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Far Cathay 
F.P. Mackie's diary of his trip around the world, 1922/3 

Edited by G.O. Mackie, October 2002 (mackie.geo_at_gmail.com) 
Illustrations from F.P.M.'s photo albums, provided by P.H. Mackie. 

This and other family memoirs are also available at 
https://sites.google.com/view/mackiefamily/home  

F.P.M. and a companion, probably the mining engineer Mr C.W. Widman of 
Vancouver, by the Sungari River at Harbin, Manchuria. For some reason, this side trip 
to northern China, which included a visit to Haijo in Korea and to the 'forbidden city' 
of Peking is not covered in the diary, only in the photo album. The two must have gone 
there by train from Shanghai on December 17/18th 1922. 

PREFACE 

When he started this diary my father was 47 and had completed 20 years in the 
Indian Medical Service. He had been to Tibet with the Younghusband Expedition, 
worked in Uganda as a member of the Royal Society’s Commission on Sleeping 

https://sites.google.com/view/mackiefamily/home
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Frederick_Percival_Mackie
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Sickness and made a name for himself with research work not only on trypanosomiasis 
but also on relapsing fever, kala azar, cholera and other tropical diseases. 

On September 22nd 1913 he married Gladys Ball 
in Bristol, but when war broke out in 1914 he found 
himself separated from his new bride for long periods 
and posted abroad to Baluchistan, France and 
Mesopotamia. In a memo he left logging his travels 
between 1903 and 1917, he calculated that in the four 
years they had been married, he and Gladys had spent 
only 19 months and 19 days together. “Fed up to the back 
teeth” was his terse comment. By 1919 however he was 
back with Gladys, they spent Christmas together in 
Clifton and their child Lawrence was born in Bristol on 
April 11th, 1920. 

My father was now Professor of Pathology at 
Calcutta University, and he spent Christmas 1920 in 
Calcutta with Gladys and Lawrence, but the job in Calcutta came to an end the 
following year when he was appointed Director of the Pasteur Institute in Shillong, 
Assam. The family spent Christmas there together in 1921. Tragically, about this 
time, Gladys became seriously ill with what was diagnosed as Schilder’s disease, a 
rapidly progressing demyelinating condition, and in February 1922 she had to be 
taken back to England. We know little of this sad trip but it seems that Gladys now 
required full time nursing care and was in a first class cabin, looked after by an ayah. 
My father could only afford second class for himself and 
Lawrence. The classes of course were rigorously 
segregated, and it was only as a great concession that 
they were allowed up to see the dying woman. 

Another passenger on the same ship was Mary 
Elwes. Her husband Weston Elwes had died by his own 
hand after they had been married for only seven months. 
My father and Mary Elwes had met in India previously, 
but now their misfortunes brought them closer together 
and they developed a warm friendship that led ultimately 
to their marriage four years later. 

Not long after their arrival in England Gladys 
died, and in September 1922 my father, who was 
presumably given leave by the I.M.S., set off on the trip 
described in this diary. The account starts with his visit 
to New York where he had wealthy friends, Harry and 
Kitty Swan. We do not know how he got to know these 
people, and he gives us no insight into what they were 
like but then the diary throughout contains remarkably 
little of a personal nature. I suspect that he may have 
had it in mind to use the diary as a basis for articles meant for a general readership, so 

http://web.uvic.ca/%7Emackie/Mary-and-Weston.pdf
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anything of a personal nature would have seemed inappropriate. We know from his 
letters home however, especially those to his sister Chris and later to my mother, that 
he could be both perceptive and funny about people he met. The present account would 
have had considerably more human interest if he had written it less ‘objectively’. Even 
so it is astonishing that in the part covering his month-long visit to his brothers in 
Vernon, there is only one brief reference to the existence of   “the boys”, meaning John 
(7), Geoff (3) and baby Paddy, while Austin’s dogs are identified by name. As the 
diary progresses, his writing becomes a bit more relaxed and he lets his feelings show 
more. 

At the time of my father’s visit to Vernon, Austin (Gus) Mackie was 43 and 
Hugh just 40 while Grace would have been about 38. Austin and Hugh had come out 

to Canada in 1913. Their plan was 
to start a private boarding school 
run on English lines. Austin 
immediately set about canvassing 
parents whose sons he hoped to 
recruit for the school while Hugh, 
who was trained as a solicitor, 
looked for work in law offices, 
and eventually (after many 
disappointments) landed a job in a 
big firm in Regina where he was 
put in charge of the Foreclosure 
Department. With a salary of 
$120 a month he was able to 
bring Grace and their infant son 
Peter (born in 1912) out from 
England. (Poor little Peter    died    
tragically    in    an 

accident in 1918). 
By the summer of 1914, Austin had rounded up 6 boys for the school, enough 

to get started, but he was worried about the lack of skilled help on the domestic side. 
Grace was a trained nurse, so it made sense for Hugh and Grace (now with two children, 
as John had been born while they were in Regina) to join Austin in Vernon, and   in 
1916, “the three of us started the long uphill struggle which was to last the next thirty 
years”, as Hugh wrote many years later. In 1917, the school moved to what was to be 
its permanent location on an 18 acre fruit ranch bordering the Coldstream Creek, which 
they bought for $8000. By the time of my father’s visit some 20 boys were enrolled in 
the Vernon Preparatory School. 

On his return to India at the conclusion of his trip around the world, my father 
took up a new position as Director of the Haffkine Institute in Bombay. I have a few 
letters he wrote to my mother prior to their marriage and will conclude this introduction 
with one of them, partly for the insight it gives into the sort of work he did, but chiefly   
because it shows his human side so well, the side which he only rarely shows us in the 
pages of his diary. My mother was then working as secretary to 

http://web.uvic.ca/%7Emackie/MME.pdf
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Mrs Wintringham, one of the first women to become a member of parliament in the 
U.K. 

 

 
 

Old Government House 
Parel 
Bombay. July 2, 1923 

 
Dear Mrs Elwes, 

 
I am pretty lazy these days but I feel that in order to get a letter from you I 

must write one myself and that stimulus is more than sufficient to overcome my 
natural laziness. Your letter reached me on March 14 so I feel I have allowed a 
decent time to elapse before answering it! 

I don’t see or even hear much of your brother in law Elwes. It was at his 
house I met you if you remember, a rather pathetic figure in black. I remember 
feeling ‘so sympathetic’ as I suppose coming ‘events’ were casting their shadows for me 
also. I pondered and then followed the advice you gave in your last letter and now a 
full year has gone, happy memories steal in and replace sad ones. It is a blessed 
physiological truth that painful impressions are less lasting than pleasurable ones 
so that in process of time the mind, like the sundial, only counts the sunny hours. 

I am very glad to hear that you are so happily occupied and find so much to 
do of public interest and usefulness, next we shall hear that you are sitting for 
Parliament yourself! Who is the third lady member- do you know her? Her 
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‘maiden’ name seems to me familiar- was it she who was concerned with Bevan or 
am I maligning her. 

I am now as you see in Bombay and have a life full of interest tho’ passed 
in a poisonous climate which 
saps one’s vitality and turns 
one’s grey matter into mashed 
potato. 

It is very difficult to 
think or devise anything new and 
it is easier to let the machine 
keep on running than to try to 
improve a scrap of it! 

Our main activities are 
(a) the preparation of antiplague vaccine which goes all over the Eastern world, from 
Cape Town to Japan, about a million doses a year. 
(b) a pasteurian section for antirabies treatment 
(c) collection of snake venom, (we run a snake farm here) 
(d) individual research on various subjects 
(e) the court of appeal in all matters for the Province as regards epidemiology, 
pathology etc. 

Then I, like you, have some public duties 
Sanitary Committee Reclamation Scheme (Chairman) 
K.G. Memorial Hospital Scheme “ 
Leprosy Scientific Committee   “ 
European General Hosp Committee (member) 
Anti-tuberculosis league  “ 
Bombay Medical Council “ 
Anti-venereal league “ 

This all sounds very busy but I am inherently lazy and am bored to tears by 
most of the committees where they talk so much and do so little. 

You ask about my child- he is very well and happy at his new home in Yorkshire 
with friends of mine Sir Thos. and Lady Lawson-Tancred; they have three little ones 
of their own and Lawrence comes in where a fourth would naturally 
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come and has the great advantage of being brought up with other young children and 
in a charming manor house- he is a lucky youngster. 

His grandfather (my wife’s father) died a few months back and left me a sum 
for his use which will relieve me of part of the cost of his education which is a great 
relief these days. 

His portrait is before me now, a dear little boy with golden hair, blue eyes and 
complexion like apple blossom- he is all the world to me and the centre of my universe. 
I hate having to be away from him now he is growing up ( he is now 3¼) but I possess 
my soul in patience till I can come home and take charge of him. 

It is pouring with rain outside and the bungalow roof is dripping in all 
directions as all Indian bungalows do- do you remember the sound of the rain, the 
frogs croaking in chorus, the mosquitoes buzzing, boots growing mould in a night? 
Thank your stars you are in England and not in this wretched country 

With every wish for your happiness 

Yours sincerely, 

F.P. Mackie 

♥♥♥♥♥♥♥♥♥♥♥♥♥♥♥♥ 
 

Postscript 
 

Lieutenant-Colonel Frederick Percival Mackie, 
widower, aged 51, son of John Mackie, Clerk in 
Holy Orders, was married to Mary Elizabeth 
Haddon Elwes, widow, aged 39, daughter of 
William Haddon Owen, Solicitor, at the Parish 
Church of St George, Bloomsbury, Middlesex, 
on 24th August 1926, with Col. Mackie’s nephew 
Rev’d Ellis Mackie as Officiating Minister. Their 
first child, Richard Ernest Mackie, was born ten 
months later (June 21, 1927) and their second, 
George Owen Mackie, on October 20th, 1929. 
Lawrence Mackie attended the wedding as a 
founding member of his father’s new family. 
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FAR CATHAY 
 

Sept 28, 1922 
 

Left Southampton by Canadian Pacific SS. Melita a one class boat i.e. 1st and 
2nd merged into one styled ‘intermediate’. Very comfortable steamer and attendance 
and food good. Passengers nearly all American or Canadians and a very few Britishers. 
One of latter was a young policeman in Uganda P. Service stationed at headquarters of 
the Lado District so we were able to compare notes. Had as my cabin companion one 
Mr. Grimsby of Montreal an old time Canadian formerly in NW Mounted Police and 
helped to open up valleys of BC so he was able to put me wise about many things. 

The sea was in heavy swell for first few days following a very severe storm 
just subsided so we got a poor time and few turned up to meals. I sat at a small table 
with Surgeon Rear Admiral Beadwell RN who was going over as Naval Representative 
to a Conference of Army and Naval medical officers in Philadelphia. Had I known 
about this I might perhaps have got permission to attend as delegate for the IMS and 
perhaps had some of my expenses paid. The first touch of real Americanism came in 
the barbers shop on the Melita where a printed notice was displayed- 

“If you spit on the floor in your own house 
You may spit on the floor here 

I want you to feel at home.” 
 

Oct 4 
 

Took the route N of Newfoundland and saw coasts of it and of Labrador today. 
Saw some icebergs too – one very large one several hundred yards long and about 
150 feet high which looked very imposing by moonlight. Entered mouth of the St. 
Lawrence (5th Oct) and made for Quebec. We tied up below the heights and had a good 
view of the city but didn’t disembark. Passed under the Quebec Bridge which is a huge 
cantilever(?) bridge of three spans over the St. Lawrence. Its height is deceptive because 
every steamer appears only just to scrape under it whereas there must in reality be ample 
room. 

 
Oct 6 

 
Reached Montreal at 9:30 pm too late to catch train to New York so put up at 

the Windsor Hotel for the night. 
Caught the 9:20 am train to N. York crossing the border at Roose’s Point and 

going through the Adirondacks - Plattsburg - Elizabethville - Albany. Had a hot and 
crowded journey down and arrived N.Y. about 9:30 or 10 pm. My hostess (Kitty Swan) 
came to meet me but we missed. I took taxi to her house where I found her 
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husband Harry Swan and Sheila (daughter) waiting for us. Kitty came in soon after and 
later drove me to the Hotel Plaza where they have taken rooms for me. 

This Hotel is one of the most famous and expensive in N.Y. being in 5th Avenue 
facing the Central Park. My room was on 13th floor right in the middle with small 
balcony in front from which one could look down and see men like ants walking and 
taxis like little moving black boards. The view over Central Park with its lakes and 
flowers -- and 5th Avenue with its lights and residences made a wonderful sight. The 
masses of lights in the skyscrapers and in the streets and shops was if anything still 
more wonderful. 

