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TO MY WIFE






FOREWORD

June 16, 1910.

My pEAR GREW, — I was greatly interested in
your book “Sport and Travel in the Far East,” and
I think it is a fine thing to have a member of our
diplomatic service able both to do what you have
done, and to write about it as well and as interest-
ingly as you have written. I particularly enjoyed
the two chapters on ‘‘Ibex Shooting” and *Mark-
hor and Wild Sheep Shooting’ in Baltistan. Your
description, both of the actual hunting and the
people and surroundings, is really excellent; and
even more should be said of the chapter in which
you describe your really noteworthy experiences
in hunting the cave tiger of China. Following the
tiger into caves, guided by professional spear hunt-
ers of the neighborhood, is a kind of sport new to
most white men; and its interest is heightened by
the danger attendant upon it. I cannot imagine a
more thrilling or thoroughly sportsmanlike experi-
ence than that of your crawling through the narrow
rock passages and shooting the tiger in its cavern
lair not four feet from you.

Sincerely yours,

Mwﬁ

J. C. Grew, Esq.
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“So for one the wet sail arching through the rainbow round the bow,
And for one the creak of snow-shoes on the crust;

And for one the lakeside lilies where the bull-moose waits the cow,
And for one the mule-train coughing in the dust.

Who hath smelt wood-smoke at twilight? Who hath heard the

birch-log burning ?

Who is quick to read the noises of the night?

Let him follow with the others, for the Young Men’s feet are turning
To the camps of proved desire and known delight!

“Let him go— go — go away from here!
On the other side the world he’s overdue.
*Send your road is clear before you when the old spring-fret comes o’er
you

And the Red Gods call for you!”
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SPORT AND TRAVEL IN
THE FAR EAST

CHAPTER 1

MARSEILLES TO SINGAPORE.- % ‘., :""

*;-;_f_’f HEN, on the morning of the fifteenth of
1/’ September, 1902, the steamship India

slipped through the crowded shipping along the
water-front, and, leaving behind the yellow cliffs,
the hot sun-baked houses of the town, and the grim
white walls of Monte Christo, steamed slowly out
into the cool Mediterranean, it seemed that nothing
was left to be desired in the pleasure of the prospect
before us.

The anticipation of eighteen free months to be
turned to good account in seeing as much as possible
of foreign lands must at all times be most pleasing.
Especially is this so when the traveller plans, as we
had done, to combine a maximum amount of sport
with a minimum of stereotyped sight-seeing. For
several years the prospect of such travels had led me,
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and the various friends who at one time or another
had considered joining the party, to spend many a
winter evening poring over maps and formulating
delightfully hazy plans, from which the elements of
time and conditions of travel were entirely elimi-
nated.. But as the date for setting out approached,
the only arrangement which could be called quite
decided was our intention to avoid so far as possible
the beaten track of tourists, and, by taking trips into
the interior of the various countries we visited, to
combine what sight-seeing should really attract us
with plenty of big-game shooting, a certain amount
of roughing it, and much valuable experience in
becoming familiar with the more natural and primi-
tive parts of foreign lands.

Even up to the time of starting, our arrangements
had taken no more definite shape than this. Tele-
grams had come to me from Mr. A. H. Wheeler and
Mr. H. P. Perry, who were at the time travelling in
Japan, one dispatch asking me to meet them in
Sydney, Australia, whence we could take a previ-
ously discussed cruise among the South Sea Islands,
and a second, shortly after, requesting that I come
instead to Yokohama, in order to go on a tiger-
shooting trip in Korea. When, a few weeks later,
camea third telegram, saying ‘‘ Cholera Korea, meet
Singapore,” and for a second time I was obliged to
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MARSEILLES TO SINGAPORE 3

ask that my steamship tickets be changed to so
radically different a destination, I believe the clerk
in the P. & O. office must have thought that he was
dealing with either a lunatic at large or an abscond-
ing bank cashier. At any rate, the alteration was
effected, my berth cheerfully booked to Singapore,
and in delightful ignorance of the purpose of this
change or what lay before me, I found myself, that
bright September day of starting, in the possession
of the three conditions most necessary to the perfect
contentment of the average traveller — little bag-
gage, fewer cares, and no plans at all.

