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INTRODUCTION

When on a chill November afternoon in 1936 that par-
ticular letter came, my fate was quickly decided. Post-
graduate work at Columbia had never seemed more drab,
my futuré as an ornithologist had never seemed more
distant, more unapproachable. At Yale I had done other
things. The study of birds had been a hobby. Then after
graduatipn 1 woke up suddenly, realizing for the first
time that I really wanted to go ‘into ornithology. Accord-
ingly I enrolled at' Columbia that fall, an ignoramus in
matters of zoology, facing the dreary prospect of four or
more years of study in alien subjects without any experi-
ence or background to give me some perspective, or hope.
[ was caught up in chemistry and genetics, enmeshed in
histology and anatomy, all of which seemd very far away
from birds.

As 1 walked along upper Riverside Drive looking for a
bus downtown, the wind blew raw and savage. Over-
head the gulls passed with a swoop and a dive to dis-
appear like magic over the cliff, then rise again slowly
without moving visibly. They hung there and eyed me
and made little rusty-pulley noises of derision. But at
home there was tea and the letter waiting.

“We have acquired a 5g-foot schooner which we plan
to sail out to Dutch New Guinea and spend about a year
cruising around the coast and small islands aearby. The
Academy of Natural Sciences Of Philadelphia is very

xi‘l
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interested in the idea and wants us fo make bird collec-
tions for them. We need a zoologist and wondered if you
would care to go. It would be understood that the zoo-
logist would make himself as handy as possible on the
boat, taking watches and so on along the way, for we only
plan to be sevén on board. Of course I have no idea what
you are doing now, but we thought we'd make a stab at
you anyway, hoping you weren’t too tied up. . . ."”

No, 1 certainly wasn’t too tied up. Trying to be
impartial and deliberate, I hurried to the American
Museum of Natural History where my mentors in such
things added their encouragement to my longmgs

“After all,” said Dr. Mayr seriously, “you cannot get
to New Guinea every day. Graduate work will still be
waiting when you come back and then, too, yom will be
better prepared for it.” -

The next month was taken up with ‘busy preparations,
buying and checking over equipment, and studying the
specimens of New Guinea birds in the American
Museum's comprehensive collections. This last was
staggering work. When my list of birds that I might
meet with was finally completed I found that it included
over six hundred species, none of which I had ever en-
countered before, for the majority of them are confined
to this remote island,south of Asia. In contrast to this the
whole eastern seaboard of the United States does not have
much more than three hundred species of birds as
residents.

In, Philadelphia I found the Academy to be a very
pleasant and stimulating place. Rodolphe de Schauensee,
the Curator of Birds, was kindness itself in helping with
the last-minute preparations. Asa goirig-away present he
gave me thebest book *o date on the East Indies, Alfred
Russel Wallace's The Malay Archipelago, published in
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1869. (That’s how up-to-date the Western Hemisphere is
concerning New Guinea.) Finally I met the Crocketts,

* the kind friends who had written the letter, and on
December 1, 1936, we boarded the Chiva and Set sail for
parts unknown.



CHAPTER I L

"ON THE WAY ,

half gallons and it seemed to me needlessly compli-

cated.® First there was a brass pump above with a
wooden handle. When I pumped this a thin stream of
water came from the water tanks. Pump, pump, pump,
and with many squeaks and about fifty strokes I could
fill the sink. Below there was 4nother handle projecting
into the narrow space between the sink and the galley
table. This was to empty the sink with, for otherwise
sea water might back up and enter it. This one slipped
a little on its gears and so it took about sixty strokes to
empty the sink.

All of these complications were going on in what
seemed like the middle of the night and I was heartily
sick and tired of being an ornithologist on an expedition
going to Netherlands New Guinea, which at that
moment seemed to be twelve thousand miles, and three
whole planets, away.

Four hours earlier the Chiva had moved serenely out
from our pier in Philadelphia. A small crowd of friends,
relatives, and well-wishers from the Academy waved
from a black hole where a door had been slid back in the
covered dock. Across -the river on the Camden side
smokestacks were belching smoke into the chill, snuff-
coloured air, tugs were bectliug up and down on the

IT was a very small sink holding perhaps two and a

B
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surface of the café-au-lait river, but here all was quiet
and eminently respectable as a scientific expedition got
under way. Only a few of the disreputable old harbour ¢
gnlls, distarbed by the panting of our auxiliary motor,
rose in a cloud from the roof of the pier and shrieked
obscenities at «is.

Just as the early December dusk came we had turned
out of the river into the Inland Waterway Canal leading
south. The current was swift. We swept over one of
the channel buoys and came up hard and fast on a mud
bank. The situation now was neither serene nor scien-
tific. Miserably we organized ourselves into‘a kedging
crew. I, being completely unnautical at this point, was
sent below in a futile effort to lighten the twenty-two-ton
bulk of the schooner by pumping fresh water qut of the
tanks. e <

It was cold outside and stiflingly Warm in the galley.
The prospect of sailing all the way to New Guinea from
this mud bank receded almost as alarmingly as did that
of supper, for Doane, our redoubtable seagoing cook,
had been summoned to the deck.

In order to kedge a sixty-foot schooner off a mud bank
you must put over a boat (we had a dinghy and a dory
nested in each other on the starboard deck) and row out
at a sharp angle carrying an anchor attached to the
schooner with heavy line, not chain which is too heavy.
The anchor is heaved and then, provided it is fast on the
bottom, all souls man the anchor winch. The boat keels
over a bit with the strain and usually the anchor pulls
free. However, if you are lucky, there is a fairly good
chance of easing out of the mud that way. We got off
about midnight and, tying up alongside of a small dock
four hundred feet away, all fell asleep instantly. We
might have had a few nightmares if we had been able to
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anticipate the fact that we were to stick in the mud five
more times in that miserable canal.

Our boat was small but she was sturdy. The Chiva
was an Alden-designed schooner modelled on the style
of the Gloucester fishing boats. She was sxxty feet overall,
with sixteen feet of beam, and she drew eight and a half
or nine feet. Béides the usual complement of mainsail,
mizen, staysail, and jib, there was a great spar rigged on
the foremast at right angles to the direction of the boat
from which depended a large square sail-e-for use when
the trade winds blew from astern of us. When this sail
wasn't bemg used it was lashed all in a tight mass to the
foretnast. When it was unfurled you simply pulled it out
along the yard on runners rather like pulling out a
shower éurtain.

For present purposes, howeve; we were forced to carry
on with the help bf our motor alone. This was an ugly
Diesel of a primitive and devilish sort which lay like a
foul beast in a lair under the galley table and spewed out
clouds of evil-smelling smoke at us from an exhaust pro-
truding, by some mischance, from the deck amidships.
For a few days we putted and stuttered along through
the canal, passing under endless bridges all of whxch
raised themselves upon their dignified stumps for us like
clcph'mts in the circus, while we, with our tall masts
projecting just like the spike that the fair lady uses so
the elephant won’t squat on top of her too decisively,
swept along underneath.

One day we came into Currituck Sound, a pale fog-
shrouded expanse. It was marvellous fun standing up
in the bow and watching the ricks and ricks of ducks and
geese swimming ahead.” We would bear down on them
suddenly out of the fog and off they would o spattering
across the water to get up specd, the coots and canvas-
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backs with a staccato beat like hailstones falling in the
water, the Canada geese slower, more deliberate, with
wild cries, ah-uck, ah-uck, uck, uck, uck! Once we saw
some swans, a thin white undulating line moving with
slow dignified sweeps of their great wings along ‘the
horizon. In among the ducks were a few flocks of phala-
ropes, little grey, sandplper-smed birds; bobbing about
busily with infinitely small insect-like movements.

We had stopped briefly at Norfolk, Virginia, for some
extra painting and varnishing, and now again we stopped
at Beaufort, North Carolina, for a few hours before
heading into the open ocean. It was the last touch of
home soil and we lingered a little over our errands.
1 sent a telegram, bought a pair of rubber boots, and,
for some unexplainable reason, went into a tafé and
had a piece of lemon meringue pie and a cup of coffee,
all at eleven o'clock in the morning in a fine drizzle of
rain.

At last we were ready and cast off from the little white
dock with its fringe of dilapidated-looking houses. A few
slicker-clad fishermen stared at us and then turned away
to get out of the rain. We headed into a choppy jostling
sea the colour of lead. There was a strong breeze out-
side the harbour and the surfaces of the waves were
covered with infinitz numbers of corrugated wavelets.
The wind was strengthening constantly and in no time
we were boiling and bouncing along. The motion of
the boat was so strong and unpredictable that it was im-
possible to stand upright unless holding on with both
hands. Mostly we skittered about like crabs weighted
down in our several thicknesses of wool and oilskins,
sitting whenever possible. Supper consisted of porridge
and coffee, and I was giad of the pie. Our watches were
four hours on and enght off, twelve to four, and four to
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eight, with two shoft “dogwatches” in the morning from
eight to ten and ten to twelve. By having these two two-
hour watches once a day we were able to rotate the whole
system so that those on a twelve-to-four watclf one night
had an eight-to-twelve the next, and so on. But for these
first two nights in this turmoil of rough Weather no one
got any sleep toespeak of at all. We simply lay on deck
or lay in our bunks waiting for time to pass. It blew like
this for two days while we all wondered how long it was
going to keep on. The first day we madg 196 miles, so
at least we were getting somewhere.

The creakings and groanings of the boat were stupen-
dous. In the extreme afterpart of the boat there was a
small stateroom for two persons. Here there were short
sharp ligle squeaking noises. Just forward of this was a
companionway in which there were a cupboard or
“locker” and a chart table and a little lamp which swayed
and shuddered frantically all the time, casting lurid
shadows. Off to one side was the “‘head,” or bathroom.
From between it and the locker came frightful drawn-out
retching noises. These we christened “Aunt Matilda.”
They sounded incredibly realistic and came only at times
of great stress. Then there was the main cabin, which
had four bunks in it and the dining-table. Most of its
noises were evolved by a bookcase. which occupied the
forward end of the cabin and whose glass doors were
always coming unlatched and banging back and forth.
There was also something that lived in a drawer under
my bunk that went “awrp, awrp.” ,

Forward of this came the galley and here, of course,
there was the stove with its pots and pans that were for-
ever coming dowh witha great clattering and crashing.
In front of this there was a smalldo’c’sle with two bunks,
but here there were no audible ship noises for your ears
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were filled with the roaring gurgle of the sea as it swept
past the bow. ¢ ,

Suddenly the second evening the wind faded out as
quickly as it had come, leaving us slatting wildly in a
still-rough sea. There was nothing for it but to sit it 6ut.
It was surprisingly quiet after the shrill noises of the
wind in the rigging. Only the yawning creaking noises
Kept up and there was a good deal of slap, slapping from
the empty sails against the rigging. Fred and I, on the
eight-to-twelve midnight watch, sat there without speak-
ing in the little circle of light from the binnacle. Around
us in the blackness was the falling sea, the unseen agent
which was tossing us about so uncomfortably. Suddenly
I noticed a speck of light off in the blackness.

“How about giving them a signal, Fred, just to tell
them who we are? They might radio it back to New

v

York.” ¢

“0.K,, let’s try it.”

I ducked below and got my new five-cell flashlight.

Fred started telling them, in Morse code, who we were
and would they relay the news back to New York,
please.

After a moment or two a light began to wink at us.

“They don't seem o understand,” Fred said, peering
at their signals. .

Fred tried his signal again; but the liner, for she was a
big one, seemed to have made up her mind, and before
we realized it had altered her course and turned directly
for us.

“My God, they seem to think we're in distress,”
shouted Fred. “Hey below there, wake up, we're having
a caller.” '

Various tousled heads began to appear from below just
as the cruise liner bore dowii upon us. She came up un-
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comfortably close, or so it seemed to us, already used to
the emptiness of the ‘ocean. Then she turned broadside
to us and hung there, searchlights flashing down on our
miserable stlves. We felt suddenly rather naked. The
orchestra in the main saloon was playing vigorously. We
could hear the music but could not quiteo make out the
tune. People in*evening clothes who had been strolling
the decks began to crowd along the rails, pointing at us
and talking and laughing among themselves.

As for us, we could only sit there blankly in our dirty
oilskins and dungarees, spreading out our hands and
shrugging oug shoulders. Really we hadn’t meant it at
all we shouted, smiling thinly. Finally a rather reproving
voice announced through a megaphone that they would
be off n8w, and the liner slid gway indignantly into the
night. A y
“Whew,” said Fred handing me the flashlight. “Never
again.”

There were seven of us, all told, on board. Fred and
Charis, his wife, who were the owners of the Chiva, had
had an ambition to sail to New Guinea for a long time.
Fred is a photographer and Charis an anthropologist
working for the Peabody Museum at Harvard. Some
years before, her father had met an . Austrian in the
Netherlands East Indies who had imipressed him tremen-
dously with his accounts of New Guinea and a coconut
plantation on two small islands off the coast that he
wanted to buy. With Charis’s father’s backing, Harry
Kern had secured the islands and had been living there
ever since, waiting expectantly for his American partners
to visit him. 2

These islands had alfeady served our expedition in
good stead, for the Dutch goverdiment was more willing
to give permission to visit and Go scientific work in New
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Guinea to people whom they knew, people who had a
stake in the development of the country.

Didie, a college room-mate of Charis’s, had come along
to help her take measurements and keep records of her
work. As for myself, my job, of course, was to collect
birds first of all, but other forms of life as well for the
Academy of Natural Sciences in Philagelphia.

George was our navigator, a first-rate yachtsman and
guitar player. He had been in a bank and had the tidy
mind and fussy qualities that so often distinguish people
in banks as well as people on sailboats. When he first
saw me I was carrying on board, in Philadelphia, a flat
piece of wood. . ‘

“What is that?"" he asked interestedly.

““A board to skin birds on,” I replied. ¢

“That’s quite unnecessary,” said George stiffly. “There
will be no bird-skinning on board this'boat.”

“But, George,"” Charis put in pleasantly, “that is why
Dillon is coming with us.”

Evidently I was now irrevocably typed in George's
mind.

Charlie, who managed the engine as well as being a
first-rate sailor, and Doane, our irrepressible cook, were
from that home of all efficient sailormen, Gloucester,
Massachusetts. -

Various people had hinted before the trip, in the com-
forting way they have, that any small boat with two
women aboard would be doomed to trouble. Some had
shaken their heads, smiled sadly, and made insinuating
remarks. One or two had even dubbed the Chiva in
advance, “a love barge.” We found, of course, that the
effect. was quite otherwise, that the presence of two
women was decidedly stimulating to peace instead of war.
In fact, five men behaved a lot better in front of two
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women than they probably would have by themselves.
Was Fred grumpy, ‘Charlie surly—were George and I
having a tiff? Instead of someone knifing someone else
or at least having a fist fight and upsetting the‘whole trép,
thé bad tempers quickly blew over when one or the other
of the girls appeared. <

One more day and we were out of the Atlantic. George
knew we were near the Crooked Island Passage of the
Bahamas from his noon position, plus dead reckoning.
I knew it because 1.saw my first tropic birds, three white
tern-like creatures with foot-long pointed tail feathers
winging homcwud across our bow with steady flight.
Charlie, on the other hand, who had been far too seasick
for the last three days to know anything, too weak in fact
to move from his huddled position aft of the wheel in
the very stern, knew it in another way. The wind had
died and we were proceeding under power over the sur-
face of a dead-calm sea. Charlie staggered to his feet
clutching the life lines and stood a moment swaying
unsteadily. Abeam of us there was a fitful flashing like
summer lightning from the Watling Island light-house.
Charlie inhaled long and deep.

“I smell geraniums,” he announced solemnly and
went below. 7

We landed at Kingston, Jamaica, b'rieﬂy for stores. It
is a beautiful harbour with pelicans perched on the
buoys, and wonderful grey-green mountains behind
topped with enormous masses of clouds like whipped
cream. We were not alone in the harbour, however.
Aldous Huxley has called Kingston “the Clapham Junc-
tion of the West,” and for the moment it was. To be in
port at the same time ‘with three monster cruise liners
and to have “Boxing Day,” the day aftér Christmas,
being celebrated ashore with gallons of Jamaica rum is
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no experience for seven souls in from the sea. Having
been at sea for a month, we felt rather shy and nervous
in the midst of all this gaiety. We fled Jamaica, heading
soath-west for the Panama Canal. .

A month before, at the Academy in Philadelphia,
James Bond, Assistant Curator of Ornithology, had sug-
gested that we try to stop at Old Providence, a small
island on the route from Jamaica to the Canal. There
are a few resident birds on the island, some of which are
quite distinct: from their relatives on neighbouring
islands of the Caribbean and have been described as
subspecies of geographical “races” in scientific journals.
However, the Academy had never had a collector there,
and so lacked specimens of these birds in its collection.

Old Providence was a haunt once upon a *ime of
Morgan the buccaneer. It is about six miles long, high
and rocky. Patches of palms and bananas are scattered
over its lower slopes, and fields with cattle grazing sweep
down to miniature beaches interspersed with occasional
cave-pierced rocky cliffs. We anchored in a small open
harbour and went ashore in the dinghy, surrounded by
a swarm of rough dugout canoes. Old Providence is a
tropical island all right and the people do have dugout
canoes, but aside from that all is very civilized. The
people are black as coal, but they dress in spotless, if
somewhat outmoded, clothes. The ones that speak Eng-
lish speak it with a beautiful Oxford accent. We called
on the Alcalde, for the island belongs to Colombia,
visited the principal store, and waited on the Mayor. The
Mayor and the Alcalde took us behind the store where
we all sat and had a glass of tepid beer and formally dis-
played our “dago dazzlers” as they are called, magnificent
certificates covered witheribbons and gold seals from the
Academy, certifying for zll the world to know that we
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were scientificos and learned men, and that it would be
very nice if we weré given every courtesy. As a result
the Alcalde said in broken English that it would be per-
fectly all right for me to go about and shoot a bit, but
first of all they would all be very pleascd and compli-
mented if, instead of flying the Ecuadorian flag from our
masthead, we would fly the Colombian. This, of course,
was a faux pas and so Fred rushed back to the boat and
turned the flag the other way round, which seemed to
please everybody. v

I walked along the little road which circles the island,
looking for birds. There were Kkilldeer plover in a
ploaighed field behaving as if they were really in New
England. There were herons in the mangroves along the
shorg ared sombre-coloured pigeons with white foreheads
in the spreading frees. There*was a yellowish warbler
which my guide,"Podargo, a solemn wise-looking little
boy in a ragged sort of nightshirt, told me was called a
“swish-swish” bird. There were also humming-birds—
“God birds” he called them—and flycatchers and finches.
Except for the warbler and humming-birds, everything
seemed very familiar and out of place in this land of dry,
spiky hedgerows of cactus and spreading glossy-leaved
trees, their trunks covered with small ferns and vines

and huge splotched grey-green lichens.

On the way back to the harbour I stopped to rest out-
side a small black shack. A dignified negro in tattered
clericals came out and introduced himself as Mr. Bryan.

“I am, sir,” he said proudly, “an ‘intinerant’ preacher.
Will you please come in?”

I thanked him and entered the single room. There was
a table with benches round it and nothing else. But the
walls were fascinating. They were covered with group
photographs. I looked more ciosely and discovered that
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all the groups were of the same sort. “In each there was a
dead man or woman in frock coat ot evening dress lying
in an open coffin propped up in a standing position. The
cotpses stared starkly at the camera while all around were
ranged the smiling relatives.

“It is the custom of the country, sir,” said Mr. Bryan.
“The ‘wakes’ are great parties for the families. The dead
ones don’t always like it, however. Sometimes they sit
right up in the coffin and groan mighty lifelike.” MTr.
Bryan evidently did not understand the ways of corpses
in hot countries.

Mr. Bryan had apparently come many, ymrs before
from Jamaica bringing his collection with him. Hewas
very old and certainly batty in the head, but he had the
manners of an ambassador. He now suggested that Pod-
argo and I have some of his delicious-looking oranges
which were in a basket of fruit on the table. I offered to
pay him, but he shook his head firmly.

“It is an agriculturist’s privilege,” he said. “Have some
sweet limes, sir, mighty fine."”

We sailed about five in the afternoon, waving to the
motley crew that had come to see us off—the Mayor, the
Alcalde, Podargo, twenty-five cents richer, Mr. Bryan
waving his stovepipe hat. As Old Providence drew off,
we sat about in the sunset on deck sipping limeades made
from sweet limes “mighty fine.”

For two days we swept down towards Colén and the
Canal. There were light mild airs and the sun was very
hot. Aft over the wheel we rigged a small canvas and lay
there watching the boobies flying about. Some were
white with darkish tips to their wings and red feet, others
rich brown with white bellies. "Mostly they flew by in
small silent parties, low over the rather milky viscous
water. Once or twice we saw them chasing schools of

4
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flying-fish. The booby is a much shorter, stouter bird
than the pelican, with long thin wings reminiscent of an
albatross. They are wonderful divers and plunge sud-
denly fromegreat heights at the fish, their wings limp and
streaming behind them. Occasionally a bird would go
after some of the fish as they leaped info the air, but
mostly they sought them under water. :

From one end of the squaresail spar where it hung out
over the water we rigged a long line with a bos’un’s chair
at the end, a short plank with two holes bered at its ends
for-a loop of line. One after another we would all try
being swung out from the side in the chair and dipping
and "dashing into the waves with the motion of the boat.
It was marvellous fun to rock back and forth, now high
out of tlee water, now plunging in with a splash. You felt
suddenly rather rgmoved from %he boat, as if you were
coasting along sofnehow, watching what was going on
from outside. The sea was soft and slippery like silk and
although it was a dangerous-seeming sport we never tired
of it.

The other way to take a bath was to dip water up with
a canvas bucket. Someone had brought along a few bars
of saltwater soap, but it refused to lather in spite of the
hopeful statements printed on its paper wrapping. We
could, of course, wash our hands ard faces in fresh water
in the sk in the head, but gradually we felt ourselves
getting greyer and saltier all over for lack of a real bath.

The next morning we were off Colén breakwater. An
old slop of a sea tossed us about, the sails slatting fiercely.
It was jangling to the nerves to face the prospect of port
officials and all the troublesome details of coming into a
big harbour. However, a motor launch came out in an-
swer to our signal flag, bringirfg, wonder of wonders,
stacks of mail. The gloom vanished and instead there was
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intense concentration punctuated by excited comments.
“Harry's wife’s going to have a bdby."”
“No! How are the Perrys?”’
“‘For goodness sake, my sister’s engaged.”

Colén is a grlm hot little place. At least Cristobal, the
Panamanian cnty across the street, is gayer. We had a
-sumptuous steak dinner at La Tropic restaurant and
went afterwards to the Moulin Rouge to watch the night
life. The atmosphere was so completely Hollywood that
it seemed as i the pxopnetor must have copied the set
directly from some movie entitled “Panama Nights.”
There was an aged “Madam” in sequins with red hair
glad-handing everybody. There was a bar surely half a
mile long. ‘There were mirrors everywhere and endless
entertainers, some haggard and hectic, a few rather
pretty. The Navy and ®Marine Corps were well repre-
sented and the music came from two blaring discordant
bands. I could hardly wait for the scene to shift suddenly
to a smoky close-up of a corner alcove with Marlene
Dietrich in a tired old feather boa puffing at a long cigar-
ette holder. But no such glamorous interlude befell us.
The music blared, the beer was thin and watery, and no

femme fatale appeared to hand us a code message.

A pilot came gboard bright and early the next morn-
ing with four darky sope handlers, and we were off, up
the Canal towards the locks. There are three on the
Atlantic side raising boats up eighty-seven feet to Gatun
Lake. They seem enormous in a small boat, quite Brob-
dingnagian. Four mooring lines stretch away up to where
in the distance small doll-like creatures rush about shut-
tling little electric engines back and forth. Ahead of us
high up, outlined against the sky’on the lock gates, a busy
little insect with five legs resolved itself into Fred, movie
camera on tripod, taking § »ictures of our progress. At last

-
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we finished our gradual rising and came out on the calm
waters of Gatun Lake.

At this point the Diesel, living up to its reputation,
decided to refuse to perform. Fortunately a light breeze
had sprung up. We upped sail and made off down the
lake, to the obvious pleasure of our pilot who said he
had never heardeof such a thmg but hadn’t had so much.
fun in years.

There were birds everywhere. Small flocks of green
parrots flew over the boat shrieking. There were duck
and gallinules in among the reeds, and little black cor-
morants perched on dead snags preening themselves with
snaksy movements of their long necks. We stopped for
the night at Barro Colorado, an island in the middle of
the lakeswhich is admlmstcmd as a research laboratory.
It is rather high and rounded, ‘covered with magnificent
rain forest, all untouched jungle. There are a few small
houses for visiting scientists and trails cut through the
trees. The trails, however, are by no means reserved for
scientists. After landing and greeting Dr. Chapman, the
grand old man of American ornithology who happened to
be in residence, I went for a walk with Tom Gilliard,
who was working as Dr. Chapman’s assistant. Both of us
were new to the habits of the inhabitants of the rain
forest of Central America, and so, when a large boar
peccary appeared in the trail, advancing towards us with
determined gait, we glanced at each other.

“Isn't this the point where one climbs a tree?” I asked.

“I'm not sure,” replied Tom, “but we might try it.”

Somewhat sheepishly then we both took to two small
saplings. The boar advanced until he was right under
my tree. ‘Then he looked up, rather waggishly | thought
and proceeded down the trall "probably enjoying his

triumph.
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A few yards farther along the traif there was a sudden
outburst of the most violent roars, just like feeding-time
at the lion house. I hastily looked about for another tree,
blit Tom reassured me. They were howler monkeys he
explained, and were overhead anyhow, rather than under-
foot. We soongcaught up with them and stood under the
trees in which they were feeding, whilg they rained down
twigs at us in their annoyance. Every few minutes one
monkey would let out a roar and that would start off the
whole troop ef them so that the hills all about the lake
seemed to ring with the noise. The howler is an ugly
fellow, perhaps three feet tall, coal black, with an extra-
ordinary bony sac below the chin connecoting with the
larynx. This apparently serves as a resonator for these
tremendous, deep, loud notes. After supper we-returned
to the Chiva and slept, somewhat fitfully, for the howlers
were in excellent voice. S

The following afternoon we left Barro Colorado after
a pleasant morning of sightsecing with Dr. Chapman,
whose enthusiasm and interests, whether it be José, the
tame coati, or a new tanager come to his feeding tray, are
never failing.

Coming down through the Pedro Miguel locks at night

in the light of. brilliant searchlights and flares with
dredges and tugs hard at work was a strange mechanized
contrast to the deep jungle of Barro Colorado a few miles
away. We tried tying up alongside one wall of the lock
this time instead of staying out in the middle. Why we
did this I don’t know, perhaps for variety. In any case it
afforded me some excitement. There were not enough
canvas bumpers to keep the whole length of the boat
from scraping against the concrete wall, and so we
brought out all the avdilable boat hooks, poles, and mops
which we braced against-the lock wall and leaned on. As

"
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the water went out and the boat sank deeper we dis-
~covered that there was a good two inches of grey mud
coating the wall. At one point I leaned a little too heavily
on my mops ‘I'he next instant I was hanging head down
between the lock wall and the boat, suspended by the
heels from the rail. Luckily the boat happened to be
fairly well out fron the wall so that I did not have to
serve as a bumper, but it was nearly a week before I felt
that the grey mud and snail shells were really gone from
my hair and behind the ears. e :

Balboa js not as ugly as Colén. For one thing it 15
bigger. There is a hill with gardens and a view across
the bay to the rise of land beyond. We became well
acquainted with the view, for it took nearly a month to
clear thesport. It was all due to that Diesel. Apparently
someone had poyred salt warer through the entire
works, for it was @ mass of rust in its innards. As a
result we had to tie up alongside of U.S. Government
Pier 14 while three rather supercilious mechanics
deigned to come and look at it for a mere $2.00 an hour
apiece.

Pier 14 was very high for there is an enormous tide in
Balboa Harbour. It was also very greasy and dirty, which
was not good for a trim little white schooner. Next to us
four small black submarines nested “ogether, and beyond
there was a flat, comfortable, waddly old submarine ten-
der. The other inhabitants of Pier 14 were black vultures
who would mince along the edge, looking down at us
hungrily in the early morning where we lay on deck like
COrpses on our air mattresses.

Few other visitors disturbed us as we sweated of a
morning over the enginé or the stowing of stores bought
at the local Commissary. One paiticular morning I was
away shopping in town with Charis and Didie when Fred

C
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had a caller. He had answered a hail and come on deck
clad in shorts, cap, and a coating’ of grease, to find a _
plump vision in chiffon and a floppy hat waving from the
gangway. She introduced herself with fluttery gestures
as Mrs. Barstow from the Tivoli Hotel, and where ‘was
Mr. Ripley, piease, and she was going to have a cocktail
party for him, and which was Mr. Crockett?

" “Oh! You are Mr. Crockett.” There was a pause and
the lady fled dismayed.

When I came back I went over to the foreman'’s office
and called the Tivoli, to an accompaniment of riveters’
hammers and acetylene torches. y f

“Mrs. Barstow, you called? I am Mr. Ripley.” -

“Bob, darling,” she screamed. Of course I should have
realized. Once again I was being taken for “Relieve it
or not” Ripley. Some day I should like to meet him and
give him the addresses of all his friends around the world
who want to give him cocktail parties.

Poor Mrs. Barstow. She had heard we were bound
for New Guinea, which she thought was really Guiana
in South America, and she had a husband there who had
been lost in a plane, and would we search for him please?
We could not go to the cocktail party, but sent George,
who turned up later for dinner at the Union Club with
reports of very good rocktails.

We had discovered the Union Club. It was at the end
of a narrow old-world street in Panama City down which
one clatters in an open victoria. The food was splendid,
the choice of wines excellent, and the view from the
great stone terrace overlooking Panama Harbour with
the sunset haze on everything superb. Far out on the
bay are low rounded islands Which “look like floating
island pudding. Neares there are buoys like red cherries,
and the thin masts of the fishing fleet stand up in rows
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as if the cook had had a delusion and stuck in shavings
of chocolate by mistake.

We went to the Union Club nearly every night when
we weren't, sitting listening to the band concert in the
Pla%a, drinking warm beer and watching the crowds go
by. We even got rather social at one point 4nd had friends
to dinner, Mr. (Cgtek, who had tdken us everywhere to
help us buy stores, introducing us as Dr. this and Df.
that all down the line.

“It helps things go more smoothly, you know,” he had
reassured us. “All scientificos must be doctors after all.”

Then there was Mr. Evans, in charge of engineering,
whose minions were even now sweating over our Diesel.
Also there was Dr. Clark of the Gorgas Laboratory, who
told us how to avoid malaria in New Guinea and gave us
a pet kinkajou, a creature aboutsthe size of a large cocker
spaniel with thickawoolly hair, a long grasping tail, and a
face like a bear. The kinkajou turned out to have a dis-
position quite unlike any cocker, however. It seemed to
be entirely willing to bite anyone’s hand off on short
notice, and proceeded to escape by climbing up the
rigging and cavorting about there till night when it
leaped off into the water and disappeared, swimming for
the opposite shore.

Nothing daunted, Charis announced that she wanted
another kinkajou, which we soon found at Dr. Marsh’s
700, a baby one this time. Herma it seemed to me was
no more affectionate than the big one had been, but at
least she couldn’t bite as hard. I, too, secured a pet, a
pleasant green Amazon parrot with a yellow spot on the
back of his neck. He answered to the name of Lorito
and was quite young and ridiculously tame. Fortunately
Lorito stayed asleep at night, whéle Herma,"being a noc-
turnal animal, reached the”peak of her activity about

”~
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three in the morning. She would gaily spring onto your
air mattress, setting up sufficient vibrations to wake you,
and then pass on, giving one or two playful nips as she
went.  ° .

The next morning after Charis bought Herma, Fred
looked up sléepy-eyed from his corn flakes to repeat
mournfully, “but it dll lasted so long.":

We sailed February 1, 1937. The bay is like a river
mouth, rather long and narrow with soft green grassy
banks. Lotscof pelicans were sitting solemnly in the
water. Others flew about with an air of concentration
looking for small fish. Every time a pelican dived for fish,
the little white gulls that were also flying past would
swoop down and land on the water right next to where
the pelican was about to come up. Then as the bigger
bird appeared on the sustace, the little gulls would swim
in close and pick away the fish protreding from its bill.
Twice the gulls were bold enough to land squarely on a
pelican’s back and reach around its head to snatch at a
fish tail.