During the ten days I was in N.Y. I saw most of the well known features – 
such as Riverside Drive – The Central Park – Cleopatra’s needle – The Art Gallery – 
Natural History Museum – The Zoo in Bronx Park – Wall St. – Woolworth Building 
– Cunard Offices – Flatiron Building – The three great bridges across the River – The 
Aquarium – Brewery and the Coloured quarter. 

I went to see the Ziegfield Follies one night – the brightest and fastest of Revues 
– which was only equalled in splendour and sumptuousness with a similar show at Les 
Folies Bergeres in Paris. 

Another night I saw Somerset Maugham’s new play ‘East of Suez’ which was 
finely acted but to me lacked realism as it would do to anyone who had lived in the East 
of Suez. 

One night my friends took me over to Staten Island to dine at the Club with 
some friends (Mr. and Mrs. Boyd). The motor cars run on to a big ferry which transports 
all sorts of vehicles over en bloc some miles from N.Y. to Staten Island. As you leave 
N.Y. behind in the evening light the great mass of buildings towers over one like the 
Rock of Gibraltar pierced with a million lights tier on tier right up into the sky. The 
ferry passes quite close under the Statue of Liberty which stands right out in the middle 
of the fairway and is lit up by a number of search lights directed from below. 

On another occasion we all drove down about 30 miles down Long Island to 
lunch with some friends. They lived in a splendid country mansion surrounded by every 
luxury (the host was President of the N.Y. Banking Association) and we had a 
prolonged lunch and were shown around the house and gardens. Got back to N.Y. in 
time to go to the Theatre. 

 
Oct 13 

 
This being Friday we all four drove down to Southampton the fashionable 

N.Y. watering place and summer residence. The distance is about 110 miles and we 
drove down in the big touring car and reached there in about 4 hours and put up at the 
very exclusive Club ‘the Meadow Club’ of which they say “it is harder to get into 
than into Paradise.” It was certainly very comfortable and luxurious and no doubt very 
expensive as my long suffering host would know. 

There was a dinner party on the Sat’y night at which we numbered ten. The next 
day, Sunday, we went a drive round to see the beautiful country round and the house at 
Hampton Bays adjoining where Swan has a summer cottage and a motor 
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boat in the bay. We lunched afterwards with some very nice people – some of the 
society leaders in Southampton – where we met several interesting and charming people 
– one of the ladies being a daughter (or daughter-in-law) of Roosevelt. 
We left Southampton at 3 pm that day (Sunday) and got back to N.Y. by 7:0 in time for 
dinner. 

The next day I went to the Rockefeller Institute for Medical Research and had 
a long talk with Dr. Simon Flexner the Director and Nougouchi and other well known 
men and saw round the labs which are wonderful. 

Flexner told me that the Rockefeller I had started a big research place at 
Peking and that there was a commission there working on kala azar (the subject I am 
going to investigate in India). He advised me strongly to go to Peking and see the work 
and gave me introduction to the Director there who is doing the kala azar research. 
Nougouchi also gave me introductions to people at Tokyo working in my line.   I was 
very much impressed with New York – its business, its crowded streets, its magnificent 
shops and hotels and with the little way which money goes. I seemed to see nothing but 
the commercial and material side – the idealistic and spiritual side which is said to exist 
and certainly must do I saw nothing of , and could scarcely imagine it entering into the 
life as I saw it. Everything seems gauged by money and what it will buy and each 
millionaire seems to try to out do the other in splendour of the residence and outward 
show of wealth. The houses of some of the big men whose names are familiar all over 
the world are in 5th Avenue and in size they look more like hotels and yet are probably 
only occupied a few weeks or possibly months in a year. 

I was fortunate in being introduced to a specially good class of people – 
mostly old American family with unbroken British descent and pro British in their 
outlook tho' by no means blind to our many national failings. Apart from them I met 
courtesy from all classes I came in contact tho’ I did not ride in a train car or other 
public conveyance all the time I was there so didn’t meet many of the ‘men in the 
street’. 

The hotels all over the continent are much in advance of English hotels. Nearly 
all the rooms have beautiful bathrooms and lavatories attached- the whole thing as 
spotless and washable as an operating theatre. They give you about a dozen towels- as 
you are only supposed to use one once and throw it into the basket- and these are 
replaced every day. A telephone sits on your side table and all requirements are made 
known to the head office. A lower panel of the door swings on a pivot and one side 
contains a large bulge-like cupboard of which you keep the key. You put boots, linen 
and clothes to be pressed in the cupboard and swing it on to the outside of the door. 
Messengers come along and open it up from the outside and take out the garments, have 
them pressed and cleaned and put back by next morning and the pivot turned so that 
the articles are on your side of the door when you wake up. 

To press a suit of clothes costs a dollar. In addition to bedroom and bathroom 
suite there is a large anteroom like a very large cupboard with coat hangers, clothes 
brushes etc and electric light and perhaps an electric radiator for drying garments. 
In my room at the Plaza there was a large basket of hot house fruit, vases of flowers 
and about a dozen picture magazines and reviews. These three luxuries were however 
put there by my kind hosts but it enhanced the impression I got of N.Y. hotels. 
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I found later that my room cost (not me) $10 a night, i.e. about two guineas, that 
is the bare room charge. A modest breakfast of some cereal, fish, coffee, rolls and butter 
costs $2 = 10/- and everything in proportion. 

As one American I was talking about it afterwards to remarked “Well, yes, I 
guess it costs you some just to put your grip on the floor”. That refers to the custom 
that in commercial hotels at any rate all the ‘grips’ ( i.e. suitcases and other hand 
baggage) are placed in rows on the hall floor before you go to the office and ‘register 
your location’, otherwise choose your room. 

Iced water is a great institution in the States- you are always brought some 
before every meal and in some hotels (Statler Group) there is a third tap in your 
washstand for iced drinking water. I got quite to like this and it certainly is much 
pleasanter and more thirst-quenching than tepid water of England. 

Yes, the American hotels are very comfortable and excellently run and people 
generally very polite. I didn’t find the tipping system any worse than in England except 
that in America you tip ‘right now’ - if a bell boy or boots does anything for you are 
supposed on each and every occasion to give him ‘quarter’ i.e. ¼ dollar – a little over 
1/- and the same with every waiter and messenger. The hall porter who whistles up a 
taxi and turns the handle expects a ‘half’ (2/-) each time and at the Plaza I saw people 
giving him a dollar for the simple service, which is grossly exorbitant. 

Flowers are frightfully expensive in N.Y. despite the words over each florists 
shop “say it with flowers”. Poor little rose heads wired on stalks and only lasting a few 
hours are anything from one to four dollars each- fancy, nearly a pound for a single 
rose. I once (only once) bought ten roses for ten dollars and when they arrived they 
were already too passé to be worn and had to be thrown away. 

I was carrying some letters around the foyer of the hotel and a waiter came up 
and I said “where’s the pillar box” , he looked mystified and at last said “Gee, guess 
you mean the mail chute” and showed me what I wanted. There is a mail chute on every 
floor near the elevator and this is a great convenience, you see your letter go hurtling 
down thirteen stories. 

I think I liked the zoo in Bronx Park the best thing in N.Y., there is such a lot 
of space for all the animals and some such as buffalo can always be seen from some 
point. The bears are very fine, also the wapiti and other big stags. They had an 
African Elephant there which pleased me much, also several very good hippos and 
rhinos. The big cats were not so good. I spent one day there with Kitty but only saw 
about ⅔ of it. 

Sky scrapers sound ugly and materialistic but really there is a kind of beauty 
about them quite new to the world- their form and solidity and angles have a curious 
cubist effect and in groups, especially when lit up at night, they are stupendously 
magnificent like rugged mountains are beautiful. Some of the picture postcards in my 
collection show this novel type of architectural art. 

 
 

Oct. 17th 
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The next day, Tuesday, the four of us left in the big six cylinder touring car♣ for 
Buffalo and Niagara which is about 475 miles from New York. The weather was fine 
but cloudy and cold and on the journey we got sleet and snow. We made Albany the 
first night and stayed at the biggest hotel there. A great deal of the way is along a 
splendid road along the Hudson River on the East Bank. You see great houses and 
summer residences of well known people high up on the slopes overlooking the river 
and on the East Bank too we passed lodges and entrance gates of several great estates 
belonging to millionaires. The autumn tints on the river bank were very fine but 
throughout Canada and the States as far as I saw them the trees all change together 
and yellow and orange are the prevailing colours except for a species of sumac which 
is a ground bush turning a crimson colour in the fall. 

There is a scarcity of large trees- you never see so fine a tree as an elm or big 
oak. Most of them are of the maple-poplar-larch type. We reckoned to do about 150 
miles a day and travelled comfortably about 25 miles an hour on an average and stopped 
either at the road side or at a wayside hotel for lunch. Albany is a fine town with fine 
public buildings but we didn’t get in much before 5.30 and after dinner, which was 
always served in our suite of rooms, we went to the movies. 

 

Next morning at 10.30 we were off again, this time making for Syracuse 
which is abut 150 miles from Albany. It was a bitter cold day and sleet and rain and a 
hurricane of wind almost held up the car. We pushed along as fast as possible making 
30-35 miles an hour in the teeth of this gale so that meant we were being exposed to a 
wind of about 60 miles an hour. We covered ourselves with everything we could find 
but nevertheless arrived half frozen. Then we were plunged into a hotel atmosphere of 

 

♣ The car in the picture is a 1922 Oldsmobile. Is that steam coming out of the radiator ? 



12 
 

at least 70ºF and as a result the blood rushes to the skin and head and personally I felt 
as if the top of my head would burst and my face became the colour of beetroot. 

I had a little fever that evening- I think from the violent temperature reaction 
and a heavy cold I had developed so we didn’t go out that night. 

Next day we were off again this time to Buffalo about 155 miles off. We dressed 
up warm and had the side screens up and didn’t feel the cold so much and got in about 
5 pm. 

An amusing incident occurred whilst my hostess and I were shopping. I was 
trying to get some heavy cordite cartridges for a sporting gun of large calibre. 
Incidentally I had to explain that it was an English gun and I had just come thence and 
was going to hunt in British Columbia. This appeared to cause some interest and latterly 
the assistants in the large store were peeping and whispering and looking at us. My 
hostess caught the whispered aside “That’s the Mountbattens”. So this was the reason 
of the unusual interest. This young couple were known to be touring the States and one 
saw their photographs every day in the papers. I don’t think Mountbatten would have 
felt flattered at being mistaken for me. 

There was a paved road all the way from N.Y. to Buffalo and the gradients were 
very gentle- in fact the road was almost flat all the way. The roads in the States are very 
chatty not to say talkative and very often they shout at you. There are signs, directions, 
remarks, advice, and advertisements all the way and as you approach a townlet these 
attain a crescendo and a perfect storm of advice and information reaches your eyes. 

One plan they have is rather good- the way they inform you of the approach of 
the next village. The sign is like that of a big open book and in large letters is written 
something like this: 

“Two and a half miles on is the town of Little Forks, pop. 7570. Famous as 
having been the birthplace of Senator James K. Buggins who left a fountain and cattle 
trough to commemorate his life’s work” 
Then, a few yards on: 
“If you are tired of life, speed over the next bridge” 
“Mind the next curve” 
“This is the burgh for good eats” 
“School ahead- Please slow down- Thank you” 
“Welcome to Parksville. A very pretty place” 
and at the exit of the village: 
“Goodbye- come again- hope you enjoyed yourself” 

These sundry exhortations interspersed with floods of advertisements and useful 
little sketch maps of the curves in the road ahead keep one’s interest busy travelling 
American roads. At the same time they abolish all idea of rest, quiet or rural beauty. Of 
the latter I saw almost none- you could barely see the country beyond for the forest of 
poles bearing advertisement boards. I saw no gardens and no flowers and none of the 
things that make the English countryside beautiful. Every house in these smaller towns 
seems as if just put down on a piece of waste ground and nearly all the houses are frame 
built, i.e. made of overlapping boards and painted green, white ,red 
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or any colour. The whole thing gives a very kutcha effect, i.e. temporary, unfinished, 
slovenly. 

Buffalo is a very fine city just like any other- big wide streets and side walks, 
all roads are at right angles to one another, great skyscrapers, lots of electric light and 
swarms of automobiles. 

There are more automobiles in N.Y. state than in all Great Britain and Ireland 
and that is only one of the states of America. In some parts of the States, one person 
in every six (man, woman and child) has a car- that is more than an average of one car 
to two families. I suppose in England there would be one car to several hundred people. 

