of a region at least
250,000 square miles in extent.”

We would make our start walking in the cool
of the dawn ; when the sky was lilac and lavender
and the little grey-blue clouds in the west were
turning pink. These were the pleasantest hours,
as I remember them. Tired, dusty Mother Earth
seemed for a time to shed her years, and met
the eye with the same freshness as that which
greeted much-enduring Ulysses setting forth on
his journeyings, or even Adam in the green and
gold of Eden. Pheasants called in the fields and
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