The sun went down that night for the first time in a
month behind the sea. The sunset was very brilliant for
the haze was strong over the land. Above the haze, be-
hind and to the south, the peaks of the northern Andes
stood out, purple and inviting. Sometime I would like
to go there, I thought, but in the meantime there is the
still very much unfinished business of New Guinea. For
often and again we wondered just when we would ever
reach that fabulous island. To go the twelve thousand
miles to New Guinea is to go every mile personally if one
goes in a small boat. On the long night watches, on the
long day watches, every wave passed is an accomplish-
ment. It is almost like making a vow in Tibet to go
from one holy monastery to another on hands and feet.
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No lama ever got t6 know the grains of sand along the
. way better than we felt we knew each inch of water.
The breeze is quite fresh off the land in the Gulf of
Panama. "The sea is calm and gurgles gently past THe
~ Galdpagos Islands are a thousand miles awgy.

v



CHAPTER 11

GALAPAGOS TO MARQUESAS

HERE: is nothing so gay and comforting as the
I play of porpoises about a boat. But it must be a

little boat, so that you can really get ‘clos'e to them.

If you sit out on the bowsprit you see their sleek shapes
coming up at you from under the bow, their little button
eyes seem to twinkle at you as they come, and énce in a
while they whistle in a kigh squeaky way to one another.
Up and up they come with a rush, to break in a smother
of foam right ahead of the bowsprit. Sometimes they
seem to be possessed with a special exuberance and leap
far out to turn and twist, landing on their backs showing
their smooth white bellies, or again making a perfect nose
dive, to disappear with a last flirt of their broad tails.

At night, too, it is lovely if it is the season of the
phosphorescence, when millions of little protozoa are in
the water lighting up like fireflies with every disturbance.
Then the result is stupendous. The porpoises look like
torpedoes shooting up out of the blackness. Behind them
they leave a trail like a rocket, dappled silver fadin
slowly off into the darkness. Sudden shafts of light come
charging at you, pass under the keel, and reappear again
on the other side. On a flat night there is no sound except
occasionally when a porpoise in i column of silver sparks
shoots up to break on the surface with a shower of gleam-
ing foam and a faint “whoosh.”

22
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Sometimes gulls 8r terns flew about us at night after a
rain when veils of mist hung over the water. As the por-
poises played silently in the water, the gulls wheeled very
close so thag they were lit up by the light frori the mast-
heall and the binnacle. We called them “ghost birds”
tritely enough, but it is difficult to think offa better term.
They shone eerily in the faint llght and sometimes they
made complammg little mewing noises as all proper lost
souls should.

After leaving the land breezes of the Gulf of Panama
we found ourselves in a flat calm for most of the distance
to the Galéipagos. For us they were Las Islas Encantadas,
as the Spanish call them, enchanted islands that eluded
us, set as they are in the middle of a sea without regular
wmds agd with strong currents sweeping north, north-
west.. The nights were beautiful and restful, the days
dull and listless. It was fun to be able to sleep through
most of the twelve-to-four watch on deck, waking occa-
sionally to watch the mast like a pale finger making aim-
less tracings from star to star. But it was also time-consum-
ing. We should have gone the thousand miles in a week
more or less, whereas it took us eighteen days. All of
which was most disturbing to our plans to fetch New
Guinea by May or June. Perhaps, we thought to our-
selves, we may not reach Sorong, thé little port near
Harry Kern’s islands, until July. If, as the detective
stories put it, we had only known

Meanwhile, knowing that we could get no fuel oil in
the Galdpagos, we drifted along using the motor as little
as possible. Through five solid days of steady rain,
through other days of broiling sun when the horizon
blurred and shinimered in the heat, we pursued our
various activities on board. Chasis kept in”practice for
her work with the Papuang’in New Guinea by taking
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complicated measurements of us ail nearly every day.
There were about ten concerned .with the head alone,
making up the so-called cranial index. For these she had
sharp-pointed steel calipers that she poked at our noses
and eyebrows with a determination which, coupled with
the occasiondi jerky movements of the boat, made us
tremble for the safety of some of our more valuable
appendages.

Didie at the moment was seriously occupied with
lessons in navigation from George. She also assisted him
in taking the ship’s noon and evening positions. George
would shout “mark" as he got his sight and Didie would
reply “mark” in her best down-East accent as she. took
the time from her watch wherever she happened to be at
the moment, on deck or in her and Charis’s stateroom aft.
Her accent was so distincrive that Lorito picked it up and
was soon shouting “maark” with the best of them, much
to the confusion of the navigators. Lorito also had dis-
covered a fondness for Didie’s particular brand of cigar-
ettes which he preferred to any other. This was some-
what disquieting, if amusing, because once he found a
pack he was not satisfied until he had torn every cigarette
in it to pieces. Stimulated by his success he would always
display all his tricks in an effort to apologize, tummg
somersaults on a Tope. end or climbing up into the rigging
and flapping his wings and whistling valiantly.

The rest of us tinkered with our various equipment.
Fred worked on his cameras or the radio which we used
to get time signals on, hideous blasts of static squawks
which always seemed to come in just as I was dropping
off preparatory to taking a midnight watch. Sometimes
we got radio programmes on it of an evening, but as the
Americas receded behind us our interest waned along
with the power of the radio-to receive broadcasts. Lowell
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Thomas, slick and eonfident, held less interest for us far
out in the Pacific than he had at home, as he told us
breathlessly of strikes in the motor industry. The news
in general seemed remote and uninteresting. élready we
wese in another time, another space.

Doane was a whiz of a cook. His blueberry mulffins
melted in the mouth. Four years on a Gloucester fishing
trawler going to the Banks had taught him to hold onto
the stove with his toes, juggle pots and pans in both
hands, and open a box of egg powder with his teeth.
Sometimes there would be tragedy. There would come a
sudden cfescendo of crashes followed by an awful silence
and, then a térrent of cursing, rich and merry and ripe.
When things got really bad, Doane would take to the
rigging and swing about for half an hour on end, going
front stay to stay, from mast to wmast, until even the kinka-
jou was put to shame. Then he would go down into the
galley again, to emerge with suchasupperas this: chicken
a la king, potatoes, string beans, biscuits, tea, and squash
pie. Appetites, of course, are phenomenal on shipboard.
Doane would usually have something ready for a mug-up
about midnight too. If Charlie and I were on the eight-
to-twelve, he would often come on deck bringing coffee
and a cherry pie, and we would sit there and swap stories.

When one or another of us wasn't sleeping, Charlie and
I occupied ourselves on the calm night watches with an
endless tournament of cribbage. Mostly Charlie won,
for he had been well trained by the boys at the firchouse
back in Gloucester, but the game remained a passion with
us always.

There were a few nights of moderate breezes and at
these times we had some strange callers. Once there was
a slimy thump and a frantic, wiggling, and a flying-fish
landed in my lap as I sat:by the wheel. Often in the
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morning as we washed down the decks we would find
small fish or squid, dried and stpck to the planking.
Another night 1 was conscious of something black which ¢
flyttered down into the cockpit alongside the binnacle.
I reached down and grabbed it, to find a stormy petrel
nestling in mg hand. It was a small bird about the size
of a thrush, black with a broad V-shaped patch of white
on its rump, and long dangling legs with miniature
webbed feet. It had a very characteristic musky smell and
black beads of eyes, and seemed withal so delicate and
thin and small that we wondered how it ever got about
successfully in all that waste of ocean. Several niore of the
same species flew on board during the time that we were
near the Galdpagos.

For several days coming out of the Gulf of Panama we
passed numbers of floating tree trunks in the water.
Some of them were very large with tiaces of vegetation
still on them. The late paleontologist, W. D. Matthew,
has written a well-known book, Climate and Evolution,
in which there is a great deal of discussion about these
“land rafts,” so-called. Matthew’s theory is that truly
oceanic islands which have never been connected with the
large continents of the world are too small to have
evolved their own peculiar animals, and besides in many
cases, as for example the Galdpagos Islands, the animals
which reside on the islands show a very close and obvious
relationship to those on the mainland of South and Cen-
tral America. Therefore, how did the animals manage (o
reach the islands? The Galdpagos are populated by
insects, small invertebrates, lizards, giant tortoises, and
rodents as well as numbers of species of birds.

Dr. Matthew has proposed that all these forms, except
the birds, drifted over to the Galdpagos on “land rafts” of
floating vegetation, and has even attempted to prove that
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it is possible by statitical methods. It is doubtful, how-
ever, if he ever saw a ‘land raft” in action. All those that

° - .
we passed were covered with boobies, terns, or man-o0’-

war birds, any of which would have been eapable of
making an end of a poor lizard or mouse trying to reach
the Galédpagos. i

The man-o’-war birds had first frapped lazily into our
lives in Balboa Harbour. They are big black birds with
enormous narrow wings, sometimes seven feet from tip
to tip. The tail also is long and scissors-shaped, and the
bird has a rakish piratical-looking head with a long sharp
bill hooked at the tip. These strange loose-jointed
creatares, sometimes called frigate pelicans, seem to spend
most of their time chasing boobies to get the fish which
the poorgboobies have caught. From a calm soaring posi-
tion high overhead, they will stiddenly close their wings
like a falcon and descend with great speed at a booby,
often two or three at one time, to buffet and chase it
until it has dropped the fish it was carrying. These birds
are so fast that they can then catch the fish before it
touches the water. Sometimes they dip up live fish from
the surface, reaching down to scoop up a squid without
losing a great flapping wingbeat. Again they may land
for a few seconds in the water, but only rarely and with
great effort in rising again, for theiy feét are so small that
they are no help for anything but perching.

On St. Valentine's Day there was a scurrying about in
the stateroom as Didie and Charis composed valentines
valiantly. Doane meanwhile instructed me in the making
of Boston brownies, which, being the product of a
beginner, were very good. In the afternoon we sat about
drinking tea laceli with rum, eating brownies, and the
valentines were presented. Mine was addressed to “S.
Darkheart Ripley” and readl: ,
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“With malice for all, *
With charity toward nene,
But for charms that never pall,
“ Your black heart’s the only one.”,

It was decorated with a black heart held by silver doves
on a red field, and was a real work of arf. St. Valentine's
Day, I was pleased to discover, is a true sailor’s holiday,
for Cowley, the pirate, in his Voyage Round the World,
describes celebrating the 14th of February, 1684, near
Cape Horn on board the Batchelor’s Delight with much
“drinking of Brandy” and “chusing of Valentines.”

There were more tropic birds about, although of a
different species from those we had seen off the Bahamas.
These had red bills. Once I saw one of them floating on
the water, a feat which mahy ornithologists have doubted
that the bo'sun bird, as the sailors call them, is capable
of. Like the frigate bird these long-tailed tern-like
creatures have tiny feet which seem quite unable to lift
them off the water.

As tropic birds had greeted us near the Bahamas, so
now swallow-tailed gulls told us that we were near the
Galdpagos. We first saw them about four hundred miles
from the islands. A pair circled close to us, evidently
curious about the 'boat. They are shaded on the head
with grey masks. Their bills are large, dark pea-greenish
with a crimson spot. The rest of the bird is white with a
rosy tint, a forked tail, and bright pink feet. The effect is
very gay and chic as if they belonged in a ballet. Usually
these birds fly in a rather effortless manner, the body
swaying up and down with the wing beats. Their voice
15 also a characteristic “mew,” low and f)laintivc. But this
time I noticcd that the larger of the pair, perhaps the
male, flying aft and slightly above the female, was indulg-
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ing in a strange antic. The bird flew stiffly, head raised
up and thrust forwartl, making the breast puffy and the
neck thin. All the time it was calling, a low warbling
rattle, uk—sk—uk, softly but still audible at a good dms-
tance. Spring had evidently just arrived in the Galapagos.

We sighted land at dawn. Off Chatham fsland, a great
rock rises up outsof the sea, four htindred feet sheer like
the prow of a ghostly ship. At its base there is a black
scar which must be a cave. The sea, flat as a billiard
table, gathered itself together at intervals and, rising
smooth and sleek, hurled itself at the rock. Part went
into the scar out of which came a dull booming like a
far-atvay waterfall. The rest broke in white-of-egg
streamers of foam, streaking up the sides of the rock. To
one s;deothere is a ledge on wluch an old bull seal lay,
weaving back and forth. He p'lunged finally into the
wrack about him, ‘to come up quietly a few yards off.
His round head stared at us doe-eyed, the black mous-
taches dripping.

In and out of the cave small terns and petrels wheeled
like bees at a hive. Dusky shearwaters swept by low over
the water, flapping steadily on pointed wings. High over
the rock with a background of long thin streamers of
cloud in a pale clay -coloured sky hung a little cluster
of great black man-o’-war birds. As we circled the rock
a steep slope covered with scrubby bushes came into view
on the farther side. From a distance there seemed to be
red spots of colour everywhere like big flowers.

“Do you smell geraniums?” Fred asked Charlie,. and
we all laughed.

The binoculars rev ealed a curious sight. The red spots
leaped towards us. They were the balloon-like sacs of
inflated skin which the male frigate bird pulfs up under

his chin in the mating scasdn.s Some of the birds were
> L
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flying about over the nesting place looking as if they had
tied toy balloons to themselves, others sat perched un-
comfortably on the bushes where small piles of sticks

served for nests. Every so often one bird of a pair would
land near the other; once a female landed on a male’s
back, and then all the birds in the vicinity set up a great
tootling, raising their bills on end andshaking out their

‘long plume-like necks and back feathers.

The strange stark rock drifted off as we puffed and
panted over the still water towards Wreck Bay. The hills
of Chatham stood up on our port side, rows of cactus
plants dancing over the gaunt slopes in the heat. With-
out wind the air hung about us thickly like the folds of °
a damp curtain. There was a ripple in the water. I
climbed part way up into the rigging to get a be‘ter view.
A hammerhead shark hung there just below the surface.
As we passed it I estimated it was sixteen feet long, one-
third the waterline length of the boat. Far ahead two
enormous black fins knifed out of the water in slow
motion, heading for Indefatigable Island, a smudge on
the starboard horizon.

“ Blackfish,” Doane said. They moved in the same way
that porpoises do, but their huge fins were out of all
proportion.

Wreck Bay is the official harbour of the Galdpagos. As
its name implies, it is not a very suitable port. It is open
and exposed to certain winds and the anchorage is none
too secure. There is a long shaky pier of manzanilla wood
to which boats apparently never tie up, inhabited only
by small grey lava gulls. ‘There are three or four tumb]e-
down houses including the port captam s with Ecuadorian
flag bravely flying, and off to one sidé a bust of Darwin
on a pedestal. A ramshackle schooner was in from Guay-
aquil loading cattle. The steers were swimming around
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the side of the boat while vagueros in two rowboats went
. about fitting slings under the bawling animals. A third
rowboat meanwhile was making out from shose towards
us. . .

Months before, at lunch at the Harvard Club in New
York, I had met a man who had been to the Galapagos
on a yacht. It hadsgemed very dignified and proper when
he gave me some letters to friends in the islands. Oné
was addressed to Sefior Eduardo Alfredo Garcia, “a par-
ticular friend of ours who lives on the beach at Wreck
Bay.” .

The first man out of the rowboat was a little wizened
fellow with iron-grey grizzled hair and an eloquent seal-
like moustache. He bounced onto the deck in ragged
trousgrs, ebare [feet, dirty shirt, and a mass of smiles. He
pumped our hands up and downeand announced that he,
no less, was Eduardo Alfredo Garcia. Upon presentation
of the letter, he kissed it, pumped my hand up and down
some more, hugged himself, waved his arms, skipped up
and down, and retired into a corner to read, pronouncing
all the words under his breath with little whistling noises.

The Intendente now went over our papers. He read our
permit to land from the Ecuadorian Consul upside down,
and completely neglected to ask for thg notarized docu-
ments relating to our health andeprison record which
each of us had been at some pains to secure in order to
be able to land on these precious islands. The Intendente
was a good-looking man of perhaps thirty-five with rather
broad Indian features. He was dressed in a faded cap
and uniform. His first, and rather perplexing, announce-
ment to us was that he came from Quito and was the
brother of a famous Me%ican movie actor.

In the late afternoon we camne back from % day’s walk
inland. A path leads down Yowards Mr. Garcia’s house.
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In the scrubby acacia trees behind -the beach mocking-
birds flirted their tails up and dqwn and stared at us,
heads cocked to one side. A family of Galdpagos finches,
some in brown, some in black plumage, scrabbled in the
dust ahead. I cannot understand how these birds can fly
right at a cacfus bush, land on it at full speed, and then
proceed to hop about on the broad thorn-covered leaves
of the plant. Any less agile bird would be impaled a
dozen times. .

In a large feathery bush in the back of Mr. Garcia’s
house, a vermilion flycatcher, its breast the colour of red
ink, sat singing faintly. Mr. Garcia was hard at work
cleaning shark skins on a broad bench. Thie sharkswere
small, about three feet, and fresh and soft. Long strings
of pale insides filled a rusty iron tub. The mocking-birds
flew down in little flocks to perch on the quaking mass
while they searched for small pieces. Mr. Garcia, all
smiles, shook our hands warmly in his oily ones, and
ushered us into his house.

There was one large room, ten by twelve feet, con-
taining a toothless grandmother in a faded black night-
gown, “Mamacita,” a grizzled old father-in-law, and seven
children ranging from a tall boy in his teens to a squalling
bundle which lay in Mamacita’s lap. Mrs. Garcia, fat and
laughing, ran in and out bringing sweet pineapples. For
furniture there were benches and a table against the wall.
A large corner cupboard had a door which swung open
regularly against Mamacita’s elbow, only to be closed
again as regularly by a motion of her arm. In it were
bottles of whisky and rum, and underneath on the floor
there was a pile of dried shark skins. The walls were
made of irregular pieces of smooth driftwood and on
them were two wonderful oieographs, one of a nude lady
of generous proportions reclining on a seashell-strewn
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beach, the other of a party of robust van Dyck cavaliers
,sitting about a table waving steins and clay pipes. The
flies were ubiquitous. They sat on you in magses, never
stinging, just quietly resting on hands and faces. :

Mrs. Garcia brought in a phonograph ¢f an antique
pattern. It had an enormous metal horn coming out of
the top. We had presented the Garcias with needles and
some new records. Mr. Garcia wound it up and put on a
rumba. He was wearing a present of a pair of our castoff
rubber boots. Solemnly one after the other he invited
Charis and. Didie to tread a measure in the middle of the
room while we all watched. Mr. Garcia’s burro now
entered to make the party complete. Everything was a
great success. The Garcias’ eyes glistened with emotion.
Mamacita had gone to sleep angd the cupboard door had
swung open, shielding her uppér half from view and
serving as a splendid sounding board for her rhythmic
snores. Various small children were asleep underfoot,
and the burro had lain down in the back doorway. We
picked our way out carefully, receiving presents of seal-
skin slippers for which we exchanged soap and cigarettes.
Mr. Garcia lurched up to me and thrust a small Gald-
pagos tortoise into my hands. I am to give messages
to all his friends in America, all his-friends, and el
Presidente, and to the so nice Sefior Monroe and his
Doctrine. I thanked him warmly. I will call the tortoise
“Eduardo.”

In the brilliant moonlight the shapes of the cactus
stood up starkly against the horizon. The beach glistened
white and cold as we drew out of the harbour. The sea
was cold-looking, tpo, cold and dark. The whole scene
was harsh and cold except for the single burning lantern
in Mr. Garcia’s window. Mr. Garcia stood on the beach
waving a rum bottle and from the open doorway came

D
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faintly the sound of a phonograph. It was very warming,
even to the scenery, to meet such ttuly friendly people.

" February 27, Saturday. Eighty miles WSW of Albe-
marle 1., Galédpagos, heading towards the Marquesas' Ids.

From my diary:

“The south-east trade winds have finally caught up with
us. We are beginning to get somewhere at last. About
noon the ‘man overboard’ bell on deck rang. Those of us
below hurrietl up to be greeted by the news that Lorito
had fallen out of the rigging into the water. ,His wings
had been clipped by his previous owngr so that he
couldn’t fly. In frantic haste we tried to lower sail and
come about, but we were carrying squaresail and raffee
as well as all the lowers except the jumbo and ¢he fisher-
man. When we did coie about I say him first, a little
mass of dirty rumpled feathers spread on the water with
his yellow head raised up looking at us. But aye swept
slowly by. We could not quite fetch him where he lay.
And so we stood’off wasting minutes while we tried to
start the engine and raise the jumbo. A second time we
came about, but it was too late. Poor Lorito had dis-
appeared. We were all terribly upset, 1 most of all, of
course, for he had been such a friendly brave little thing.

“Note: let this be-a warning to us all. I hate to think
what might happen if one of us felk overboard.”

Although the extra rigging and gear required for the
squaresail and its yard on the foremast were bulky and
kept us from pointing nearer than about nine degrees
into the wind on a tack, the squaresail and the raffee,
the triangular sail rigged above it, were invaluable for
sailing before the trades. We had not been able to fetch
poor Lorito, but we were able to sail great guns before
the wind. All the way irom the Galdpagos to the Mar-
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quesas, about three® thousand miles, we scooned along
_ without once turning-on our sorry Diesel. Every day we
~ made from one hundred and sixty to one hundred and
ninety miles. We began to feel that at this raté we might
be in New Guinea by June after all.

Every morning we had sail drill. We took down the
jumbo and put yp the squaresail, raffee, and fisherman.
In the late afternoon we reversed the process. For a few
days the seas were quite big for the wind was blowing
very strong. Sitting about in the cockpit it was a curious
sight to look aft over the stern and watch an endless
succession of ragged blue combers rise up high and curl-
ing behind us.”Up and down the wave would tower. Then
it would reach its full height and start forward, slipping,
sliding dgwn on itself. This one, you would think, surely
this one will engulf us. But 1ie, just as it reached the
taffrail, it always slid away neatly under the boat, and
the whole schooner would stagger forward in its course.
Far out on the starboard side the main boom dipped
deep into the wave as it raced past. Then it would rise
up dripping as the wave went by and then another would
be curling over the stern, and on and on.

Below at meal times this giddy pace was somewhat
disconcerting to Fred, Charis, and myself. We were the
three who sat on the starboard side of the main cabin
table. We were geared for the normal slap of the waves
and lurch of the boat, but sometimes there would come
a seventh wave and the resulting swoop and keeling over
was likely to throw almost anything our way. One time
it would be spinach in the lap. Another time a Bartlett
pear in its juice would spatter the shirt front, or about
a gallon of scalding tea would drive us out of our seats

altogether. . e
On Charlie’s birthday Doane cooked a marvellous
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supper of chicken curry and rice, ehding up with a pie
covered with an iced coating saying “Happy Birthday.”
Charlie tried to cut it up into pieces, first politely, then
d’cspemtelry, only to find that it was made of canvas,
whereupon Doane produced a delicious genuine mince
ie.
§ Gradually the waves slackened although the wind
seemed to keep fresh and strong. We swam often off the
bowsprit, lowering ourselves on a bo’sun’s chair. It was
less exciting than off the square yard, but it had a pleasure
all its own. As you sat there the ship scemed to advance
towards you, sparkling and gleaming in the sun. The
great squaresail and the raffee above billowed out full
and white against the turquoise sky. The whole boat
dipped and bowed like a motherly grand old dame who
has been persuaded to join in a stately dance. g
Birds stayed with us nearly cveryf day of the three
weeks across this long stretch of open ocean. They did
not seem as friendly, however, as the merry porpoises
whistling and blowing in chorus about the bow. Gradu-
ally we noticed a change in the species of birds. First the
swallow-tailed gulls disappeared, then the little black
stormy petrel. Instead a new stormy petrel with a white
throat appeared, evidently a species with a more westerly
range. On looking -it up in one of my bird books,
Alexander’s Birds of the Ocean, 1 found that there is a
white-throated stormy petrel known to breed on the
Marquesas, Christmas Island, and west all the way to the
New Hebrides Islands south-east of New Guinea. Evi-
dently this was the species, but it always seemed amazing
that these little birds can have such a thing as a definite
range of territory in this great waste ot ocean. The same
day that the black stormy petrels disappeared, or about
two thousand miles east, of the Marquesas, fairy terns
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appeared. These delicate graceful little things are defi-
. nitely Polynesian, not of the Galdpagos. They are well
called for they are pure gleaming white all over, with
large limpid black eyes. They seem to have an uncanny
ability to find food on the barren expanse of the ocean.
They act as guides for the bonito and tuna fishermen of
the Central Pacific. Wherever thére is a flock of these
birds twisting and diving over the water, there are bound
to be vast schools of the small fish which they eat. These
in turn have been driven to the surface by bigger fish,
bonito perhaps, or even giant tuna or swordfish of one
kind or another.

Often we passed these flocks of diving birds, and some-
times we saw a flash of white belly or blue shining back
which bespoke a marlin fcedmg at full speed. Once we
saw sailfish leaping into the air fa their hunger, shaking
their broad foot-high back fins like pennants.

To a navigator there is probably no bigger thrill than
a landfall right on the nose after a long voyage. Currents
and winds to the contrary, we sighted the Marquesas just
where they should have been on the evening of March
17th. There it was, the land, a grey misty mass of some-
thing, a bulky solid lump rearing out of the sea where
nothing had been for twenty-one days. The sun had gone
down behind a great bank of clouds, leaving a murky
pinkness everywhere. Small flocks of boobies flew in
towards the land after the day’s fishing. It was now nearly
dark. We had taken in the squaresail and raffee for the
night. George came on deck to make a star sight. Vega
was clear, and Arcturus. Doane stuck his head up the
compamonway

“Grub’s on,” he called. What would the land be like
to-morrow? What would we See‘at dawn? ~
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Taipivai is the deep bay on Nukahiva where Herman
Melville lived before he wrote Tyfice. In those days the
valley supported perhaps two thousand people, but small-
pox, introduced in the eighteen-sixties, quickly reduced
the population to less than five hundred. To-day there
are not more than twenty-five or thirty people in all of
Taipi. The bay is long and narrow with high bare rock
hills standing up on either side that shine reddish-brown
in the sun. Gradually as the eye travels downwards the
vegetation begins and the colours change, brown to pale
grey-green, to yellow-green, to green, to emerald, to the
dark fringe, the feather boa, that is the line of coconut
palms between the shore and the blue-green sea. °

High up in the hills at the head of the valley is a white
jet of water, a cascade. The river opens into tke bay in
a wide swampy estuary above which is a rocky pool where
we bathed. Small green fruit pigeons cooed at us in pairs
from the bare angular branches of kapok trees. These
mild-looking little birds rejoice in a Latin name coined
out of the name of the French admiral who took over
these islands for France, Admiral du Petithouars. The
river is overhung with hibiscus trees which dropped great
pinky-white blossoms into the water. Yellowish birds
about the size of 2 mocking-bird, giant reed warblers, sat
among the blossoms pealing out lovely ventriloquial notes,
A wild cock, descendant of the Indian game fowl first
brought into these islands by the migrating Polynesians,
crowed from a thicket. Overhead the soft white terns
circled silently. They were nesting nearby on the hillside
in a grove of pandanus. They are very foolhardy, laying
their eggs on a small branch in a crack or crevice that
barely supports it. There were many broken eggs on the
ground under the trees!

As the sun left the valley the “no-nos,” little black
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gnats, came out. Werepaired to the house of Mrs. Jacopo,
a friendly lady who seemed to be the social lion of Nuka-
hiva. She was a strapping creature with flashing eyes, long
black shiny_ hair smelling of coconut oil, and gleaming
teeth set in a permanent sun tan. She was from Tahiti,
a trained midwife from the hospital at Pdpeete, sent to
the islands to look after the declining birth rate. She told
us that the native stock of these islands seemed to be
dying out, that there were only two or three hundred
pure Polynesians in all the French-controlled islands,
Marquesas, Tuamotus, Australs, and Society group. She
herself was one-quarter each, Tahitian, French, Swiss, and
Hawaiian.

The day before, Mrs. Jacopo had told us that there
was a man walking over to the next valley to go to jail;
he had been away for the weeksend on a visit home, and
if we wanted we cpuld give him some telegrams to send
to America as there was a small Government radio station.
Now, sitting on Mrs. Jacopo's front lawn eating pine-
apples and cheremoyas, there was a shuffling noise and a
stranger came down the path from the head of the valley.
In his hand there was a bill from the radio station and a
small pink envelope for me. It was an answer from the

family to my message home.
“ A4 potre service, m’sieu,” he said in réply to my thanks,
Py Y

and melted off into the trees, a brown pareu-clad emissary
of civilization.

Mrs. Jacopo’s house was a shed-like structure of bare
boards with a pretty thatched roof of dried pandanus
leaves. She came out now with refreshments—sweet
white wine, a loaf of French bread baked at the local
Chinese store, and*watermelon. She had put on her best
dress, an incredible thing of sea-green satir, very tight-
fitting. There were about ten neighbours also, very jolly-
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looking, the women in bright cotton dresses made out of
the pareu material from the looms of Birmingham and
Manchester, the men in duck trousers and palm-leaf hats.

» By now it was fairly dark, there was a fire going, and
the teeth of the people shone in the light. We al! sat
about solemiily eating and drinking and making rather
stilted conversation tc the two or three who spoke French.
Suddenly there was a murmur of excitement as a young
man slipped into the circle carrying a guitar. Another
whipped a harmonica out of his pocket and the evening
was saved. With great dash and vigorous rhythm they
began to play, hulas mostly, old hymn tunes, transformed
into Polynesian swing. At first there was some singing,
the women in a high whining tone, the men lower, a sort
of bass accompaniment. There were three songs that we
learned. Omne was “Papio,” the song of the moment,
which tells in Tahitian all about unprintable doings of a
certain old Tahitian lady. Another was “E maururu
avau,” a song that says “thank you” over and over again,
which Prince Hinoe, the consort of the last Queen of
Tahiti, composed for the end of his three-day champagne
sprees. The last, a pretty little sentiment contrasting San
Francisco and Tahiti, goes as follows:

“Les femmes de "Frisco,

Sont bién plus jolies,

Mais pour les avoir,

11 faut deux dollars.
Tandisque celles de Tahiti,
Se vendent pour rien.

Vive Tabhiti, le pays d'amour.”

After this the men volunteered to show us a pig dance,
an old Marcuesan custom. All squatting on their hams,
they formed a line, and then without music, to the tune
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of their own grunts and “oinks” they proceeded to inch
themselves forward in a waving line like a football snake
° dance. Everybody went into gales of laughter at this, and
finally the men themselves broke down and fell over in
every direction, gasping with the exertion and laughmg

at the same time. .
_ At this point we ventured a contribution, George hav-

" ing brought his guitar. Somewhat shakily we all joined in

on “Old MacDonald Had a Farm,” which was very well
received.