 
Oct 20. 

 
We devoted the day to doing the Niagara falls which is about 27 miles from 

Buffalo. We drove there and sent the car back and went back by trolley car. 
We got to Niagara about 10.0 and had a lovely sunny day. We saw the American 

falls from Goat island which is a narrow spit of rock right between the two great bodies 
of water. The view from above is wonderful- there is a dense cloud of 

 

mist rising from the foot of the falls and this cloud of white mist is intertwined with 
vivid rainbows, sometimes five or six distinct ones all intersecting. One I saw was 
almost a complete circle instead of being the usual arc. 

Then we walked along the American shore and got a view of the Horseshoe falls 
which forms the largest body of water and is on the Canadian side. 

We then went down below the American falls where there is a light wooden 
walk and bridges which winds about over and between the great boulders at the foot 
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of the fall. To do this one has to go into a changing place and take off every garment 
and replace them by flannel pyjama suit, rope shoes and a big oilskin overall with a 
cowl. In this one descends a winding tower and walks along the footpath below the falls 
and on to the wooden viaduct. At times one is so drenched with driving spray showers 
that you have to walk backwards into it, and eventually on to the Hurricane Deck which 
is a small square platform where if you glance up between spray showers you see the 
gigantic wall of green water tumbling down from the skies. This tour is called that of 
“The Cave of the Winds”. 

We returned, dressed and warmed ourselves as there was ice in the quiet puddles 
and down the handrail and on the steps so the drenching spray was pretty cold. 

Next we went on the small steamer called ‘The Maid of the Mist’ which takes 
you a cruise close to the foot of the American falls and as near as maybe to the greater 
body of the Horseshoe falls on the Canadian side. The wall of water coming over these 
falls is stupendous and the sight is finer than on the American side. The view of the 
mist and the rainbows is beautifully seen from the ship. The rainbows do not show up 
in the photograph except in one case as a white arc traceable through the mist. 

 

We then crossed over to the Canadian side and had lunch and walked round to 
see the falls from this side in which you get a general view of the whole circuit of water. 

A considerable amount of water is already taken off above the falls to drive the 
big electricity making dynamos and already the volume of water is lessened. The 
electrical works on the American side are more flagrant and obvious than on the 
Canadian side, which is laid out in walks and parks. 

The impression which Niagara gave me was that of an elephant in a Zoo as 
compared with one at freedom as it used to be and as the Victoria falls are now. 



15 
 

We drove back from Niagara in a trolley car and returned to our hotel and the next 
morning I left my kind hosts and boarded the train for Canada and Toronto. 

 
Oct 21st, Saturday 

 
Left Buffalo at 10 am and got to Toronto early afternoon and had to wait till 

evening before leaving. Walked around the city and out into the suburbs and admired 
the large, wide streets and especially the brilliance of the shops and the enormous 
amount of electricity used in the houses, shops and streets. 

The hair cutting parlours are very fine in American and Canadian cities- all 
white tiled, brilliantly lit and well staffed and you can get anything done in the cosmetic 
line. 

There is always a ‘parlor’ on the ground floor of all hotels and in the one 
below the King Edward Hotel in Toronto there were about 50 barbers’ chairs and 
lounges and settees about and all the latest papers for those waiting. All attendants are 
white coated and smart. You lie in a long chair, horizontal for a shave and vertical for 
a haircut. Whilst your hair is being cut a white clad girl comes along and manicures 
your hands and a youth comes and gives you a shoe shine. Then you can have a 
shampoo, wet or dry massage, electric massage, vibro massage and half a dozen 
different processes. 

There are a number of separate manicure parlors, little curtained compartments 
where sit young women manicurists. The main room leads by passages like the “2d 
tube” into lavatories, bath, shoe shine parlour and wash and brush up places. It is easy 
to wander down into these parlours and spend five dollars if you go from one process 
to another. A plain haircut costs 75 cts, i.e. over 3/-. 

That evening I went down to the main station and took reservations in the 
Western Express to B.C. The engines are enormous with huge horse power and the 
carriages are huge too, the ordinary ones being 30-40 tons tare each. The full train 
weighs over 4000 tons and is drawn by one engine 5000 feet over the Kicking Horse 
pass over the Rockies. 

It struck me as something dramatic to see one of these huge passenger trains 
pull out of Montreal or Toronto to make a journey of five thousand miles across a 
continent. 

Woke up next morning to find the train passing across barren lands north of 
Lake Superior. Travelled all day through a waste and uncultivated land characterized 
by undulating country, rocky and stony, covered with pine trees like Xmas trees, each 
with a light load of snow, which also lay lightly on the ground. Now and again one 
would pass a lake or series of lakes, steely blue, cold and with a light edging of ice. I 
saw no sign of life in the lakes or in the trees and the whole day’s journey reminded me 
of the fir forests of Siberia or the steppes of Mongolia, barren, inhospitable and lifeless. 

The next day, Oct 23rd, the train passed through the great prairie lands between 
Fort William and Broadview including the great prairie city of Winnipeg. This is as 
different country as possible to yesterdays. Level flat prairie without a hill or tree as far 
as the eye could see to the distant horizon. At every station there were rows of 
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grain elevators where grain is cleaned and stored and run into great freight cars. 
Enormous freight trains of 40 or 50 cars full of grain snorted and strained their way 
across to Fort William for the big steamer service on the Great lakes. 

I don’t know which would be the worst country to live in, the barren forest 
country or the monotonous level prairie with its extremes of temperature, which goes 
to 40 or even 50 below zero every winter and to over 100 in the summer. 

The third day we travelled all day between Regina and Banff in the Rockies 
passing both places at night. The prairie lands continued all day till we reached Calgary 
in the evening and afterward began to climb the Rockies. We passed the highest point, 
Kicking Horse Pass, about midnight, about 5300 feet, and then began to descend 
gradually- Banff, Field, Lake Louise Glacier and Revelstoke. 

 
Oct. 25 

 
We reached Sicamous on the Shuswap Lake about 9 am on 25th Oct. and there 

I changed for the Okanagan Valley which runs due south from Sicamous down to the 
Kettle Valley River near the U.S. boundary. 

The branch line train left about 10.30 and got to Vernon near the head of the 
Okanagan Lake about 12.30 and there found Grace and Hugh to meet me with the car. 
Austin it appeared was away down the lake shooting pheasants during the short 
season open, which was about a week. 

I drove down to the head of the lake- the place called Okanagan Landing and 
took the very comfortable lake steamer C.P.R. S.S. Sicamous which does a daily trip 
from N to S of the lake somewhere over 100 miles to Penticton, the southernmost place 
on the lake. 

The names of some of the landings, Summerland, Peachland, are eloquent of the 
beauty and fruitfulness of this wonderful valley. 

The lake thrusts arms of clear water up between the pine clad hills which are 
clearly mirrored in the green blue lake water. Along the shore in groups, masses or lines 
are delicately formed trees of the poplar, larch or birch type- the general appearance of 
many is most suggestive of the English silver birch. The colour of foliage before the 
fall is a delicate green but now in the late autumn the whole of the foliage of these trees 
is of a glorious colour as if the trees had been dipped in liquid gold. Some trees would 
have some of the light green still unchanged and this enhanced the brilliance of the 
gold. There seemed to be no gradual transition as in an English wood but all the trees 
of this sort were bright gold and stood out in contrast to the dark green, almost the black 
of the firs and pines. 

Up the mountain sides these coloured species were seen side by side in singles 
or clumps so it seemed as if a child had gone over a forest of green trees and had painted 
in some in yellow. I saw the autumn tints in the maple forests coming up the St 
Lawrence a month ago but was not nearly so struck with their colours as by the 
transmuting of whole masses into pure gold. 

The maples have more varied colours, some of which are orange or even red and 
the mixture of sumac bushes’ blood red shows up these woods very beautifully but I 
do not think the general impression is so fine as the gradual change of the 
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variety of tints in an English wood such as for example may be seen in the Avon Gorge 
at Clifton. There is a much wider chromatic scale and the change is more gradual than 
in the Canadian forests. 

I travelled down in the steamer for about six hours through the beautiful 
scenery till I reached Summerlands and was there met by Gus in a car and taken to the 
house where he was staying. We went out pheasant shooting the next day, or rather he 
shot and I beat and it was very homelike to see the numerous pheasants put up out of 
the undergrowth and in the clover (alfalfa) of the apple orchards. Many apple trees were 
loaded with magnificent looking fruit, of large size, rich colour and perfect shape. The 
season had been a most prolific one but alas the price of the fruit is so low that many 
orchards have not found it worth while to pick the fruit but to let it fall and lie like a 
rich carpet on the dark earth. 

That evening we drove down a narrow lakeside road by car to Penticton, the 
southernmost point on the lake, had dinner and got on the steamer for the night and 
woke up next morning in time for breakfast and then to disembark at a place called 
Kelowna about half way up the lake on the return journey. 

 
Oct 28th 

 
Gracie drove down in the car from Vernon to lunch and we all three returned 

to Vernon in the afternoon, a drive of nearly 40 miles. To do this we crossed the spur 
 

of the hills and got into the next valley to the East and went for miles alongside another 
lake, Long Lake, which runs N and S in the valley. This body of water is even more 
beautiful than Okanagan as it is more secluded, less cultivated, bears no steamer on it, 
is shallower and therefore shows more varied shades of blue and green in its depths and 
shoals. The black and golden trees come out on points of land and doubly reflect 
themselves in the still water on either side of the arm of land. 
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The road is winding and very narrow, scarce room for two cars to pass in 
many places and for miles is several hundred feet above the surface of the lake and 
quite unguarded from the precipitous slopes to the lake. Little knowing this, I drove the 
car, a Ford, until long after dark tho’ I could scarcely see the road and so little 
understood the gears and pedals of the car that I scarcely knew how to stop it. When I 
saw the road by day later on and knew of its evil reputation and the many accidents 
which had occurred on it I marvelled less at my own temerity than at the passengers’ 
trust in my scanty knowledge of the car and of the road. 

 
Oct 31st 

 
Austin and I left for Sugar Lake for a week or ten days shooting. It was a little 

late in the season as directly the snow lies on the mountains the bears retire to 
hibernation and the deer move below to warmer shelter. However the weather was 

 

open and no sign of winter closing in so we hoped for some sport. We left in a Ford 
truck i.e. an open chassis with flat, dray-like erection behind and the usual Ford engine. 
The distance was about 40 miles along a little-used road and we picked up two more 
sportsmen, Dennison and Walker, who were going up to the same place to climb 
another mountain for game. So we were five in the truck and our baggage. 

It was very cold, snow and sleet falling for part of the time. We halted by the 
road for lunch and stopped once or twice to get out and kill a grouse ( willow grouse) 
which we saw on the roadway and would scarcely get out of the way of the car. 

We reached the S end of Sugar Lake about 3.0 pm and after a hasty tea in the 
forest shack by the side of the lake we put our baggage into a boat and were rowed by 
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Fraser, who was to be our chief guide. The journey up the lake took up 1½ hrs steady 
row to where Gus’s shack was at the further end and close alongside was Fraser’s. The 
lake is very beautiful with its clear, dark water and the yellow and green firs coming 
down to the water’s edge, and stacks of timber (lumber) waiting for the spring rise to be 
floated down the river to civilization and the saw mills. 

 
Nov. 1st 

 
We gave up today to getting ready the camp kit and for preparation by Fraser 

and Bill Hollingsworth his partner for the climb up the hill. Austin and I rowed out on 
the lake and he threw a fly for about an hour but didn’t get a rise. We went shoreward 
to stalk some ducks and I got a fine mallard duck out of a bunch. 

 

 
Nov 2nd. 

 
Next day we started for the trail up the hill side and rowed across to the far end 

of the lake where the trail began. There was a lot of delay in getting the horses caught 
and swum across two arms of the lake and by the time they got to the foot of the trail 
it was 2.30 p.m. and too late to start up that day, so we camped by the side of the lake 
and waited till the morrow. We found it cold, as it was freezing but got some dry hay 
to put on the ground and a small singly fly tent (scarcely worth the name) to cover us 
from snow or rain and so we sat facing a big log fire and kept warm till we fell asleep 
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wrapped in all the coats and mufflers we could lay hands on, and of course without 
undressing 

 
Nov. 3rd 

 
Next morning when packing up we saw a boat coming across the lake- it 

 

turned out to be Dennison and Walker who said they had “packed” their 60lbs each of 
camp kit up the great ‘Viddler’ crest overhanging the lake but had found deep snow 
about half way up and had to sleep out that night and packed down again yesterday. 