From the moment of setting foot on the India, I
felt that I was already in the East. She smelled of
the tropics, her cabins and wide decks were built to
secure the greatest possible amount of ventilation
in tepid seas and breathless eastern ports, and the
barefooted Lascars with their simple blue tunics
and red turbans and their inimitable monkey-like
agility in going aloft, might have come straight
from the Indian jungle, so little did they resemble
white sailors. At night the British officers, of whom
there were, as always, many on board, returning
from leave of absence to their posts in India, wore
cool duck mess-jackets with silk cumerbunds, which
contrasted cheerfully with the sombre black of the
staid western evening dress; the deck piano was
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always opened after dinner, and with the noted
good-fellowship of all Anglo-Indians, the evenings
were spent in music-making, in which every one,
whether soloist or chorister, took his part. Only the
low temperature and the long Mediterranean swell
served to show that many miles still separated us
from Suez and true eastern waters. For five days
we steamed peacefully along, dropping down be-
tween Sardinia and Corsica, on to the Straits of
Messina, between Scylla and Charybdis, and so
past the barren cliffs of Crete to Port Said.

On the third night of the voyage we were afforded
what must be, I believe, the most imposing spec-
tacle produced by natural phenomena, namely, the
eruption of a great volcano. The Lipuarian Islands,
which lie off the coast of Sicily, were to be reached
about two in the morning, and rumor had gone
around that Stromboli was in eruption. When that
splendid solitary cone of earth and lava rose slowly
into sight, cropping up out of the sea in perfect
profile against a white moonlit sky, every passenger
was in the bow, waiting and watching. Suddenly
from the flattened top of the cone which forms
the mouth of the crater a great round mass of
what seemed to be molten gold appeared, poised for
a moment on the brink, then rolled in bright bur-
nished streams down the steep sides of the moun-
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tain. There was no noise of any kind, the molten
lava quickly cooled, and in a moment only the dark
form of the volcano remained in view, all the more
dim and mysterious for the sudden contrast of
color. Ten minutes later the same thing was
repeated, and so it continued at intervals until
Stromboli was lost to sight on the horizon.

I do not envy the lot of the unfortunate man who
has to live in Port Said. Since my first short glimpse
of it from the deck of the India, I have spent many
a weary hour there, and I can say from experience
that of all hot places on this climatically unsatisfac-
tory globe, there is none where one feels the heat
more intensely than in that squalid, dusty, fever-
ridden, desert-built town. And yet, if there is one
thing that can partially compensate the resident of
Port Said for its many deficiencies in matters of
cleanliness and climate, it is the ceaseless succession
of ships which pass his very door from morning till
night, and through the night till morning. To many,
a ship is nothing but a hull of wood and iron, sur-
mounted by a certain number of masts and funnels,
and perhaps a flag. To the resident of Port Said
every single vessel that plies through the Canal has
a distinct personality — is, in fact, an acquaintance
or more often an old friend, whose home and des-
tination, business, mission, and personal character-
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istics are as well known to him as are those of
his next-door neighbor; and as each appears and
departs, and, months later, appears and departs
again, he mentally welcomes and god-speeds her as
he would an intimate companion, whether she be a
little black coaling tramp or a palatial liner. When
one considers that up to the opening of the Trans-
Siberian Railway, which has not detracted in the
slightest degree from the number of vessels using
the Suez Canal, every person, every letter, and
almost every case of merchandise passing directly
between Europe and the Orient was carried through
that narrow strip of water, within a stone’s throw
of the hotels and houses of Port Said, one realizes
what a busy scene is presented by the water-front
of the little town.