As the grand finale Mrs. Jacopo agreed ‘to do a hula.
She stood in the centre of the circle, her long hair falling
over her shoulders and back. The Tahitian hula is very
fast, quite different from the Hawaiian dance. She stood
in the same spot, raising her bare feet with delicate paw-
ing nfotions, her hands making plucking gestures in the
air. All the time ther hips were gyratmg wildly, quite
mdependcnt of her torso, first rotating in one direction
then reversing. The dress, looking as if it would burst,
reflected back the firelight, shimmering, twinkling, un-
dulating, all at once. The audience clapped and yelled,
and then one of the men jumped up to dance with her
He was very tall and gangling and his arms looked like a
monkey's. His bent knees shuttled back and forth, his
feet plucked at the ground and his Eody waved in all
directions. He did a stomach roll, standing quite still,
while the muscles of his stomach writhed and twisted up
and down at will. This brought a great “aue” of appre-
ciation from the audience. As the music reached a fren-
zied climax he made a bound towards the woman. For a
moment they seemed to embrace, then it was over, and
both sank pantingrto the ground. Everybody applauded
loudly and Mrs. Jacopo, flushed and pleased, smiled her
thanks. :
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As we rowed out to the schoonier from the beach
Charlie remarked seriously :

“You know, I think Mrs. jacopo should have a very’

stimulating effect in her work here,” to which we all
solemniy agreed.

o
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the old South Sea towns. The schooners from the
outer islands tie up stern first to the green street
front? Heavy lush flame of the forest trees hangs over the
water’s edge. It is always cool along the Quai. The view
is superb: The sky is full of trade wind clouds, heavy
billowy pillows, all cut off at the same level above the
horizon. Far off the grey-blue island of Moorea rises out
of a sea of ultramarine. Nearer, there is the outer reef,
a constant line of white surf, then the green of the har-
bour water with the little feathery palms on the island of
Motu Uta in the centre. Still nearer there are the white
schooners in a line and the water along the edge of the
Quai, clear and full of green and brown coral heads and
little fish darting in and out, turquoise with yellow fins.
In the street a few Citroéns and Fords buzz about in
front of the white stucco houses and stores, but mostly
people are on foot or on bicycles. There goes Fat Lucy
on her bicycle, a mountain of a woman in flowing flow-
ered chiffon with a mass of hair floating behind her. Then
there is Charlie, an old negro from Dixie who sells pies.
There is Jonesy, tall and glowering, standing in a door-
way of his curio shop. From the second-floor veranda of
the Cercle Bougainville, the “club,” come faughter and
the click of billiard balls. A’sudden outburst of squeals

43

PAPEETE, the capital of Tahiti, is one of the last of
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and squawks means that the schooner for Mangareva is
being loaded. All day the pati¢nt women have been,
sitting on the grass near the gangway, waiting for the
gupercargo to come out of Laury’s Bar and announce the
sailing time.. Now they start up the gangway, tall gaunt
women, short fat women in the black Mother Hubbards
and black straw hats still worn by ¢he island people
‘although long out of fashion on Tahiti. They carry
bundles wrapped in pareu cloth, bundles tied up in palm
leaves, bundles in woven pandanus baskets, each larger
than the last. They carry tin trunks, and sea chests and
children by the score, and pigs, masses of squealing pigs
trussed up by the legs. The pigs will be seasick later.
In the midst of this noise, there is a wild blowing of
horns from down the street and a gigantic kus, comes
careening along, swaying like drunken sailors walking
three abreast. A Tahitian planter has sold his vanilla
bean crop and is celebrating on the proceeds. .After all,
what use is money to a Tahitian unless it can be spent
and enjoyed? The bus driver is a big tough fellow. He
swears and curses, scowls one moment, bellows with
laughter the next. He is the perfect picture of a bus
driver anywhere except for one touch, so incongruous
anywhere but in Tahiti, the great le: of white frangipani
and tiare blossoms rcund the brim of his big straw hat.
The whole bus is in fact a mass of flowers and branches
tied to the ends of the seats, the stanchions that support
the roof, the fenders, the radiator cap. An orchestra of
guitars, harmonicas, and a small wooden drum occupies
the back seat playing furiously. The rest of the bus is
full of people, girls hanging out of the seats screammg
with laughter, men ]umpmg on and off the running
board, and Iittle boys and dogs galloping along on each
side in the dust. The roof is piled high with food and
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surplus people, a laughing couple, an old man, a nursing
mother, and a very small child which crawls about and

“plays, dangling over the edge to look at the orchestra in

a way that makes the heart stop.

We had thought that we would stay in Tahiti about a
week. We had some letters to people living there, and
besides we wanted, a rest before the dast leg of the trip to
the Solomons and New Guinea. In the Galdpagos,®
George, ever efficient, had noticed a rust-like stain along
the edge of the stern where the side of the hull met the
stern transom. The day after arriving we took the Chiva
across the harbour to Ikky Walker’s shipyard. A little old
Tahitian with an enormous chisel nearly as big as him-
self came out in a dinghy and started hacking away at
the wood, around the stain. In a few minutes he had
knocked a hole in the stern also®pearly as big as himself,
and the truth became dreadfully apparent. The entire
stern of the schooner was soft and pudgy with dry rot.
Somie of the timbers were so rotted that you could almost
stick your finger through them. The inside of that caver-
nous hole had much the consistency of a blancmange.
If the weather had been a little bit worse crossing the
Gulf Stream, if that squall after we left the Marquesas
had been a little bit sharper the boat wou]d have prob-
ably opened up like a sieve.

The Chiva went up onto the wa)s to have her innards
taken out and we sat about drearily in the Cercle Bou-
gainville with our new friends, fingering our wine
punches and facing the truth. The worst had happened.
It might be months before we could get under way
again, it might be never. There were still four thousand
miles to go. Every day we hovered about the boat watch-
ing the inexorable chisels scraping.in deeper«and deeper.
There was nothing to do but 4atch. Charis and I looked
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up boat lines, but there are no boat$ to New Guinea from
Tahiti, not even a schooner, not even a canoe.

Meanwhile we cast about for things to do. Fred had
his appentdix taken out, which was practical of him. The
rest of us spent our time looking at the boat or reluxing
in frequent junketings with friends. In fact, once we set
our minds to it, once we realized that we were in Tahiti
willynilly, we en]oyed ourselves hugely There were
picnics and excursions, week-end house parties, a bal
masque, a féte given by the Club Radio, and endless
extemporaneous parties. The parties were amazing.
There are few places in the world where you can find
more of a mélange of people than in 'Tahiti. .Take
three characters each from Waikiki, the Lido, Miami
Beach, Spring Lake, New Jersey, and Newport, and
jumble them together, and you have a Tahitian party.
There were English remittance men, Tahitian cocottes,
an American Consul and his sedate wife, writers, artists,
shady politicians, shadier gamblers, and a man whose wife
had once been the best-dressed woman in the world.
For some reason they all jumbled together very success-
fully in Tahiti. The place is unique that way.

In the meantime I called on the Governor to ask his
permission to collect birds on Tahiti. He lives in a huge
white barn of a house full of enormous salons with
painted wooden walls, screens instead of windows, chan-
deliers by the score, and little clusters everywhere of
badly painted overstuffed Louis XV furniture. 1 had
thought of spending some time at least in serious work,
but M. de Géry dashed my hopes. He smiled depre-
catingly and shook his head.

“Impossible,” he said. “Our Government has issued
strict orders. There is, to be no more collecting of birds
here since an American_expedition a few years ago col-

»
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lected so many specimens. We are afraid of exterminat-
.ing our local species.”

In this, I could not but agree with the Governor. After
all, islands like Tahiti which are far out in the 6cean anc
have ‘never been connected with any of the continents
have, of necessity, what might be called an impoverished
fauna. Very fewgbirds and animals have been able to
survive the long overseas journey from the Asiatic area.’
There are only about ten species of birds known from
Tahiti, of which one, the wild chicken orsjungle fowl,
was undoubtedly introduced by the early immigrating
Polynesians along with the rat, the pig, and the dog.
Receritly other birds have been introduced—the mynah
bird, a sort of starling, and later, hawks to kill the mynah
birds. Listle finches were brought in, perhaps to eat the
seeds of the lantana yine, another import, which flourishes
everywhere. All of these species in one way or another
are taking the food out of the mouths of the local birds,
and driving them farther and farther back into the mist-
shrouded mountain valleys of the interior of the island.
I felt like telling M. de Géry that a campaign to get rid
of these pests would do far more to help the birds than
simply to prohibit an occasional collector from collecting.
But the worst of all were the human pests. Every Sunday,
the petit bourgeois gentlemen of Papeete go out into the
country for a ride with picnic lunches and shotguns. It is
their custom to shoot at anything on wings, from one
of the local pigeons to one of the local kingfishers or reed
warblers. They have practically exterminated the little
duck that used to be plentiful on the island. All except
in one spot on the farther side of the Taravao peninsula.

I spent a morning in a big swamp there where my
guide, a young Tahitian boy, told’me that we would find
many ducks. We crawled thfovgh a veritable morass of
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quaking mud and sharp projecting roots of the pandanus
tree, a sort of palm with a feathery’crown of long pointed
leaves with spiky edges that scratch you when you're not
looking. Finally we came out on a shallow lake, long and
narrow, covered with floating plants and logs and rushes,
an ideal duckpond. Faara now produced a small pirogue,
a tippy little thing irito which we could barely squeeze.
"Then with silent paddle strokes we eased out gently into
the water.

It was one of those lazy summer mornings. The sun
was just beginning to become hot. There was a slow
buzzing in the air as of many sleepy satisfied insects, and
far off I could hear a little wild rooster crowing ih the
underbrush. Suddenly there was a swish and a patter and
then a whicker of wings, and ducks began to ge up from
all around us in the reéds. They marshalled themselves
into a flock and flew up into the clear sky, then turned
suddenly and came down towards us with a rush and a
whistle, only to veer off again and turn out towards the
sea. I counted about two hundred as they went off in
formation.

At this point there was a louder buzzing and looking
up I finally saw a seaplane. It came along steadily until
it was quite near us, over Faara’s village I discovered
later. Then it banked suddenly, vertically, and made a
complete circle only to go on again about its business.

“What'’s that all about?” I asked Faara as we paddled

towards the shore.

“Oh that, that must be the Commandant,” he replied.
“He always makes a circle like that because he has a
poule here.” * : )

My mind being full of wild chickens and ducks, it took
me some titfie to figurt out just what sort of a chicken

Faara was referring to. o
L
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Altogether we stayed in Tahiti nearly three months.
We did not get away finally until the 28th of June. And
“not long before we had thought that we might be in New
Guinea by June. Knowing that we would have to be
theré a long time, we had hoped to miss as much as
possible of the north-west monsoon season of rains and
squalls which reaches its height in January. Since leaving
the Galdpagos we had had the benefit of the south-east’
trades which blow from about early spring until Septem-
ber. We had counted on these winds to blow us most
of the way across the Pacific. Now we should really have
to hurry to cover the rest of the distance in time.

And hurry we did. Our last days in Tahiti, after the
new launching of the Chiva, were a welter of varnishing,
paintir},g, .and motor overhaul, for, of course, we could
not expect our sorry Diesel ever to give us any peace of
mind. The Tahitian workmen had performed a miracle
of surgery on the Chiva. She looked spick and span in
her new coat of paint. It was impossible to tell where
the fresh timbers had been put in.

As part cook’s helper, part passenger, we took on John
Nash, the aforementioned husband of the best-dressed
woman in the world. John’s past was somewhat a mystery.
How he had drifted to Tahiti with three trunks full of
his wardrobe and a portable phorograph containing a
complete tool kit and an automatic pistol, was a closed
book. We only knew that he had been most co-operative
during the varnishing and painting stages and that he
had wanted to leave his trunks temporarily behind and
come with us at least to Suva.

Poor John. He was much too tall for the for'ard
bunk, and his grey flannéls were much too good for work
in the galley. His repertoire consisted of porridge (good),
scones (fair), and goat’s meat steaks (we had none on

E
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board, unfortunately). As a result"he became the dish-
washer. Every afternoon we had, tea sitting round the
cockpit, and then John was at his best, regaling us with
numberless stories about the old days in Paris, London,
St. Moritz, and even St. Petersburg. During the last war
he had shot down eight enemy planes. Afterwards he had
been everywhere, dore everything. He had raced a Rolls-
Royce across the map of Europe. He knew all the great
couturiers, knew Poiret, Molyneux, and all the others.
He knew—bnt always about this time it was,

“Come, John, we must be seeing about supper now,"
and someone would lead him firmly into the galley.

Meanwhile, we parted with Herma, "the kinkajou,
whose biting had made the Chiva seem all too small for
her playground. When last seen, she had taken to the
night life of Tahiti as readily as a duck to water. Attired
in a small dog’s harness and leash, she went about to all
the bright spots with her new owner, a somewhat shady
but kind-hearted gambler, living exclusively, it seemed,
on brandy and tiare flowers, the local Tahitian gardenia.
Eduardo, the tortoise, made a much more appropriate
shipmate.

The south-east trade wind was still with us when we
left Papeete. The morning was sparkling and bright, our
friends were all on the Quai to say good-bye. We were
given leis of flowers to throw on the water of the har-
bour so that we would surely come back. We threw them,
and we dipped our flag to the schooner Zele, the Tahitian
navy. We waved until our arms ached as we nosed out
of the harbour, as we crossed the reef, as we picked up
the trade wind. There was not one of us who did not
vow to come back somehow, sometimé, to Tahiti and the
outer islands. In the«meantime there was work to do,
the breeze was with us. W€ upped the squaresail, upped
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the raffee and the jumbo, and it felt grand to be getting
somewhere again.

The breeze held with us all the way tos American
Samoa, which we reached in ten days. We put in briefly
for water and stores and treatments for Fred’s hand which
he had burned while trying to start the Diesel one day.
The harbour is 'io’vcly, the scenery superb, but we had
time to notice little else. I spent a hurried day with a
410 shotgun and managed to secure ten birds. After
seven months of travelling this was something at least.
Two of the birds were from a chattering flock which had
occupied the°top of a tree near a village. They were
brownish with iridescent streaks and had stout black bills.
Later I found out from Philadelphia that these birds were
a species of starling confined stp Samoa, and that the
Academy had only one specimen, a broken bill and a
hank of feathers, collected just one hundred years before
by Peale on the United States Exploring Expedition. At
that rate my collecting wasn’t so bad after all.

From Samoa it is not much more than a week’s sail to
Viti Levu, the largest island of the Fiji group and seat of
the capital, Suva. There are 155 islands in the Fiji group
as well as several small outliers on the route from Samoa.
I had a list from the Academy of one‘or two which had
particularly desirable birds. It was terribly exasperating
now to have to sail right past them in our hurry. The
chances of ever getting back to some of these places were
remote to say the least.

Take Tafahi for instance. It is nearly two hundred
miles from Samoa and about five hundred from Suva.
Vol. 166 of the Urited States Hydrographic Office Sailing
Directions, the Pacific Islands, eastern grovps, gives the
following information abou# Tafahi:
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“Tafahi (Boscawen) Island (15° 517 S., 173° 44’ W,
H.O. Chart No. 2021), is a Tongan, possession; it was dis-
covered by Le Maire and Schouten on May 11, 1616, and
ngmed by them Cocos Island, but was subsequently
named Boscawen Island by Wallis in 1765. It is about
2,000 feet in height . . . conical in shape and is wooded to
the top of the western.side. Tafahi is in(‘habited by about
fifty natives. There is landing on thé western side on a
gravel beach.”

We discovered Tafahi on the early morning of July
16th. At first it was just a vague grey smudge on the
horizon, topped with greyish clouds. As the morning
waxed brighter details of the island began’ to come. into
focus. It changed from grey to green, then to shades of
green. By noon we were upon it and could see the whole
height of it. It is an even cone rising out of the ‘water
high enough to permit of a compleje transition from
coastal to mountain vegetation taking place in such a
little space. First come the casuarina trees, feathery pines,
low over the rocks on the shore. Then there is a tall
fringe of coconut palms straggling upwards a hundred
feet or so on the hillside. Above this there is some
scrubby growth, perhaps a rough native garden, and
above this we could see that the heavier darker-green trees
began. They soon closed in until there was a solid belt
of dark olive-green clothing the hillside. This is jungle of
a sort, thick and matted. Still farther up, the jungle
seems to become lower, denser if possible. We could tell
because the shade of green deepened if anything and
seemed to have a hint of brown in it betraying the moss
forest. Finally on the very top we could make out plainly
the foamy lacy crests of the tree ferrs confined to the
high mountain forest. The sky was clear and blue now,
but from the tip of Tafahi liitle streamers of cloud were

L4
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projecting, newly formed, into the wind. The breeze
would pick them up and puff them away and roll them
into a big solid trade-wind cloud which sailed majestic-
ally off ta the north-westward. Meanwhife another
streimer would suddenly appear, only to be plucked oft
again, and so on and on. The effect was magical, some-
thing out of nothing. We understood then why some
of the old sailors thought many of these islands had
secret volcanoes on them.

Meanwhile we sailed inexorably past. -We were now
not more than a mile off and we could see the * gravel
landing beach” and the fifty natives all lined up waving
at us. Their little village stood a short way up on the
western side, round thatched huts surrounded by a gar-
den. We wondered how long it had been since a boat
had stopped there. We wondeted and longed and sailed
OI11. °

“Never mind,” said Didie. “They’re probably all mis-
sionized within an inch of their lives and wear very formal
white linen clothes and have completely forgotten how to
hula, and their banana, orange, and pineapple crops are
just over.” All of which was probably quite true. 1
rather wondered, however, about the birds on Tafahi.

The Fiji Islands mean only Suva to, us, so that I am
not qualified to pass judgment on them. All is very
modern and orderly and clean in Suva. Perhaps if I had
to live my whole life in the tropics I should like things
to be neat and orderly and sanitary. If Kingston, Jamaica,
is the “Clapham Junction of the West,” certainly,Suva
is the “Middletown” of the South Seas. It is no place to
go to “‘get away from it all,” but it was a splendid place
for us to buy stores, fresh vegetables and milk, wonder
of wonders, and to have the Chiva drawn é6ut for a new
coat of copper paint on her boftom.
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There is a splendid museum in Suva, full of a magni-
ficent collection of old Fijian and Solomon Island relics.
The Curator, a pleasant bluff old man who had once
bzen a blackbirder, as the Australians called the recruiters
of native island labour in the old days, had many a $tory
to tell. I asked him once about the introduction of East
Indians into Fiji as‘native labour on the sugar cane
plantations.

“Oh, the Fiji people were too proud to work for the
white men,"” he said, “so they had to get somebody and
they got East Indians from South India. There are more
Indians now on Fiji than there are Fijians, you know.”

“How's that?” I asked. i ‘

“Well, the British Government is very benevolent, you
know,” he said solemnly. “When the Indians_ were
brought here there were very few Indian women, only in
the proportion of one to every six men. This was a
serious problem. I always thought it was a stroke of
genius what the Government did,” he paused and winked
at me.

“What did they do?”

“Very easy. They simply married off a couple and put
five other men as boarders in the same house; solved the
problem very neatly, you know.”

After our supplies were laid in, we fled Suva as we had
fled Jamaica, and headed again out into the open sea.

Beyond the Fijis, the South Seas of palm-fringed shores
and languorous brown-skinned maidens ends. There is
still another three thousand miles of South Sea islands
and there are still palm-fringed shores, but the nut-brown
maidens have gone. Instead there are a few old toothless
hags sitting about, clad in G-strings®and black as the
blackest coal; most of thern chewing tobacco or smoking
short clay pipes. The gay laughing Polynesians have been
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replaced by the black Melanesian and Papuan and
Negrito races whose domain extends all the way from the
Fijis into the Malay Archipelago. The transition is
gradual as all human race transitionsare, for intsrmarriage
has emeant that the Fijians and some of the outlying
Solomon Islanders have more or less brown skins and
graceful tall figures along with the woolly hair and flat
noses characteristic of the Melanesians.

Charis was very interested in these transitional types;
so when we left Suva we decided to make a beeline for
the Solomon Islands where she could begix)i her measur-
ing of people, and I my collecting of birds. We sailed
from.Suva harbour on August 4th, waving to John among
others on the dock. He had been great fun along the
way and_we were sorry to lose his company. From time
to timie as we went along one ar other of us would turn
to and undertake various piéces de résistance of our own
devising. Mine was an apple tart which came out of the
oven all crisp and brown, only to fall with a squish on to
the floor. Aping Doane’s behaviour under similar trying
circumstances, I simply popped it back into the oven for
2 moment. That evening at supper I was complimented
on the delicious crumpled crunchy look of my pastry, an
effect which one of the great chefs might have been

puzzled to reproduce. e .
Driving in towards the Solomons we bobbed about on

mountainous seas. Under jumbo and fisherman alone
we were doing over six knots. A few birds swooped and
plunged about us, brown boobies and slim grey terns,
attracted by the schools and schools of bonito that broke
water all about. We could see their silver bodies flashing
even in the high-waves. The bonito is a fish of great
omen in the Solomons. Bonito fishing is part of the initia-
tion ceremonies for the young men on arriving at man-
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hood. We decided that they represented good luck for
us. After all we had a new stern which was probably
just as well in such rough waters.

. The Selomons are about twice as large as the Fiji
Islands. They extend in a chain roughly six hundred
miles runnirig north-west and south-east, pointing out
into the Pacific from New Guinea. There are two rows
of big islands rising to nine thousand feet with a narrow
sea between, while all around spread a multitude of
smaller islets, ranging from fairly large coral islands
planted with coconuts, to reefs barely clearing the surface,
to a single rock lying in Bougainville Strait which is fifty
feet high and entirely covered with white“orchids. .

As we sailed north towards Tulagi between the islands,
the wind was directly astern of us and the moon was full.
The moon glinted on the soft small waves, on the’ white
sails spread out wing and wing, and on the glassy surface
of the masts. Leaning back at the wheel and looking aloft,
the sensation was indescribable. The wind was fairly
strong. We glided over the waves almost like skimming
on ice. Looking up at the two broad sails, main and
mizen, spread out in front, one to starboard, one to port,
it seemed as if at any moment we would leave the water
altogether and sail off on our great gull wings. Even the
ship had little to say for herself. The halyards flapped,
the mainsheet tackle creaked, and sometimes a little glint-
ing wave off to one side slapped over. Otherwise there
was no sound to break the spell. And as if to add to the
enchantment, the moon shone down on the misty blue
mountains of the Solomons all about, mountains where
a sullen dark people slumbered uneasily, waking perhaps
now and again to gaze out at a small“white bird gliding
low over the.water.

Tulagi, the capital of the £olomons, is on a small island
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with a high rocky Hill covered with official bungalows
ranged in strict orderof precedence. We came in close
“to the dock and put out our quarantine flag. After a long
wait the Port Doctor came aboard. Almost imimediately
he flew into a rage. It turned out that we had already
entered the Solomons anyway so didn’t need his O. K.,
and besides we'd just interrupted his bridge game. We
apologized profusgly, realizing that the good doctor evi-’
dently had a touch of liver. We dropped cards on His
Majesty’s Resident Commissioner as all proper visitors
should, and were immediately invited to dinner. The
combined effort of anchoring in Tulagi harbour—we put
out twenty-four fathoms of chain all of which would have
to be retrieved later by our antiquated hand windlass—
and resurrecting our dinner coats heavily encrusted with
mould was almost too much for ws: We went up to dinner
at the appointed hour feeling rather liverish ourselves.

The sun had gone down and there was a lovely pink
haze over everything as we climbed the steep steps to
the Residence. It was a smallish bungalow-type house,
but it had all the official trimmings, enormous flagpole,
and guard of honour. The guard were taking down the
flag when we arrived. They were very black, with up-
standing shocks of hair dyed red, and they were clothed
in a wrap-around kilt-like affair, = bayonet, and a car-
tridge-belt. One man was vigorously tootling on a bugle
and the rest were solemnly standing at attention while
the Sergeant, who had stripes on his lap-lap, pulled down
the flag.

Mr. Ashley was charming. He had a very neat house
full of gadgets from “home,” silver cigarette-boxes, silver-
framed photographs of pleasant cool-looking women and
very Bond Street men everywhere; and a large collection
of native assegais, axes, bows, arrows, spears, and so on,
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all over the wall. We had some’ very good sherry—
“Pride myself on my sherry, y’know, keeps me much fitter
than those damned cocktails”—and went in to dinner.

° The dining-room was mostly silver, too, old family
silver. Our host went through the whole meal with a
nice-looking fellow in lap-lap and bayonet standing be-
hind his chair. “Comes in handy when the roast is
tough, y’know,” he said smiling at us. -

Mr. Ashley explained that the five silent boys who
served us were from Sikiana, one of the outlying islands
where the population is mostly of Polynesian blood. That
explained their finer features and paler brown skins.

“You must excuse 'em,” he would say. “Not very well
trained, y'’know. May drop soup down your neck, but
they're a damned sight better-looking than thoge terribly
shiny black fellows. Alftays gives me indigestion o have
to look at those coal-black ones from the main islands
when I'm eating.” :

Charis now brought up the question of our visiting
one of the smaller islands to measure the Polynesian-like
people, and Mr. Ashley at once suggested that we go to
Ontong Java, an outlying coral atoll to the north-east of
the main group. These islands off the beaten track are
now closed to boats unless the Resident gives his special
pcrmission, because the natives on them are very sensitive
to the white man’s illnesses, particularly chest colds and
influenza.

“1'd be glad to give you permission to go to Ontong
JaV'l,” he said. “There’s a trader living there, Laz they

call him. Nice chap, should be helpful, y'’know, language
and all that.”

We sat out on the veranda after dinmer over our coffee,
brandy, and cigars. The moon shone down on the water
of the harbour and the Cniva, riding lightly at anchor,
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her gull wings demuirely furled. The distant islands
Jooked rather civilized from this distance except that
there were no lights on them. Mr. Ashley made several
puns and carried on like the gay dog that he‘was. He
charthed the ladies and they charmed him, and every-
thing was very rosy and beaming as we thanked him and
started down the walk. A guard came around the corner
and relieved the sentry in front of the sentry box with
much stamping of bare feet and clicking of rifle butts on
the cement.

“You might drop me a line if Laz is dead or sick or
anything, or if there have been any murders up there
recently or anything like that, y’know. Our District
Officers don’t get up there very often.”

We assured him we would and went on down the walk.
Ontong Java had begun to dssume interesting pro-

portions.




CHAPTER 1V

.

PORTRAIT OF LAZ

long expanse of lagoon bounded by the inner

beach appeared, we saw a small rowboat coming
out towards us. In the stern a white man stood ap and
waved from time to time. The boat drew alongside
quickly for there was a strong current making eut towards
the pass. The heavy 1éwboat swung around as the wild-
haired brown men rowing unshipped their oars clumsily.
Then she banged against us and Laz came up over the
- rail, shy a little and yet eager and smiling all at once.

“It’s good to see you,” he said in his hearty Cockney-
like accents. “Why, you're the first boat has been in here
in seven months, dinkum.”

We anchored a few hundred feet off the beach in calm
water and rowed ashore to survey the island.

Ontong Java is a huge atoll, or coral reef, enclosing 2
central lagoon thirty-five miles long and about fifteen
miles broad. It lies far to the north of the Solomon
Islands in a very isolated position. The only boat allowed
to visit the island is the one belonging to the copra com-
pany which calls twice a year. But already the copra boat
was a month overdue. :

“You didn’t sight her, did you?” asked [.a; “Course
Jeff may have an extra load this time, you'll like
McGregor. Me and him’s’chums. We was on the sameé

6o

QS our schooner drew in through the pass and the
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schooner once, going‘to Witu. We got near the place
when all of a sudden up pops a regular twister of a storin
and the boat goes down. Mac and I gets off in a dinghy
together and, the damn current sweeps us up to the
Hermit Islands.”

Laz laughed. “We was hermits and no mistake.”

We had heard part of the story from Mr. Ashley at
Tulagi. They had‘been there a month with no stores or
fresh water, nothing but coconuts to eat and drink.

“You don’t mind it though, dinkum. Yow get blasé.”
Laz pronounced it “blaze.” It was one of his favourite
words.

“Yes; sir, I want you to meet McGregor. He's a bonzer
chap.” )

Our schedule, during the week we were on the island,
resolved itself into a regular pattdra. Every morning we
got up with the sun-to go ashore and work. I went off
with one or two native guides to shoot, while the others
stayed with Laz who in the meantime had rounded up a
crowd of the Ontong Javanese. One after another, Charis
would measure the male inhabitants sitting stiff and awk-
ward in one of Laz’s chairs, as Fred took the photograph
of each with his camera. Mostly her measurements were
concerned with those of the head making up the so-
called cranial index. Later all these individual charts
and photographs and notes would have to be gone over
in the anthropological department of Charis’s museum in
order to work out the average of this isolated population.
Finally an attempt would be made to correlate the results
and try to discover the racial background and identity of
these remote people.

I soon discovered that birds on the island were few and
far between. "There were quite a number of species of sea
birds about, terns of three speties including the delicate
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little all-white ones, sandpipers, plover, and curlews, the
latter kinds being on migration. But of native land birds
I could find only four species. There was a pretty little
blue and brown kingfisher, found throughout the South
Seas. Then there was a flycatcher about the sizc of a
phoebe, soft grey and reddish-brown. This was a little-
known bird in America and most desirable. I was lucky
enough to get two or three specimens for the Academy.
Starlings were common in the coconut palms, flying about
from tree to.tree in chattering flocks. They were blackish
with a metallic sheen and had bright yellow eyes.

One of the most curious birds of this part of the world
was also on Ontong Java. This is the megapode, a ground-
living species about the size of a pheasant with dull
brownish-black plumage, short tail, and stout red-brown
legs. Far out on the*south end of the main islet of
Ontong Java there is a megapode hatchery. Nearly every
morning just after sunrise, there is great activity here.
The surface of the beach is pitted and soft-looking. There
are little holes everywhere, out of some of which clouds
of sand are coming in short rhythmic bursts. The female
megapodes are digging their nest holes. After a time the
bird decides that the hole is deep enough, lays its egg,
and then emerges and fills in the hole with a few precise
strokes of its powerful feet. The hot sun does the rest.
After three weeks, the young bird hatches out, digs until
it reaches the surface, and then scurries off into the under-
brush, quite able to take care of itself.

By eleven we would reunite on the beach for a swim
before lunch. Then we would lunch, either at Laz’s op
on the boat, take an hour for a siesta, and return to work
in the late afternoon. ; ‘

Laz mace a good host. He was eager to entertain us,
generous with his meagre’larder, and he spared no pains
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in helping us in our work. We went over our supply of
tins and exchanged things with him. We traded American
“canned peas for Australian mushroom soup, getting, it
seemed to us, the best of the bargain. We had aso picked
up some very heady Australian kippers which we ex-
changed for fresh papaya melon, and here Laz fancied he
had actually cheated us.

The porch of Ki$ small frame house was where Laz.
lived mostly when he wasn't in the little trade store in
the back, or in the copra sheds behind the house. It was
really his living-room. Like Laz it was neat and well
preserved, as simply furnished with everyday homely
thingsas he was. A table stood in the centre flanked by
two cane chairs. There were two big canvas deck chairs,
and two benches stood on each side of the steps coming
up from the beach. One side ofi the porch was the wall
of the house. Against this were two kerosene tins full of
earth in which were growing some rather bedraggled
anthuriums. That was Laz, the nature-lover.

Over the plants a shelf ran along the wall on which
were a few personal treasures, representing the chance
accumulations of a nomad. Here was a plate painted with
a view of Sydney Harbour. Next to it there was an
Edward VIII Coronation mug (last vacation in Australia),
and beyond, a coloured ash tray that said Portsea on it,
There were some postcards and letters propped behind
a bottle of ink. There were some books, too, the usual
thing—trade statistics pamphlets, a volume of Kipling, a
French dictionary, Madame Bovary, a book of Australian
verse by “Banjo"” Patterson, and, strangely enough, Tales
from a Wayside Inn. There had been a good many more
books, but, as Laz vxplained, “the cockroaches had the
reading of them the last time 1 was away.”

But the dominant objects 0.1 the shelf were two carved
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wooden figures that Laz had brought from somewhere to
the north, along the New Guinea coast. Ancestor spirits
he called them. They were about a foot high, made of
some dark wood that had taken on a fine patina after
years among the smoky rafters of a big tribal club Louse
where the gods and ancestors are stored. They had high
cheek bones and curious long noses. Each was carved in
a sitting position, holding in front of him a sort of carved
screen on which was the design of the earth spirit.

The little figures meant a great deal to Laz. Perhaps
they represented something that he had acquired over the
years in Ontong Java. They were his philosophy, placid
and immutable. In front of each a cigarette lay en the
shelf.

“The natives where I got those fellows told me that
they always gave them.a little tobacco whenever they
wanted anything specially,” Laz explained. “I just leave
those smokes lying there in case they should feel lonely
without a present now and then.”

It was our habit to gather on the porch before sun-
down. It was always surprisingly cool there in the shade
of the palms. Beyond, the late afternoon glare was intense
on the white sand of the beach and the shallow water of
the lagoon. Farther out the water became darker and
darker-looking. Where the sand was reflected up, the
water was yellow and bright, but as it became deeper the
colgur changed, s.luft.mg from pale sea-green to turquoise,
to jade green, to indigo.

“Let’s have a snifter,” Laz used to say. “It must be five
o'clock,” and he would lean forward in his deck chair
looking out over the lagoon.