This didn’t look good for our climb but we nevertheless pushed on up, Fraser 
ahead breaking the trail and his pack pony next, Old Bill and the cayeuse next and 
Austin and I behind. 

We climbed 2500 feet by lunch time but found the snow lying deeper as we 
got up. We intended to make a forest shack about 3hrs further up but in view of the 
snow decided there was no chance of a bear or deer. The going was heavy, numerous 
dead falls trees or piles of them across the trail. Smaller poles and branches covered 
with snow down which ones feet slipped. The pine branches above were laden with 
snow which was dropped over ones hat and eyes at a passing touch. Added to these was 
the constant climb with a rifle across ones shoulders and the icy cold of ones sodden 
boots. 

When we got up the 2500 feet, snow was gently but steadily fluttering down and 
the forest of pines looked more monotonous and gloomy. We took off the packs, built 
a fire and cooked some tea and bannocks whilst Fraser went on to see if the country 
beyond by the goat cliffs looked more promising. He returned in about an 
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hour saying the weather was getting worse so we packed again and broke trail downhill 
to find a suitable place for a night’s camp. 

Fraser and Austin went a detour to look at the goat cliffs whilst Bill and the 
ponies and self struck down the hill. After going about an hour we found a few level 
yards, a sort of shelf on the hill side and so unpacked and put up the light tent, cut trees 
down and got logs for the night, lit a fire and started some cooking. 

Snow was still falling steadily and the trees were getting loaded and every now 
and again a big slide from above would fall plump on the tent or on to the fire. 
What a lot there is in wood craft and how helpless a person who has no experience feels 
in making a camp for instance. Old Bill knew almost in the dark which kind of tree to 
cut- cedars are the best, balsams not so good, pines of sorts almost useless for splitting 
and burning green. How to chose your tree, how to fell it so that it falls in the right 
position near or across the camp. Cutting poles for the tepee Indian fashion tent, another 
to support the kettle, all the small details of the camp which moved like clockwork 
under the hand of Old Bill till everything was thought of, improvised and ready to hand. 

Austin and Fraser came in just at dusk and shortly after we had hot tea, bannocks 
like thick flapjacks made of batter in a frying pan, bacon and potatoes and honey and 
cheese or jam to finish with. 

Old Bill is a great character and might have stepped right out of the pages of 
Huckleberry Finn- an old trapper and squatter with nearly 50 years wild life hunting, 
ranching, trapping, in the middle and far west U. States behind him. Quite modest and 
unassuming but with a fund of dry anecdote and reminiscence which kept us laughing 
whenever he spoke. 

Generally he was silent but over the camp fire with his pipe he would talk about 
the old days and make me wish one could record any one of his tales, told in so dry and 
witty a way with quaint terms of speech. 

We turned in about 10. pm and am rolled up in blankets, coats and mufflers fully 
dressed except for taking off wet boots. We all lay side by side close together, the 
tent being just wide enough to hold four. Bill’s little pup spent most of the night 
clambering over us trying to find a way in under somebody’s blanket. 

 
Nov. 4th 

 
Next morning we packed up the horses and sent them down to the lake with Old 

Bill and Fraser, Austin and I set off to work along the goat cliffs in the chance of a shot. 
Snow had fallen all night but had now stopped and we walked, stumbled and fell over 
hidden dead falls and branches for about 3 hrs, walking on steep slopes on the edge 
of ones boots and sometimes taking a toss and slithering feet, or ten or 15 yds down 
the hill side in the soft snow.We got to the goat cliffs and there found steep glissades 
and shelves on the rock with overhanging cliffs dropping hundreds of feet from one to 
the other. Here were no trees to catch hold of or to stop one if feet gave way so after 
going along on the steep slopes about ½ mile A and I decided it wasn’t good enough as 
we had no nails and nothing to give us a grip and the thought of going over one of those 
cliffs was not pleasant, so we ‘beat it’ back again and after a very 
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long trail got down to the lake level about 4.30 when it was getting dark. We rowed 
across the lake and drove the ponies off to find their way back and got to Fraser’s cabin 
about 6.30 pm- this simple little shack seemed as comfortable as a palace after our 
nights out in the snow. 

We stayed there two 
days and then crossed the lake 
and stayed two days with one 
Major Curwen and his wife 
and children and a lady help 
(Mrs Stanton, who turned out 
to be sister in law to Lt Col. 
Heard my boss in Assam). 
Curwen and his wife are on the 
edge of things and devoid of 
comforts and what most would 
consider necessities, he makes 
a living by driving a stage 
motor car and doing 
hauling and carrying with the car. Farming being in such a bad way as to be working at 
a loss. 
We (Austin, Fraser and I) went out on the hill sides once or twice to try and see a deer 
but didn’t see any, though Dennison and Walker who also came into the valley each 
shot a deer. They went out before dawn about 4. am (freezing hard) and spent all day 
after them whereas we stopped to do chores for Mrs Curwen till about 11. am and 
took it all much less strenuously. 

 
Nov. 8th 

 
Hugh came over from Vernon with the Ford and drove us all three back and the 

kit to Vernon. Fraser went in to V and G, H. and I went out to the school, glad to be 
back after a most enjoyable experience at Sugar Lake. 

I forgot to say one evening at the lake we went out along the shore and 
watched musk rats building their big winter pile of reeds and saw otter slides and beaver 
dams but the animals themselves are rarely seen being nocturnal animals and very 
timid. 

All trapping of fur animals is forbidden around here this year, so all the men 
who generally have ‘trap lines’ will not be able to collect any furs this winter. 

 
 

Nov. 13th 
 

After a few days at the school Hugh and I went for a short trip to the further end 
of the Lake Okanagan. The motor sent to take us to the Landing broke down and so we 
missed the boat and so we took the car down the Long Lake road to Kelowna to 



23 
 

pick up the steamer at the first stop. This beautiful but dangerous road has already been 
described ( about  29th Oct). 

This time we had a good driver and a fast car but only did the 40 miles just in 
time- in fact the steamer was warping in as we drew up. Hugh and I boarded the SS 
Sicamous and arrived at Penticton about 8.0 and went to the Hotel there for the night 
where we dined and afterwards played billiards. We stayed there for two days but it 
was cold, damp and foggy or else freezing so we didn’t do much walking but chiefly 
played billiards. 

We played 1100 up in the two days and in each game I proved about 20-25% 
better than Hugh. We enjoyed ourselves fine and the place seemed good to us. We 
boarded the ship at night at the Hotel and got to Okanagan Landing about 12.30 pm 
next day after a pretty morning on the lake. Gracie met us at Vernon and we afterwards 
went out to Coldstream. 

 
Nov 16. 

 
To revert to Old Bill, he was taking an American sportsman out shooting in 

the back woods and coming home one evening Bill spotted a magnificent silver tip 
grizzly bear feeding a little way off. This bear is the largest and most savage of the 
bears and therefore the best trophy. The hunter looked at it for a bit and turned to Bill 
and said “No, I haven’t lost any grizzlies” and refused to go after it. 

Another of his sayings was 
“I thought I might as well go out 
and chop some wood- if I stay in 
the shack I shall only be keeping 
a chair down” 

Again referring to a 
slacker “Don’t think much of he; 
guess he couldn’t keep any sort of 
job down”. The idea of a job sort 
of struggling to get away from a 
man is a very suggestive simile. 

A hungry man is a “sort of 
guy who can rustle the grub pile 
pretty good” 
“This seems good to me” of 
anything he likes. This type of 
remark is only effective in the mouth of a dry old fellow like Bill. 

Hugh was pretty useful in this sort of way and when we were hurrying into a 
certain place after a long cold walk he remarked “ guess we hit the pee-parlour pretty 
good”. The word parlour or parlor is always used for such things as dental parlor, 
shampoo parlor etc etc. 

Remark of a trapper when looking at a picture in a Vernon shop representing 
Christ half-way down a fearful precipice to rescue a lamb (not meant irreligiously) 
“Guess He’ll have some job packing out that ‘big horn’”. 
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Nov 17th to 24th 
 

Spent these days 
very pleasantly with 
Grace and the boys and 
the school staff. One day 
I took the dogs Madge 
(or “Magenta”) and 
Clip- or the ‘Copra boy’, 
“copper boy’ etc etc., 
Austin’s two sporting 
dogs, and went up over 
Rattlesnake Hill, a big 
hill overlooking the 
school valley and 
extending down between 
the two 
arms of the Long Lake. The view from the top was very beautiful and I took a few 
photos tho’ the weather was overcast and dull. 

Saw a prairie wolf up there and there are always mule deer to be got there but I 
didn’t see any. Spent 
nearly all day on the hill 
and enjoyed it very 
much, so wild and free 
up there and always a 
chance of seeing some 
game. 

It turned out 
afterwards that the 
plates I bought for my 
small camera 
(Verascope) are all 
hopelessly stale and 
fogged and no more 
could be got till I got to 
Tokyo where I had to go 
specially for them. The 
two dozen carefully 
selected views taken in Canada were all useless so I had only those taken with the 
Kodak and owing to the lack of sunlight these were not always very good either . 
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Nov 23 

 
Gracie, Gus and Hugh came in to Vernon to see me off by the early afternoon train 
for Sicamous where I stayed the night so as to see the remainder of the hill journey by 
day. 

 
Nov 24 

 
Left Sicamous at 9. am and 

travelled all day towards the coast through 
the most wonderful gorges, precipices and 
canyons of the MacKenzie [North 
Thompson] and Fraser Rivers. The scenery 
was wild and splendid and the railroad a 
masterpiece of engineering and the line in 
places seems to overhang the gorge, at 
others to cling to the side of some 
enormous escarpment and at others there 
are long tunnels blasted through the 
mountains. Some of the fragile looking 
trestle   bridges   are   thrilling   to   cross 

especially with this enormous train of which each coach weighs 30-40 tons and the 
great engine 200 tons by itself. They can pull 4000 tons of dead weight and even 
more on the flat prairie lands. Arrived Vancouver City about 10. pm and went to the 
C.P.R. Hotel. 

 
Nov. 25th 

 
Spent the day shopping- banking, despatching parcels and letters, booking 

passage, seeing to luggage etc. Went to a music hall in evening. 
Next day took my two cameras and walked out to Stanley Park, a great area of 

primeval forest threaded here and there by narrow trails leading to some groups of 
monster trees, or a lake, or some other object. 

The whole forest is made up of large trees all stretching upwards to the light and 
without branches for a hundred and eighty feet or so (5-8 feet in circumference). The 
group of seven sisters is the most famous, all giants with great height and girth. They 
are all fir or pine family (Douglas Fir). 

Except for the trails (paths) the forest is impenetrable on account of the 
undergrowth and large numbers of dead falls and rotting timber. 

I walked to the far off point Prospect View I think it is called, where there is a 
sheer drop off cliff to the sea and a charming vista of sea and pine clad promontories 
as far as the eye can see. I also saw the zoo in the park and the good collection of bears 
in particular. 
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Attended a classical sacred concert in the Hotel in the evening which was 
filled with the elite of Vancouver. 

 
Nov 27 

 
Left Vancouver City for Victoria (on Vancouver Island) a delightful voyage of 

about 5 hrs on a big comfortable steamer, threading our way through lovely islands 
with quiet bays, yellow sand, green water and on all sides great mountain masses, many 
covered with snow. It rather reminded me of the Kyles of Bute only on a far larger and 
grander scale and was certainly a lovely trip. These islands cluster together along the 
Pacific coast from here right up to Alaska and must be a yachtsman’s heaven as 
it is always sheltered from the full force of the Pacific rollers. 

The ship was followed by a huge flock of seagulls which soared, floated and 
swooped so close to the ship that you could almost touch them, and every now and then 
a few score would drop down in a beating, screaming mass when a bucket from the 
cooks’ galley was thrown out. 

Reached Victoria about 3 pm and put up at the Union Club to which I was 
introduced by Lt Col. Scott Moncrieff (I.M.S. ret’d) who practices as a consultant on 
the island. 

 
Nov 28. 

 
Wrote letters, got photos developed etc in the morning and at 2.0 Col. S 

Moncrieff sent his car with his son driving to take me round sight-seeing. We drove 
around the bays and inlets for about 2 or 3 hrs and saw the best parts of this part of the 
island. 

I was very much struck with the beauty of the surroundings, the excellent golf 
courses overlooking the sea and the clean, wide streets of the city, so free and airy and 
wind swept, and free from smoke or dirt. It seemed to me one of the most beautiful 
spots I had ever seen- yachting, boating, golf, hunting, fishing all of the highest quality. 
The city at night is brilliantly lit, the main streets being bright as day. 