A year or two ago the accidental discharge of a
cargo of dynamite totally wrecked a steamer in the
middle of the Canal, leaving her in such a position
as entirely to block the traffic in both directions, and
necessitating the closing of the waterway for ten
days until the wrecked steamer could be removed.
During those ten days the ample harbor at the Port
Said entrance to the Canal became so congested
that literally not another ship could find a berth;
the vessels lay in rows but a few feet apart, like
beds in a hospital ward, side by side and nose to
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MARSEILLES TO SINGAPORE 7

stern, till, toward the end of the period, new-comers
found themselves crowded out into the Mediter-
ranean and were obliged to take refuge in near-by
ports.

But the most extraordinary sight of all, and one
which may be seen at all times, appears to the rail-
way traveller from Port Said to Suez or to Cairo,
on both of which journeys the railroad holds closely
to the Canal as far as the half-waystation at Ismail-
ieh. From the car-window you look across miles
and miles of thirsty, barren, undulating desert, the
only view which can become more monotonous than
the monotony of the ocean, stretching off to the
horizon, shimmering in waves of atmospheric heat.
The presence of water in such a place would seem
a miracle. Suddenly, from the corner of the car-
window, the shadow of some huge object catches
your eye; you lean out, and there, lo and behold,
apparently moving leisurely across the waste of
sand, rises a mighty vessel, her funnels belching
smoke, her officers on duty on the bridge, the pas-
sengers playing cricket or shuffle-board or lounging
about the decks, so close that you could readily
recognize a friend among them, every detail of the
ocean life being enacted on this desert stage in per-
fect verisimilitude. What marvellous incongruity !
The train rushes by, the scene is swept out of sight,
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and again the monotony of the rolling desert
remains unbroken, save for here or there a knot of
white-robed Arabs or a distant camel caravan.

The India dropped anchor at Port Said at five
o’clock on the fifth evening from Marseilles. I do
not know whether the captain was merely a wag, or
whether he had ulterior motives in keeping the pas-
sengers on board during the stifling sixteen hours
of our stay, but certainly he so frightened the
greater number by his assurances of the likelihood
of catching cholera ashore, and his graphic descrip-
tion of the horrid fumigating process through
which they would have to pass before returning to
the ship, — an ordeal in which each person would
be confined separately for ten minutes in a carbolic-
acid steam bath, his clothes meanwhile undergoing
a different method of disinfection elsewhere, —
that less than a dozen adventurous spirits took their
lives in their hands and went ashore. Was it the
prospect of acquiring a permanent and ineradicable
perfume of carbolic acid, I wonder, or merely the
risk of an untimely death, that most influenced so
large a percentage of my fellow passengers? Per-
sonally, it occurred to me that, were there any real
danger, the captain would have commanded, not
advised ; and anyway, not even death by cholera
could have outweighed the awfulness of the stifling,
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MARSEILLES TO SINGAPORE 9

breathless heat aboard the India just then. So I
joined the shore-goers to the landing-stage, where
we mounted absurdly minute donkeys and romped
off through the bazaar out into the desert, lying
white as snow in the moonlight. Whatever may
have been our secret fears, the fumigating ordeal,
when we returned to the quay, was at least support-
able; holding our wrists for a period of five seconds
each, the quarantine doctor pronounced us free
from cholera, and to the astonishment and chagrin
of our fellow passengers, we boarded the India unac-
companied by even a suspicion of carbolic acid.
But what a change had taken place on board!
Two enormous coal-barges were moored by the ves-
sel’s side, gang-planks had been run to them, and
now four continuous streams of Arab coolies, black
as night originally, now doubly black from the coal
which they carried in baskets on their shoulders,
ascended and descended in endless chains. Canvas
tarpaulins had been hung over the decks, to protect
them from the clouds of coal-dust which arose from
below ; but even with their protection, the atmos-
phere was full of it, and with every breath we in-
haled quantities of coal-dust with the stifling air.
As all the doors, windows, and port-holes of the
ship were tightly closed, and were to remain so all
night, to have ventured into the interior of the ship
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would have been one degree more insupportable
than to stay on deck. So we gathered in a corner
where there seemed to be the greatest percentage
of air mixed with the least amount of coal-dust,
and told stories till dawn. The coolies sang some
weird rhythmic chant in time to their pace up and
down the gang-planks, never varying the words or
the tune, or ceasing for a second throughout the
night. What were the words? I knew no Arabic,
but indeed they sounded strangely like English:
they beat into my brain in persistent dull mono-
tony, over and over and over again:— “ Fireless
Hell, Fireless Hell.” Certainly they were appro-
priate to such a night.