L:}z was a well-preservcd man’ considering his life. He
was ‘plain a3 an old shoe and full of crotc

hets al
although he could not have' been over forty- i

five. He was
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well on the road to becoming what they call in the islands
an “identity.” Physically he was spare and well built,

e lacking the fat unhealthiness of so many men in the
Solomons and New Guinea. To be sure, there was no
malaria on Ontong Java. Laz had brought some of the
little gambusia fish with him from his last vacation in
Australia. They had multiplied well in the swampy ponds
on the island, feeding on the larve of the local
mosquitoes.

Laz would give a hail and presently Hooya, his house-
boy, would drift out with a tin tray on which were cool
limeades made from Persian limes which grow everywhere
in the islandsa

As we sipped our drinks the light would fail quite
quickly and unexpectedly. But always just as it became
dark en “the porch there would come a wheezing noise
from the back of the house. The pressure lamp was being
pumped up. Then there would be a sputtering. A
suffused ‘glow would appear, brighter and brighter, and
Laz's wife would come in, lamp in hand. She was no
beautiful half-caste feline creature such as one would
imagine. Vava was tall and dark chocolate brown in
colour, with the close-cropped head characteristic of all
married women on the island. Her lap-lap was crisp and
clean, a pretty-patterned cotton clothy wrapped around
the waist, falling to just below the knees. There were
ropes of shells looped over her shoulders and under her
breasts, bandolier fashion. A beautiful polished trochus
shell bracelet shone on one wrist.

Vava used to stretch up over the table to hang the
lamp on a wire that dangled from the ceiling. Sometimes
Laz would give her a little pat of approval on the rump.
She would smile slightly, shyly, and then pad back into
the darkness of the other room.

F
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Laz grinned at us a little self-consciously at first.

“You have got to get a mary, ypu know, if you stay
here long. Course they’re not so pretty, but then they're e
quiet and «ather chummy-like and you can teach them
things. Vava sews and cooks sometimes when Hogya’s
away, and of ourse she’s a big girl in the village now.”

We had soon met his little daughter. She was a wild
thing, seven or eight years old and surpifisingly dark. Laz
chuckled and guessed it was his Jewish blood coming out.
She had come running up the beach out of a big canoe
one day. Three big canoes had been off for a week fish-
ing and she with them. Her little lap-lap was done up
like a loin cloth, but now, as she saw visttors, she wriggled
out of it, let it stream behind her for a moment, and then
rewrapped it primly round herself up to the armpits. Laz
fondled her dark hair asyshe snuggled up to him,ewide-
eyed. He started questioning her insEnglish about the
other two canoes. She seemed to understand perfectly,
but her reply when it came was in “pidgin.”” °

“Him fella go 'long Tasmans,” she said shyly.

“I was just asking about the two canoes that didn't
come back,” Laz explained. "“She says they continued on
north to the Tasman Islands to trade. Our men don't
often go there. It’s about thirty-five miles across open

ocean.” I
“Where does she stay when she’s home?” asked Charis.

“Oh, she lives mostly in the village with my wife's
parents. All the kids up to an age run about together in
big gangs. I figure it's good for her. I want her to grow
up a hative, no half-caste business like you read in books.
She’ll be happier a native. There'll be some land coming
to her through her mother and. money from me, and
maybe she’ll marry Paipe’s-son and rule the island one
day, or maybe she’ll keep thés store.”
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We looked at Laz. :
“] mean it. That’s n}lc dinkum oil,” he nodded. “Whe
* I retire some day and go back to Melbourne what would
there be foz‘ her there? No, no, I've seen too much pf
thatesort of thing. I've figured it all out. Let her just
go on being one of God’s creatures here.”

The trade store business wasn't such a bad business.
Laz took the copsd, dried coconut meat prepared by the
natives, in exchange for his trade goods, cotton cloth,
blankets, kerosene, axes, lamps, tinned googls, rice, beads,
mirrors, cheap soap, and bottles of scent. When the boat
caine along every four months or so, he sold the copra at
the qurrent pfice.” Sometimes he made quite a lot on the
deal. At other times he lost slightly. But Laz was very
popular in the village and that was proof that he was con-
sider?d a fair trader. o

Every four or five years Laz went to Melbourne on a
holiday. Then he cashed in some of his profits on a radio
or some trinkets to bring home for his family or one of
his special friends. Mostly he just had a spree. After a
while he would get homesick and come back again, some-
what liverish. For the island is his real home. I think he
actually hates the idea of retiring and going back to live
in some semi-detached villa outside of Melbourne where
his only companions would be other rétired isianders like
himself, his only pleasure the talk of “geod old days™ and
stories about adventures with McGregor and all the rest.

And yet presumably all this life was leading up to the
day when Laz would be able to achieve his ambition of
retiring to Australia. He would talk about it as they all
talked, all the traders and plantation managers.

“Home,” they would say, “back home to Melbourne,
or Sydney, or Cairns.” : @

On the last afternoon of cur stay, Laz and I were alone
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on the porch. Charis had a headache. She and Fred had
gore back to the boat. I think Laz had been brooding
about our imminent departure

. “Bring “em one bottle gin,” my host said, looking
encouragmgly in my direction as the lemonades appeared.

Hooya drifted off, to reappear with a half-empty bottle.

“Not quite dead,” remarked Laz, and sloshing a little
of the lemonade out of the glasses, lie# poured two full
fingers in each

“Cheer’o,” we said. It was a good drink. The lemon
gave it a wonderfully aromatic flavour.

Laz leaned towards me confidingly. “I wanted you to
know. I've broken out my last bottle of*Scotch for to-
night, wanted to have a farewell spree you know.”

“But you shouldn’t have done that,” I protested.

“Oh ho, yes, sir, I wanted to give you pCOple ‘good
send-oft. Besides don’t worry about me. McGregor will be
in any day now,” and Laz settled back to enjoy his drink.

A dull knocking noise echoed over the lagoon. It was
Fred, Charlie, and George rowing in from the schooner.
We drained our glasses and started down the steps on to
the beach to meet them. Away from the overhanging
palms it was brighter and still hot, but much of the
colour had gone out of the sky. The clouds had piled up
so high that the sun had simply been blotted out. There
was hardly a trace of sunset. The breeze had picked up.
A few gusts of ripples scattered across the water as if
someone was throwing handfuls of sand at it from a great
distance. Four terns flew by, darting erratically at the
water.

Laz was looking at the pass between the island and the
farther reef. There was a faint white xip on the surface
of the water where the tide tvas tearmg out of the lagoon.
Beyond the sea was clear. o

®

o
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“ Now to-morrow, the lagoon will be like that, just clear
, and empty,” he said tslowly. ‘“No, sir, there’s nothing
lonelier than the sea.”

“What dq you mean?” I asked. ' o .

“Well, now, take a stretch of country and put a house
in it. All right, you've got something. Take it away and
you've still goi the country to look at. Take a ship out of
this lagoon and fhere’s nothing there at all. It's awful
lonely. See what I mean?”

“I guess so.” 3

“Good’o, let's go and have a drink.”

The others had joined us and now we five started back
up the beach?’ The palms hung down so low in front of
the house that it was hidden.

“Funnpy how this beach always reminds me of the one
on Malaita,” remarked Laz guietly, “just the same
stretch of sand and that curve over there, it goes just the
same. Course you ought to see the mountains in the
back. But then the clouds hang down over them most of
the time just like here and now. All you see is the beach
and the bush and hear the pounding of the surf on the
reef far out.”

A little flock of sandpipers flew by and I turned to
watch them. But Laz was still talking.

“Yes, sir, it's a bloody job recruiting,” he said sleepily.
“I'm damn glad I'm shut of it. Did I ever tell you about
me and Jack Laycock?”

“No,"” said Fred.

“We was recruiting then, me and Jack, in the old
Mendana. A nice enough boat she was too. Those were
the good old days. We used to put into the beach, mostly
on Malaita becauSe thé best plantation boys came from
there. Then one of us would'ge ashore in“the longboat
while the other stood off and on in the schooner. After
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a while the people would come out®of the bush to look
at what we had, stick tobacco, cloth, mirrors, knives, and
axes, they were always partial to axes.”

-Recruiting in the old days was dangerous work. You
could never tell when a boy might have a grudge at some
former master, or perhaps a relative of a boy that had
died on a plantation might be on hand. Then look out;
any white man at all was fair game accérding to the age-
old scheme of an eye for an eye.

“We always used to be very careful coming in to a
beach where we hadn’t been before,” said Laz. “In those
days the Malaita fellows were tough.”

We came to the palms and started towirds the cteps.

“I remember once Jack and me put into a place we
had never hit before. We knew where we could place
twenty men quick on a plantation over near Kira Kira.
Well, we put in like I said. Jack went in in the longboat
and I stood off with the Mendana. He said we ought to
keep our guns ready, in case of any trouble, you know.
He got out on the beach and put down his boxes and sat
on one of them while his boys arranged the stuff, sort of
like a store.” Laz made gestures as if he was arranging
the boxes. Then he went on.

“We all waited for a bit and pretty soon a fair mess of
boys came out of the bush, and they were big "uns too,
dinkum, just boys, no marys in the lot. After a bit of a
palaver 1 saw one of them start to sign up. Then they
all got into a line and as each one of them came up to
Jack he'd give his name, and Jack would give him some
tobacco to seal the bargain or a bit of cloth or an axe,
whichever he wanted.”

Laz sat down in his deck chair, staving out over the
darkening lagoon. '

“Then I saw one big fellow come up to Jack. Just as

’

’
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Jack started to sign* his name, this fellow stuck out his
arm, pointing like, and shouted. Jack, he looked ever
where the boy was pointing and just in that split second
the boy picked up an axe, like lightning he dil, and give
Jack a good 'un over the head. In five seconds it was all
over. We shot at 'em, of course, killed one or two, but
when we got to the beach we had te tie him together with
a fish line. That was the end of Jack and that was the
end of me recruiting.”

Laz shook his head sorrowfully. 3

“The deuce of it was, though,” he added slowly as an
afterthought, “he was wearing my hat at the time.”

We sat silefttly for a time. Then Laz called and Hooya
appeared with a bottle of Scotch.

“Last of the case,” said Laz, looking at the bottle affec-
tionztely as he proceeded to open it with deft fingers.

Hooya reappeartd with plates, knives, and forks.

“Just the five of us,” said Fred. “The others are stay-
ing on board.”

Some soup arrived. It was made out of a megapode
that I had shot in the morning. It had been cooked with
rice and onion for seasoning and it made a tasty brew.

“Finish that in your glasses and have another,” com-
manded Laz. '

Then we had the main course. -Thére were meat balls
made out of canned Argentine beef mixed with Austra-
lian potatoes. There was rice, and there was a curried
green papaya a la Ontong Java.

“Have another drink,” said Laz.

For dessert we had Bartlett pears.

We topped them off with a drink.

Finally came the savoury, some Dutch cheese melted on
tinned water biscuits. ¢ @

As a liqueur we had another round.
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After Hooya had cleared away, Laz got out his phono-
graph and began to play over some of the records that had
been popular in Australia three years before. There were *
one or twd'Noel Coward tunes, Bing Crosby singing some
pseudo-Hawajian number, a Gracie Fields, rumbas,
waltzes, and so on. Gradually, as the music blared out,
faces began to appear.in the light by the porch rail. Soon
the space of light seemed to be filled¥ith all the young
people of Ontong Java, brown faces, shining teeth, and
wavy black hair. Some, including Laz’s little girl, crept
up the steps to the edge of the porch. Vava too stole in to
sit apart on one of the benches. She looked straight at
the machine, sitting stiff and still. In her way she seemed
as remote and stylized-looking as the little wooden an-
cestor spirits on the shelf. All listened with rapt attention
to the precious accents and tinkling piano of ‘Noel
Coward. ‘

A few yards down the beach some men were lighting
a fire. The dried palm fronds flared up quickly. Soon the
whole space up to the house was lit with dull orange light.

“Good o, they want to dance,” chuckled Laz.

He stopped the phonograph, turned the speed indi-
cator all the way up, and put on a rumba. At the first
frantic high-pitched notes of the crazily speeded-up
record, there wasa wild yell from the beach. Into the
bright light near the flames half a dozen of the young
men leaped. Their mops of hair seemed to stand straight
up on end. Their arms wreathed about wildly in a supple
disjointed fashion like snakes. All the time their legs
moved in short skating steps, very fast, barely lifting off
the sand. In a little team they moved forward, then back,
then forward again, always the strangesskating motion to
the incredibly fast time-of the record. So they moved for
a time and then just at the fastest point they stopped
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suddenly and walked off, to sink, panting, to the ground.

Another group took: their places and then another,
flways in exactly the same fashion. The phonograph ran
down but Laz didn’t bother to wind it up. Voices and 3
drumstook up the refrain where the record had left off.

One group would stop and always there would be a fresh
yell and again the leap into the light.and then the steady
humming rhythm of the dance. ,

At the last there was a chorus of high-pitched yells and
a little group of girls came out from the opposite side of
the circle. They were greeted with a series of hysterical
embarrassed whoops from the women in the crowd.
Everyone seeméd to crane forward to watch them. The
dancing of the girls was somewhat slower than that of
the men, more like a tremendously jazzed-up hula. The
dance OF the men was a fast aggressive thing, but this
dance was rather sedfictive and inviting. Some of the men °
rose up to dance again as the girls approached the centre
of the circle. Again the team of weaving, prancing men
came into the firelight. As they advanced closer and
closer the dancing girls seemed to pause until at last, as
the first men nearly touched them, they broke away and
ran, screaming with laughter, into the darkness.

It was quite late. The dance had stopped as suddenly
as it had begun. All the people drifted away, whispering
among themselves. Now it was very quiet. Even the
sound of the surf on the reef outside had grown dim and
far away.

Laz had been leaning forward intently watching the
dance. Now he turned and looked at us very solemnly
for a minute and then settled back in his chair. He shook
his head. 0

“Ah, it's beautiful,” he said slowly. “I wich it would
go on like this always.”
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“Why not?” .

« “l didn’t tell you, did I?” FLaz looked at us again.
“Paipe, that's one of the chiefs, I saw him this mornin§
and I'meworried. He’s had a dream, about a big storm
off the Tasmans. He saw those two canoes. They were
being swamped by thie swell, and every time the men 'ud
jump out in the water to heave on the canoes to slop
- the water out of 'em, why sharks wculd get 'em one by
one. He said he saw the sharks tearing at 'em, and he was
crying, and the devil of it is he’s always right.”

Fred whistled.

“I told him not to tell anybody, until we're sure. But
it's hell, you know, seeing them all so happy here, There
will be months and years of mourning ceremonies for
some of them, and big feasts they can't afford, and no
dances, and little enough fishing, and then the 'c()pl‘a falls
* off and business gets bad,” and Laz shook his head again
mournfully.

He sat there a while muttering under his breath, The:,
he looked up at us again and smiled a bit sheepishly.

“Oh well, what the hell,” he said.

The bottle being empty, Laz struck a match and
dropped it down the neck, a ritual of his. The alcohol
flared up brightly with a blue flame. Then it died out
with a “whoof.”™

“You can always tell it’s good stuff when it does that,”
said Laz.

We stood up to go and our host unhooked the lam
to light us down the beach. I took a quick look around
the porch. Yes, it went thus and so. I wanted to
memorize it.

Vava stood silently in the doorway. Her eyes gleamed
a little in the flickering light, but then so too did the
bead eyes of the figures looking down their noses at us
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from the shelf. Theré was no expression there at all. I
smiled awkwardly at hef and turned after the others. *
* They were easing the dinghy into the water. Laz was
kidding, something about his rowboat being better than-
our dmghy. Charlie asked him a question and at that
Laz stopped short a minute and looked thoughtful, a lean
hawk-faced man in a singlet and rumpled white twill
trousers, standing Bétween two worlds, Melbourne and
Ontong Java.

“You know,” he said finally, *“I never really get tired
of it living here. You get lonely sometimes, you wish you
could drop around the corner to the pub for a spot with
the boys, but the deuce of it is in Melbourne, I always
want to be back here again. No, sir, I never really get
blasé, dinkum.

“It's queer,” he added. “

We shook hands and rowed off towards our binnacle
light. The lamp on the beach went out, and the island
olas swallowed up. To-morrow we would be on our way
to Rabaul. Ontong Java would be like a dream.

“ All that talk about Melbourne,” George chuckled.

“Why, he'll stay here till he dies, and after. He'll never
retire.”’

“No, he certainly won't."”

The roar of the breakers off the pass seemed to echo

agreement.

Six days later we were in Rabaul harbour talking to
Roy Smith, one of the Customs officials.

“So you've come from Ontong Java, have you? How's
old Laz? He’s a particular friend of mine, quite an
identity. By the way, knowing him, I know he'll be
upset.” . €

“How's that?”
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“One of our local schooners came in a few days ago.
They'd picked up a ten-man canoe from Ontong Java
out at sea. There was one fellow in it, out of his head
poor chdp. It was just after a storm. There were only
two bodiesin with him. Rum thing, too. One-of the
bodies had both legs torn off.”

“Sounds like a shark,” said Fred.
‘A

A1
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CHAPTER V'

AT LAST NEW GUINEA

NE afternoon in May the radio had, buzzed the
O news throughout the length and breadth of

Papeete that Rabaul, capital of the north-eastern
part of- New Gtiinéa, had been virtually destroyed by,
one report said, an earthquake, another, a tidal wave, a
third, a volcanic eruption. Rabaul was on our itinerary.
It is th@ last port along the north: coast of New Guinea
of any size before ydu reach the western Dutch half of
the island. It would be the last place to stock up on fuel
oil, foodstuffs, and above all have the Chiva’s bottom
painted, before the long stay at the Dutch end of the
island where there are few of these conveniences.

Even after we finally left Tahiti, we were still uncer-
tain of what had really happened at Rabaul. Indirectly
it gave us one reason to be glad that we had had all those
repairs in Papecte. If we had kept straight on, we would
have arrived in Rabaul just in time to take part in the
subterranean celebrations, whatever they had been.

Rabaul is on an island called New Britain, just off the
coast of New Guinea. Once German, it is now a Man-
dated Territory of Australia. The harbour is beautiful.
It is at the end of a long narrow fjord between a serrated
row of hills, called Blanclie Bay. When we first entered
the bay, it took us some time tc get our beavings. On
the right was a volcano emitting great clouds of sul-

77
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phurous smoke in puffs. In the <entre right across the
water was what appeared to besa wide reef. We were
wondering what to do about this, for the Pilot Book met.-
tions Blunche Bay as being “largely clear of obstacles,”
when suddenly we saw the harbourmaster’s boat coming
towards us from the other side. Without a tremor the
launch swept right through the supposed reef, leaving a
wide-open lead of water in its waké.n

“What the flaming hell?” queried George, giving vent
bluntly to our surprise.

We waited until the pilot came aboard, then asked
him. The “reef” turned out to be a great sheet of foam-
ing pumice stone from “that damned thing” over on the
left.

In the Pilot Book, vol. 165, page 569, there is a short
description of Volcano or Vulcan Island, whi€i: stands
on the left, half-way along the soutliern shore of Blanche
Bay. This island, says the book, is one mile in length by
one hundred and more yards in breadth, and rose to its
present height of sixty feet at the time of the volcanic
eruption and seismic wave of 1878. There is a quaran-
tine station on it, the book continues, and the island is
prettily planted with palms.

The editors of vol. 165 ought to see Vulcan Island
now. We saw a huge conical thing about 2,500 feet high
and three miles or so long, extending out as a promon tory
of the mainland instead of an island. The harbour water
was boiling and steaming at its base, and from the top
a great streamer of gas and pumice dust was blowing off
to the south-west. There was no trace of the quarantine
station. The surrounding mountains along the bay were
completely covered with a thick layer of pumice ash. A
few trees -tood up starkly, but their bark was gone, and
the dead wood was burniched and sandpapered from the
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flying pumice. Several native villages had disappeared
along with four hundred or so of their inhabitants and
tfo wlnte men who had lmgex ed too long near the place.
Rabaul had evidently once been a lovely town. The
streets avere well planted with heavy mango srees, there
were gardens everywhere, and the liouses were pleasant
little gingerbread affairs of the ’nineties, much like a
sleepy country tows®in Ohio. At the moment there
/asn’t a whole pane of glass in the houses, or a leaf on
the mango trees, and the streets were packed hard with
dust raised two feet above the former street level. The
place looked rather like a fairground after the fair is over.
We spent nineteen days in Rabaul having the Chiva
painted and waiting for supplies, including a small kero-
sene ice box, to arrive by the mail boat from Sydney,
Australif® During that time we came to know the town
very well, its dilapidated houses, its stores, wharves, clubs,
rickety hotel, and outlying neat bungqlows for the out-
skirts had been out of the direct path of raining mud and
ash. The Club was very spruce and modern and well
patronized. The consumption of beer per capita, prob-
ably because of the dust in the air, is the highest in the
Empire. There is also a concoction called a “Pondo
Snifter’” which is consumed on occasions of stress. This
creation was the work of a local planter at a moment
when his liquor larder was reduced to beer and créme de
menthe. It's as simple as that. Take a tall glass and put
in three-quarters of an inch of créme de menthe. Then
pour in iced beer and you have a “P.S.” After having one
or two you will have a good idea of the stern stuff that
the boys at the New Guinea Club at Rabaul are made of.
Of all the people whom we came to know in this deso-
late town the most interesting was Mr. Chinntry, whose
job it was to control and supervise the work of the

-
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District Patrol Officers. The Austrslian Government very
wisely uses trained anthropologists for the arduous and
exacting work of opening up'and administering the
hinterlahd of New Guinea, the high mountain valleys
and swamp;, where the untouched Stone Age civilization
of the Papuans still goes on. Mr. Chinnery was widely
travelled in the difficult back country, and his advice to
Charis, Fred, and myself, who hoped *o be in the interior
ourselves in the near future, was most welcome. He knew
all sorts of things—what to wear, what to eat, how to
greet and be greeted by people who had never seen a
white man or woman before, what to do about leeches,
and other assorted bits of New Guinéa woodcraft
" The Chinnerys took us up the hill behind the town
one day for tea. The director of the local museum,
Mr. Murray, lives heve in a bungalow whiéh‘i)y some
freak of the wind had been spared the devastation of the
town below. Mr. Murray was a rather Dickensian type, a
pleasant little old man, small and precise, with delicately
blue-veined hands and cheeks, watery blue eyes, and a
gentle Scotch-burr voice. The trees in his garden still
had leaves on them, there was a semblance of lawn, and
the beautiful hedge of tall Vanda orchids along the wall
of his kitchen garden was in full bloom. To our tired
dust-filled eyes 'the place looked like the Garden of the
Hesperides. There were even some birds, lovely soft-grey
tree-swifts with long forked tails and big white mous-
taches, darting about overhead looking for insects.

After tea Mr. Chinnery told Mr. Murray that we would
like to hear about their experiences during the eruption,
Mr. Murray nodded briefly and understandingly, leaned
back in his chair, folded his arms neatly over his small
precise paanch, and hegan.

“It was the lovely afternoon of Saturday the 29th,” he
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announced calmly. “We had heard that there had been
some rumbling under Vulcan Island, and that the
*Quarantine Officer had departed from the place. Mrs.
Chinnery called me up and suggested that we take 2
picni¢ tea out in their little pinnace.” ’

Mr. Murray paused, unfolded his arms, and placed the
tips of his small fingers carefully together.

“There was a nict breeze and we tacked over towards:
the island directly, arriving near it in about half an
hour.” He paused dramatically. “It was then I noticed
something.”

Mr. Murray looked at all of us with a sweeping glance.

“The coral Heads on the bottom had suddenly become
visible. Then Mrs. Chinnery screamed out, ‘Look, look,
Mr. Murray, there’s an island rising up at the back of
us!’ Wot wanting to disturb he- I replied simply, ‘Not
at all, Mrs. Chinnlery, not at all. It’s all an optical
illusion,” I said.”

Mr. Murray leaned forward towards us as if he was
still trying to protect Mrs. Chinnery from the dreadful
facts.

“However,” he went on in a low voice, “the more
times I repeated ‘optical illusion,” the more islands she
saw rising up all about. The next thing we knew, the
little pinnace jolted right over on her'side, pitching us
out on to the coral in about a foot of water.”

The thought of Mr. Murray being jolted about seemed
very incongruous. We all were smiling, but fortunately
that gentleman was now wrapped up in his narrative.

“We struck out for the shore line which was a good
distance away. I can tell you it was hard work. We
thrashed about in Knee-high water, over coral heads, over
stinking mud, until I thought I-should faiat. All the

time there was a terrible grinding noise and subterranean
G
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rumblings. Finally we came to the beach and the Kokopo
road. I was never so glad to get ariywhere in my life.”

Then had come an agonizing progression along the’
woad back towards Rabaul.

“A great pall of smoke came up over Vulcan Island. It
began to press down and out, covering the road and
creeping towards us. Out from under, along the road,
came streams of people, wagons, carts, :verything. Finally
there were a few cars. We got a lift in one of them just
as we thought we were about to be swallowed up by the
advancing smoke.”

Mr. Murray leaned back for a moment, exhausted by
his recital, and then went on to describe ‘the succeeding
events. The smoke had finally covered the whole of
Rabaul for three days, and when it went away, there was
the new mountain, several thousand feet high. A%'it was
composed of pumice, it was continually blowing off.
Probably in a few years it will only be a thousand feet
or so in height. '

In the meantime there had been a tidal wave which
had driven all the schooners up on the beach and into
the streets. All, that is, except one, the Induna Star
which had her motor running at the time. She went u];
straight through the wall of a big shed, but the captain
had presence of mind enough to put the engine full speed
astern, and when the backwash came, she ran off again
into the harbour as neat as you please.

The Australians had asked the loan of a Dutch volcano-
logist from the Netherlands Indies government at
Batavia. Dr. Stehn had just left Rabaul on his way to
Canberra to inform the Commonwealth government of
his findings. K s

“Privately speaking,” +Mr. Murray said in his low
voice, * I'm afraid it’s very'bad. He loved this place, did
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Dr. Stehn, and you know why? Well, I'll tell you. He
Jas found that there are fourteen other perfectly good
undcrground volcanoes just waiting to blow u? "and at
that Mr. Mwrray looked decidedly worried. s

Oxfe possible effect of the eruption whifh might in-
terest a physicist was that Dr. McLean, the local dentist,
was having a bad time with his patiénts. Most of us went
to him, knowing fhat it would be our last chance for a'
long time. Whether it was the pumice dust, or the general
electricity in the air, no sooner did the goodedoctor touch
my teeth than I got a terrific shock

“Oh, that’s just galvnnc action,” he said lightly, notic-
ing thut I was rearing back like a head- shy colt. “If you
want, I'll wear rubber shoes to-morrow.’

It mgyshave been my imagination, but I thought that
the shocks were even worse the fiext day. Any ordinary
dentist and his drills would seem mild by comparison
with the dread Dr. McLean.

The Chiva came off the ways with another bright new
coat of copper paint as a protection against the marine
worms which have such a liking for boring into wood-
work. At last our ice box and crates of tinned foodstuffs
came in from Sydney, and we were able to get under way.
We packed and stowed away our new -supplies at high
speed and on September 24th recrossed the bar of float-
ing pumice stone and sailed as fast as we could out of
the dismal harbour of Rabaul.

Due west, four hundred and fifty-odd miles away, lies
New Guinea. The wind was negligible. For four days
we idled along in the bright sun. Porpoises played all
about us, and a few brown boobies flew by, (_ockmg their
heads to look at us, dchb"ratel), without expression. We
swam again and again in the bostin’s chair. In the after-
noon we sat about boning up en conversational Malay,
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the language which is universally used in the Dutch
colonies. At last,- ten months nearly to the day from
leaving Phlladclphxa, we sighted land. g

“Sept. 28, Tuesday. Sighted the coast of New Guinea
this mormn} Far ahead we could see the thin dark line
that was the shore all overhung with mist. Above were
long rows of sausage- -like puffy clouds. Still higher towered
the mountains far in the interior. T’ héy stood up so clear
and black that they seemed to be floating, mirage-like,
on top of the clouds. They looked much nearer than the
coast below. As we came a bit closer and the early morn-
ing clearness evaporated, a haze began. Then new fleecy
clouds rolled down from very high up, rolled down and
down finally over the mountains. By eleven o’clock they
were blotted out, stifled in a great foamy mass:®

The coast when we came near it resolved into a long
line of casuarina trees with low rolling slopes behind.
In places it was quite open like meadows or park land
alternating with high woods. The fields we learned later
are really tall tunai grass which the people burn over at
intervals. It was almost like going along a coast line at
home except that every so often there would be a planta-
tion with rows of coconut palms to remind us where we
were and what sea this was.

For these are historic waters. This was the coast along
which Don Alvaro de Saavedra sailed in 1529 taking
spices from the fabulous Moluccas to Mexico. Here
Jacques le Maire and Willem Schouten voyaged in 1616
in tlie Eendracht. A short distance off the coast where we
sighted it is an island perhaps ten miles long, rising to a
great cone over four thousand feet high. It is named for
Captain William Dampler the celebrated buccaneer and
amateur naturalist who cruised here in 1700 in the Roe-
buck and discovered that New Britain was separated from
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New Guinea by a ckannel which also bears his name.
Indeed these are the fabled seas and this the unknown
dand. '

The island of New Guinea is nearly fourteers hundred
miles long, roughly the distance from Banger, Maine, to
Miami, Florida. With the exception of Greenland, called
by some authorities a “continental” island, New Guinea
is the largest island'in the world. We sailed along the
north coast for five days before we came to the boundary
line of the western Dutch half of the island. The shore
line remained much the same, sometimes receding, some-
times advancing towards us. There are a few small
wooded islands’off the shore, mostly old volcanic cones.
One of them is called by some stroke of fantasy Blupblup.

At the boundary line there are a few concrete markers,
but that is all. There are no customs posts or passport
stations. From the 'sea there is certainly nothing to dis-
tinguish Dutch from Australian New Guinea. As far as
the natives, the Papuans, go, this is also true. However,
this boundary line does have an important cultural mean-
ing. Ever since the fifteenth century when the Moham-
medan religion spread over the East Indian islands and
far out to those most easterly of the East Indies called
the Moluccas, the Sultans of Tidore in the Moluccas
have called Dutch New Guinea their bwn. When the
Dutch extended their rule over what they called the Spice
[slands the Sultan of Tidore became their ally. At first
Tidore and Ternate, a neighbouring island also with a
Sultan, remained independent; but by 1goz2 the Dutch
had consolidated their control of these remote islands
sufficiently to establish a Resident at Ternate and three
districts in western*-New Guinea, each with an Assistant
Resident and several Magistrates nesponsible-to the Resi-
dent. Later thereé were many*changes in the administra-



86 TRAIL OF THE MONEY BIRD

tion until finally in 1938 the whole of this part of the
N«therlands East Indies, as it is now officially called, was
put under the control of a Governor at Makassar, the
largest city east of Java.

Thus for.centuries the western half of New Guinea
has been dominated by the Malays, the ruling race of this
part of South Asia and the East Indies. Malay is the
lingua franca here instead of pidgin English spoken
throughout the Solomons and Australian New Guinea.
Trade has existed in Dutch New Guinea for several hun-
dred years, especially along the coast. There have been
more contacts, more interchanges, among the coastal
peoples. As a result the boundary line running through
the centre of the island is a very tangible, if invisible,
one. A little later we discovered that this even involves
transportation. There is no contact whatsoever Getween
the two halves of the island. If a traveller wanted to go
from Australian to Dutch New Guinea, he would have
to go first to Sydney, Australia, by boat, catch a plane or
a steamer there for Java, tranship, if he was lucky, at
Makassar en route, and take a final ten-day inter-island
steamer back to New Guinea, all of which might take
anywhere up to a month and a half. Several months later
in Sorong 1 received a draft of money on a Rabaul bank.
It took just four months before the money could be trans-
ferred from one end of New Guinea to the other.

Not long after passing Blupblup we went through the
delta waters of the Sepik River. This is the biggest stream
on the north coast, navigable to ocean steamers for one
hundred and eighty miles upstream. Even though we
were about five miles off shore we ploughed through a
great swirl of muddy water which was rushing out to sea
and on ovex the horizqn..A little later we passed through

a mass of floating pumicesfrom our old friend Vulcan

o

R —_

-

T



AT LAST NEW GUINEA 87

Island. In fact there were still traces of pumice in the
water a good fifteen hundred miles away from Blanche

"Bay.