 
Nov 30 

 
Left Victoria at 6. pm on Empress of Asia, a big 16,500 ton ship of C.P. Co, 

very fast and well equipped. 
I travelled 2nd class where there were about 40 people, about one third of 

whom were American missionaries, one third Scandinavian missionaries and the rest 
Orientals- Chinese, one Jap, one or two Philippinos and three other Englishmen 
besides myself. 

Met several very interesting people on board - Mr Yamagouchi, an educated Jap 
(Tokyo and States), research chemist, who was very interesting about Japan, Mr 
Blanco, a young Philippine of Manila and the States education. Mr Ivanoff, a young, 
educated Russian trading in furs especially sables for U.S. and Paris markets told me 
that a first class Russian sable skin (about 10 inches long by 4 wide) is worth $700 
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(i.e. about £ 150) and he brought a consignment of   3000 sables to N.Y. last year- poor 
or second class skins will be obtained as low as #40. He told me how a trapper and a 
dog will hunt a single sable for days or weeks over the snow and it must be worn 
down and caught by hand as it cannot be shot or handled roughly. He told me a lot 
about the fur trade for other skins and was most interesting. Politically he appeared to 
be a Bolshevik but could argue out his standpoint. He got off at Yokohama for 

 

Manchuria and Kamchatka. Mr Chang, a mandarin Chinese man of the new school 
educated in Peking and States, who told me many things about China and explained to 
me the construction of Chinese characters. 

Rev Mr -------- (censored), wife and son, he an American lecturer and writer of 
travel books, a typical, extreme example of loquacious and boastful Yank with a flow 
of quasi-religious talk interlarded with slang, improprieties, swear words and religious 
platitudes almost in a breath. He held a service and gave a long address lasting an 
hour with amazing gramophone-like eloquence and about as much spirituality as in the 
bellow of a bull. A most amazing type. His son a still grosser type said “Yaap I guess 
Pop’s outlook on life is good and wide- he will spend his mornings in church, his 
afternoons at a bullfight and his nights in a ---------”. This no doubt was a filial 
exaggeration but one could quite believe it to be actually true. 

Another interesting type was one Pearson of the Legation Police bodyguard, a 
south Welshman with twenty years experience of internal crime. 

 
Dec 7 

 
Wednesday was “meridian day”, a dies non. We went to bed Tuesday night 

and woke up Thursday morning. This is due to the adjustment of time at the meridian, 
180º on the opposite side of the world to Greenwich 0º. We had lost an hour for every 
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15º since Greenwich and would lose the same for every 15º hence to Greenwich 
again, making 24 hrs lost in the tour around the globe. 

Had a fairly decent passage on the whole but got into the tail end of a hurricane 
off the Aleutian Isles (which we sighted to the North) and most of the passengers were 
sea sick. I turned up to every meal but ate little or nothing for 3 days. 
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Dec 11th 
 

Arrived Yokohama at 8. am after a record winter trip from Victoria- 9 days 
and some hours to go 4200 miles. Our full day’s sailing would be 460 miles or 
thereabouts- an average of 18 knots. 

 

Got off the ship at Yokohama and went to various shops, drew money at bank 
etc and went to the big Hotel (Grand Hotel), went round the bazaars and after lunch 
went on an electric train to Tokyo (40 miles off). I went there to get Verascope plates 
which I heard were to be got there, the only place in Japan. After much difficulty I 

 

found the shop and got the plates to replace the stale fogged ones I bought in N.Y. 
Then I went to the Emperor’s palace in Tokyo and drove around some of the 

famous gardens and back to the station and back by train to Yokohama. Drove in 
rickshaw round native quarter and saw several famous and notorious quarters and 
then caught the night train to Kyoto, had dinner and slept on the train. 



30 
 

 
Dec 12 

 
Arrived Kyoto 8 am and drove to Kyoto Hotel, had breakfast and then took a 

guide and two rickshaws, set out to see the famous temples of the ancient capital and 
(with Nikko) the most interesting city in Japan. 

(Another traveller who I should have mentioned was Mr C.W. Widman in the 
1st class of whom I saw a good deal. His home was in Vancouver but he himself had 
been for 10 yrs in the Yukon Valley, Alaska, Dawson City and thereabouts. He was 
dredging placer gold for a big US firm and was in charge of the machinery and plant. 
After the gold fever had waned and all the river valleys had been washed for gold by 
diggers he took his scientific plant up there and went right through the river bed and 
rewashed scientifically all the gold-bearing soil hand-washed by the diggers. He made 
a fortune for his firm. Now he is going to Kuala Lumpur, Malay, to wash for ‘placer’ 
tin in the same way. It came out in the course of conversation that 14 years ago he left 
England, no other than the West Country, no other than Gloucestershire, no other than 
Bristol- Bishopston, just where the Baptist chapel [stands at the] top of St Michael 
hill. He said his father now living in Vancouver was only speaking about my father a 
few days before, apropos of rectors in the Old Country who lived long in one parish. 
His father knew mine quite well by sight and repute.) 

My guide in Kyoto was an elderly and well educated man more of the scholar 
than a guide and had taught many Europeans the language. We went first to the Chion-
in temple, a very famous Buddhist shrine associated with the Royal Line for centuries. 
Here the Emperors are or were crowned and there are numerous state 

 

apartments for distinguished visitors and high dignitaries- Llamas and the like 
There is a large bronze statue of Buddha in attitude of meditation with candles 

and votive offerings burning on the altar and light half hidden in exquisite bronze 
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lamps. A crane standing on a tortoise, emblem of eternity, stands on either side of the 
 

altar and a tall bronze lotus plant also on either side. 
I asked my guide why a lotus flower was always taken as the sacred emblem 

of Buddhism and he said just as the lotus has its stem and root in the slime and mud 
and yet throws up a perfect white flower to the sun, 
so our lives born and reared in sin and wickedness 
may yet present “the white flower of a blameless 
life”. 

(This reminds me of a retort made by Bain♣ 
in the public press to some critic who had 
misunderstood and misrepresented him- “What is 
less like a lotus flower than one of its stems which 
has been trodden in the mire by the hoof of a 
buffalo”. The most artistic and crushing retort I have 
ever read, least of all in the public press. Those who 
have read his exquisite books, said to be adapted 
from the Sanskrit, e.g. “Heifer of the Dawn, “In the 
Great God’s hair”, A Digit of the Moon”, “Draught 
of the Blue” etc will recognize the style) 

I was most unfortunate in the day at Kyoto. 
I should have said that when I woke early in the train I found we were passing 
through country covered with a light mantle of snow which was whirling down. This 
hid the details of the landscape and except for some huts and cottages of curious type 

 
♣ Francis William Bain, 1863-1940. 
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one might have been in any country. In Kyoto the snow was already turning to slush 
in the street and intermittently all day it snowed and thawed, sleeted, rained, but 
scarcely a gleam of sun. My attempt at photography especially of these dark buildings 
black with age is likely to have been a failure. It was very disappointing. 

From the Chion-in Buddhist temple we went through the Maruyama Park, 
generally pictured as a bower of cherry blossoms, now like any other public park in 
winter and a few, cold , miserable looking people muffled up in dark clothes hurrying 
into shelter. 

We got into our rickshaws and went on to Yasaka-jiusha Shinto temple which 
is of quite different type and given up to Shintoism ancestor worship. There is no figure 
but the altar crowded with memorials on ivory to ancestors of the wealthy. There is a 
big gong hung before the temple and each person coming to pray strikes the gong softly 
with a knotted rope and strikes his hands softly together and removing his cap bows his 
head to the shrine, remains passive a moment, replaces his hat and goes away on his 
business. Full 
sized statues of horses are 
common, or else little 
replicas or even pictures of 
horses. In the old days 
(probably when Shintoism 
was bred amongst the 
Mongol hordes) it was the 
custom to give a horse to the 
temple. Now horses are 
scarce and little used the 
wealthy give a full sized 
statue of a horse and the poor give paintings of horses. There are many other features 
about the religion but no space here. There is a geisha training school near the temple 
and three pretty little girls came down arm in arm out under the big gate. 

 
Dec 12 con’t 

 
Then we went on to another Buddhist temple called Kiyomizu-dera. This 

contains magnificent bronze image of Kwannon the Goddess of Mercy, eleven faced 
with 1000 hands. The bronzes, lacquers and paintings about this temple were 
magnificent and a fine dragon stands hear the entrance door, water flowing from his 
jaws into a bronze or stone basin. The surroundings of the temple must be beautiful in 
cherry blossom or chrysanthemum time but not much of it now. 

Near one of these temples was a nursery for dwarf trees which was most 
interesting. I went and spent a long time there ( No, I’m wrong, this was at Kobe). All 
sorts of trees the exact replicas of forest trees, each in its little pot- one was a fine old 
gnarled veteran with rugged bark, big knots and excrescences and big umbrageous 
branches, one of which was dead and stuck out bleached and dead towards heaven. This 
forest giant was about a foot high and in an ordinary pot, but so faithful that looking at 
them altogether one felt the difference was taking place in ones brain and 
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not before ones eyes. It was just like looking through the wrong end of a telescope. 
About a dozen types of trees of this dwarf stature were there, each bearing the 
characteristic features of its kind. I think of all the things I saw in Japan I should most 
like to have transported that nursery to a greenhouse at home. 

 
Finally my guide and I went to the Sanjusangan-do Buddhist temple and saw 

one thousand and one images of the Goddess Kwannon standing in an immense place 
like a regiment of soldiers each being life sized 

There was a kind of museum of antiquities in the back of the temple- large 
numbers of life sized, generally horrific statues of gods of the wind, thunder, lightning, 
pestilence etc etc., relics of an old animism of which Buddhism has been unable to 
shake itself free. 

Going up to one of the temples you pass up Teapot Hill so called, it is a steep 
causeway winding some ¾ mile up to the temple and is bordered by hundreds (literally) 
of shops, all crammed full of china, earthenware, porcelain of all sorts and kinds, all of 
Japanese pattern ( but probably made in Europe I suspect). In the forefront of each shop 
was a large stall full of emblems, charms, grotesque animals, imaginary demons more 
wild than a madman’s dream, all in porcelain or ware. I should like to have made a 
collection of all the types and one could have done this for a few dollars, but the weight! 
I had to forbear. One large cast particularly struck me with repellent attraction: a life 
sized model of a human skull very well designed, and around it the coils of a venomous 
looking snake whose head is protruding from the orbit in an attitude to ‘strike’. A horrid 
and sinister looking object with an innuendo which one felt but could not describe. I 
bought a small replica of this for 5 yen, about 2d. 

That made a good four hours sight seeing, so after lunch I set out again still in 
a sleet storm and went to see native workshops where some of the famous arts are 
carried out. 
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First to the Damascene shops where I watched the exquisite work on inlaying 
with gold wire or bronze. This is all done by hand, a pair of tweezers, a tiny hammer 
and a coil of gold wire. One lovely tray I envied- a large sheet of dull bronze bevelled 
to the form of a tray. Diagonally from top R to bottom left corner ran a small procession 
of some 20 or 30 small figures carrying banners and musical instruments. Inlaid in gold 
and picked out in crimson and silver wire. A few simple lines to represent a descent of 
a hill. One of the most completely artistic things I have ever seen. I asked what it cost- 
I forget now- it didn’t interest me anyhow. I bought a pair of sleeve links in damascene 
by way of contrast. 

This damascene work my guide tells me came originally from Damascus where 
it was used principally to decorate sword blades of warriors and has certainly been 
improved by the Japanese. 

Next I went to see the Cloisonné works, if anything still more beautiful. 
Imagine a tall jar of exquisite shape in shiny black enamel and see on it 

painted as it appears in natural colour and shape one lovely bloom of white 
chrysanthemum standing alone with two or three stray petals fluttering down. Vary this 
by having the ground work of the jar jade green, dull copper, old rose, turquoise blue, 
and vary the design from wisteria to cherry blossom and through all the flowers, and 
you will get some idea what the man’s shelves were like. Had I done like the Indian 
Rajahs do sometimes- go to the shop door, close it, say I’m taking the shop. What a 
collection to have. 

I bought a tiny black jar with sprays of white and blue wisteria (£1). 
I finally visited the bamboo carvers who do the most beautiful inlay carving on 

iron hard bamboo. Lovely little models of Japanese houses which all come apart and 
contain everything in the house down to a frying pan in the scullery. Something like 
the Queen’s dolls house except that these models will go in the palm of your hand. I 
bought a cigarette box which delivered a cigt each time it was brought up. 