But day came at last, and with it the same cheery
cloudless sky that smiles on Egypt without a break
from April till November. One of the India’s four
sister ships, the Persia, bound homeward with the
eastern mails, had come in during the night, and
before breakfast was over, the little Isis, in every
respect a perfect counterpart, on a diminutive
scale, of her larger sisters, steamed up from Brindisi,
and like a colt beside its mother snuggled up along-
side us. The English mails do not join the ships at
Marseilles ; they wait a day longer and then are hur-
ried across Europe on the Brindisi express, whence
they are embarked on the little Isis or Osiris and are
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MARSEILLES.- TO SINGAPORE 11

carried at a 22-knot pace to catch up with the
larger mail-steamers at Port Said. We dutifully
received the mails from the Isis, weighed anchor,
and at last, at nine o’clock in the morning, pushed
our nose into the first reaches of the Suez Canal.

If the night had been stifling, that day and the
ensuing night in the Canal were little less so. We
crept along at a snail’s pace, five knots an hour
being the limit allowed, occasionally tying up at
one of the buoys along the bank to allow another
larger vessel to go by, but generally able to pass
comfortably whatever ship appeared from the op-
posite direction. The hours dragged interminably,
— all day the desert wastes of Egypt to starboard
and Arabia to port glaring away into the distance.
On deck we sprawled in steamer-chairs and gasped.
The night brought little relief. Our progress was
aided by a powerful searchlight, which threw ex-
traordinary shadows and altered into fantastic
shapes whatever craft passed us. Fortunately the
last stains of the previous night's coal-dust had
been washed away, mattresses were dragged on
deck, and we slept in rows in what comfort such
heat would allow.

The three days that followed in the Red Sea were
scarcely more comfortable. On the contrary, we
lay about in steamer-chairs, in costumes the uncon-
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ventionality of which only the circumstances per-
mitted, drank abnormal quantities of lemonade,
and tried to persuade ourselves that we were com-
paratively cool, which was a pitiful farce. The only
event of the day which I truthfully can say I en-
joyed was the morning bath, and the method of
indulging in this ever-gratifying but now doubly
delightful ceremony was so unusual that I am
tempted to describe it. On ships running to the
East the greater number of passengers sleep on
deck during the hot weather, the forepart of the
deck being fenced off with tarpaulins for the ladies,
the remaining space being at the disposal of the
men. Each passenger’s mattress is brought up by
his steward, and his bed made wherever he prefers
or can find space not already appropriated. The
intensity of the heat conduces to sociability rather
than to sleep, and not only is the first half of the
night spent in much chatting and story-telling, but
promptly at dawn the deck-sleepers are routed out
and their beds carried below. At this time the
ladies retire, not to reappear until eight, leaving
the field clear for the men. Now takes place an
extraordinary scene. The pyjama brigade for a
moment has disappeared. The sailors are busily
washing down the decks with swabbing brooms and
hose. Suddenly from the smoking-room appears a
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rather apprehensive-looking passenger. He is fol-
lowed closely by others, all clad in bath towels and
all looking equally apprehensive. They advanceinto
theopen. The enemy, in the shape of theswabbing
crew, becomes aware of their presence; it gathers
in close formation, the hose is levelled, there is a
swish of cold water, a few short gasps from startled
subalterns — and then, oh, wonderful display ! no-
thing can be seen but hysterical passengers dash-
ing wildly about in the midst of a deluge of spray
and jets of foaming water, shrieking, gasping, and
spluttering. I know of no more effective method
for suddenly and conclusively dispelling any desire
on the part of the passenger to turn over and go
to sleep again.