Manokwari is the seat of the district whichs embraces
the whole of the north coast and on to the w st including
Sorong. We decided to stop there briefly in order to pay
our respects to the Assistant Resident in charge.

Dorey Harbour i§ just as beautiful as when Alfred
Russel Wallace stayed there for three months in 1858,
the only white man in residence on the whole island of
New Guinea. The water is clear and blue and sparkling,
surrounded by beaches of white sand alternating with
long clumps ofpolished green mangroves. In the middle
there are two small islands covered with tall palms. Their
trunks are outlined against the outer harbour and the
sea beyond, bending in all directions like a rickety picket
fence. ;

Far off across the harbour rise the peaks of the Arfak
Mountains, range on range sweeping off down the coast
to the south. Cloud-capped, they stand up blue and cold-
looking, remote and unapproachable. These mountains
are over eight thousand feet high. Only in two or three
places have they been well explored. In-Wallace’s time
the coastal Papuans of Manokwari lived in mortal fear of
the people of the Arfaks. He describts how, when he
walked out of the town, the little boys followed after him
shouting, ““Arfaki, Arfaki,” to make him turn back. The
same thing had happened to Lesson, the French naturalist,
who had collected briefly here in 1818. It was with a cer-
tain thrill of recognition, therefore, that on the afternoon
of our arrival I heard a little band of children shouting
at me as I strolled «along a rough path out of the town
leading south towards the mountzins. “Arfaki, Arfaki,”
they cried; and looking up at’the grim mountains where
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thunder cracked among the heavy“clouds, 1 felt for the
first time the spirit of that older New Guinea which still
lives back in from the coast. ¢

In Waliace’s time Manokwari looked like a Swiss lake-
dwellers” viilage of three thousand years ago, with long
narrow thatched houses built on piles over the water.
To-day Manokwari has advanced beyond that. There are
neat rows of Chinese trade stores along the main street
and small well-cared-for houses belonging to the Malay
clerks in the government offices. There are a barracks
and a jail, a radio station and a miniature plant for mak-
ing electricity. There are no cars, but there are small
wagons which the convicts wheel about from the pier to
the sheds and to the stores. A short way up the hill
behind the main street is a row of bungalows for official-
dom and a rest house for visitors called a pasarigrahan.
The largest bungalow belongs to thé Assistant Resident.
It is a square building raised on piles, with enormous
ceilings. A steep flight of stairs leads up to a lérge open-
porch living-room with the conventional modern Dutch
upholstered chairs, a stiff group of them, placed around a
central table overhung with an enormous pink silk lamp-
shade dripping with fringe.

We had arrived about noon and made our call just
after lunch. This was of course a mistake as it was siesta
hour. We had not realized how seriously the siesta is
taken in the Dutch Indies. A little old Javanese cook
came out, very trim in her gay sarong and lace-covered
jacket, and told us with many gestures, resting her head
on one side on her two hands, that Tuan Beets was now
asleep. We caught the idea even though with our shaky
Malay we could hardly understand®her as she rattled
along. ¢ o ¢

Some time later we received a message written in very

¢

0
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good English asking us for drinks at, of all hours, seven-
thirty. ' .
“ “Don’t you think there’s some mistake?" asked Fred.

But Charis, who remembered her father’s tales of trave]
in the Indies, suddenly explained.

“I remember now,” she said. “I remember how they
used to have to go to somebody’s house in the evening
and sit till all houss drinking Bols gin or beer and then
go home to supper about midnight.”

With this startling thought in mind, we hurriedly pre-
pared ourselves by eating some soup and biscuits, after
which we walked solemnly up the hill for cocktails.

Mr-Beets proved to be a most delightful and very help-
ful person. Before this Charis had had no very definite
idea just where her father’s island plantations were, €X-
cept that they were near Sorong:off the western tip end
of New Guinea. But Mr. Beets was a great friend of
Harry Kern, and had visited the islands many times.

“I was there only last month,” he explained, “on an
inspection trip. They are called Jeffa and Kamwa and
are about a mile apart in a little group called the Schild-
pad or Turtle Islands, perhaps sixty-five miles south of
Sorong. Harry has put up some charming little houses
for you to live in, he has very good Malays to work for
you, and van der Goot, the magistrate in- Sorong, will
prove a real friend.”

This was tremendously encouraging news. In spite of
our hunger and the strange-tasting Dutch gin we felt
better already.

Teddy Beets was rather tall and inclined to be plump,
but he was not really fat. He had a round moon face,
thick-rimmed glassés, and a perpetual smile. His skin
was quite swarthy, and we learnedrafterwards that he had
some Malay blood. In the Netherlands, in contrast to
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Great Britain, it was expected that the early settlers in
the Indies would marry Malays.” Their children were
treated as equals, as citizens of Holland, and most of the
distinguished colonial families as a result haye a tendency
to dark skin®. o

We learned later that Teddy, as we soon called him,
had had many personal tragedies in his life, including
the crash of 1g29; but as with some people in times of
stress his gaiety and good humour were never failing.
After listening to all his phonograph records and drink-
ing all his cocktails we left, exhausted, at eleven-thirty
just as his supper was being served.

Early the following morning, Fred, George, and-I, who
were sleeping on deck on our air mattresses, were wakened
suddenly by an unfamiliar sound. First there was a hum,
then a drone. Starting up, we gazed out over the harbour
towards the heights of the mountains, clear cut against
the azure early morning sky. There, high up, sweeping
over the most untouched mountains in the world, were
four twin-engined Dornier flying-boats. With a roar they
turned and swept down over the town, then out to sea.
Looking after them we rubbed our eyes. In the entrance
to the harbour was silhouetted the long squat shape of a
big cruiser. Nearer rose the conning towers of three sub-
marines. In towards us over the waters of the bay churned
six longboats manned by white-clad sailors and marines.
They drove past us with a rush, making the Chiva dip
gently in their wake, and surged up to the dock and the
beach. Whistles blew and the figures jumped out and
ran at the double up the shore with fixed bayonets. Back
came the planes, swooping so low that we feared for our
tall masts. Back they came with a roat, to swing off again
up towards the mountains as if they were confined in
this long harbour, like a bat let loose in a crowded room.
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The noise echoed back and forth among the hills so that
we thought it would never stop. t

M. Beets came down to the wharf and got into a small
Jaunch. He was in uniform, white kepi with, the bars
of his rank, white coat with high collar buttg ied in front
with two gold collar buttons, white trousers and shoes.
The launch drew off and headed towards us, at which
Charis and Didie, who had been watching the sight in
their wrappers, scurried below to their stateroom. When
the launch came alongside, Teddy stood up and smiled
at us.

“How did you like the show?” he asked. “Manceuvres;
] couldn’t tell you about them last night. The men took
Manokwari in twenty-two minutes by my watch. I am
going out to see the Commander now. Au revoir, and my
best regards to Harry Kern.” | ‘

We sailed a short time later. So far as we could see,
there had been no interest on shore in these remarkable
and shattering goings-on. A few Malays and Papuans
sauntered along the beach, intent on business as usual.
Tt was not till later that we realized how little effect such
an incongruous sight can have on the mind of a Papuan.
An aeroplane goes over. They may never have seen one
before. “Flying ship,” they say, and turn away. It is all
as simple as that. There is no room for such an incident
in their mind, in their experience. Therefore they remain
completely untouched. Except for ourselves, the only
people interested in the phenomenon were the Japanese
crew of a small motor schooner which plies between
Manokwari and the islands of the Japanese Mandate four
hundred miles to the north. They had been standing
out on the deck, quite naked, throwing water over them-
selves, but now they hurried belpw. In a few minutes
the vessel started out ahead o us at a good speed.
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I suppose rthey want a closer look,” said Fred. How-
ever, by the time we were clear of the harbour, all the
vessels had completely disappearéd. ‘
. Beyond Manokwari the western end of New Guinea is
called the \’\"pgelkop, the head of the bird.® It is a_huge
peninsula really, almost cut off from the rest of the island
by a very deep bay which extends south from Manokwari.

. As we sailed along the coast I looked up at the rugged
expanse of the Tamrau Mountains, an adjoining range to
the Arfaks. The Tamraus are supposed to be higher than
the Arfaks. "I'hcy had never been explored. In New York,
Dr. Mayr had pointed at them on the map.

“If you get any chance by hook or crook, thgse are
the mountains to go to. No one has ever been there.
Perhaps you might find the mysterious yellow-crested
bower bird, one of the paradise birds, known oy from
a single specimen collected for Lord Rothschild in 18gs.
Who knows what else there might be?”

It was not easy to forget those words. Looking at that
long straight highest ridge with the clouds even now
beginning to form on it, I wished for a magic carpet.

The next day, beating against adverse winds, we came
at long last and unbelievably to Sorong. The town is on
a small round island perhaps five hundred yards across,
lying half a mile off the mainland. The island is low and
formed from coral sand except for a miniature hill on
one side, perched on which is a white radio station. The
town fringes the water, the houses buried in a row of
high old palms. There is a wharf and a shed for copra
and near it are several neat white bungalows and a green
where we could see some boys playing soccer. As we
came nearer, a little ketch ran-out towards us, and we
saw two men waving. In a few moments she came along-
side, manceuvring nicely, and then the two men stepped
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aboard. One was very tall with a shock of curly whnte
hair and a round laugh;ng plump face.

“I am Harry Kern,” he said, pumping our hands up
and down. He was nervous, but no more go’ than we
were.” The other man was small and shy anfl thin.

“This is Mr. Kamma, my friend missionary, the owner
of this boat,” said Harry.

We all stood abiout in a daze, making conversation ”
frantically, as the two boats drifted in towards the har-
bour. Finally we were at the wharf. Everybody jumped
to work, all of us helping each other, until we realized
that we were getting in each other’s way. Fred got ready
four mooring lines instead of two. We laced up the sails
twice over, ran around patting things into place, and
genera]ly behaved as if we had lost our senses.

Then we sat about reading our mail in another frenzy
of excitement. Some of it dated back more than six
months. Harry, who had been consoled with a glass of
beer, was champing at the bit, however. He soon mar-
shalled us into some semblance of order and proceeded
to escort us ashore. First we were taken to Mr. van der
Goot's, the magistrate’s, house. It was much like Mr.
Beets’s except slightly smaller and newer. But the van der
Goots were playing tennis. We proceeded across the
soccer green to a nice-looking concrete court where a
doubles game was in progress. Mr. van der Goot was
short and square and stocky, about thirty years old, fair-
haired, with a determined jaw. When he smiled, how-
ever, his face crinkled up suddenly and lost its rather
grim expression. His wife was much darker, a striking
contrast to her husband., She was small and pretty, per-
haps twenty- -five, and her tennis shorts looked incon-
gruous to us at first. The logal doctor was next intro-
duced, a solemin young (‘hn}esu followed by another

L]
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Chinese boy, son of the town's Number One citizen, the
merchant, Ong Tjoean. 3 4
We exchanged greetings and then left to return to our
‘mail. That evening we got our phonograph out and
played all tile records over for Harry. He had only heard
the van der Goots’ and so was delighted to hear some
new tunes. We asked Harry if he would like a cocktail

~ before supper. T8

“A cocktail,” he said inquiringly. “Oh, yes, I would
like one very much.”

“What kind would you like?” Fred asked.

“Well, now, let me see.” Harry was meditative. *I
had a very good cocktail once in a hotel in Sydney; 1913,
I think it was. I've always remembered that cocktail. It
was delicious. It was called, yes, I think it was a Man-
hattan.” § 3

The next morning we decided to leave immediately
for Jeffa and Kamwa after Fred, Charis, and I had had a
discussion of our plans with Mr. vander Goot. There was
a small shed-like office building facing the soccer field.
It had a wide porch in front where a little old messenger
boy in a heavily patched green uniform and bare feet sat
faithfully on the floor outside the main door. He was
Papuan certainly, but with a touch of Malay blood some-
where. He had- grizzled iron-grey hair, and a vacant ex-
pression. His only duty seemed to be to get up and ring
an ancient bronze ship’s bell at uncertain intervals.

Mr. van der Goot met the three of us at the door,
looking very spruce in his white coat with the high collar
and gold collar buttons. He ushered us into his long bare
office, the walls covered with maps and bookcases full of
dusty old volumes of reports. - On his desk was a small
neatly polished skull. T noticed Charis looking at it with
a good deal of anthropelogical interest.
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First van der Goot sold us that he had received letters
asking him to give us every assistance and so on, whigh
Me would be more thar' delighted to do. There were a .
good many of these formalities and finally he asked us to,
explaip the type of work that we wanted to flo. Charis’s
plan was to find a village at some distance in the interior.
She wanted to live in one place for a good many months,
studying the langugge and the customs of the people and ,
measuring their heads.

“Ordinarily that would be next to impossible,” said
van der Goot dryly. “You see, in this particﬁlar area, the
people do not have static village life. They are always on
the moye from one garden to another. However, we have
recently established a village in from the coast called Sain-
kedoek. We are making an effort to keep the people in
this vill#ge, as it is near their gardens. There is a native
magistrate there whe will help you with the language.
The people are called the Madic tribe. They have never
been in contact with the coast to any extent and so they
should be splendid for you to work with.”

Perhaps we looked a little impatient at the idea of being
shunted around without a chance to say anything about
it, for Mr. van der Goot went on.

“You see I have to be very careful where you go. This
area of the Vogelkop is technically closedsto all Europeans
because a German was killed here in September 1936.
Sainkedock is still raw wilderness. But there is a native
magistrate there and two policemen. I think it would be
allowable to have you go there to live, although it is still

dangerous.”
We looked a little mollified at that, for van der Goot

smiled and turned w me: : :
“Now, Mr. Ripley, where do yoy wish to ga?
I replied that I was anxious to collect on some of the
L ]
°
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istands off the coast, and that as far-as the mainland went,
tke most important place was the Tamrau Mountains.

“The Tamrau Mountains are still terra incognita fou
a1s also,” Mr. van der Goot replied seriously. “It was just
between tHere and Sainkedoek that Herr Schacht was
killed on a walking trip. The Karoon tribe live in the
Tamrau and they arg known to be cannibals.”

We looked incredulous. Stories about cannibals are so
hackneyed nowadays, especially when sitting at home
peacefully in America. Mr. van der Goot smiled again.

“I noticed you looking at that skull,” he said. “It
belonged to a nice old lady who was sentenced to four
years in jail right here in this office not sc long ago. That
is a life sentence, for they always die of homesickness. I
had her skull polished and put here as an object lesson.
The first day Abu, that old boy sitting outside, saw it and
I told him who it was, I knew that in a short time the
word would be all over the back country that the old
woman's head was here. You see, that’s very bad luck for
her and a good object lesson for them,” and he waved
his hand towards the “back country.”

“What did she do?” asked Charis.

“So far as we know,” replied the magistrate, “‘she was
hungry for a real old-fashioned meal of meat. She lived
in the Karoon country with her two sons and two
daughters-in-law. They had a garden and I suppose she
was tired of the same old stuff, yams, bananas, roots,
herbs, nice fat grubs, things like that. So it was all very
simple,” he went on. “She just told the boys that the girls
had put a spell on them, that they were witches. Whether
her sons believed her or not I don’t know, but in any
case they went out where the’two wives were working,
hit them ower the heads brought them home, and every-
body had enough to eat for a long time.”
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There was a pausé. Then Fred asked how the news
had got to Sorong.  ° .

“Well, you know, that is the. funny thing about these
people,” said van der Goot intently. “They are much too
primitive to conceal anything or to imagine trouble
ahead. When some neighbour canie along thcy may have
asked where the women were. Then the old woman or
the boys probably $aid, ‘Oh, we ate them last week,” or
something like that. The news spread casually at first,
then like wildfire when it got to the coast. After that we
heard about it, and then naturally we had to do some-
thing.”

“Naturally.”

“I mean it,” persisted van der Goot, smiling. “You
see, if we don't hear about it, then we don’t have to do
anything. After all it is very ekpenswe to organize an
expedition every tirfie there is some minor thing like that.
Of course it’s different,” he continued seriously, “when
there is some big head-hunting raid and the people are
all upset. Then we have to go in, of course.”

“Well, what did you do?” I asked.

“Oh, I got together my military police and we went in,
inquired where these people lived, and went and got
them, just as easy as that.”” He paused. “Later we had the
trial and they told us all about it perfectly simply, and
so I sentenced them to jail.

“There was only one doubtful point,” he added after
another pause. “I could not be sure whether the old
woman really thought the sons’ wives were witches or
whether it was just an excuse.” He looked up and now
he was smiling again. “But in any case that didn’t matter
very much, did it?’" f

We got up to go out. Mr. van de2r Goot rezched for hxs
sun helmet. .

o
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‘“I think I'll come with you,” he said. “It’s eleven
o'clock, time to close the office. *Are you gomg to Ong
Tjoean’s store? Come, we'll have a beer there,” and hé
aodded tb Abu as he locked the office door.

We walked along the edge of the soccer field. The heat
was terrific in the sun. The water of the harbour was a
solid flat sheet stretching off to the mainland, dark green

“and inviting. A single outrigger canoe drifted towards
us, the fisherman in it paddling languidly.

“By the way,” said Mr. van der Goot suddenly. “I have
been instructed to make a patrol in February. I had
planned on the Tamrau. If you want to, you can come
along with me then and collect your birds.” .
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CHAPTER VI

o SEESAW

group of lifeboats that have overturned, floating

away over the sea. They are even dark masses of
vegetation sloping off neatly at the ends. They seem to
move up and down on the choppy water. The waves are
the colour of lcad—plumbeous as an ornithologist would
say. The sky is paler, french-gre§, a solid high bank of
ugly clouds. Racing about underneath are smaller dark
slate-coloured clouds full of rain. From them hang a
whole series of waving grey banners of rain, rather like
the moment in an old-fashioned musical comedy when
the chorus, enveloped in trailing crépe de Chine attached
to long wands, does a butterfly dance.

This nervous inquietude of the weather had its effect
on all of us. After all, our house party was-a very extended
one. We had our blue Mondays This part1c11lar type was
called an “‘anchor panic.” We had caught up to one of
the lifeboats at last and it had resolved into Kamwa.

“This is the island where I have built the houses for
all of us to stay,” said Harry.

Charis, Didie, and I sat about the wheel, our feet
dangling in the cockpit. George and Fred stood up for-
ward surveying the’ offshore waters for an anchorage.
Charlie crouched by the anchor which was swung out on
a davit. Harry paced nervously forward and aft. He had
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already told George where boats were in the habit of
anchoring, but the current seemed fast here. Harry came
hurrying back to us for sympathy

“He can{ make up his mind,” he said over and over.
Everybody glowered. .
“Drop the anchor,” George finally said, having nearly
bitten off his moustache in the process.

But we were still moving forward®at the time. Our
momentum carried us on, dragging the anchor. Astern
we exchanged “told you so” glances, while forward there
were several sharp words, several “what the flaming
hells,” and the anchor windlass was manned. Up came
the anchor. Again we tried, this time another riethod.
It worked, the anchor caught, and we swung about into
the current, moored at last. There was a sullen vilence all
around, a silence as slate-coloured as the latest sqmll
which raced over the boat, leavmg a patter of rain on
deck.

Kamwa is nearly circular, a little over fifty acres in
extent, with a spit of sand pointing out away from the
trade wind. Jelfa is exactly the same, a mile and a half
away. We went ashore, to find neat rows of coconut palms
about twenty-five feet high. Four avenues extend out
from a central axis where there are the living-houses. As
we walked up the nearest avenue we could see trunks of
old forest trees lying among the palms. Like elm wood,
they were too heavy to move, too hard to burn. Ahead
we saw the main house, thatched roof and neatly painted
walls. As we came into the little clearing in front of the
house there was a sudden burst of sound. There, lined
up to greet us, was a row of children all in white dresses,
one or two women, and a schcolmaster in a badly fitting
white suit. They were Papuans from a mission school on
Misool, a nearby island. Some had flutes, others pipes,
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and the schoolmaster directed cverythingo by waving a
large bamboo pole on-the end of which was a Nether-
dands flag. They burst® into the “Wilhelmus™ at which,
taking a tip from Harry, we all stood stock-ssill, while
the anthem Went on for a long time. It was zery solemn.
Afterwards we thanked them in our halting Malay and
went into the house. =

Harry had severa} Malay boys for us to meet. There,
was Darek, who ran the plantation, a dour silent man
with a mouthful of gold teeth. There was Martm, who
was to be Fred’s and Charis’s boy, rather tall and thin
and very serious. And there was Jusup, who was to
help me. T

“Jusup is forty-three, two years younger than I am,”
said Harry. “He is a little old certainly, but I know that
he can <ook well and I am suxe that he will learn to
prepare bird skins skilfully for you.”

Jusup was small but sturdy, with an engaging smile.
In fact he'smiled most of the time. When he tried to look
serious he had to knit his brows together with great con-
centration.

“I call him ‘Windy Head." Indeed you must always
tell him exactly what to do,” Harry went on. * He needs
direction, but given it he will be faithful.”

We asked Harry if he had ever tried to teach them
English, knowing of our visit.

“Oh, yes,” replied Harry. “I got an English-Malay
book. It had evidently been prepared by a madman, an
English madman, for he used terms that are quite foreign
to Malay. The first lesson began with a little verse:

“Seesaw, Seesaw,
Up and down. : ¢
Oh what fun it is to rlde on a seesaw.
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“When they had learned that lesson by heart, 1 was
langhing so much that it was quite impossible to go on,”
and Harry repeated it again, mimicking their pronun-
~iation.

Darek, Martin, and Jusup were Malays from Ambon,
a town on an island to the west towards Java, which has
been civilized for oyer two hundred years. In fact, they
were very much nearer European status in New Guinea
than Papuan. Actually they probably all three had some
Portuguese blood from the days of the first settlers in
Ambon.

The excitement of landing at last on Kamwa was too
much for us. Our bad moods had vanished as soon as we
stepped ashore. That evening after a supper of rice and
fresh dandelion-like vegetables cooked by Martin, we
got out the phonograph and played waltzes! Harry
danced with Charis and Didie. He took short steps and
twirled with great speed.

“I have not had such a Wiener Walzer since 1914,” he
panted happily.

We spent nine days on the island that first time. All
day long we unpacked, rearranged, reorganized. There
were about ten Papuan labourers on the island besides
our three boys, Under the direction of Darek the
Papuans would paddle out to the Chiva in a big out-
rigger canoe. There they would receive small trunks, sea
bags, stores of food, lamps, kerosene, tent flies, mattresses,
everything which needed to be used or gone over and
dried in the sun. There were a few problems. Some of
the clothes were mouldy and unrecognizable. There isn’t
much room after all in a fifty-nine-foot boat to air and
brush everything at intervals. “Again some of the cans
had lost thcir labels. Fer some reason or other apricots
came in the same-size can$ as spinach. We never could
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plan on getting a medl exactly as ordered, but Harry was
used to such combinations. The Dutch have a great
Fondness for cold fruit Served with the meat course.

Every day we would be up with the dawn fer a hasty
breakfast, then work till nearly lunch-time. Usually we
would have a swim off the sandspit before lunch, the big
meal of the day. Harry's favourite midday meal con-
sisted of rice and. meat balls, or croquettes, made of.
corned beef mixed with mashed-up potato, made from a
potato-like tuber grown locally. For a vegetable there
was always green papaya. Then he would have canned
fruit or ripe papaya for dessert. We stuck fairly close
to this with sofne ‘variations. Our one desire was fresh
food of any kind. That was the most important thing.
We were_always hungry with that kind of rather gnaw-
ing hunger that you feel on rainy days. No one was ever
late for a meal. e

After lunch would come a siesta varying in length with
the dimensionssof lunch, then some more work, then tea,
then possibly another swim or an odd job or two, then
supper. The Dutch usually eat cold what is left over from
lunch. This was something we could never get used to,
so we mostly had a hot supper.

It is a sign of good health in the tropics to be sleepy.
The more you sleep and continue to have a good appetite
the more you will be able to stand the climate. This is
an axiom worth remembering, for by it a man can judge
his ability to live in hot countries. If after the end of a
year or so he has lost his appetite and sleeps fitfully, then
he had better go back to a temperate climate. Fortu-
nately we all seemed to fit into our new environment,
for the work ahead; at Peast for some of us, would tax
all our resources. ¥ ‘ :

Jusup had to be taught as “quickly as possible how to
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skin birds. After arriving and gétting unpacked and
setiled, my first task was to take him out shooting. 1
had three guns, all shotguns. These were a 12-bore
and two smaller ones, .410-bore. 1 usually shot the
12-bore, using .410-bore cartridges for small birds.
This is possible by inserting “adapters” into the bore
of the gun, small brass cylinders made to hold the .410
shell. The shot, as it comes out of the barrel, spreads
very fast, with the result that it is possible to secure a
bird the size of a wren at a distance of perhaps six feet.
This is important because birds in New Guinea tend to
be extremely tame. It is sometimes nearly impossible
to get far enough away from them. Theh again it is an
advantage to be near. The underbrush is so thick in
places that otherwise the bird would be lost when it fell.
Shooting a .410 shotgun at such a range would mean
losing everything of the specimen except a feather or
two, but at the same time these guns are better for
medium-range shooting at fifteen to twenty-five yards.

We walked along the path towards the shore. Jusup
walked behind me quite close, apparently watching every
move I made and attempting to copy it. He shouldered
his gun when I did, unlimbered it when I did, and
generally made me feel as if I was about to be shot in the
back at any moment. Along the shore beyond the beach
there were a few large trees which had been left because
the exposed coral rock was too poor for palms. They
were a good deal taller than the palms, with large rhodo-
dendron-like glossy leaves. Being perennial in foliage,
some of the leaves were always dying and being replaced.
These leaves were crimson, making bright spots of colour
all over the trees. '

Scattered over the recks and sand were a large number
of seeds, yellow, about the size of a peach stone. A few
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still had part of the fruit attached. The whole affair was
as large as a lemon, green and fleshy. Some bird had
Been eating them. ! _

Jusup plucked at my arm. He was breathing heavily,
with excitement.

“Tuan, there is a blue cockatoo,” and he pointed into
the tree overhead. -

Wesspent perhaps“ten minutes looking for that bird, «
Jusup pointing and I straining my eyes. The sun was
rather bright and dazzling on the polished leaves.
Suddenly 1 realized that I had become so infected with
excitement that I had never thought to tell Jusup to go
ahead and shoof by himself. He took long and painful
aim and finally fired—at one of the dead red leaves.
There was a harsh grating parrot call and a large long-
tailed bitd with a big crimson bill flew out of the tree.
Poor Jusup, he had become so confused that he had
aimed at the wrong dead leaf. Later we secured two speci-
mens of this beautiful parrot which is common in the
Moluccas and New Guinea. Like many of the birds
found on small islands hereabouts, these parrots fly in
flocks, migrating from island to island in search of what-
ever fruit is in season.

Farther along the shore there were some more trees.
In one there was a number of big friit pigeons, fine-
looking creatures as large and fat as a duck. They are
soft pinky-grey in colour, with iridescent green backs
and wings, and we came to depend on them as a variation
to our corned beef croquettes. They make a curious call
that sounds like a cross between the caw of a crow and
the bark of a dog. “Grrorrrr-ow!” they say, and at the
same time one or more of them will fly up and make a
display flight, swooping in a series of gracefal arcs with
closed wings. e
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- Jusup finally shot a bird. It was a starling which was
perched on the top of a papaya, pecking busily at the
ripe fruit. It had a rather long tail and bright shiny
.greenish plumage. We took it back to the house, and I
proceeded to skin it, making Jusup do part of the work.
He had small nimble fingers and he seemed to under-
stand very well. Preparing birds is an intricate job
. which takes a definite amount of learning. The skin of
a small bird is delicate and easily torn. Rough treatment
means that many feathers can be lost. All the innards of
a bird are removed except the skull and some of the
wing bones. The skin is then padded out with a cotton
or excelsior manikin in the shape of the body, a small
amount of arsenic powder is dusted in to keep out in-
sects, and the skin is sewed up and wrapped away in
cotton to dry. When completed, a museum or study skin
looks quite unlifelike, rather as if the bird had just lain
down on its back, folding its wings neatly underneath
and crossing its legs. A tag is then tied to the legs giving
the data of place, date, sex, and so on, and the skin is
complete.

“After your lunch,” I told Jusup, “you must go out
and shoot another of these birds, and make it this time
all by yourself.”

After my lunch I came back to find Jusup already at
work on another starling and doing a very good job.
Now, I thought to myself, I'll just lie down for a few
minutes in my room and let him go on by himself.
Beyond the open door I could hear an occasional noise,
the scrape of his chair, a pair of scissors dropping on the
floor, a box falling over on its side. Underneath as a sort
of running accompaniment, now louder, now softer with
his breathing, I could hear Jusup half-singing, half-whis-
pering to himself. With thie greatest difficulty it was just
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s i
possible to make outsyhat he was repeating over and

over. He was saying: -
e

.
“Seesaw, Seesaw,
Qp an’ don. : ‘
. Ohwatfunitistorideona—Seesaw.”

Not far away there is another i'sland of the group
called Lophon. All that could be seen from Kamwa was
a row of ragged tree-tops which stuck up above the
water. Harry told me that there was still a good deal of
original forest on it where 1 might find some of the small
birds qf these islafids, birds which would be likely to
have been driven off Kamwa by the solid new planting
of coconut trees.

“Loplion is' one of the places where the Besarese
pirates live,” he said: “‘But they have not cultivated it to
any extent.”

“Pirates?”” 1 asked.

“Yes,” he replied. “They are more or less reformed
now of course, run errands for me sometimes. They
never were very terrifying pirates, used to steal, or hold
up a canoe sometimes, sometimes a Chinese trading
schooner.”

“Are they Papuans?” -

“Partly. They are related to the Biak island people,
you know, from near Manokwari. Great seafarers, can
go hundreds of miles over the open ocean in canoes.
They are true nomads living always in their boats,
always at sea.” '

Charlie, Jusup, and I started out one morning early in
the dinghy with the-outboard motor sputtering and fum-
ing, driving us, “smash, smash, smash,” into the cross-
channel chop. By the time we got up to the island the

.
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tide was full and there were no wvaves, for the current
had stopped running. The sea had smoothed out flat and
green in the lee of the beach. The island seemed about
the same size as Kamwa, but the great jungle trees made
it look rathér strange and dark and mysteribus. We drove
in fast towards the beach, expecting to sweep up on one
of the little pat-pat waves and ground high up out of
_water. Instead, just as we got in ¢qo far, we suddenly
realized that there were real waves here, but now it was
too late. Up and up we went, and now down, and there
behind us was a great curler coming up out of nothing,
out of a placid sea on to what must have been an
extremcly shelving beach. ¢ o
“Jumping catfish,” Charlie shouted over the roar, and
then everything dissolved into a tumble and froth of
green water and rolling, rolling sand. ®

It was all over in a matter of szconds and we were
struggling with the dinghy. Nothing was lost, but every-
thing was wet, and Jusup had taken a blow in the side
as the dinghy went over. We got the dinghy up finally
above the high-water mark, and looked about for our
possessions. Everything seemed to be there. Our guns
were wet, but at least our waxed cartridges were dry.
Fortunately our lunch consisted of fresh water (in can-
teens) and Bartlctt pears (in unopened tins).

We struck out into the underbrush where we could
see a series of dim little trails crisscrossing each other.
Soon we had found some birds, pretty yellowish warblers
called white-eyes, dark brown flycatchers with rusty
brown tails, and a lovely red parakeet with a loud
whistling call.

The silence had been complete. <There had been no
noise in that underbrush but our own trampling as we
all wandered off in dnﬁcr nt directions, an occasional
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shot, and the songs of the birds. Now as I reached down
to retrieve the parakeet I heard a gentle rustle. The
pnrates may be sea rovers but they are also excellent
woodsmen. As I stood up I saw they were all dbout me
in the undergrowth, small squat Papuans with bandy
thin legs. They were dressed only in G-strings, except
for one man who wore an old tattered police coat. Their
faces told me nothing. We stood there silently for a
moment. I could not help noticing their big bush
knives. I reached up carefully and pulled two buckshot
shells out of the left-hand breast pocket of my shirt where
I always kept them I broke the shotgun, took out the
old shells, and put in the new.