My guide took me to the station at 5.0 p.m. after a good days work and I 
caught the evening tram to Kobe where I stayed the night in the most comfortable 
“Oriental Hotel”. 

 
Dec 13 

 
Under cloisonné work I omitted to mention the process. The vase is made of 

dull copper, on it is traced the pattern, this is then outlined with narrow metal ribbon. 
The workmanship of the man who does this is a marvel of human dexterity, each tiny 
petal and leaf is outlined with the flexible ribbon and cut off with tweezers and 
applied to the gummed surface of the copper. When the outline is complete the 
pattern is burnt on by heating the vase. The hollows left in the outline are now filled 
in each with its appropriate coloured enamel, according to the colour of the flowers or 
birds or butterflies designed. The vase is then fired and the enamel shrinks. Coloured 
enamels are reapplied and again fused. This process is repeated a third time. The jar 
now is rough and colours dull. 
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Now the jar is polished (probably on a revolving wheel) until the whole is 
smooth and burnished and the pattern stands out as if painted on in colours on the 
ground work. The copper tracery of the pattern is still there but invisible. 

Works of art such as these make an appeal quite of a different sort to those that 
are not. I don’t know what the definition of a “work of art” is but to me it represents 
anything which requires a definite and separate effort of human imagination and human 
handicraft. Hedging and ditching, thatching, are works of art of a simple kind differing 
only in degree from painting a picture or composing a fugue. But it is difficult to see 
where this ends, and things made by the use of mechanical things begin. Is ploughing 
a field a work of art with its intrusion of a steel plough and horses? 

 

Designing a medal or coin is certainly a work of art but minting the same is 
certainly not. Designing a piece of machinery, yes, but not what it produces. 

It seems necessary that each work of art should reveal or possess something of 
the personality of its author. Even so, a baby is not a work of art but results from the 
setting in motion of a piece of machinery of infinite complexity over which neither 
parent has any control. 

Works of art therefore have a value (sentimental and intrinsic) far beyond any 
specified limits because they represent a portion of some person’s personality as well 
as the manual skill which can never be exercised twice identically. 

Flinders Petrie (The Revolutions of Civilization) suggests that in art as in all 
other forms of human endeavour, the development goes through certain definite cyclic 
changes with each nation. 1. a stage of trial and experiment and aspiration 

2. a stage of originality, purity of design and of 
handicraft in which that particular art reaches its zenith (Minoan pottery, Grecian 
statuary etc) 3rd stage of slavish imitation. Lack of originality, 
decadence of workmanship and decay. 
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According to this the Japanese are, or recently have been, at their zenith 
whereas one would suppose that most European countries are on the downward grade. 

This may be the meaning of the “impressionist”, ”cubist” “vorticist” and other 
schools trying to break away from the conventional copyists and duplicators of the R. 
Academy where one man year by year draws sheep in snow, another silver birches 
and heather, a third nude youth and so on. 

These schools try to split up painting into its component parts and disregarding 
form concentrate on colour, or colour on form. 

 
Dec 13 

 
Had a comfortable night at the Oriental Hotel, Kobe and set out soon after 

 

breakfast for a second day of sightseeing. 
Kobe is the biggest port in Japan and is at the entrance to the Inland Sea- it is 

more or less modern and except for a few places there is nothing much of archaeological 
interest. However the guide books tell you there are 90 Buddhist temples and 74 
Shinto shrines so I visited the most famous of these. 

I was more fortunate in the weather today for up till 2 pm the sun was shining 
and I was able to take photos which should be successful. 

Ikuta jinja a Shinto temple of much the same type as those seen before, with big 
pillared doorway and stone pillars cut deep with Japanese characters. 

There were flocks of pigeons feeding on the ground and out of people’s hands. 
I stayed there some time and watched devout people strike on the temple gong, lightly 
clap their hands and then casting a few grains of rice and small copper coins in a 
receptacle pass on. 

The next I visited was the Nauko Shrine where there is a large bronze image of 
Buddha about 28 feet high. His attitude is that of expounding the law, and the face 
soft and refined. 
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I went behind through a narrow 
opening in the rock on which the image 
stands and found myself inside the 
hollow figure. Light filtered in through 
the eyes or somewhere above and the 
dark bronze interior was dimly lit with 
votive candles and pierced brass lamps 
before the altar. Small replicas of 
Buddha in the several attitude were 
ranged around the inner temple and one 
tall flambeau cast a slightly aromatic 
thread of smoke upwards. 

When my eyes became 
accustomed to the gloom I saw a young 
priest with shaven head doing some 
ministrations before the altar. Several 
young Japanese women were standing 
around and little children with them and 
as the priest tapped the gong, struck his 
hands together and cast a few grains of 
rice in front of the altar, they all bowed 
their heads and made response. 

I remained in a reverent attitude 
whilst the short service lasted and my 
thoughts wandered back to five hundred 

years before Christ when Buddha, His great forerunner, taught humility, patience, 
compassion, sympathy and the capacity for bearing suffering and misery without 
complaint. It was not his fault that his idealism was unsuited to the primitive people 
amongst whom it spread. They had to introduce dread and fear, horror and pain, 
damnation and misery into a religion which originally had none of these, and the 
ignorant priest class added to the complexities just as priests of all religions have done. 

The essence of Buddhism is much more Christ like than the fierce fanaticism 
and blood shedding of Mahomet, which came eleven hundred years later. One could 
not but feel reverence for the religion of nearly ⅓ of the human race- all China, 
Thibet, Mongolia, Burma and Ceylon besides many other smaller countries. If the 
pure teachings of Buddha and of Christ are laid side by side the spirit of them would 
show remarkable similarities. How dogma and the doctrine of small men since then has 
altered and mutilated them every student of religions knows too well. 

I gave a small donation at the gate and the old shaven priest squatting like his 
great master on a seat by the side of the temple bowed his head in grave 
acknowledgement. 

I came out into the bright sunlight and felt I had stepped back from 1000 years 
ago to today as I heard the clang of the electric train bell as it passed the street adjoining. 
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It was at this temple that I saw the nursery of dwarf trees referred to above. 
Going to and from the temple I passed down the Motomachi, the famous bazaar 

street well over a mile long and hung so thickly with lanterns, swinging signs and other 
decorations as to produce a dazzling colour effect . The road curves sensuously and so 
shows up to fine advantage the closely set rows of gaily coloured lanterns. This long 
street is full of all the characteristic and beautiful wares of Japan side by side with shops 
selling sewing machines, gramophones, awful European ready-made clothes, 
umbrellas, kerosene oil tins and other hideous European wares. 

Lovely silks, brocades, crêpe de chine, kimonos, mandarin coats, cloisonné jars, 
lacquer, carved wood, old porcelain, prints, tortoise shell jewel cases, jewels and 
everything else associated with Japan are here sold in shop after shop all up the long 
street. 

A man and I visited the street after dinner by night and the effect of the lighted 
lanterns, each decorated with bunches of fluttering tinsel and all the shop and sign 
illuminations was bewilderingly beautiful. We stayed looking at the things and making 
a few cheap purchases till after 11. pm when the people began to turn out and the shops 
to put up their shutters. 

I went back to the Empress of Asia to dinner as she had come into Kobe that 
morning and felt I had had three days delightful experience and had seen something 
of Yokohama, Tokyo, Kyoto and Kobe, four of the biggest and most interesting cities 
in Japan. 

The next day at dawn we left for Nagasaki, the most westerly port in Japan via 
the famous Inland Sea. 

All day long we passed through the land locked sea threading in and out of most 
beautiful islands with interminable vistas of bays, creeks, fishing villages, pastures and 
terraced fields with blue hills above and beyond. 

This must be a glorious place in the summer but winter spoils the charm of it for 
it was too cold to stay on deck. 

We passed through the narrows about 8. pm with the gaily lit city of 
Shimonoseki piled up the hill side and twinkling red and white harbour lights in all 
directions. 

The great ship threaded her way through the narrow straits with all hands on 
duty ready to cast anchor immediately should she be carried out of her course. We went 
to sleep and woke up to find her dropping anchor in the roads of Nagasaki. 

This is the Cardiff of Japan, coaling station, fortified port and busy, dirty and 
uninteresting. We went ashore and took a car to go to the radium hot springs about five 
miles off which have a great reputation. 

There is a hotel on semi-European lines there and during the summer the place 
is frequented by well to do Japanese as well as by European tourists. Each person has 
a separate room where there is a sunk bath filled with medicinal water. Persons of 
both sexes are massaged and washed by Japanese girls and this is the custom of the 
country and is not associated with any suggestion of impropriety though no sort of 
costume is worn. 

It appears to be an ordinary custom amongst the Japanese to bathe together quite 
nude and whole families and parties go off to bathe in springs just as we should 
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go to a tea party. A man often takes his 
fiancée to a bath which they share, and 
look upon it the same as we should in 
taking a lady to the cinema. On the 
contrary, all moving pictures shown in 
Japan must have kisses rigorously 
excluded as between man and woman 
this is considered a highly indecent 
performance- they make a still more 
rigorous distinction than the French 
between embrasser and baiser. 

If Pepys were writing this diary 
he would have made some such insertion 
here as follows: 

“Having heard of the 
ministrations of these wenches we went 
out to verify if it be true but found that 
albeit it were winter there was no one but 
an old beldam to receive us. Decided 
that it was too cold a day and likely to 
increase my rheum, which indeed 
seemed somewhat abated. Left and so to 
our vessel.” 

Nagasaki is very uninteresting 
and we couldn’t find enough to excuse 
us going to the hotel to lunch, so 
returned to the ship after going into the bazaar and looking particularly at the tortoise 
shell shops which sell the one particular industry of this town. They import the tortoises 
from somewhere in the Pacific and work the shell up into the most lovely things, 
particularly a three-decker jewel case which 
shuts up like an ordinary box but opens out in three tiers. 
The real shell ones cost £6 for a small one but ones made 
with horn to imitate tortoiseshell are made on the same 
pattern and one of these I had already bought in Kobe. 

Bracelets, lockets, neck chains, snuff chain boxes, toilet articles, hair combs of 
all sorts and sizes are made out of the shell and are very beautiful. 

The ship left Nagasaki about 5. pm and we made for Shanghai and got into rough 
weather almost as soon as we left the breakwater. 

We had a tremendous rocking all night but it quieted down. I woke feeling sea 
sick tho’ I had slept all night, which shows that you can be affected during sleep. Felt 
rather seedy all day and slept nearly all the time. Reached Shanghai that evening and 
tied up at Woosung at the mouth of the Yangtze as there is a bar which prevents one 
getting up. 
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Woosung is 14 miles from Shanghai and the tender left the ship at 8. am next 
morning (Sunday) and took 1½ hrs to get up to the imposing wharf. I went with 
Whidman and we went to the Astor Hotel and engaged a taxi and drove out to see the 
one Buddhist temple in or near Shanghai. 

The weather was cold and bleak and sunless, we drove through the English 
and French and some other settlements and saw the lie of the land which is just like any 
big Indian city as far as the layout of the European quarter is concerned, 

The temple and pagoda were very uninteresting being entirely commercialised 
for the ‘benefit’ of tourists and I doubt if anybody worships at them. It was in a 
narrow bazaar and 
altogether 
unprepossessing. The 
interior contained the 
usual   collection    of 
horrid images, crude 
and  inartistic.   We 
took a few photos and 
left to  escape    the 
importunate touts. 
Returned to the hotel 
and had a nice lunch 
in  warmth   and 
comfort  and  then 
went to the famous 
silk bazaar, which is one of the best in China. 

Saw a great variety of beautiful silks in rolls of every conceivable colour, 
texture and pattern. W 
bought some pieces 
and I bought 6 prs of 
silk socks with silk 
and cotton heels and 
toes for 1 dollar 20 
each, i.e. about 3/- or 
less. Ladies long silk 
hose were about 5/- a 
pair but didn’t buy 
any. 

 
Dec 18. 

 
Left Woosung (Shanghai) for Manila during the night and woke up to fine 

weather, muggy and hot. This heat increased next day and it was very uncomfortably 
hot and stuffy and cloth clothes felt most uncomfortable. 
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Dec 20 
 

Reached Manila about 12 noon and the ship was played into her moorings by a 
Philippine band on the wharf in honour of the big American base ball team who we 
brought from Shanghai on their Far Eastern tour. 