No one was sorry that our short stay in the harbor
of Aden prevented landing. Certainly a less invit-
ing-looking town, with its barren, rocky surround-
ings and total lack of vegetation, would be hard to
imagine. Passing the fortress of Perim and so
through the straits of Bab-el-Mandeb, we dropped
anchor only long enough to transfer the India-bound
passengers to the Egypt, another of the five sister
ships, and steamed on almost immediately into the
Arabian Sea. How delicious that cool monsoon
breeze felt after the breathlessness of the last four
days! No wonder that the remaining passengers
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should become suddenly imbued with new life and
energy, appoint committees, organize sports, and
from morning till night during the seven days to
Ceylon keep the ball of entertainment rolling.

Very early in the morning of the day of our arrival
in Colombo I dressed and went to the bow, where
the breeze came fresh and clean from landwards. It
was then that I first realized that the writer who
describes the smell of the East is in no way drawing
upon his imagination toadd atmosphere to his word-
pictures. The aroma which came out to sea with
that morning breeze was as perceptible and as dis-
tinct from all other land-smells as is the odor of a
greenhouse from that of a cactus field, — a tangible
fragrance, soft, warm, and carrying with it the scent
of spices, temple-incense, and flowers. The morning
came up in a flood of golden glory, disclosing a low,
palm-fringed shore ; we rounded a point, and there,
lying white and red behind the countless masts and
funnels of her great roadstead, lay Colombo, the
welcome resting-place at the cross-roads of every
ocean highway of the Orient.

At the entrance to the harbor we were met bya
horde of naked little Cingalese urchins propelling
craft of every description, from catamarans to logs
of wood rudely lashed together; displaying prowess
in diving after and recovering coins, when half-way
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to the bottom, which only the continual exercise of
their hazardous profession, day in and day out, year
by year, could develop — hazardous because the
harbor of Colombo is infested with sharks, and
many an unfortunate urchin is levied as toll for the
plying of their trade. But judging from the interest
of the passengers and the prodigality with which
the contents of their pockets are cast into the harbor,
the calling must be a lucrative one.

To come to Colombo from the West is like being
dropped from a dusty road into a luxuriant garden.
There have been no intermediate steps to accus-
tom you to the sudden transformation. You left the
staid grays and browns, the familiar sights and pro-
saic smells of the Occident: you find yourself pre-
cipitated unprepared among unknown scenes and
surroundings, brilliant colors and strange aromas,
which from the first hour leave upon your senses
indelible impressions. From the landing-stage you
are whirled off in rickshaws through the town, over
clean wide roads of dark red earth, reducing to a
minimum the dazzling reflection of the tropic sun,
and sheltered by a regular canopy of luxuriant
growth. Once past the bazaar, the fascination of
whose booths must tempt even the most hardened
traveller, the buildings run no longer in monotonous
blocks, but are separated by little gardens of ferns
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and palm trees. You swing on through the dwelling
quarter, — where cool white and green villas, built
all of open piazzas and trellis-work rooms, lie back
from the road, — past little plaster huts with black
Cingalese natives squatting cross-legged on their
thresholds, along the great Galle Face Esplanade, —
where the waves of the Indian Ocean beat cease-
lessly on the palm-lined shore, —and so out
through the outskirts of the town into the open
country. Here it is that the tropical foliage first
strikes upon the westerner’s eye with its full rich-
ness and wealth of color. The road is bordered on
either side by a tangled mass of verdure, — palms,
ferns and cacti, banana, cocoanut, and mango trees,
overrun with festoons of lace-like creepers, breaking
here and there into brilliant-hued blossoms and
forming a perfect network of jungle growth. Vividly
colored birds romp among the foliage and seem to
revel in the fragrance and sunshine. Creaking bul-
lock-carts and fierce-looking black water-buffaloes
lumber past you; a continuous stream of natives
hurry this way and that on their various errands,
women with jewels in their noses and silver rings’
on fingers, toes, and ankles, young girls balancing
on their heads queer-shaped earthen rice-pots, old
men with long, snowy beards showing against their
black skins, boys with flowers and spices to sell, and
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all naked save for a loin-cloth or a brilliant sarong
thrown about them, a kaleidoscope of life and color
of surpassing interest and fascination. Java iscalled
the Garden of the East; but has not Ceylon an equal
right to claim the title?