“Tabek, greetmgs, " 1 said, fecling better.

“Tabek, Tuan,” said the man in the police coat, smil-
ing now. “I am the Kapala. Tlese are my people.”

Bowing and saluting, his face shining with smiles, he
came forward and shook hands. There was a thrashing
and Jusup and Charlie came along the trail. Then there
were more greetings all round. Jusup and the Kapala
went off into a torrent of Besarese explanations. Besarese,
like any of the New Guinea languages, sounds at first to
the untrained ear like a series of urgent after-dinner
Arabian grunts and belches. Later it grows more usual,
more pleasant. It never becomes understandable.

Jusup produced a small package of dirty-looking and
dripping Java tobacco. It is the kind that one buys to
give as presents to Papuan chiefs or to the coolies after
a hard day’s march. Now the stuff sagged limply in
Jusup’s hand. 1 took some and divided it up as I had seen
Harry do, doling it out to the Kapala, always using the
right hand as etiquétte demands. He was delighted and
bowed and saluted several moré #imes, talkihg in a sort
of stage whisper to his men ‘who clustered about him,
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reaching over each other with gr’éat hams of hands to
chutch at wisps of tobacco. They ¥ were mostly burned very
black from the sun. They all had huge chests and bulgmg
-arms from lives spent in their canoes. They grinned at
us from a variety of faces, flat-nosed, broad-nosed, thick
drooping moustaches, monkey-like clean-shaven faces,
bald heads, woolly heads, old men and young.

“They would like you to come and see their camp,”
said Jusup.

The Kapela led the way and Charlie and I followed
him, while the rest trailed along grinning and chuckling
at Jusup’s jokes. Suddenly we came out of the trees into
the intense glare of the sun. The sea lipped gently on
the coral beach at our feet. Off to the right a long white
spit of sand like the one on Kamwa stuck out from the
shore line. Here was tiie movable wandering village of
the Besarese. There must have béen a dozen canoes
drawn up on the sand or anchored by poles just off shore
where they swayed gently, drifting back and forth
towards the beach. Little black figures toiled busily over
the sand or crouched around specks of flame where fires
were going.

We walked over to the sandspit while the men behind
us shouted and figures came running to greet us, small
boys and girls scampering over the beach with the agility
of sand fleas. We came to one of the fires and stopped
to see what was cooking in a big pot. It had an evil smell,
something to do with a turtle. A shell, full of blood, lay
close alongside the pot. All the new faces that had been
on the beach now clustered close to us. Most of them
were chewing betel nut which made them spit frequently,
staining the sand with great dark biobs. Women with
enormous niops of frizz'ed hair stood off at a distance, shy
and giggling, some nursing children. Most of the canoes
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had little thatched cabins built over them amidships,
and from these the old people leaned out, old withered
then and wrinkled cronés of women. They all stared at
us, whisperiug and chuckling hoarsely to each ether. .

Ovey everything hung the bitter pungent smell of the
Besarese, aromatic as betel nut, sharp as sweat, and musty
as the dried pandanus leaves and fibres they use for
weaving. o

“Tuan, the Kapala thanks you both for the tobacco and
for visiting his camp. He would like to dg a dance for
you, a chakalele.”

“Fine,” we said and sat down in the shade of a pan-
danus mat that had®been strung up to dry.

The Kapala shouted out “Chakalele,” and at that there
was a yell and some of the men dived for their canoes, to
reappear’a moment later carrying spears, big knives, a
brass gong, and two wooden drums, long narrow cylinders
of wood covered at one end with lizard skin. Three little
naked children, fuzzy-haired, pot-bellied, with legs and
arms like sticks, had been huddled together asleep on a
mat near a fire. They woke now and started to cry sleepily.
‘The drummers and a boy carrying the gong settled down
in the lee of one of the canoes. Suddenly the drums began,
low and booming. High over them came the sound of
the gong, ringing incredibly fast like an angry hornet;
“tap-tap” went the men on the wooden side of the drums.
“Bop-bop,” said one drum on the lizard skin. “Bum-
bum,” said the other. All the time the gong was ringing
its challenge over the quiet water, “bong-bong-bong-ong-
ong-ongggaegsges! "

The Kapala now leaped out from behind one of the
canoes and began to dance. In one hand he held a long
dagger, in the other a shield, a narrow hourglass-shaped
piece of wood with an elaborate jnlaid pattern of bits of
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white shell. He danced very fast, xfever moving out of one
spot. His feet jerked backwards through the sand, throw-
ing it up in spurts like an enraged bull. The blade of his

~dagger twinkled and shone, darting from side to side in
intricate movements. The shield whirled back ang forth,
now high over his héad, now in back, now in front. The
sweat ran down his, legs. His coat seemed to turn darker,
if that were possible.

At last he gave a gasp and flung up the shield and
dagger into_the air. There was a yell from behind him,
and another man jumped up to take his place, catching
the shield and dagger with great dexterity. This one
danced hard and fast. He was a big man. The sun shone
down heavily, sending highlights glancing and slithering
over his black skin and the muscles that bulged up from
his shoulders and back. As he danced, knees bent and feet
jerking, he bared his teeth in an agonized grin, and the
men and women burst into shrill yells of excitement.

Finally this one sank back panting into the sand and
another leaped to take his place. Then another and
another, and on they went until even small boys were
dancing, little monkey-like creatures leaping into the air
sometimes and shrilling their cries of victory over the
water.

The tide haa changed. We could see the current
beginning to make again out in the channel between the
islands. We stood up and shook hands with the Kapala
and gave him the rest of the tobacco. We also gave him
one of the tins of Bartlett pears.

“Wah,” he said and his eyes shone. He ran to his canoe
and returned with two small woven boxes of betel nut
which he handed us. They hgd colbured strips making
an intricate design. Eyerybody thanked everybody else,

the old women cackled with glee, and we walked along

1
2
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the beach enveloped in, a cloud of rosy goocf will. It was
only then that I realized I had forgotten to unload my
shotgun. I replaced the buckshot in my left breast pocket.

On the way back to the dinghy we flushed a beautiful,
pair of thick-knees, giant plover that stand as tall as a
chicken. They ran along the beach ahead of us, heads
turned so that we could see their great yellow eyes. Then
they flew off, making a loud vibrating whistle, circled
over the sea, to land out of range behind us again. We
searched the island diligently but without success. There
were no other species to be found.

The waves had gone down and we launched the dinghy
easily, getting back+4o Kamwa in time for a bath before
supper. In the East Indies customs cling on long after
they are outmoded. All the way from the Hotel des Indes
at Batavia' to Harry's house on Kamwa the universal way
of taking a bath is to stand up, reach into a tub of water
with a dipper, and then splash oneself all over. Perhaps
because it ‘is fun, this system is still used in hotels that
could well afford hot running water and bath tubs. In-
stead there is always the dipper and the tub, more elabo-
rate in some places than others, sometimes inlaid with
tiles, but otherwise always the same.

Supper over, we strolled out of the house carrying our
chairs. Around us as we sat there sipping our coffee was
Harry’s garden, the orchids whose leaves brushed our
shoulders, the bushy hibiscus with scarlet flowers, purple
now in this light. Over all rose the young palms stretch-
ing away in a solid bank. The moon, shining down out
of a dry-looking blue sky, glinted on the polished upper-
surfaces of the fronds. The tips of the leaves were waving
gently in the nightsbreeze, throwing back a thousand
winking lights. As they waved they clashed alittle, mak-
ing a kind of soft sighing music.

1
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.1 had been telling Harry abougsthe Besarese.
. “You two were lucky to see that sword dance,” he said.
“It has now been forbidden in most of the East Indies.”

“How«come?’" asked Charis.

“The chakalele is a specially significant dance, my boy.
Usually it means triumph for an enemy killed, or anti-
cipation, a working-up for the warpath. It is considered
dangerous because sometimes a danger will let himself
go and run amok.”

“Amok?"” :

“That is the word for temporary madness. It doesn’t
just happen during a dance. If you have a mood of ex-
treme inferiority, let’s say a temporary cemplex, what do
you do? Run about beating your chest maybe, or else
sit in a corner and sulk? Those things hit different people
different ways. If a Malay on the other hands feels bad,
all he does is run amok. He tears off:all his clothes, grabs
a knife, and runs about through his village, cutting up a
few people on the way. It is a form of hysteria and it is
very good for blowing off steam. An hour later he can be
as placid as a mud turtle.”

“Has it happened on Kamwa?" Fred asked.

“Once,” replied Harry calmly. “But it was very easy.
When the man ran at me foaming and screaming I simply
felt very angry that it should be happening on my plan-
tation. I held his eyes with mine and shouted at him as
loud as I could to drop the knife.”

“What happened then?”

“He dropped it, of course,” said Harry a trifle impa-
tiently. “He made a very good workman afterwards, He
knew I had something on him."”

Martin came out and cleared-away the coffee cups,

“It was a cousin of Martin’s,” finished Harry quietly.

We had been talking earlier about oyr projected trip
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to Misool. It is a largésisland about forty-five miles lorig
by twenty wide, lying fo the south ten or fifteen miles
from Kamwa. Harry was very anxious to have us go there
even if only for a short time. :

“It will be a good test for you,” he had said. “You will
have some idea of what the interior of New Guinea itself
is like.” o

The people on Misool are Arafuras, a group closely !
related to the Papuans but smaller, more delicate. Charis
was anxious to measure them, and 1 for one wanted to
collect a few birds on Misool. Now we had planned to
leave within a day or two and spend a week there. Harry
hoped that we could get to Tip, an Arafura village in the
interior which no one had ever visited.

“We must get the Raja to go with us,” he said. “He
has great power over the Arafuras. The upstart,” he
added half under hi$ breath.

“What do you mean, upstart, Harry?” questioned
Charis.

“Good gracious,” said Harry. “Haven't I told you
about these western New Guinea islands, why they are
called the Raja Ampat group, the islands of the four
Rajas?”

“No,” we chorused.

“Well, you know of course that thesé islands were all
under the control of the Sultan of Tidore until Holland
took over,” he said settling himself back comfortably in
his chair.

We all nodded. Overhead the moon shone serenely.
Looking down the long tunnel that was the path to the
beach, it was just possible to see a small patch of water
glinting in the bright light. -

“The Sultan set up four Rajas to rule” over these
islands as his deputies. They‘had to pay him tribute in

B
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slaves, dammar, a kind of resin from a tree found here-
abouts, and bird of paradise plumes. Those are the dull
facts. The local Papuan story is much more interesting.q'

He paused, fumbled in the pocket of his white jacket
for a moment, then drew out a cigar and lighted it.

“Long ago on the island of Waigeu north of Sorong
there was a poor ccuple living in the forest. Every day
the man went out hunting or fishing and the woman kept
their hut clean and gathered fruit or roots or herbs which
she cooked..;

“One day she was able to find nothing to eat. Her man
came home and he too had not been lucky. ‘I did find
these few eggs,” he said, handing her~six°large whrite eggs
from the bag that he carried. But the woman would not
cook them as he wanted her to do. Instead she,hid them,
for she was sure they were bewitched. After a time five of

them hatched. The sixth egg turned to stone and is still
to be seen on Waigeu although it is very bad luck to look
at it. Indeed women will become barren if they see it,

“The five eggs hatched into four boys and a girl. They
all grew up into wonderful people and in a short time
they had gathered many followers around them. The girl
disappears out of the story here. She went off to an
island near Biak and became the ancestress of all the
people there.”

Harry puffed on his cigar for a moment.

“After a time, of course, the brothers became rivals for
the supreme power on theislands. They quarrelled among
thempselves and one, the third brother, went away with

his people, saying that he would not rest until he had
gone so far that he would never be able to see the island
of Waigeu again. He set sail to,the sButh and pretty soon
they came Yo Salawatisright across from Sorong. They
Janded on the beach and the young man asked his fol-



SEESAW 117

lowers if they could still, see Waigeu. As for him he would
not turn his head to loek. They said they could, and so
they got into their canoes again and continued south until
they came to Misool. Again he asked and this time they_
said ‘No." Sothe young man settled there and became
the Raja of Misool. .

“The second brother left soon after but was content to
settle on Sarawati.  He became the Raja there.

“The fourth son went off somewhere near Ambon and
was never heard of again.

“The oldest son stayed on Waigeu where he became
the Raja.

“Pour me a glass°of cold tea, will someone? I'm dry,”
Harry interrupted himself. There was a pause until a
glass was found.

“About a hundred and fifty years ago,” he went on,
putting down the glass finally, “‘a total stranger appeared
at the Raja of Misool’s court and announced that he was
the descendant of the long-lost brother. The Raja was
very nice to him and gave him half of Misool to rule. In
the meantime the most important line, the Rajas of
Waigeu, who were entitled to ninety-nine flags when they
went out for a procession, they all died out long ago.
The Raja of Salawati, who was entitled to eighty-eight
flags, well, I remember him. He was ar unconscionable
old scoundrel. In 1919 he was convicted of slave-trading
and sentenced to jail. One of my boys here, Efaat, he was
one of a group of little orphan children that the mis-
sionary and I rescued from the Raja’s house at Samate.
The old man died a short time later. He was a thorough
rogue.” Harry paused meditatively.

“The Raja of Misool, ¢hat is, the legitimate one, was
entitled to seventy-seven flags. He died, very, old, about
three years ago, having no heirs. “Well, you see,” Harry
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chuckled, “that leaves the upstart<Raja, entitled to only
sixty-six flags. He's the last one left. It just goes to show
that blood will tell, what?”

Harry-puffed at his cigar. The burning end waxed and
waned with the regularity of a revolving red signal light.

“Of course, he’s quite old and I did hear that his first
wife had seen the stone egg on Waigeu, so of course she
had no children. However, he’s remarried since then, but
I have not heard whether successfully or not. In any case
we shall soon find out. T look forward to seeing him
again, the upstart,” and Harry with a violent effort
lunged forward and up out of his deep chair.

It was late as we all stood up. We'made short work of
the jug of cold tea. The moon had gone behind a cloud
and a small cold wind had sprung up. The palm fronds
rattled now against each other with a definite’ beat in-
stead of the previous soft clashing. I kept trying to think
what seemed so familiar about the rhythm as I climbed
into bed. I was very sleepy and it was not until I was
nearly off that I realized what it was. “Squeak, squeak,”
went on the palm leaves, “Seesaw, Seesaw, up and down,
Seesaw.”

L0



CHAPTER VII

9

«'MISOOL

OW that I have been to Misool and,come away I
N am full of regret for a lost opportunity. After all,
: it is not an easy place to return to again. What I
found out was that in seven days with an open sore on
one’s heel and insufficient help, it is impossible to do
much collecting of birds. I also liked the vanishing
Arafuras. .

In New York it Had never occurred to Dr. Mayr and
myself that I might be able to get to Misool. I had no
list of the birds of the island or any information as to
who had been there before me. Wallace’s assistant,
Charles Allen, had been there for a time in 1860 until he
was starved out by lack of supplies. Guillemard, a rich
English amateur of science, had stopped at Misool in
1883, and I had heard that a German collector, Heinrich
Kuehn, employed by Lord Rothschild; had been there
for a short time around the turn of the century. For all
I knew, the birds of Misool were well known as a result
of Kuehn's trip. What remained to be collected, and what
species would be of interest at home, were two minor
mysteries.

Waigama is the seat of the last of the six eggs. Heavy
jungle trees hang dver the little town. A small muddy
river comes out of a hole in the forest and tmpties into
the sea, staining the dying coral with silt. The effect is

119
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sombre and dank. The Malay population of the place
hang about languidly and pictutesquely in gay sarongs,
the men with jaunty black velvet caps. As we came up
-the steps from the little landing pier they stood about,
looking like “wild-eyed melancholy Lotos-eaters.” The
sixth egg himself, however, was made of sterner stuff. He
stood there at the bead of the stairs, a small sturdy man
of indeterminate age dressed in ‘a- shiny white high-
collared suit topped by a large sun helmet made out of
what I latey, discovered to be orchid stems. He smiled
graciously.

“Slamat datang,” he said, “greetings to your coming.”

Then he recognized Harry, whom he fiad not seen for
several years, and his face relaxed into beaming smiles,

“Tabek, Raja,” cried Harry, slapping him on the back
as they shook hands.

The upstart Raja of Misool turned and led us into the
town. As the dreamy-eyed crowd parted on each side, we
saw that there were other people on the outskirts, small
dark people with mops of fuzzy hair, in G-strings, carry-
ing bows and arrows. These were the Arafuras. They
stood looking at us without any expression whatever, the
way a deer might look at you in the zoo.

Waigama consists of five or six houses ranged round a
small square. Ori one side there are two of the inevitable
Chinese stores, on the other the house of the Raja. It was
a fairly large house raised off the ground on a multj-
tude of stakes and beams driven into the soil at all angles,
There was a wide sagging veranda all around. The roof
was thatched with atap, the familiar palmleaf materia]
used universally. The slant of the underpinnings and
the general top-heavy look of the plice gave the effect of
a house of eards that was just about to tumble down. We
tiptoed instinctively up the front steps after the Raja.
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The main living-room had no partition on one side,
so that it was continuou:s with the veranda. In the centre
were the usual four cane chairs and a round table. Over
them hung a large crocheted shade for the“kerosene
pressure lamp. The walls were bare except for a pair of
stag antlers, on the tines of which reposed the Raja's
collection of hats, and a large gold-framed photograph of
the Raja himself takén at the time of a visit to Ambon. °

There was a rustling as we sat down. Soon several
heads peeped around the open corners of «the veranda.
There were five little boys in velvet caps with eager faces
and bright button eyes, all of them staring open-
mouthed. At fifst when we looked they scampered away.
Soon they became bolder. Several little girls joined them.
Now they were almost in the room.

“Eh yah,” shouted the Raja, kis smile interrupted by
a frown. “Pigi lekas!” and the whole troop scampered off,
squealing with excitement. A few minutes later and they
were all peering in again.

There had been some whispering and scuffling at the
back. Now a pretty young Malay woman came out with
cups of tea. She was wearing a beautifully embroidered
sarong and a lace kebaya or jacket fastened rather pre-
cariously in front with three gold p'ns She smiled
modestly as she put down the cups and turned and
scurried back for more, tap-tapping in her wooden
Chinese clogs.

The Raja announced to Harry proudly that that was
his new wife.

“Any children?” asked Harry.

The Raja held up one ﬁnger smiling shyly.

“A boy?”

“Yes, Tuan."” *9

“Splendid,” and Harry turned to us. “You know, the
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Raja is considerably older than T"am. Poor man, he’s
béen trying for years. There have been three wives, but
none of the legitimate children have survived, although
I daresay he has plenty of heirs on the bar sinister side.
Now this will be a great thing if the child lives.”

The Raja, in spite of all these desperate nuptial
endeavours, seemed to be happy enough and carefree as
well. "o

“Why shouldn’t he be?” said Harry. “He’s rich and
powerful. The Government does well to keep him on
a pension. These people adore him. We don't see his
riches, of course. They are all buried somewhere -and
only brought out at weddings.” s o

- After polite comments about the wife and child, Harry
veered the conversation round to Tip. Could some of us
go there? The Raja smiled and nodded. Would the
Raja go too? The Raja thought a moment, then relaxed
and nodded again. Then came much more talk and
finally the arrangements. The Raja and I would go to
Tip to-morrow, and perhaps Charis and Fred and Harry
would follow in a day or two.

The Raja of Misool is one of the very few Malays I
have ever met who could actually contemplate doing
something “to-morrow.” After hurriedly assembling all
my material for a week on shore, clothes, food, shotguns
ammunition, notebooks, skinning equipment, along with’
Jusup's personal barang, 1 got to bed at last, not too con-
fident of what the morning would bring. But early the
next day there the Raja was, actually waiting on shore
with ten Arafura carriers, six women and four men. They
had huge cornucopia-shaped woven baskets which hung
on their backs supported by shoulder straps and a fore-
head tump’ line. We. had hard work at first stuffing

everything into these big ﬁaskets. I finally had to leave
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behind some ammunition and three or four' cans of food,
which I was later to regret. .
s At six o'clock it is fairly cool even in a latitude of
1° 50" South. Everything was enmeshed in fog. The.
palm trees along the shore hung their heads and dripped
melted fog. Eddies of the stuff floated along the ground
or stretched out on the water in waying smoking lines.
The little people goughed as if they were racked with .
consumption and looked longingly at the houses where
fires were being lit. The Raja lined them a'l‘l up, placed
himself in front, bowed to me to walk behind, saw that
Jusup was behind me, nodded to everyone, and started
off. Weg walkedrquickly to the end of the street, turned
to the left, and marched straight into the jungle. For
perhaps half a mile the trail was fairly wide and muddy
with the“tracks of many feet in it, large and small. At
intervals other trails-branched off on either side, leading
to scrubby patches of cultivation cleared out of the sur-
rounding ‘forest. Bright-coloured butterflies, emerald
green and red, flew up from the filth underfoot as we dis-
turbed them. As we advanced the trail dwindled to a
path, then to a track. It became wetter. There were
places where sago palm trunks had been thrown into the
water to make a sort of bridge. Finally we came to a
place where even this had been given up and we slogged
along through ankle-high liquid. Looking back I noticed
that the carriers were now all wearing warm-brown tennis
socks.

As for me, I had my knee-high bottes sauvages on, boots
of which I was very proud. They are roomy and com-
fortable, of soft leather, with no lacings, only two straps,
one over the instep, ¢he other at the top under the knee.
If you tuck the top of your trousers into theboots, then
strap them tight, you have a fairly waterproof, leechproof
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combination. Unfortunately for*me, two things went
wrong that day. One was that the soles of my boots were
leather; the other, that I wore silk socks under wool one§
as 1 had-been told to do in order to let the sweat be
absorbed by the wool socks, thus keeping the feet drier.

After an hour or so of mud, we came suddenly to a
little limestone ridge up which we proceeded to climb.
I can say it now although I did not know it then. Never
climb up a wet limestone ridge with leather soles on
one’s shoes! The wretched stuff was so coated with moss
and algae, better known as slime, that it might as well
have been ice.

It was at about this point that I Began to notice also
that there must be a darn in my silk sock on the left foot
at about the Achilles tendon just above the heel. At first
it was a sensation, then.a dull ache every time [“drew my
foot forward, then increasing until i¢ reached the quality
of a fresh wasp sting. By that time, of course, it was too
late. We stopped under an overhanging boulder where
some local rustic had playfully constructed a seat of small
logs so designed that no matter what position you
assumed, sparkling drops of water splashed down upon
your neck from the crevices overhead. I took off my
boot while the Raja, Jusup, and our six women and four
men gravely watehed. The blister had long since burst,
leaving a round red raw spot the size of a half-dollar.
From the same pocket in my shirt where I kept the buck-
shot shells, I extracted a small tin box, replete with ban-
dages and iodine bottle. I put on a bandage and threw
away the silk sock, which was immediately rescued by
Jusup who would probably give it to one of his lady
friends. Then we wenton. + =

I 'would not have mipded the walk to Tip so much if
it had not been for those ¥mestone ridges. Fortunately
L
1
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it was not the season for leeches. We failed to encounter

a single one. It did not rain any more than usual, nofie

of the barang were lost, and no one sustained a serious

injury except myself. However, there were the fimestone
ridges.The irritating thing about them was that they pre-

sumably tried to be nice. No sooner had we climbed

two or three hundred feet up one than the ridge would

seem to decide to callit a day and stop. That then would
be the end of that ridge and so we would have to climb

down 1its opposite side. Immediately, alongevould come

another ridge and the process would be repeated again

and again ad nauseam. Although I had been spending

most ofmy tim¢’on ‘shore walking about Kamwa looking

for birds, I soon found that I had not yet recuperated

from ten months at sea. After fourteen separate and dis-

tinct limestone ridges my legs weve like jelly.

“If you please,” I"called to the Raja, “I ask to stay a
moment.” It was a phrase that I had thought up with
care.

The Raja turned, smiled politely, and stopped. We sat
down on stones beside the trail.

This jungle was what I came to know as typical low-
land jungle in New Guinea and the surrounding islands.
The trees are immensely tall and fanlike, making a fairly
solid canopy overhead. This original forest, so-called, is
ordinarily so thick above that light cannot penetrate
with sufficient power to supply most ground-living plants.
Thus this type of jungle is fairly open below and makes
for easy walking. There is none of this hacking of the
underbrush business that one reads of in books. On the
other hand, if the soil underfoot is very wet and of poor
holding quality it nfay be that trees will be continually
falling down, the forest canopy owill be distontinuous,
and there will be masses of tangled underbrush in places.
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However, most trails and most woodsmen prefer to walk
around these obstacles. £

One of the most extraordinary trees of the New Guinea
original forest is a species of wild fig which starts its
career as a simple vine. There was one very big one right
behind the Raja’s back as he sat facing me. First the vine
grows up the tree as any self-respecting vine should, send-
ing out shoots and branches in every direction. After a
while the mask is dropped, the play is over, and the now
immensely ¢*rong vine proceeds to strangle the tree. The
central trunk of the host rots and drops away from the
bottom, leaving an enormous forest tree supported by a
series of small arched branching trunks'springing from
the ground. The whole thing looks as if somehow the
tree had been uprooted and stuck into the ground upside
down. This particularone was a giant. There was room
enough to drive a 1929 Model A Ford Tudor sedan
underneath and park for the night.

The Raja was looking at me slightly reproachfully.
He had told me before we started that the trip ought not
to take more than five hours. But we had already taken
five hours to get this far.

“Before,” said the Raja, “I always walked to Tip in
four hours,” and he shook his head and spat sirih juice
out on to a large broad leaf, making it turn red like a
begonia.

We stood up stiffly and started off. Jusup and the
porters were dangling along in the rear. I could hear
their talking and laughing coming along now.

So far there had been very few birds. Nearer Waig.-
ama I had seen a pair of megapodes sitting in a high
bush which looked very unnatural for such ground-
haunting birds. Then »/e had passed one of their mounds
made in the jungle. In contrast to the megapode of the
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Solomons, which simply digs a hole in the sand, the New
Guinea species builds large mounds of leaves and decay-
Mg vegetation in whick the necessary heat is provided
by fermentation. 0 <

The only séunds in the jungle here were produced by
two species of birds which I came later to know very well.
These two sounds are the most characteristic noises of the
New Guinea lowland forest, along with the loud whoop- .
ing call of one of the birds of paradise which is absent
from Misool. The softer of the two was the insistent
“tock-tock-tock" call of a big stolid kingfisher which sits
in the tops of the tallest trees and never goes near the
water. _The lomder noise was the occasional “swish-
swish” as a pair of hornbills took wing from overhead
and went off grunting hoarsely to cach other. These
hornbills‘are about as big as a Rhode Island Red hen,
with long stout wings. The flight feathers on the ends
of the wings are broad and stout with spaces between
them so that in flight the air rushes through these
feathers, making them vibrate and sending out the rather
harsh swishing noise. On the end of a long scraggy neck
there is a large gaunt head with startling china-blue eyes
fringed with gummy-looking artificial eyelashes. But
most arresting of all, the bird has an enormous bill some-
times nearly a foot long, whitish, with wrinkled corruga-
tions on top. Local lore has it that the boerong taun adds
a new wrinkle each year, thus showing his age. Young
birds, however, are still free from wrinkles long after they
are a year old.

About twelve o’clock as we were just clearing the last
of the limestone ridges it began to rain. The rain fell
quietly, steadily, impersonally. It just wet us all over.
If you hold your head back so thatfit won’t go down your
neck, it goes down your fronte It'is always strange how
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tke last spot of dryness is cherished, with what reluctance
the struggle is finally abandoned. There was a place
on the small of my back where I kept hoping my sopping
shirt wouldn't touch me. For a few yards I walked
pigeon-chested, as if I were being held up by a gunman.
Finally I took one step too fast, the shirt slopped against
me, and now I was wet all over.

Suddenly we came out into an overgrown clearing. At
least it seemed to be a clearing, as the tall treez had been
cut. It was what the Arafuras hopefully call a garden.
There was a small tumbledown shack leaning on itself
beside the trail. I sat down on the matting floor while the
Raja, putting on a hood of palm leal wkich he fqund in
the hut, went out into the downpour again. 1 watched
him nose about among the shrubbery for a time, evi-
dently hoping that ap odd fruit or two might have
ripened since the last passer-by.

An Arafura garden is not in the least like a European
garden. There is just this sort of opening in the jungle
showing that the trees have been cut and burned over a
few years before. Secondary growth, thick thorny bushes
and nettles, then grows up to a height of perhaps twenty
feet. At intervals there are trails. Look closely, however,
and the products of the garden begin to appear. Here is
a banana plant, half choked out by the rank growth
around it. Its spindly stalk looks as if it would never
support a bunch of fruit. Over there, almost underfoot,
are some spiky pineapple leaves. Again a few undis-
tinguished-looking weeds resolve themselves into sugar
cane. Farther along there is a dead-seeming corrugated
stem. Look up, and surprisingly it is surmounted by a
tuft of the big broad leaves which mark it as a papaya. It
wears a choker collar of nubbins of immature green fruit.

This shack was evidentiy free to any passing villager
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who might want to spend the night. Wood was stacked
carefully under the eaves. The little raised fireplace was
rot long cold. Perhaps someone had spent last night
here. Beside the fireplace was arranged a pile of sleep-
ing mats. Outside, catching the drip of rain from the palm’
thatch "roof, were a row of hollow.bamboo tubes about
three feet long in which water was stored and carried.
There was even a dpum, a long wobdden one like those
of the Besarese. I picked it up and tapped it, whereupon .
a thriving family of centipedes fell out of the open end
and scuttled away under the matting. %

The Raja came back dripping but triumphant, carry-
ing three unpromising-looking pineapples and two stalks
of sugar cane. As Jusup and the Arafuras were still
dawdling along far behind, this would serve as our Junch.
But that %as no hardship. The fruit was delicious.

We waited a good half-hour and then went on, I raging
that Jusup should keep us waiting so long. Fortunately
the limestone was over now. We were back on a fairly
good jungle trail.

“This is Tip country,” said the Raja. “Those hills
were the boundary, those holes by the trail we passed,
they were put there by the Tip people with branches
over them so that visitors would fall in and be killed.”

Tip must have been the centre for the Arafura tribes
in the old days. It is even on one of the English
Admiralty maps, although no white man so far as I know
has ever been there. Indeed in Java to-day I'll wager
that less than two per cent of the white population have
ever heard of Misool itself, or would know that it is in
the Dutch East Indies. And of these two per cent it is
also worth wagering thag most of them would say that
Misool was a wild place full of Arafuras who are cannibdls
and as savage as any tribe in ghe “world.

K »
F
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. Tip, when we came to it, proved to be a small area of

cleared ground on the edge of a river bank consisting of
one large house about twenty-by forty feet, a smallcr
cook-honse, and a tiny shed. That was the entire village;
and, as for the inhabitants, we were greeted on our
arrival by two frail, shaking men, withered and gnarled
with age, a wrinkled old crone, and a young girl. The
old men were very thin and shrunken. One of them had
- a great wen or swelling on the side of his forehead like a
Japanese djinn. They bowed and scraped to the Raja
although I feared that the effort would be almost too
much for them.

I asked the Raja where we would siay.. He motioned to
the big house. Climbing up a ladder of four rungs, I
stooped down and entered the little doorway. The house
was made of split bamboos, crudely woven together for
support and lashed with rattan te a rickety system of
poles, uprights, and crosspieces. The floor was raised
about three feet above the ground. When I wilked across
it, everything dipped and bent in all directions.

All about the walls were little fireplaces, boxes of
ashes set into the floor. Above them was piled split kind-
ling wood, and from the slanting roof beams were hang-
ing racks containing supplies of one sort or another. No
provision had been made for the smoke to escape. Asa
result it just hung about under the roof and darkened
the supplies of baskets, arrows, bows, coils of rattan, and
pig and crocodile jaw trophies which were hanging there.
Highest up of all, very old and black, was a single skull,
Altogether a rather unsavoury place, I thought, as I
slumped down on the floor in the middle of the room
and fell fast asleep. %5

"Two hours later I woke up to find myself an object of
great interest. The whole-town was assembled, as well as

QI g e ———
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the porters and one or two new arrivals, presumably
people who had been out in the gardens earlier. They
were discussing me in ho uncertain terms, I felt sure.
Along with their small stature the Arafura§ possesse
strange little tinkling voices. Where the Besarese tongue
had sounded harsh and guttural, this aboriginal language
was tuneful, high, and singing. A greup of them talking
together sounds like®someone playing a set of slightly
cracked musical glasses.