 

After lunch went with Thomas and Anderson and took a taxi and went all round 
the city. Visited the jail which is famous, containing 2000 prisoners. They make 
excellent cane furniture and also very fine and solid hard wood furniture, 
something like mahogany, and some of a dark ebony-like wood. Drove round the old 
Spanish city surrounded by an ancient wall and a moat, now dry and laid out for grass 
on which there is a golf course. 

Also visited the aquarium which is quite good. 
I went to P. Bureau of Science and saw Prof. of Protozoology and enquired from 

him things of interest. 
Afterwards we took the taxi out a long distance to a most magnificent cemetery, 

crowded with graves and crosses, memorials of every conceivable kind, all of course 
Roman Catholic. Several elaborate funerals were in progress, the most ornate affairs I 
ever saw. 

Returned to the ship for dinner and afterwards took the car once more and drove 
out to a famous cabaret called Santa Anna. It appears to be one of the rendezvous of 
the Philippinos and is divided by a large band stand and pierced screen into two halves. 
The hall is very large and would take 500 couples on either side of the screen. One 
side of the screen is reserved for parties of dancers or those who take their own partners. 
The other is served by professional girl dancers who sit all around the room at small 
tables and are paid by the establishment a retaining fee. They must come at 8 pm and 
not allowed to leave till 4 am. Any man may dance with them and he gives them 20 cts 
(about 6d) after each dance. She resumes her seat and he goes back to his seat or he 
may sit with her and order refreshment (in the profit of which she shares). 
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They said that the Philippino girls take up this just as our girls run lifts or do 
typewriting or serve in shops. With the idleness typical of more-than-half Asian- 
Eurasians they prefer this method of earning money to working for it in the usual 
way. 

They are the most unprepossessing women I think I ever saw, very dark, of 
miserable physique, dull and stolid and without a redeeming feature except perhaps 
great dancing ability which I did not try. They wear the Philippino costume which is 
very ugly, a half draped, half folded skirt and bodice cut fairly low and over their 
shoulders and arms a stiff, starched netting like mosquito netting sticking out in hard 
rigid lines and surrounding their black skinny arms and chest like a gauze meat safe 
stiffened out with wires. It is gathered in stiff rolls around the neck and chest and is 
totally devoid of grace or beauty. The gauze is dyed all sorts of crude colours, puce, 
magenta, green, orange, yellow, purple, which against their dark brown skin looks 
anything but becoming. 

 
Dec 21 

 
Left Manila at dawn and travelled N.W. towards Hong Kong which we reached 

in the afternoon of Dec 22. Went to the King Edward Hotel, a 2nd rate place but no room 
in the Hong Kong Hotel which is streets better but no more expensive. 

Spent Sat’y morning at bankers and booking 1st class cabin on P&O Kashgan 
and other sundry business and had a walk around the town to see the city. It appears 
that when we took over H.K. in 1847 it was a barren rock, the haunt of pirates. Now it 

is one of the most beautiful cities in the east, 500,000 inhabitants with great stone and 
concrete buildings, good streets and a crowded and busy native bazaar. The island is 
practically one huge rock, and this has been chipped and chiselled away with infinite 
patience and bazaars, shops, great residences ands public buildings built on the levelled 
ground. 
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The Peak stands 1800 feet above the harbour and all up the side on terraces 
and shelves of the rock magnificent stone houses, residences, public buildings and 
hotels have been made. Every stone has been carried up by Chinese labour and 
everything is built as though intended to last for ever. 

There are wide, concreted roads driven all over the hill and the great twin 
peaks are each encircled by a wide concrete road. 

In one place for ½ mile or more the road hangs clear of the mountain side 
supported on great concrete pillars, buttressed by concrete and stone bastions, just to 
support this foot way. This piece of viaducting must alone have cost thousands and 
thousands of pounds. 

The character, solidity and permanence of the roads and buildings amaze one 
and seem all built to last till doomsday. 

The view of the harbour and city from the top of the Peak is amazing, great blue 
bays with yellow sands and rocky sides large enough to hold all the navies of the world. 
Crowded with every variety of craft from sampan and junk to modern battleships. 

The day I was up we counted 38 large ocean going ships anchored in the harbour 
and more were arriving and some going out. 

The three greatest harbours in the world are stated to be 1st Sydney, 2nd Hong 
Kong and 3rd Rio de Janeiro (I think). Most seamen agree on this I am told. 

In 1848 the island was a barren rock, now it is covered with trees and filled in 
with flowering shrubs of great beauty, rhododendrons, azaleas, bougainvillea, 
poinsettias and many other brilliant flowering shrubs whose names I did not know. 

The way to the Peak is by a steep, almost vertical cable tramway which runs 
up the face of the mountain; the scenery from the stages on the line passes description. 
Whidman and I went up there our last night and were up there on the parapet which 
clings to the side of the precipice for over an hour, strolling along or sitting in the seats. 
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The deep blue harbour was an inverted firmament for not only were the stars 
reflected in the smooth water but there were groups of lights like constellations due to 
the cluster of small craft round a liner. There were individual lights like bright planets 
due to harbour lights or the big deck lights of a ship discharging cargo. Then by gazing 
a long time at a dark purple area you found tiny pin point lights coming into being till 
the whole seemed to be a milky way of far distant stars. This was from the vast numbers 
of sampans and junks all at anchor in the bay each with a tiny riding light or maybe a 
brightly coloured Chinese lantern on the poop. 

The night was so still that each light was reflected but softened and blurred by 
the faint ripple on the water and read and green port and starboard lights made lovely 
stains on the water. Right below our feet were the brilliant lights of the city of Hong 
Kong, all the Chinese quarter, the tea houses ablaze with lights, the streets all outlined 
in lines and curves like patchwork. Beyond the harbour was the newer portion of 
Kowloon, the flatter land on the Chinese mainland over which the city of Hong Kong 
is now extending, 

Whidman and I (and Anderson who had lived 20 yrs in H.K.) took a taxi and 
drove right around the island, about 26 miles, and saw Repulse Bay. the Reservoirs and 
a succession of views of the bay, mountain, sea which would be hard to beat anywhere 
in the world. 

A great 60 foot causeway of concrete is driven right across the island and in 
itself would be sufficient to make H.K. famous for engineering. 

The Repulse Bay Hotel is I think the finest and most luxurious hotel I have ever 
seen anywhere. 

We had arrived at Hong Kong on 22nd afternoon and we stayed that night at the 
hotel and the foll’g night (2rd Dec) we took the night boat to Canton. This leaves at 8. 
pm and arr’d about 8. am. We couldn’t get a berth but decided to go and sleep in the 
saloon which we did, and then went off to the European Hotel in Shameen, the British 
settlement for a shave and breakfast. 

Then we got a guide and at 9. am sallied forth in sedan chairs ( each with 3 
coolies) and a guide also in a chair to see the sights. 

Canton has a population of over two million and when you have spent a day in 
the bazaar you seem to have seen most of them. 

A considerable proportion of the population are born, live and die in the small 
sampans and house boats which swarm on the Pearl River and the foul canals and creeks 
which intersect the city. We were carried along in sedan chairs on long bamboo poles 
by three bearers, two in front and one behind. The men keep up a constant shouting to 
clear pedestrians out of the narrow alleys and with 9 bearers as we had, the din was 
considerable. 

The bazaar, even the main “streets”, are so narrow that by stretching out both 
arms you can generally touch the walls on either side and pedestrians have to flatten 
themselves against the walls to allow the sedan to pass. 

If two sedans meet they can just pass by, grinding past one another, otherwise 
one has to back till the alley widens a bit. 

The shops are side by side all the way and as in India whole streets or areas are 
devoted to the same kind of merchandize. 
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The shop fronts are narrow and there is no display in front but you go behind 
past a big screen and the goods are arranged on shelves and are brought down for 
inspection. 

The first place we visited was that given up to ornamenting jewellery with 
 

king fishers’ feathers. These beautiful blue and red feathers are picked out and arranged 
and smoothed out individually by a mans finger moistened with mucilage. They are 
then passed on to another who cuts them into tiny pieces of rectangular shape about 
¼ inch long. They are then picked up with fine brushes and laid in patterns on the 
shoddy silver and silver gilt brooches, pins, boxes and other objects. The finished article 
in the shape of gaudy butterflies, birds, dragons etc are rather effective but it seems a 
waste of labour that they are put into such trashy metal. I bought two little pieces for 
about 2/- each. 

Next we went to one of the many hundred silk shops and there we saw many 
beautiful silk embroideries- bags, blouse pieces, mandarin coats and other silk goods. 
I bought an embroidered cushion cover in black silk with white swans swimming 
amongst yellow and white lotus flowers. I gave about $10 (£1) for this and also a pair 
of black silk socks for less than 3/-. 

Next we went in to the ivory carvers- the highest and most skilled of the Chinese 
arts. The favourite ornaments are ivory balls and the work is simply miraculous. They 
make them all sizes and charge according to the number of balls each shell includes. 
Some we saw were as large as a cocoanut and consisted of 24 balls one inside the other, 
each ball free and each exquisitely caved. They take a large piece of elephant ivory and 
carve it into a smooth, perfect sphere. Then they bore a series of holes from outside 
nearly to the centre of the ball, each hole diminishing in size from say 1½ inches at the 
equator to ¼ inch at the centre of the ball. Then tiny flexible instruments are inserted 
and a tiny ball inside is cut out and freed all round so that it rolls like a pea in the centre 
of the ivory mass. Then the tiny ball is carved into a pattern like pierced lace, so fine as 
to need a lens to see the pattern. 
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Then outside of this central ball they carve another a little larger and so ion right 
out to the outside, so in this case there were 24 balls inside one another, all quite free 
and moveable one in the other and all exquisitely carved. 

Lastly, the outside shell is carved in shapes of flowers or lace or birds etc and 
the whole is stood on a carved ivory or wooden pedestal. This big one with 24 balls 
cost $900, i.e. about £90. I bought a small ball containing 6 balls for about 8/-. 

Canton has seventy two powerful trade guilds such as fantastic jewellery of 
beaten filigree, silver and gold, caved and uniquely set jewels, and semi-precious 
stones, pearls and pigeon-blood rubies, jade, lapis, turquoise, rose tourmalines, amber 
and coral, jewellery decorated with kingfisher feathers, ivory, tortoiseshell and wood 
carving etc. 

 
They make also a great deal of carved ebony and black wood furniture of great 

strength and weight and heavily carved. We saw many shops of this industry.   We saw 
a whole side of a street devoted to jade shops. This stone is considered very lucky and 
every Chinese woman if she can afford it has a little bit on her body, even if ever so 
little. It is “good joss”. The high grade quality is very beautiful, getting rarer year by 
year and more and more expensive. One small necklace of about 50 selected deep green 
beads was $900, i.e. about £90 and I’m not sure that it would not be a good investment 
to have bought some such a one as it would sell at a much higher price in Europe or 
particularly in the U.S., and as I say the price is rising steadily. 

Bangles in inferior quality jade, green with white streaks in it, were very 
numerous and could get for £5 but I didn’t buy any though I admired the good jade very 
much.We saw several other industries such as glass blowing and bottle making and then 
began to visit the temples. 

The first was Chan’s temple which I believe is Shinto- nothing on the altar but 
tablets to the memory of ancestors and resembling those seen in Japan but more ornate. 

The temple of Medicine, a rather dark place heavily ornamented and an image 
of the of the Chinese equivalent of Aesculapius. 
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The flowery Pagoda which is a very highly ornate Buddhist temple, carved with 
enormous numbers of flowers, gargoyles, demons etc. We also saw the temple of 

 

Honan and the five storey Pagoda placed in a pleasant garden full of flowers. I have 
photos of some of all these. 

 
Then we visited the City of the Dead which is a great mausoleum where scores 

of coffins of the wealthy await burial. Each is placed in a little cubicle of its own behind 
a curtain and an altar in front. Long paper prayers hang vertically and record the life 
and virtues of the departed one. An altar stands in the outer room and on it fine 
porcelain dishes and trays on which choice foods are placed for the use of the departed. 
Statues of slaves and servants are also placed there to minister to the departed.   The 
coffins themselves are in shape like three tree trunks welded together as indeed they 
are. They are hollowed out in the middle and the corpse laid inside and the logs 
hermetically sealed with wax or resin. For wealthy people the logs are 



48 
 

beautifully smoothed, polished and then lacquered in black and the ends truncated and 
polished. 

We saw these coffins being brought in by six or ten coolies, some from long 
distances. They are placed in these post mortem rooms in the City of the Dead for a 
varying period up to several years at so much a month according to the chamber and its 
position. At a certain time the soothsayers declare that the spirit is at rest and the time 
is propitious for burial and then the coffin is taken away and buried. 