Three times during the year in the East my
wanderings brought me back to Ceylon ; and though
my stays were short, generally while waiting for a
ship to some other part of the world, I invariably
looked forward with the greatest enjoyment to
every voyage which was to end in that delightful
country. Later I was able to visit Kandy and
Nuwara Eliya, that splendid mountain resort in the
interior, where, after a long siege of fever, the brac-
ing air was worth to me its weight in gold. But for
the present we had but a few hours ashore, and
after lunching at the famous Grand Oriental Hotel
a dozen of us were obliged to bid farewell to our
fellow passengers of the India, now bound for
Australia, and board the little Chusan for still
farther eastern ports.

At four in the afternoon we sailed from Colombo
harbor, and, heading out into the Bay of Bengal,
turned toward Penang, the Malacca Straits, and
Singapore. The voyage requires little description.
Five days of quiet steaming brought us to Penang,
— days when the surface of the sea was actually,
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not metaphorically, mirror-like in its calm, rippled
only by the trails of innumerable flying-fish ; dawns
when the sun shot from the horizon like a molten
cannon-ball in a flood of unimagined color; and
nights when the stars blazed with a brilliancy never
beheld by any northern land or sea. A few hours in
the harbor of Penang, and we turned down into the
Malacca Straits, emerging two days later at Singa-
pore, — for me, at least, a temporary destination.
If I were to be taken by some kind spirit and sud-
denly dropped blindfolded in the midst of Singapore
to-day, seven years after my last stay there, I should
recognize my whereabouts. No city in the world
smells just like it. There is the spicy smell of Co-
lombo, and the B. C. S. of Calcutta, upon which
Kipling has distinct, not to say aggressive, opinions;
and Bombay, at certain seasons, comes very close
to resembling Calcutta, with just a shade of original-
ity of its own. But no one could mistake the smell
of Singapore. In my mind it is inseparably asso-
ciated with a long, very dusty road, bordered by
Chinese chow-shops and incense-burning temples,
and thickly peopled with representatives of every
eastern race, from the all but naked Tamil to the
indolent, self-satisfied Malay, and from the mighty
fierce-bearded Sikh to the little squat, smelly Javan-
ese. Perhaps it is the evil messes concocted in the
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chow-shops and sold along the road by innumerable
vendors that most contribute to the general effect,
or perhaps the incense burned in the hundreds of
little shrines and temples is primarily responsible.
But I think the very air which lies over Singapore
like a steaming blanket, thick, heavy, and motion-
less, must itself contain all the elements of that
inimitable odor, absorbed through countless genera-
tions of contact with unwashed humanity and
temple incense, and diffused throughout the city
with a poignancy all too marked for the delicately
adjusted senses of the conventional westerner.

My quarters in Raffles’ Hotel were of the plea-
santest. In front of my room was a little veranda,
furnished with cane lounging-chairs and looking
directly out upon the harbor, where the thousands
and thousands of Malay junks lying huddled to-
gether by the quays, or lazily wandering hither and
thither among the larger shipping, afforded a scene
unequalled in picturesqueness. Before my door
passed a continuous and varied stream of brown
humanity; in all the world there is no ethnological
museum li<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>