I sat up suddenly, wondering if I would scare them.

“Wah,” said the old crone.

Jusup came in just then with such an opportune cup
of boiling-hot tea that I had no heart to scold him.

It was getting dark outside as I clambered creakingly
out of the house and hobbled down the steep bank of the
river to bathe, armed with a towel, soap, dipper, and
some fresh clothes. The stream was a big one forty feet
wide, flowing along swiftly without the slightest suspicion
of a sound to tell that it was there. Not a ripple broke the
black surface. There were no rocks or rapids. Only the
water flowed along quickly with the thick viscous look
of hot oil.

Where the jungle had been silent under the rain, now
it was throbbing with noise. All about rose the myriad
screaming song of crickets and other insects which strike
up their melodies every afternoon near sunset. Through
the hellish din came the regular booming of a big fruit
pigeon which I could see silhouetted against the crimson
sky on the highest branch of a huge tree across the river.
The call was very different from that of the fruit pigeons
on Kamwa. By now I was beginning to become used to
New Guinea birds™ “I'Il bet that’s Ducula pinon,” . 1
thought to myself, just as a year before I migkt have said,
“1'11 bet that’s a chestnut-sided warbler.”
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I waded in ankle-deep and stood there throwing water
over myself. The water was surprisingly cold. It stun
on the raw spot above my heel. T wanted to sit down and

»get it alt over me, but perhaps the sight of the trophies
in the house above had reminded me of Harry’s story of a
week or so before. Harry had had a Papuan boy once
who had gone bathing, squatting in the water in just
such a river when a crocodile coining up behind had
seized him by the buttocks and carried him off into deep
water. Only the fellow’s presence of mind had saved him.
He had reached around and stuck his fingers into the
crocodile’s eyes and it had let go. I seem to have an un-
fortunate facility for remembering grisly stories like these
at just the wrong moments.

In the meantime one or two of the Tip people had
appeared at the edge ‘of the bank high above, to gaze
down wonderingly at the strange spectacle of someone
actually bathing in the river. I always hoped that some
of them would take a hint from myself or Jusup or the
Raja, for charming as the Arafuras are, they have one bad
failing. They dislike intensely the idea of baths of any
sort. They might be out in the rain as on the trip up
from Waigama, or they might fall into the river by mis-
take, but both rhese accidents are poor substitutes for a
thorough scrubbing. However, all things considered, I
sometimes wonder which came first, soap or a sense of
cleanliness.

Refreshed and soothed I climbed up the bank and back
into the house, to find my canvas cot set up in the middle
of the floor with the mosquito net over it like a cloud.
Inside it was pitch dark. I had to use a flashlight to
avoid stepping into the worn‘out“spots in the floor.
Jusup had prepared a good supper of soup, rice, tinned
peas, tea, toast, and tinned peaches. My gasoline pressure
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lamp hung from a thong, illumining the whole interior
of the house. Around the walls sat the little Arafuras
grinning and blinking in the light, tending their fires,
eating bits of boiled sago, and chattering along,in their
musical voices. On a neat white mattress the Raja sat
apart, Erisp and neat in a fresh Madras print sarong and
white jacket. Instead of his orchid hat he now wore a
small turban also of cotton print. Before he turned to
his bowl of rice seasoned with peppers, he moved himself
to face Mecca and went through some small private
devotions. Later he and Jusup had a very chatty dinner
together, both sitting cross-legged on their bedding rolls.

Sleep, was difkcult that night. The Arafuras are like
animals in the sense that they sleep for limited periods
only. They drop off for a few minutes, only to wake
again and continue whatever they were saying in their
drowsy tinkling voices. People kept getting up to go out-
side. Others were constantly lighting their fires. The
chinks in ‘the floor were useful for frequent and noisy
expectorations of sirih, or betel juice, which made every-
body, even the Raja, look as if they used lipstick. At
intervals the semi-quiet would be punctuated with a dog
fight. Each time this happened, everyone had to outshout
the dogs. This only excited the animals to further efforts
until at last someone had the good sense to throw some-
thing which terminated the whole discussion with a last
series of shrill yips.

Early the next morning just at dawn the whole village
was up and off to work. There were preliminary stirrings
at about three which increased in intensity until by aawn
the last inhabitants were pretty well up and out. It was
an arrangement which would have obviated the necessity
of an alarm clock for the heartiest sleeper. Jusup brought
in my coffee promptly and I.dréssed quickly. When it
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came to the boots, however, I changed my mind. My left
heel was in a shocking condition of suppuration. It
looked as if this was going to be a first-rate Solomon sore,
-as such things are called. I gave the Raja my third gun
and asked him to go out for me. He seemed pleased and
soon departed with Jusup. Meanwhile I began to douse my
foot with potassium permanganate and hope for the best.

Most of the porters seemed to belong to Tip. They
had all departed about their business except for one very
elegant chap whom I nicknamed “the little dandy.” He
was a great deal neater than the others and he seemed to
take more pride in his personal possessions, his bow of
shining ironwood, and his well-made four-foot-long bird
arrows. I hobbled outside in bedroom-slippers and sat on
a stump, hoping that some birds might come near. The
little dandy waited too, I soon heard him muYmur, and
looking where he pointed saw a srmall honey-eater in 2
hibiscus bush. It was too near for the gun. I motioned
at the bow and arrows. Proudly then he stood up and let
fly. The bird was exceedingly tame. After four misses
he finally secured it, he a primitive man from the back
of beyond who had to live by his skill in woodcraft, |
began to wonder if James Fenimore Cooper’s Indian
heroes really could “cleave to the mark” every time.

Soon the Raja.came in with two birds, a black lory, or
small parrot, and a lesser bird of paradise. This s
first bird of paradise, and a magnificent sight it was,
brownish bird with a bright yellow head, about the S'ize
of a pigeon but made to look much larger by the lon
trailing plumes of brilliant yellow extending out from
under the wings. I had heard their persistent calls every.
where and once had glimpsed, a flutter of yellow high
up. Their note is very loud, a ringing ong-ong-ong which
echoes through the forest..

vas my
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In 1598 John van Linschoten, writing of 2hese distint-
tivc? New Guinea birds which had arrived in Europe from
China for the first timé, called them Avis paradiseus
Traders reported that they lived in the air, always mm_',
ing towards the sun, and never alighting on the earth till
they die. They also said that the female laid her eggs in
a hole in the male's back, and that the birds drank dew
as it fell. All of this ¢harming folklore was derived from -
the method of native preservation of skins, which con-
sisted of cutting off the wings and feet, removing the
skull and body and drying the skin over a fire on a stick.
The result is to accentuate the plumage, leaving the rest
of the body so shrunken and distorted that it is difficult
to get any idea of what the bird really looks like. Charles
Allen segured one specimen of this Misool bird, and
Wallace, Writing of it, noted thatsit was “finer” than the
species on the mainlind. Kuehn missed this bird as it is
absent from the coast.

Many months later Dr. Mayr and Rodolphe de Schau-
ensee, studying the pair of specimens that Jusup and I
had prepared, found that the Misool birds are indeed
“finer,” so much so and so different in fact that they
evidently belong to a brand-new race which my two
friends appropriately named pulchra, beautiful.

As I sat outside the house preparing thiese birds a small
but attentive circle of watchers formed. There was the
little dandy and an old, old man, who I decided must be
his grandfather or great-uncle, who always sat or stood
slightly behind him and to the left. He was a sort of
Greek chorus. Whenever the little dandy opened his
mouth, perhaps to speak to me in broken Malay, or in
Arafura to the othérs, the Greek chorus would favour
me with a toothless smile and repeat the werds exactly.
He had a wondering expresSion and he seemed to be
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came to the boots, however, I changed my mind. My left
heel was in a shocking condition of suppuration. It
looked as if this was going to be a first-rate Solomon sore,
as such things are called. I gave the Raja my third gun
and asked him to go out for me. He seemed pleased and
soon departed with Jusup. Meanwhile I began to douse my
foot with potassium permanganate and hope for the best.

Most of the porters seemed to belong to Tip. ‘They
had all departed about their business except for one very
elegant chap whom I nicknamed “the little dandy.” He
was a great deal neater than the others and he seemed to
take more pride in his personal possessions, his bow of
shining ironwood, and his well-madc four-foot-long bird
arrows. I hobbled outside in bedroom-slippers and sat on
a stump, hoping that some birds might come near. The
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he finally secured it, he a primitive man from the back
of beyond who had to live by his skill in woodcraft. [
began to wonder if James Fenimore Cooper’s Indian
heroes really could *“cleave to the mark” every time.

Soon the Raja,came in with two birds, a bl
small parrot, and a lesser bird of paradise.
first bird of paradise, and a magnificent sight it was, a
brownish bird with a bright yellow head, about the size
of a pigeon but made to look much larger by the long
trailing plumes of brilliant yellow extending out from
under the wings. I had heard their persistent calls every-
where and once had glimpsed, a fi
up. Their note is very loud, a ringi
echoes through the forest..

ack lory, or
This was my

Atter of yellow high
Ng ong-ong-ong which



MISOOL 135

In 1598 John van Linschoten, writing of these distinc-
tive New Guinea birds which had arrived in Europe from
China for the first timé, called them Avis paradiseus.
Traders repor.ted that they lived in the air, always turn-»
ing towards the sun, and never alighting on the earth till
they die. They also said that the female laid her eggs in
a hole in the male's back, and that the birds drank dew
as it fell. All of this ¢harming folklore was derived from -
the method of native preservation of skins, which con-
sisted of cutting off the wings and feet, removing the
skull and body and drying the skin over a fire on a stick.
The result is to accentuate the plumage, leaving the rest
of the body so shrunken and distorted that it is difficult
to get any idea of what the bird really looks like. Charles
Allen sequred one specimen of this Misool bird, and
Wallace, writing of it, noted thatsit was “finer”’ than the
species on the mainlind. Kuehn missed this bird as it 18
absent from the coast.

Many months later Dr. Mayr and Rodolphe de Schau-
ensee, studying the pair of specimens that Jusup and I
had prepared, found that the Misool birds are indeed
“finer,” so much so and so different in fact that they
evidently belong to a brand-new race which my two
friends appropriately named pulchra, beautiful.

As I sat outside the house preparing tliese birds a small
but attentive circle of watchers formed. There was the
little dandy and an old, old man, who I decided must be
his grandfather or great-uncle, who always sat or stood
slightly behind him and to the left. He was a sort of
Greek chorus. Whenever the little dandy opened his
mouth, perhaps to speak to me in broken Malay, or in
Arafura to the othérs, the Greek chorus would favour
me with a toothless smile and. repeat the werds exactly.
He had a wondering expresSion and he seemed to be
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saying, “Gosh, fellow, how did you ever think of that
remark ! g
Of the others, Tobol was a régular member. He was
“quite yoling with a pleasant enough face, but he had some
sort of skin disease which made large patches of him a
rather startling pink colour with crisp peeling edges. He
would prop himself against the house to watch me for a
while until the effort of concentration became too much
and he fell into a light doze. Usually there were two or
three elderly ladies watching, and a small boy who had
carried the Raja’s suitcase on the way up and who pre-
pared his rice.

Whenever 1 finished with the body of one of the birds
there would be much excitement. They would all gather
closer until I had handed it to one of them, upon which
with many exclamations, all echoed by the Greek chorus,
it was borne off on the instant to be cooked over a fire
and eaten.

Jusup didn’t come back until almost four o’clock and
then with only one bird, a large bluish cockatoo with an
enormous bill and bright red cheeks. He seemed to be
very upset and when I upbraided him for not getting
more birds he confessed that his eyes were going back on
him. This was 2 fine how-de-do. Obviously Jusup was a
great help; he skinned well, and he cooked in a satis-
factory way. What then was to be done? Evidently the
shooting was up to me. But my foot interfered with that.
There seemed to be nothing for it but to make the best
of things at present, and to attempt to find a shooting
boy when we returned to Sorong. If I could find a boy
to shoot all the time, to balance Jusup, while I myself
combined shooting and skinning, thit would be the ideal
combination. :

In the meantime thé Raja and Jusup toiled through
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the jungle as best they could. By the second day I could
hobble out a short distance from camp myself, but I did
not like the look of my foot, which now had a deep
greenish-purple crater in the back of it. 2 .

During the interval between tea and supper, when
skinning and note-writing were over for a time, I prac-
tised my Malay on the Raja. One subject about which I
was very curious wa$ the fact that by now I had seen -
nearly a hundred Arafuras and only three children. The
Raja nodded his head solemnly.

“The law of the Arafuras is very hard,” he ‘said. “There
are only a few people and yet they still have many
different family®clans. There are strict rules about inter-
marriage among these clans. Asa result sometimes a child
must marry a very old man, or the other way around.”

“What will come of this?”  «

“I think they will"all die out,” the Raja nodded again.
“That is a disaster, chelaka. 1 like these people even
though they will not work for me. They are independent
and rich.”

“Rich?”

“Yes, they have many plates buried here,” and
the Raja went on to tell me about the plates of the
Arafuras.

Apparently the Chinese had arnved in these islands
to trade about the time of the Ming dynasty. Porcelain
was cheap then and they had brought quantities to trade
for native products, birds of paradise, gum copal, or
dammar, a kind of resin, and sago. The Ming plates
were treasured by the Arafuras and handed down from
generation to generation as part of the marriage dowries.

But then about tienty years ago, the Raja explained,
one of the contemporary Chinesg traders onr Misool saw
a plate, recognized its valuc','_and told all the Arafuras
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that he would accept plates as payment for outstanding
debts at his store. The Raja flung up his hands.

“Chelaka for the Arafuras. No more plates, no more

‘money, 110 more weddings.”

Then a very surprising thing happened. The Raja
smiled and his face ‘became, if possible, a trifle senti-
mental. The local magistrate at the time heard what
was going on, reported to Batavias Java, and in due
course the Queen’s Government of the Netherlands East
Indies, wonderful to relate, passed a decree appropriating
money to buy back all the plates for the Arafuras. Thus
the wealth of the little people was saved and the fabled
Ming plates returned once more to their secret *hiding-
places in the hills.

“The only trouble is,” said the Raja, looking puzzled,
“Government says that they cannot sell the plates any
more. So although they have all this wealth in plates,
they are still very poor really,” and he looked question-
ingly at me. My Malay was still too poor, however, to
take up the task of explaining European logic to the
Raja of Misool.

After a week my foot was well enough to go into a
boot again. Under the bandage I could feel a hole where
the fungus which attacks wounds in the tropics had been
But now we had nearly run out of food, and in any case;
the Chiva must be getting impatient. We had onl
planned on a week. I hated to leave Tip with less th:u):
forty specimens to show for the first inland collecting on
the island, but there seemed to be no alternative I
despatched one man on ahead with a note about our.im-
minent arrival written on toilet paper attached to a cleft
stick, and early the next morning we started off.

A few hours after leaving Tip on another trail. the
path came out on an unéipcctcd open stretch of [,)lain
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covered with short stubby grass, clumps of Venus’s- flytrap
plants, and small groves of eucalyptus trees. Little ponds
were dotted about. On, one of them there was a small
grebe sitting quietly like a powderpuff. I tooka chance
shot and got tt. It floated there far out. Jusup shook his
head and the Raja. The Arafuras certainly would not go
near the water. I took off all my clothes except my
dungarees and swam, out. It was déliciously cool after
the hot walk. I was swimming back comfortably, doing a
sort of breast-stroke and feeling like a big floppy retriever
dog, when the horrid thought crossed my mind that my
only watch was still in situ. On inspection it proved to
be ruined, with, the result that for the rcmammg eight
months of my stay in New Guinea I had to fall in with
Jusup’s ideas of time. No more could I shout at him,
“Here it4s half-past one and where’s lunch!™

After leaving thg plain, the ‘final stretch of jungle
down to the coast seemed easy by comparison with the
way up. Alast stretch of swamp, of mud up to the knees,
and there was the shore and the sea again.

A bath and a final cup of tea at the Raja’s, and we were
rowing out to the schooner once more. The pier was
crowded with languid people, the Raja waved as before,
and in the background we could just make out one or
two small dark figures. Now it all seemied pleasant and
familiar, not half so dank and uninviting as when we
had arrived. Charis and Harry were happily discussing
her success with her measurements, Fred was planning
about getting some more fuel oil in Sorong, but I was
looking back. I felt sad at the thought of leaving Misool
and unfinished business. 1 felt sad also at the thought
of leaving the little. Arafuras, the little dandy, Tobol,
Gnok, the Greek chorus, and all the rest. They are' a
friendly and endearing people Tfhere is something about
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the fact that they are a dying race which makes them
seem infinitely pathetic. Granted, of course, their lack of
fondness for baths, their laziness their wakefulness, the;
have a certain charm.

And yet they are a dying race. Some day the Arafuras
will be extinct and Tip and the gardens will be jungle
again, and the buried Ming plates will disappear for ever.
The last Arafura will have gone from the face of Misool
and the tinkling voices will be stilled. Chelaka indeed.

.



CHAPTER VIII

TUAN POKTOR BOERONG

New Guinea, there was one island above all others

which had seemed inviting to an ornithologist. Biak
is a faitly large island sixty-five miles long by twenty
broad, lying like a keystone across the mouth of the great
bay on which Manokwari is situated. Most New Guinea
birds do not migrate. Thus Biak] although only seventy
miles from the shores of the bay, was known to have
many species and subspecies of birds differing radically
from their nearest relatives on the mainland. The birds
have been known to science since the late eighteen-
sixties, but few collectors have been there, and their work
has been for the most part hurried and scanty.

Fred, Charis, and I had had many discussions about
how to budget our time, for it had beerr agreed that the
Chiva must leave New Guinea in January as there was
no way to paint her hull in Sorong. There are no ship-
yards, and the tide is too slight to beach a boat with an
eight-foot draught. All the small local boats either did not
care about teredos, the marine boring worms, or else they
had copper-sheeted bottoms. We decided, therefore, to go
back along the coast to Bjak, drop me off there for three
weeks while the Chiva cruised ahout Geelvink Bay, and
then return to Sorong for Christrzas.

Another factor sped us on our trip from Misool up to

141

IN that far-away time when I had studiecd the birds of



142 TRAIL OF THE MONEY BIRD

Sorong. Charlie complained of a pain in his side. Appen-
dicitis is the ugly vision of every long boat trip. We
decided to take no chances and in two days were back
“in Sorong. Our friend the Chinese doctor diagnosed it
as a stomach-ache which we felt instinctively was not very
sound advice. In the meantime Fred had an inspiration.
Two hundred miles to the south-east of Sorong lies Babo,
a swamp ten years ago, now an up-to-late outpost of com-
mercial enterprise, the base town for the oil company
which is prospecting in Dutch New Guinea. Every
month when the mail boat arrived in Sorong, Mr.
Meininger, pilot for the company, flew up to meet the
boat and deliver mail and parcels. Would he'come a
little early this time, for the boat was almost due?

Yes indeed, the cordial wireless answer camesback, Mr.
Meininger would be delighted; and so in a matter of
hours Charlie was on his way down to Babo and a trained
surgeon. A day later he became the second member of
our crew to lose his appendix.

In the meantime we were busy in Sorong. I consulted
with Mr. van der Goot about a shooting boy. Did he
know of a keen, reliable hunter?

“There is an old man, Sin Hadji, living just across on
the mainland from here,” van der Goot replied. “He has
a son, Saban, who used to shoot fruit bats for the Chinese:
they love to cat them, you know. Sin Hadji is a descen-
dant of one of the Prime Ministers who used to control
the tribes under the old Rajas and collect tribute for
thera. I know Saban would like the job, and besides his
mother was of the Biak people and so he speaks the
language and might have some small authority there.”

ol After a time Saban appeared, a tall dark boy dressed
in his best, a suit made out of striped pyjama cloth, and
a black velvet Mohammedan hat, only partly concealing



TUAN DOKTOR BOERONG 148

the great thatch of Papuan hair inheritéd from his
mother. He seemed eager to go, especially when van der
oot explained that the salary would be all of ten guilders
a month ($5.50). -

“Very well;” I said, “but we must test him first.”

Jusup was detailed to take him off for the rest of the
day to see what they could bag between them.

My day was spent preparing for the trip. Supplies
must be bought at Ong Tjoean’s store. Biak would have
no shops. The people themselves have little enough to
eat. I bought a hundred-pound bag of rice,"two wooden
boxes containing about sixty cans of food, meat, vege-
tables, fruit, ters gallons of kerosene and five of gasoline
for our lamps, salt and tobacco to give as presents to the
coolies that I might use, and one or two small knives to
give to afly of the headmen along the way. All of this,
together with my carvas tent fly, guns, ammunition, and
my large wooden bird-box, had to be stowed so that it
could be réadily unloaded at Biak, and yet would still be
safe in case we had blowy weather along the way.

Like my bird-skinning board, my bird-box was an
object of contempt and irritation to poor George. I had
had it made in Rabaul. It had four trays in it for bird
skins, and light sides of mosquito netting to keep out
bluebottle flies whose maggots would otherwise destroy
the skins. There was a canvas cover to go over it, and
handles on the sides, and the whole thing could be lashed
onto the deck housing forward by the foremast. Of course
it was bulky and heavy, but it more than made up for its
inconvenience by saving many a skin from an otherwise
unfortunate end. This fact, along with, I suppose, my

resence on the boat, George could never rationalize in
his mind. The important thing to him was_the boat of
which he thought so much. Put'of the meaning or pur-
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pose of this trip he apparently tock little notice. And so
the bird-box was always greeted with scowls and gnash-
ing of teeth. . :

Late that afternoon I saw a prau coming in towards
the schooner from the mainland. Amidships sat Jusup
and Saban proudly waving nine large birds—herons,
ducks, hawks, and a cormorant. The day closed in a
torrent of bird-skinning.

Early the following morning we were off with a good
breeze towards the north coast and Biak, Harry and the
van der Goots waving their good-byes from the jetty at
the back of Ong Tjoean’s store where we had anchored.
Lacking one crew member, we made geod use of Jusup,
who stood his turn at the wheel in Charlie’s place.

Off the Tamrau Mountains there is a promontory, the
most northerly in New Guinea, called the Cape of Good
Hope. 'The fresh morning breeze had died down. It was
hot and airless. Two little islands swam in a pulsating
haze on the horizon looking as if they were floating about
quite independent of the sea. The Diesel chugged and
puffed and blew smoke in our faces. I went up and sat
on the bowsprit and looked for porpoises. Suddenly

Saban, crouched behind me, reached out a skinny finger
and pointed.

ARV Y Boc;’f)ng!"
“Where?”
“Over there.”

I looked more closely. For a moment I could hardly
believe my eyes. It seemed as if perhaps we were all back
again in the pale cold stretches on the Inland Waterway,
Only it was hot where it had been freezing cold, and a
black half-naked boy was leaning over the side pointing.
But there were the same little phalaropes, no bigger than
thrushes, sitting in a"flosk on the water, dipping and
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nodding and paddling along with their miniature webbed
feet. These birds were‘the same species, the northern
phalarope, that I had seen in Albemarle Sound, but pre-
suxnably they breed in Siberia whereas the otherssummer ,
in far-northeri Canada. It didn’t really matter though.
The effect was quite as cheering as if they had come
stralght from home.

“Those birds comg {rom the north, ‘from my country,”
I said to Saban. Every year they fly north, make thelr
nests, and then come back here.”

Saban’s expression did not change. He still looked at
me politely. But a sort of filmy haze settled down over
his eyes, I realized that there was no point in going on
with the conversation. Maybe after he had done a little
travcllmg he would become rcccpnve to such startling
facts as bird migration.

Two days later arrd by da\m we had come to Biak.
There ahead, reaching out of a silky sea, was a high range
of tumbledgreen hills. To the south was Jobi, another big
island deeper in the bay, darker and greener and topped
with clouds. For the rest there was nothing, an empti-
ness, except that the sea stirred a little from below as if
far down in the depths the water was boiling.

And what would this Biak be like? It is surprising
how little was known of it even in Sorong. I had read the
account of a German collector, A. B. Meyer, who had
landed at Korrido, the small town where we were bound,
in 1873. He describes how he had been forced to stay
near the town because the people were in constant fear
of head-hunters from over the hills. Then, too, the
villagers were bumptious and rough, and altogether he
had been glad to getaway. Mr. Kamma, the missionary
in Sorong, had mentioned that a classmate of.his was on
Biak, a Mr. ten Haaft. He remémbered being told by

L
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His friend that no white man hatl been killed on Biak
stnce 191g. But this type of information was not calcu-
lated to tell me how much food 1 should take, or whethér

o there was going to be a pasangrahan to live in. Those
were the things that seemed more important where bird
collecting was concerned.

The hills drew gearer. After breakfast I could make

« out a large cleared area at the basg of the hills, with a
few houses huddled under a cluster of palms. An arm
of land caseg in a low forest of mangroves appeared and
moved slowly past and we were in a bay facing Korrido,
the high palms, the houses, smoke curling from their
roofs, and a single shaky pier whicH jutted out.towards
us. The people of Korrido packed every available inch
of the pier, come to stare at the strange schooner. Spying
a single white figure atthe wharf stairs, Fred and I rowed
ashore to see if perhaps this was Mr. ten Haaft. And so
it proved to be. He was a cheerful, rosy-faced young man,
heavily built and solid, a great contrast to his rather
ascetic classmate in Sorong.

Way was made for us at imminent danger of everyone’s
being precipitated from the wharf, and we proceeded
to his house.

Korrido is a gmall place at best, twoscore palm-thatched
houses built out over the shallow waters of the bay look-
ing like Wallace's description of the New Guinea of
1858. The head-hunters from over the hills have not dis-
appeared so long ago as to cause the trading and fisher
folk of Korrido to give up their ancestral habit of living
over the water as a protection against raids. On the shore
under the palms and clustered about a small clear river
which here enters the sea are a &w more houses, the
home of tlee native magistrate, the combined church and
school, the Chinaman’s Msuse, and finally a framework

°
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which I was told was to be the pasangrahan some day. We

roceeded along a neat path lined with crotons ard
straggling hibiscus, throtigh the cleared area which I now
saw to be fields laid out for the missionary’s cow$, and on’
to ten -Haaft’s house, a rather oldish, ramshackle frame
affair on the slope. We sat on the porch and our host
suggested coffee. .

Above and behind us towered the jungle, sweeping up *
in rippling folds to the hills we had seen from the boat.
Mrs. ten Haaft came out, equally jolly and ¢heerful, but
our conversation was limited because she didn’t speak
English. Then came three rolypoly children, and after
the introduction the inevitable coffee essence was served.

People who go to the East Indies should be warned of
this, for jt is highly concentrated. A couple of table-
spoonfuls in the bottom of a cuptand then hot milk for
the rest, is the methdd. Fred once drank two cups filled
to the brim with essence as he would fill it at home, and
could hardly sleep for twenty-four hours afterwards.

After some talk it was finally settled that ten Haaft
would let me have the spare room in the house of his
guru, or native teacher. This proved to be a nice enough
place with a bed, tables, and chair, and broad windows
opening out on the cow pasture. The guru and his wife,
a delicate, shy-looking couple, Malays “from Amboina,
received me and my baggage somewhat timidly, but did
everything in their power to make me comfortable.

ust as the last of my belongings from the Chiva was
being installed, and the guru and his wife were settling
down a bit, there came two violent explosions from be-
hind the house. The missionary jumped, the guru turned
pale beneath his tan."We all hurried around to the back,
to find Jusup grinning broadly, 2 smoking“shotgun in
one hand, while with the other he held a pair of greenish-
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black tree-starlings with long trailing tails. Here above
ail was a treasure. There were probably not above six
specimens in all the museums of the United States. But
“my musings were cut short by ten Haaft._
“They were nesting on the roof,” he remarkesd.
We turned to look. In one place a small tornado
seemed to have hit the thatch.
Jusup’s smile vanished and he bégan to shift from one
foot to the other.
“It’s really only a very small hole,” he pleaded.
“Well, I'm counting on you to repair it,” I said as
grimlyas I could. “Or no, better still, Tuan ten Haaft will
have it repaired, the cost to come out of your salary.”
This was a blow, Poor Jusup’s expression was be-
wildered and hurt. But something must be dpne about
our equally troubled hosts.
“I don’t think we will have any more shooting of holes
in your roof,” I promised. J
It was no later than that evening, however, that my
promise was rudely shattered, and by ten Haaft himself.
Everything for our stay had been brought ashore, and
at last the Chiva had puffed out of the harbour nto a
great burst of purplish red and gold sunset. After our
first supper in the gurw’s house, Jusup and 1 settled down
to an hour or tWo over our specimens of the day.
Suddenly there was a panting outside and running
footsteps. Into the lamplight burst a small Papuan boy
neatly dressed in cotton shirt and drawefs. ‘
“Tuan, Tuan, come quickly. There is a big snake at
Tuan ten Haalt's house.” i '
Our flashlights lighted up scurrying insects in the path
as we sped towards the missiortary’§ house. e
He was waiting for gis at the door of a small building

. L -
behind the house.
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“I'm glad you canre¢ in a hurry. I think it's still
here.” s .
® “Exactly what is it?"”" k questioned.

“A python,” was the reply, as he turned into she shed, ,
waving_ his flashlight in front of him.

High up above the rafters, among the thatch, there
was a black space which seemed to be a hole in the roof.
Below on perches the white forms of the chickens were ,
huddled together, clucking softly. With a start I realized
that the space was moving; the black patch of darkness
seemed to be shifting against the surface of the thatch.
There was a light crackling noise as the thing moved.

“I hope you btrought some large shot,” said ten Haaft.

For answer, I raised my gun and fired a full charge of
buckshot into the blackness. There was a frightful thrash-
ing and the thatch seemed to heave and sway. A huge
twisting shape appeared in the light and swung down
into space. With a sinewy sort of thump the python
landed on the floor, while simultaneously the chickens
fled in all directions, shrieking and squawking, rushing
past us with wildly flapping wings as they swooped out
into the night. The python seemed to be quite dead,
although it writhed spasmodically in the manner of dead
snakes everywhere. :

“That’s been getting a lot of my chiekens,” said ten
Haaft. “I'm glad to have you shoot it. I thank you for
your kindness."

I looked at Jusup. “I'm afraid it’s a little too big to
put in alcohol,” I said grinning, and Jusup grinned back.
“We will leave it for you and your mission boys, Mr. ten
Haaft.”

“They will probably eatit,” he smiled. 4

We measured the snake. It was a small one..as pythons
go, only eleven and a half feet long. A few minutes later
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ten Haaft's boys had strung it to a pole and were bearing
it away to their cookhouse in triumph.

Jusup and I walked slowly back to the guru’s house
through: the darkness. On the way we passed a huge
kapok tree, the kind whose seeds are used 1n the produc-
tion of artificial cotton. The limbs of the kapok stand
out at right angles to the trunk, neatly spaced in a rather
artificial way. As we drew nearer-l heard a sudden low
sighing noise.

“What is that?” I whispered to Jusup.

“That is the ghost bird, Tuan,” came the whisper back.

Flashing my light upwards into the tree, the beam
caught on what looked like an enormous’owl, sitting high
up on one of the horizontal branches. But no, the shape
was wrong, for it was sitting, not straight up vertically,
but down low and flat. Also there was a loné swallow-
tail stretching out behind. Slowly‘one of the giant red
eyes closed as if to wink at us, and then it made a snap-
ping noise with its bill, which looked, in this light, quite
six inches wide. Jusup held the light while I collected
the bird. It was a giant frogmouth, an appropriately
named relative of our whippoorwill, which looked as if
it could hold several frogs in its bill at the same time.

And so our first day on Biak was not emirely
unsuccessful.