The poorer people bury their dead in one of the great cemeteries outside the city 
and some sort of stone is put up to mark the site. We went to see one of these huge 
burial grounds which is 40 miles square, i.e. 160 square miles and covered thick with 
grave stones. More wealthy Chinese bury their coffins in the side of a hill and the 
shape of the oval is said to depict a certain portion of the female anatomy- the idea being 
no doubt expressed by us a “mother earth” and “Naked came I into the world and naked 
shall I return”. The idea of death by many peoples is a return to the womb and the 
Chinese expressed it in the shape of the grave. I took one or more photos in Hong Kong 
of these graves of the wealthy on one of the mountain sides. 

We visited several other temples and Pagodas, mostly Buddhist, and went to the 
N. gate of the city where is the 5 storey Pagoda which is built on the remains of the 
old Tartar wall and shews bastions and old rusty canon half buried in the grass. One 
gets a good view of the city from here but the roofs are unbroken as far as the eye 
can see because the streets are so narrow that their position is not visible from a little 
distance. 

Across the top of the streets from house to house poles of bamboo are placed 
and matting stretched to keep even the few rays of the sun which might penetrate 
from doing so. 

The food shops are particularly loathsome. All sorts of meat and fowls, portions 
of pigs, ducks, cats, dogs, rats and snakes being displayed, spathcoked♣, flattened out, 
glazed and covered with flies. Fish half alive are seen packed in little bowls of water, 
half of them belly up and the rest gasping. 

Other fish and meat are hawked round smeared with blood and split open but 
not “cleaned”. We passed one shop where men were industriously plucking fowls alive 
and the floor was littered with miserable naked fowls staggering about bewildered with 
pain and strangeness at their nakedness and wings raw and bleeding. They are kept like 
this until required. 

We saw many times hogs being carried in wicker baskets, 3 or 4 together on top 
of one another, their legs torn to ribbons and raw to the bone by fretting against the 
sharp mesh bamboo. They had been jogged in for miles from the country and must often 
arrive dead of pain and loss of blood. 

 

♣ he means spatchcocked, a term then current in British India. A spatch cock was 
originally a ‘dispatch cock’, a dish that could be prepared quickly (with dispatch). A fowl 
was killed, skinned, split into two and grilled. (O.E.D.) 

“Proud Prussia’s double bird of prey 
Tame as a spatch-cock, slunk away” . 
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The natives use the streets and gutters as a latrine and the result is collected by 
women in buckets and carried on poles through the open streets to the market gardeners 
where it is put into big bowls to putrefy before being used on vegetable gardens. No 
wonder the pigs, mangy dogs, fowls and ducks remain thin when their only food is 
being taken away from them. For this reason verminous infestations of skin, intestine 
and muscles is almost universal amongst the poor Chinese as any hospital records will 
show, and this horrid circle of generations goes on from man to pig, dog and cat and 
fowl and back again from their flesh to man again. 

Half putrid rats and snakes tied in bunches can be seen in the poorer shops and 
the rats are often flat as if run over by a roller. Do you wonder that when Whidman and 
I got back to our hotel we felt more like 
being sick than eating a Xmas dinner in which 
turkey and ham figured and sausages (shades 
of Harris of Calne!). I tried some dubious 
looking mock turtle soup but rejected the first 
spoonful and eventually satisfied myself with 
tinned apricots, foreign cheese and a double 
strength whisky soda. There is no doubt the 
Chinese are still actively and horribly cruel, and 
prisoners are still tortured abominably. 

The Temple of Horrors we did not see, 
nor the prison of the Kamhoi magistrate, but I 
have read descriptions of the present day 
conditions, and will not harrow the reader by 
relating them especially as this diary is as far 
as possible restricted to things I have seen. 

There is the Execution ground here too 
which we didn’t visit where often a dozen or 
more persons are beheaded at one time. On this 
narrow and devil haunted patch of ground 
55,000 rebels were executed in one year (1855) 
many after the most abominable tortures. The 
sentence of death was carried out by the quick 
method or the slow- the former by beheading. 
By the latter it was a matter of pride to keep 
the victim alive as long as possible. One eye was gouged out and he was given a few 
days to recover and then the other, then one ear and the other, the tongue and nose. 
Then all the finger and toe nails were crushed one by one and then the hands and feet 
removed joint by joint, one a day. Some wretches were so strong that they did not die 
till their hips and shoulders had been removed, and there great professional credit 
accrued to the executioner for his skill. In truth in all the world only man is vile. 
Incidentally one may see in Manila dungeons where the Spanish Inquisition 
endeavoured to win men to Christ by methods scarcely less devilish. “Twofold more a 
child of hell than yourselves” These words were none too strong. 
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I must say the main impression of Canton and of the China it represents was 
horror and disgust, where human life is so cheap and little valued, less so than that of 
a pig or dog which at least has a market value as food. What irony too that Buddhism 
that most gentle and long suffering of all religions should have been twisted to such 
horrors. 

I visited the hospital and saw Dr Thomson, a missionary, and Dr Cadbury and 
heard much that was interesting about the dreadful prevalence of disease amongst this 
crowded and unsanitary population. 

Monday morning, Xmas Day Dec 25 saw us leave Canton at 8 am and steam 
slowly down the Pearl River to Hong Kong, past the roads where the old tea clippers 
used to be at anchor to make their wealthy journeys thence across the Indian ocean 
via the Cape, or to N York via Tierra del Fuego with their precious freight of tea, 
sandalwood, furs and jade, porcelain and ivory. On this river only last year (no, this 
year) the steamer like the one we are on was boarded by pirates, all the crew and 
passengers held up and stripped of everything. The pirates took the wheel and stood 
pistol in hand over the engine room and ran the steamer into a secret cove where they 
decamped. They shot the British captain who tried to defend his boat and he still lies 
with bullets in him in the Hong Kong hospital. So there is romance of a sort still on 
the Pearl River. 

All the crew are now armed and big iron gates protect the passenger saloons and 
seedy Chinese guards stand with loaded rifles. This piratical raid must have been only 
a few months ago as the captain was still in hospital in Hong Kong. 

The contrast between Canton and the orderly, beautifully laid out and 
prosperous Hong Kong struck me like a leap from the barbarism of the middle ages to 
the disciplined cleanliness and sanity of a modern European city. 

We left HK in the P & O Kashgar on Dec 27th and had a smooth and comfortable 
voyage to Singapore which we reached on Sunday. 

 
Dec 31st 

 
Singapore is a flat town with the sea coming close in and heavy tropical 

vegetation much like Ceylon or the environs of Bombay or Calcutta. A large amount 
of shipping is in the harbour which was all gaily dressed with bunting for the New Year. 

The large bulk of the population is Chinese and nearly all the native shops and 
stores. The coolie and marine population is Malay and there are a good sprinkling of 
Indians and Singhalese. 

There are numbers of very fine bungalows in the outskirts of the city most of 
which are occupied by Chinese. The suburban roads are thick with palms, cocoanut and 
toddy, plantains, flowering shrubs and trees and a few gold mohur trees just coming out 
and above all miles of rubber trees which shew bark incisions and cups tied on to catch 
the latex. 

Whidman and I went to Hotel Europa to Tiffin and at 4 pm took a car and drove 
round the island visiting the Botanical Gardens, the Kalung River Reservoir and the 
‘Gap’. The first is full of beds of cannas and has a fine orchid and fern house 
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and an abundance of palms and tropical trees and shrubs and a lake dotted with 
mauve and pink lotus. The Reservoir is finely built and supplies water to the city. It 
was built by Sir John Aird who presented a large stone inscription on a slab of stone 
brought from the Aswan Dam. The gardens around the reservoir are well laid out and 
there is a splendid specimen of the fan palm about 40 feet high and spread out like 
peacock’s tail and as regular and shapely. 

The ‘gap’ is just an opening in some low mounds where the sea and distant blue 
islands suddenly burst in ones view. It is very pretty but both times I came to it 

 

the weather was cloudy and dull. 
There are excellent roads round the island and the road we took in the car took 

us just two hours drive allowing for a few minutes at each of the three special places. 
There were a number of Chinese graves in the hill side like those seen in Hong Kong. 

It was curious to see a predominant Chinese population in surroundings 
typically Singhalese or like Bengal or parts of Bombay. The weather was humid and 
hot just like the places named. I enquired about kala azar but found there was none here 
(Dr Findlayson). 

 
Jan 4th 

 
We left Singapore on B.I. Ethiopia a small but well appointed and comfortable 

little ship. Travelled all next day through the Straits of Malacca with the island of 
Sumatra on the west and the Malay peninsula on the east. Reached Penang on the 
early morning of Jan 6th. 

Dr and Mrs Fiske and I went ashore at 8 am and took a car and went first to the 
Botanical Gardens where there is a fine waterfall and the city water supply is made 
first to ornament the gardens before it is passed into the aqueducts. Every kind of 
tropical shrub and tree was to be seen, a huge variety of palms grew in all directions, 
some of them of curious and bizarre shapes. Some good examples of the Traveller or 
Fan palm. 
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Thence we went on about six miles to the Snake temple. A Buddhist Chinese 
temple of the usual pattern but evil looking tho’ sluggish snakes were coiled about 
and round things on the altar and elsewhere in all directions. None of them seemed to 
move but all were alive. They appeared to me to be a kind of viper (Lachosis sp.) and 
I noticed the priest did not handle them but touched them only with a stick. 

We came back on our tracks and 
visited the Chinese temple which was 
prettier and better kept than any I saw in 
China. It is built in terraces up the 
mountain side and in conventional 
Chinese style. There was a big image of 
Buddha in a temple at the top and 
subsidiary altars on the various terraces. 
There was a round pond filled with 
tortoises which moved up to the edge in 
a body to get herbage given by the keeper. 
One old fellow covered with moss and 
verdure was lifted up from a deeper 
recess in the tank and shewn us a the 
father of the tank. 

The same ill luck in the matter of 
light still dogged me- the day was cloudy 
and overcast and the photos I 

took can scarcely do any justice to the beauty of the subjects. 
Penang is a perfect little paradise with wide, well kept roads and big, airy, well-

built bungalows standing back in their spacious compounds and surrounded by a luxury 
of tropical trees and flowering shrubs and trees of which the gold mohur now in bloom, 
is one of the most striking. 

There is a 
large space of 
many square 
miles on the flat 
and then behind 
rises the hill tom 
about 1500feet and 
the top is reached 
by a trolley car 
and there is the 
Crag Hotel 
perched on top. 

You will 
see that the layout 

is very much like Hong Kong but Penang tho’ not so grand is prettier and softer than 
H.K. and the city and suburbs have ample room at the foot of the hill to spread out 
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and make gardens and groves of cocoanut palms, orchards of mangosteens and other 
tropical fruit. 

The residential portion is beautifully laid out and in a perfect bower of flowers 
and we all wished we had had a few days here instead of at Singapore. There is a 
splendid road right round the island but the drive takes 3½ hrs and we only had just 3 
hrs ashore. 

 
Jan 4 

 
Left Penang on P&O 

Ethiopia and steamed through 
Malacca Straits with Sumatra 
on W and May Peninsula on 
East. Both were too far off to 
study the land features but the 
protected water was calm and 
blue. 

Reached Rangoon on 9th 
Jan at dawn, hastily changed 
over to B.I. mail boat leaving Rangoon for Calcutta at 10 am. Had a beautiful view of 
the great Shive Dragon Pagoda standing on an eminence over Rangoon blazing and 
dazzling like pure gold in the morning sun. It is overlaid with leaf and plate gold from 
base to pinnacle and is one of the finest pagodas in the world. 

Caught the mail boat and left for Calcutta about 11 am. Said goodbye to Dr 
and Mrs Fiske who are staying a few days in Rangoon to see the pagodas, curio shops 
and elephants piling timber, which is one of the great sights. 

Entered the Hoogly early morning 11th Jan and I felt then I had been right round 
the globe. I left Calcutta on my sad journey on Feb 4 1922 and Jan 11th 1923 saw me 
returning having circumvented the globe, some 24,000 miles, within the twelve months. 

Reached Calcutta before midday and found orders for my new work awaiting 
me, viz. to return to my appointment in Shillong as Director, Pasteur Institute. 

Retraced my steps along the via dolorosa down which I travelled with Gladys 
nearly a year ago and returned to my old bungalow in Shillong on Jan 15th 1923. 

 
This closes another chapter 
of my life. 

 
Shillong 
Jan 19, 1923. 
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