By the third or fourth day of hunting, 1 began to
wonder why we had seen no crowned pigeons. On Biak
and nearby Jobi there is a subspecies of this, the largest
pigeon in the world. It is a noble grey bird with an
enormous lacy crest running fore and aft over its head,
nodding anggglancing as it walks. ¢ Biak and Jobi birds
were described by an English zoologist as differing from
those on the mainlan{l prncipally in shades of colour

-
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and in having the tips of the crest feathers ornamented
with small white spots. “ The year being 1844, this race
. . .

was properly called aftér the beautiful young Queen,

Victoria. . .

Jusup suggested that the best way to find these birds
would be to go out with the pig hunter and his dogs.

“Jau Kurano, the head man, tells yne he sees pigeons
on the ground low gear the shore in the early morning.” «

“Good. When is he going hunting again?”

“To-morrow, early in the morning, Tuan,”

‘The morrow dawned chill and misty. In the half-light
things looked cool and wet and unattractive. Maybe Jau
Kuranoshad forgbttén. I was comforting myself with this
thought when I heard a yapping down near the village.

Now it was louder. They were coming.
I leaped out of bed, rushed back through the house to

the godown where there was a bath-house, threw cold
water over myself till I thought I would choke, rushed
back to my room, and started piling on clothes, flannel
shirt, dungarees, boots.

Jusup came in with coffee, tinned fruit, and toast. The
yapping was now a shrill chorus outside the window. I
looked out. There were about twelve dogs, big, rangy
fellows, well-fed and husky compared to the curs that
slunk round the beach under the houses at low tide.

Jau Kurano, the Kapala of the village, and three com-
panions stood there, pig spears in hand, waiting a bit
impatiently for the sleepy Tuan. One was a very small
man in a G-string, with a withered arm and an allover
case of ringworm. The others were more dressy, in
cotton drawers and singlets.

I gulped the food trhilé Jusup busied himself with the
guns. Outside the mist was beginning to barn off the
tree-tops. The hills stood ovsmow in a glimmer of sun-

-
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I leaped out of bed, rushed back through the house to
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shirt, dungarees, boots.
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yapping was now a shrill chorus outside the window. I
looked out. There were about twelve dogs, big, rangy
fellows, well-fed and husky compared to the curs that
slunk round the beach under the houses at low tide.

Jau Kurano, the Kapala of the village, and three com-
panions stood there, pig spears in hand, waiting a bit
impatiently for the sleepy Tuan. One was a very small
man in a G-string, with a withered arm and an allover
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light. Far overhead a line of green and red parrots called
hoarsely as they swung by from their roosting-tree to tl}e
feeding-grounds. A wintering gblden plover, invisible in
the cow pasture, whistled once, twice. It was time to
be off. e

I hurried down the steps and out on to the short grass,
and we started off, Jau Kurano taking the lead along the
path towards the jungle. The dogs, leashed for the
moment, swept about the feet of the hunters in a great
fawning gambolling mass.

Now we were across the open field and faced with the
towering wall of the jungle. It is like diving into the
water, this jungle. You plunge in, almést with an effort,
to be enveloped all over in greenness. As the sun rose
higher the green light became brighter. Shafts of light
slanted down at intervals, striking the leaves, the vines,
and the dull red-brown trunks of“the great gum trees.
Other trees shone like sycamores, grey-green with yellow
patches; still others were black with rows of knobby
thorns. Forest palms reared their heads on every side,
and the glossy spiked leaves of the pandanus bent down
in clusters like small green waterfalls.

The dogs had separated now and were running silently
through the forvest on each side, hunting. There was no
noise but the siush of our feet, some shod, some bare,
thgotzlg; tllle int;h or so of mud track that stretched ahead.

uddenly, oft to our right, came a single shrill vippi
bark, followed by a swelling chorus . : S e
“Babi, babi,” Jau Kurano shouted and was off through
the underbrush, followed by his men - :
) and Jusup and
Saban. I ran after them, hastily loading buckshot into
my 12-bore, but they were tod fast for me and I could
only ‘hear the shouts cgming from far ahead and the wild
barking of the dogs. " I boured on as best I could,

-
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running at about hakM:speed through tangles of vine,
rojecting roots, alternate pools of mud and dry land

covered with a thin green slime on which I skidded and

floundered. .

The, shouting grew louder and the barking more
frenzied and excited. I came through a final thicket.
There ahead was a solid ring of dogs., They were moving
slowly, intent on spmething in their midst. As I came,
near, the dogs drew back for a moment and I saw that
they were worrying a small boar. It was ]ust a dark spot
in the centre of a cluster of black and white bodies and
waving tails. There was a frantic chorus of howls and
now I «ould hear‘the boar squealing with rage as the
dogs pricked his flanks. Out of the corner of my eye
I could see the hunters closing in. Beside me, suddenly,
there was a quick grunt, like a man chopping with an axe,
and at that moment*a spear whistled through the air and
landed in the side of the boar twenty feet away. The boar
was done, and the dogs swarmed over him. But before
they could tear him to pieces Jau Kurano, who had
thrown the spear, was among them, fighting them oft
with a short stick which I had noticed him carrying. As
he did so, one of the others lifted up the dead pig, high
out of the reach of the swarming pack., Many were the
exclamations of pleasure as we all stood around, weigh-
ing and appraising the first kill.

“That is good luck,” panted Jusup, in my ear. “A
first kill is always good luck.”

Jau Kurano slung the pig up to a tree branch with a
rattan vine which he had split off with his knife, and we
went on, the men smiling now and talking about the
kill. n !

Rattan is most convenient as it grows everywhere in
the jungle. It is a long sp=ke-like vine, rather bare of
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leaves, about the thickness of the little finger. It can be
split easily and almost indefinitely down to a size not
much greater than that of heavy wrapping cord. Then
it is easily lashed and tied into any desired shape or
serviceable binding. I noticed that whenever we came to
a place in the jungle ‘where there was much of this rattan
growing, one or other of the people would usually cut a
length of it, thirty or more feet long, and twisting it into
a coil would carry it slung from one shoulder like a ban-
dolier to take home and hang up in the houses to dry.
Dried, it made an even more serviceable binding that
lasted far longer.

Walking on, we came to a long swanipy area -border-
ing the mangroves along the beach. From the mangroves
the shore sweeps back, usually a hundred feet, or more,
and gradually merges into the higher land of the jungle
proper. In this particular area the whole interior of the
jungle was like a quiet, stagnated backwater of the sea.
Everywhere grew high trees and yet with a sciattering of
low mangrove bushes which twisted themselves about
among the larger growth.

The unpleasant part about walking among mangroves
is that their roots send up knees much like those of the
southern cypress The knees are in miniature, not more
than six or eight inches high and concealed by the water.
Walking through them is about as toe-stubbing a process
as can be imagined.

Ten minutes later our halting progress was again
broken by shrill yips and yelps from the dogs, far off in
the distance. Two or three stumbles and plunges into
the evil-smelling water underfoot and I was quite content
to progress more slowly, waiting for the men who came

back with crestfallen EXPTessions to say that this one had
been a false alarm.  © ., '
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On and on we went, until the mangroves ended and
we came out on to highér ground. The trees grew gradu-
411y smaller. Finally there were nothing but fig trees, thin-
leaved spindling saplings twenty or thirty feet high with
bunches of small yellowish fruit growing out from their
trunks. Underfoot was a pebbly river bed, dry except
for occasional pools. ;

Everywhere were Jbamboo clumps, stubby saplings,
vines, and low bushes. We began to hear numerous bird
songs in contrast to the stillness of the high forest behind.

Jau Kurano called in his dogs close in order to beat
the thickets. All at once there was a great burst of
clapping wings and‘with much apparent effort a crowned
pigeon Hew out over the bushes ahead. As he circled
around towards the high trees I brought him down, and
at the noise at least three more flew up and off.

“Wah,” shouted everybody as we clustered around the
bird. Jau Kurano fingered his pig spear and smiled
appreciatively at my gun.

He turned to Saban and asked something in the Biak
language.

“Tuan Doktor Boerong,” replied Saban proudly.

“What are you talking about?” I asked.

“Tuan,” Saban said, “‘this man wants to know what
title is given to such a hunter who can bring down a bird
in the air. I said you were called Mr. Doctor Bird."”

“Well, thank you very much. Tell him that I think
he’s a swell hunter too.”

At this point the dogs again gave tongue, and again
there was a great galloping and stumbling through, under
and over trees and bushes until I felt like a foundered
horse. 1 chased aftenthen as best I could, but they were
well ahead of me all the way. .

Finally 1 came up to wher€ Jau Kurano and one
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T:dmas stood in worried consultation. It turned out that
the pig, having a good start on the dogs, had apparently
made a bee-line for the limestone mountains, the dogs if
hot pursuit. And now the question was how to get the
-dogs back. They might follow the pig for hours until
they were thoroughly lost in the depths and intricate
caves of the limestone ridges. Jau Kurano finally gave
orders and two of the men went off-in search of the dogs.
The rest of us proceeded on, with only one dog that had
stayed faithfully and come to heel when called. Jau
Kurano later admitted that many dogs were lost through
chasing the wily boars until they were completely worn
out and unable to get home. LAY 9
After more hunting, involving a search for an elusive
white cockatoo who seemed to be trying to play hide-and-
seek with us among the upper branches of a fiigh tree,
we returned to Korrido about noon. Our limbs were
aching, our clothes dripping, but there were cool lemon.
ades and a bath at the guru’s house. A pause for lunch
and then the routine of skinning the day’s birds began.
Each specimen, of which there were sixteen this morning,
was weighed. Then its name and number were put down
in duplicate in my notebooks. After that I noted any
colours which might fade or be missing for the later
examination in a-museum, such as the colour
or bill or feet. Then I gave the bigger birds to Jusup
and started in on the smaller specimens myself.

By this time a small ring of visitors had appeared and
were watching us intently. Looking up, I saw that one,
more bashful than the rest, was being pushed forward by
his companions.

“Ja, what 1s it?”" I asked. el

The boy didn’t speak, but simply opened his hand and
there in his grimy palm‘w:z::sl very small bat. Bats were
Se

of the eyes
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always grist to my mill*. I thanked him, gave him a cent,
a.nd annnounced that I would be very pleased to give t&?
cents for one of the large fruit bats, the flying foxes SO-
called. . .

He went away smiling and nodding, assuring me that
in point of fact the flying fox was practically in MY
alcohol jar right now. As this happened nearly every
day I knew that to;morrow he would appear with the .
inevitable tiny brown house-bat again.

As we worked I turned to Jusup. d

“Why did Saban make up that name Tuan Doktor
Boerong?”’ .

“Tuan, it is Very important here to have a name like
that.” Jusup looked serious.

“You mgean a name to tell people what 1 do?”

“Yes, Tuan. That last white man who was killed here
in 1919, he made a®big mistake. He could not speak
much Malay and he did not tell the people what he was
doing.”

“What did he do?” :

“He was collecting butterflies, Tuan. He went 1nto a
village along the coast one day and the people saw him
running around waving his net in the air. Then they
saw him stop and tap little pieces of rock, with a hammer.
So then they knew he was crazy. .

“After a while he sat down on a stone and he was hot
and thirsty. He wanted to ask for a coconut, a klapa, to
drink. But when he asked he said kapala, head, instead
of klapa. When they did not understand, he made
motions of cutting it off and drinking from it. And so
then of course they knew that he was not only crazy bt}l
dangerous. He must*want to murder somebody, cut their
head off, and drink their blood. - So before he could hurt
anyone, they killed him.” -~ 3 ‘



158 TRAIL OF THE MONEY BIRD

“What happened then?” :

“Oh, then they were afraid. 'They put the body in a
canoe, but unfortunately the magistrate’s boat sighted it
and picred up the remains, and a lot of them went to
jail.”

I pondered this awhile.

“So then, Jusup, you mean that this name of mine
shows people right away that I am not crazy?”

“Why, yes, Tuan. People now understand why you go
around with a gun. They will not be afraid of the gun,
and of course you speak Malay well enough so that you
will not make mistakes like that other man did.”

I supposed Jusup was right, but still I could not help
worrying every time I called for a green klapa to drink.

During the following days I went back often to the
spot where we had flushed the crowned pigcohs. I was
anxious to study their daily movernents to see whether
it was true, as Jau Kurano had said, that every morning
they could be found at such and such a level and that
they moved regularly during the day.

The high original forest seemed to be bare of birds.
Occasionally some flowering tree would be surrounded
with small honey-eaters, but these trees are few and far
between. There were only two birds that might be
commonly seen in thick forest. One of these was a small
dark flycatcher with a rather melodious son
it would waggle its tail from side to side. The rest of
the time it sat very silently, only darting from its perch
occasionally to hawk after an insect.

The other bird was a gorgeous one, a racquet-tailed
kingfisher, so called because the two central tail feathers
are elongated to more than thc total length of the bird
narrow and sky-blue with flaring white tips. The bill i;
orange, the head pale 'ceivlean blue, the breast white,

g. As it sang
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and the back dark blue. The effect is startlthg when the
bird suddenly comes to life from its motionless perch on
2 dead twig. Down on to the muddy ground it darts to
probe about in the rich soil with its stout bill for grubs.
The racquet-tail seems to be a kingfisher that never goes
near the water. .

By going at different times of the day and studying
the terrain carefully,.I finally found ‘that I could antici-
pate quite well where the little colony of crowned pigeons
would be. Apparently like most other birds, they tend
to have a rather carefully organized life run dh a schedule.
In the early morning they would fly down from their
roosts tQ the lowswampy ground near the sea where there
were many bushes and thickets. Their favourite sites
seemed to be secondary growth where the people formerly
had had gardens. Here they would scratch about on the
ground for food, probably small snails and worms and
insects. Then as the day advanced they would begin to
wander inland, going up a little distance into the foot-
hills, still on the ground. By afternoon they would be
in thick original forest, where presumably the feeding
was not as profitable. Thus by late afternoon or evening
they would be ready to fly up into the trees to roost over-
night. i
Regular movements such as this are very interesting to
observe, for in the tropics of course the resident birds are
non-migratory. And yet they often seem to have a set
routine of travel from one feeding or roosting-place to
another. Perhaps in these small daily or seasonal move-
ments lie the seeds of the larger flights of birds intem-
perate regions. The parrots that I was later to observe
in the Tamrau Mountains, moving back and forth in

vast flocks to their feeding-grounds, may bg performing
-

migrations in miniature.
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. As time passed we found that eur collections were in-
creasing far beyond my original hope. Saban was prov-
ing himself a master hunter, and Jusup's skinning was

,daily improving. I was bound that I would try to have
at least three hundred specimens by the end of our stay.
Already after two weeks we had nearly two hundred birds,

as well as multitudes of land snails and a few fish and
snakes.

Snakes actually, as elsewhere in New Guinea, seemed
to be few and far between. We did see some water snakes,
black and yeilow, about two feet long, with flattened tails
to aid in swimming. They are poisonous, related to our
Southern coral snakes. In contrast te most New Guinea
people, Saban seemed to have no.fear of them. He loved
to hold a dead one behind his back and then whip it out
suddenly in front of Jusup or the guru or one of the Biak
people. Jusup would get on his dignity and te]] him
rather shakily to stop this nonsense, but the others would
invariably run off shrieking. ]

Besides bats, we received a few other things for which
we had offered large rewards. One of ten Haaft's
Henricus, a reformed son of a head-huntj
the north coast, turned out to be a skilfy]
seemed to be the only man on the island
to set a snare properly. The Biak people are
in contrast to my bow-and-arrow friend
Ordinarily this means that they shoulq ha
hands at snaring, for in New Guinea thin
this way. One community uses snares

next' just bows and arrows. However, plentiful sago

gardens scem to have driven the idea of snares out of
the minds of the people of Korrido. ,

"Henricus, fortunately remembered the old skills, and
on being offered twend-five cents Dutch per bird pro-

boys,
ng family on
trapper. He
ho knew how
Spear people,
§ on Misool.
ve been good
gs usually work
and spears, the
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ceeded to trap three rails for me, birds which are so shy
and skulking that they dre impossible to find any other
way. These proved to have been the first rails collected
on Biak, and they were in the very sago swamps aff which
the Korrido people now live so comfortably. I tried and
tried to get one with my patent rat-traps, guaranteed by
older and wiser bird collectors to be infallible, but failed
to secure anything more than a few dozen hermit crabs.
There were other surprises. One was a large section of
bamboo tube, plugged at both ends, which I bought for
fifty Dutch cents after the owner assured mé that it con-
tained a “coconut mouse.” Jusup said that a coconut
mouse was very «are. When he tapped the sides of the
tube, a muffled rattling noise would come out. A bit
later, when there was a let-up from bird-skinning, we
opened the tube and shook it. Out of the open end
came an irate little 2nimal with a soft silky brown coat
and luminous eyes. New Guinea, as well as Australia, is
almost entirely populated by marsupials, a primitive
group of mammals whose young are born very early in
embryonic life and develop in abdominal pouches. These
animals have radiated out in all directions into dozens
of species, from kangaroos down to miniature marsupial
mice and moles. This particular little chap looked just
like a Hying squirrel, but on inspection surned out to be
one of the rare flying phalangers, a true marsupial.
Jusup’s way of clearing up the mess of the previous
day’s collecting was to throw it all into the cow pasture.
I was always telling him to take it off somewhere and
burn it. This he would promise to do, and then behind
my back the stuff would be dumped into the cow pasture
again. The following morning he threw the bamboo
tube into the cow pasture and was amazed to hear the
same rattling noise come out ofit évhen it hit the ground.

M
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Hastily investigating, he found two more of these strange
little animals. Why, being nocturnal, they had remained
inside all night was a great mystery.

“You,see, Tuan. It was very lucky that I d1d not
happen to burn this bamboo along with the rest,” Jusup
explained.

The last week of our stay on Biak was feverish with
activity. Day by day we were getting twenty, sometimes
thirty, specimens, until finally we needed only eight more
to make three hundred. The last day before the Chiva
was expected was our most triumphant one. Saban and
I, coming back through the forest near the haunts of the
crowned pigeons, heard a twittering o one side of the
trail. Overnight a vine growing on a big tree had burst
into flower. The delicate pink blossoms and glossy green
leaves formed a dense sheath around the supporting
trunk. Saban sighted a miniature parrot, of which so far
we had collected only one specimen, and fired. At the
noise there was a great rustling and two small bwls, about
the size of a screech owl, flew out. I could hardly believe
my eyes. Here was one of the least- known birds in New
Guinea, a species of owl confined to Biak, and known
from only one specimen collected by Beccari in 1875.
This was luck i.ndeed. By the end of that walk we had
completed our three hundred, with two more for good
measure.

Almost the first sound I heard the following morning
was the steady put-putting of the Chiva. She was in early
and on schedule. Most of the day was spent in packing
and’carrying things to the boat, but Jusup and the guru’s
shy little wife had time nonetheless to prepare a magni-
ficent meal of fresh vegetables and fresh crowned pigeon
for Charis,and Didie., Practically between mouthfuls
Charis somehow was able to measure most of the male

* ®
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population of Korrido, «come to stare at the new white
ladies. Y

By evening the last of our paraphernalia was loaded
aboard and we were ready to sail. There were final good-
byes with the ten Haafts, who had come down to the pier,
once again shakily overburdened with people. There
was Jau Kurano, to whom I presented-a knife. There was
the guru with his wife, and sitting in a dugout canoe
was the little man with the withered arm. In all the noise
and commotion I realized suddenly that the little man
and Jau Kurano and some of the others were singing a
song.

“What are they smgmg about?” I asked Saban.

“Oh, Tuan, that is a song about us and the big hunt-
ing. Now it will be a story with them for a long time,
over the fires in the evemng, along the trail, and in the
canoes.’

As we upped anchor and started to drift out on a light
breeze, I could still hear the men singing. It is a strange,
high, cracked sort of singing. Bits of it sound almost like
yodelling, and it carries for a great distance over the
water. Lots of the words have “0” or “ay” endings. 1
could hear them sing “Sabanay,” then ° ‘Jusupo” at the
end of another verse. Finally I heard them singing some-
thing that sounded rather familiar. Yes, there it was
again, “Tuan Doktor Boerongay.” The light faded
quickly, but for a long time we could still hear the sound

of their voices floating over the water.

.



‘CHAPTER IX

NEW GUINEA CHRISTMAS

there are other small islands—Ram, Efman, Tsiof,

Pam—and farther away the larger ones, Waigeu,
Batanta, and Salawati. In the carly morning they stand
up, dull grey, like mounds of foamy bubbles in the eddy
of a stream. Then as the sun grows stronger and the mist
is dissolved, the islands appear for a time rather sharp
and black. At last the heat becomes too strong. The out-
lines break down, shimmer, and blur, and so it is for the
rest of the day.

Early in the morning when it is calm there are lines
of porpoises dappling the surface, rising endlessly in long
regular rows like troops of cavalry. Often there are birds
too, a few white terns, a circling man-o’-war bird, occa-
sionally a brown-and-white sea eagle soaring grandly in
wide circles. Sometimes just at dawn or again in the early
evening it is possible to see a number of megapodes fly-
ing from the larger islands to one of the small mangrove-
covered reefs offshore. They fly like small partridges, in a
hurried burst of wingbeats as if they might give out at
any moment. In spite of this seeming weakness the
ground-loving megapode has succeeded in establishing
itself on thousands of similar' small islands all the way
from the Iidian Ocean to the Fijis.

The first noise is thc cTrﬁm at the mosque. It begins

164 .

SORONG is on a little island called Doom. All about
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to beat, once, twice, and then a fast rattling*boom, sum-
moning the faithful. A few Papuans in their canoes drift
aut from shore.. I had told the fishermen that I would
buy anything they brought me, but their cgtch was
skimpy. 2

“When we catch all the fish from one reef, Tuan, we
have to wait a long time before we can go back there
again. These waters gre dead. Theré is only place for a
few fish.” 2

I often wondered if what they said was true. Perhaps
that might be the reason why sea birds are sé few and far
between in this area.

We had arrivad at Sorong the day before after a short
but eventful trip from Geelvink Bay. By some mischance
Jack had discovered a few tins of the same Australian
kippered *herring which we had traded with Laz long
before. 1 took one, ate a piece of it, and handed it on to
Fred, who happened to be in a ravenous mood and liked
kippers anjway.

“Thanks,” he muttered between mouthfuls and wolfed
it down. It wasn't long before things began to happen.
I decided quickly that what I had previously thought to
be ptomaine poisoning had been a gentle zephyr com-
pared to which the present attack was a full-blown hurri-
cane. By the time we reached Sorong, Fred and I were
two very chastened individuals. Kippers, we decided
weakly as we lay in our bunks mulling over recent events,
had lost their pristine charm.

However, our appetites were undaunted. Once in
Sorong and we were swept into a round of Christmas
festivities. Mus. van der Goot specialized in that most
complicated of all meals,,the rice tafel. I say meal, be-
cause, although it is only one course, it is usually difficult
to contemplate eating anything lefore or after it. Rice

-
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tafel consists of a large soup plate piled high with rice.
That is the foundation. Then comes an assortment of
curried fish, curried chicken, baked chicken, boiled
chicken, fried bananas, peanuts, lamb skewered on
bamboo sticks, roast pork (if there are no Mohammedan
guests), and several dozen other dishes, mostly vege-
tables. There are endless spices that go into the making
of rice tafel, some of them hotter than others, but nearly
all fiery to a degree quite beyond the capacity of our weak
and untried palates. Mostly we did without the spices,
but every now and then a particularly virulent brand of
pepper would creep in by mistake, to be greeted by
clappings of hands to mouths, stifled ,grunts, fanning
motions in the air, and diving for glasses of water. In all
of this we were joined by Charlie, once more full of
spirits, who greeted us on our arrival. ¢

The parties were endless. First the van der Goots had
one for us. Then we had one for them in the pasan-
grahan into which Charis, Fred, and I had moved. Then
there was a party given by the Chinese merchants in their
clubhouse, proceeds to go to the Chinese Red Cross in
China. Even the native magistrate, van der Goot’s assis-
tant, had a party. Finally there was Ong Tjoean’s son’s
wedding. ‘This was a very grand affair. Ong Tjoean’s
son was all of eighteen, the apple of his father's eye. Ong
Tjoean had married twice, the second wife being the
sister of the first, and having been sent out from China
when the first wife didn't live up to her part of the
marriage agreement. In other words she was barren, a
great blow to both families. But now everything was all
right. Ong Tjoean’s house was full of children and maybe
there would soon be grandchildren.

“The wedding took two days. On the second day we
were all invited to a bangeip dinner which climaxed the

’ -
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affair. There were firégrackers and drums and horns as
we were led into the main hall of the house, where.a
l.mgc table had been set up. I understand now what the
expression “groaning with food” means. We st down.
and pwceedea through a dinner of soup, noodles, fish,
rice tafel, and so on and on. With éverything there were
warm champagne and thimbleglasses, of Chinese brandy.
We all sat rather foymally, taking our cue from the van ,
der Goots, who politely nibbled at each course. Everv
time anyone so much as touched his glass, more cham-
pagne was poured in by eager smiling waiters. They
always smiled, those waiters. Even one who had gone
to sleepsin a corher’ I began to envy him as well as one
or two of the Chinese guests who had quietly slipped
under thg table.

Afterwards we managed to stagger to our feet and pro-
ceed through a hall%ay, hiccuping politely to show our
appreciation of the meal, into a back room where the
bridal couple were on display seated formally on the
nuptial bed. They both looked ridiculously young and
overdressed in their heavy silk robes. I noticed the eyes
of Ong Tjoean's son turn ever and again wistfully to his
most cherished wedding present, a large shiny bicycle.

But by far the most interesting celebration was Mr.
Kamma’s Christmas pageant. The Duatch missionaries
for the most part are members of the Dutch Reformed
Church, a strict Calvinist faith. There are very few
Roman Catholic missionaries in the Netherlands East
Indies compared to the Protestants, just as the Catholic
party in Holland is in a distinct minority. The Dutch
missionaries that I have met are all pleasant, capable
men, some of thens liké Kamma, with a very strong
spiritual quality. There is no gainsaying the good that
these men and their devoted Wiffes do, but at the same
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time it is difficult to evaluate the'worth of these efforts.
Any fair-minded person is bound to feel that a mission
is in theory an excellent civilizing influence. All the same
it is not-2asy nowadays to feel confident that our religion
should be thrust upon very primitive people. There are
missionaries who will say that it does not matter what
happens to the people afterwards, that so many souls
saved is the important objective. With such men one can-
not argue.

The great danger with Papuans is that Christianity
will not be an effective substitute for what has been taken
away from them. The missionaries condemn dancing and
playing drums and making wooden" aritestor images as
immoral. They hold great ceremonial burnings of the
drums and the images—that is, they used to until it was
discovered that the carvings could be sold at a good price
to collectors of such objects in Eurépe and America, the
profits of course to go to the mission fund. In place of
this the Papuans are given religion, strict and moral and
fine, but hardly an emotional religion. What emotion
there is seems to be one of fear, fear that the missionary
will punish them for some infraction of the new rules
of life.

Mr. Kamma is an amateur anthropologist. He realizes
that Papuan darices are not immoral and he is anxious to
identify in some way the Christian ideals in the minds of
his converts with their own original ideals. There is an
old legend along the coast and among the Biak people
about the coming of a prophet called the mansaréen
who will precede an eventual saviour. Evcry so often a
Papuan will announce that he is a mansaréen and set
about making himself into a sort of witch doctor. This
usually means trouble. One of a witch doctor’s preroga-
tives seems to be a plelftif"ul' supply of other men’s wives
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and worldly goods. Comsgquently the Dutch are definitely
d.own on mansaréens and spare no pains to put them ip
jail. > .

“If you come to-night,” Mr. Kamma annoumced, “I
can premise that you will see the first Papuan dance ever
given at a church Christmas pageant. It is the dance that
they do at the coming of a mansaréen,”

Christmas Eve of, that year 1937 was hot and sultry.
But down on the beach we could feel a breath of coolness
coming in over the sea. We clambered into two outrigger
canoes, Charis and Fred in one, Didie, Charlie and my-
self in the other. There was a crunching and we were off,
two mer in eackt cinoe paddling us with steady strokes.

On the farther shore, Kamma greeted us, giving Charis
and Didie a hand as they jumped down from the prow
on to the beach. He had a flashlight, but we stumbled a
little until we came up to the church lighted with torches
made of flaring, sweet-smelling dammar. Inside, the
frame structure was crowded to bursting with people. A
few Malays dressed in their starched white best sat on
chairs in the front behind the empty row left for us. All
about, behind, and even in the rafters, crouched a silent
mass of dark expectant Papuans. Some were glistening in
fresh white clothes, others in ragged cast-offs. Here an
eagcr-faced woman crowned with a mopeof frizzy hair sat
clutching her nursing baby; there a gaunt old man, rigid
and proud in his faded tunic, leaned against a post.

The pageant began. It was the story of the shepherds
seeing the star, and the Three Kings who found the
Infant Jesus. Serious-faced black shepherds in sheet-like
clothes watched earnestly as Mr. Kamma, offstage, jerkily
propelled a large papier-thiché star across the stage on a
system of wires. Four thin Roman soldiers-in coconut-
matting breastplates solemn‘.y"_mmded across the stage.
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Then came a gradually confugetl assemblage of kings,
angels, heralds, slaves, and lesser personages. Offstage,
Mr. Kamma sounded a sennet oh a small.trumpet. Finalfy
there was a scene with a créche and a somewhat fidgety
tableau posed around it. The lines were spoken insMalay,
and there were hymns in Malay also. At intervals the
native guru would, come out and recite prayers.

I turned around. The sea of dark faces behind us never
moved. Their expressions were rapt, enthralled. This
was the wonderful ritual of the white man. This was the
mystery, inexplicable and fascinating, being performed
before their eyes. Perhaps in this lay the key to the
infinite superiority of the white people.”Were they being
let in on something? Poor Mr. Kamma, I am sure he
does not think of his mission in that way.

The end came finally with a last prayer. Mr. Kamma,
pale and perspiring, walked out from behind the curtain
to usher us outside. The moon had come up and with it
a slight breeze, riffling the surface of the water. There
was a definite change in the weather. The feeling was
crisper, drier. I noted with surprise a flock of white terns,
clearly perceptible in the bright light. They were fishing.
I could hear their small cries coming faintly along the
wind. 3

The people had formed in a circle on the beach, leay-
ing a wide space around a single torch stuck in the
ground. It was the same audience, but completely at
ease now, prepared for a performance that they knew all
about. Suddenly a drum started outside the circle. The
people near it drew to one side. In towards the fire filed
a line of shuffling men treading silently and carefully in
the rhythm of the drum’s mufied tones. All were naked
except for shark-cloth breech-clouts. In their hair were
twisted bird of paradisé piusmes. Some wore plaited arm-

L
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bands into which were.thrust tufts of cassowary feathers
or bright red-splashed croton leaves. The leader was
carrying a small hand-drum. When all of them had come
. in he changed the tempo. The beat came faster and
louder now. Arms interlocked, the dancers circled around
the fire; moving sideways with a shyffling, limping gait.
Their feet pounded the ground, steadily, rhythmically.
Monotonously they chanted a phrase dver and over. The
long ends of their Breech clouts swayed back and forth
as they skipped and sidestepped.

Suddenly the tempo changed. Now it was still faster,
more syncopated. Opening the circle, the men started a
weaving sort of gnake dance round and round and in
and out. There was something impelling and contagious
in the beat. With a shout and a chorus of laughter from
the audiertce, three men jumped out and joined the dance
in their best store dJothes. Fastet and faster went the
dancers, higher and higher came the beat of the drum
and the singing. Now one of the men in white shirt and
trousers was leading the dance. With a great shout and
a burst of yelling from the others he plucked up the
torch and led the whole line out, leaving us in momen-
tary darkness. Once beyond the crowd, and the noise of
the dancers stopped instantly. The silence semed intense.
Then somebody giggled, one or two pedple murmured
to each other, and we burst into a round of applause.

The Papuan part of the audience seemed to enjoy the
dance as spontaneously and naturally as they would any
other part of their lives. It was something taken for

ranted like going to a weekly movie. The Malays were
pleased, but from a superior point of view, rather as if
they were ballet authoritjes at a country square dance.
As for Mr. Kamma, he seemed to enjoy it the most of all.
“It is so full of vigour and siit}lity,” he said, and frail
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little Mrs. Kamma nodded agreement. “If I could only
capture that spirit and translat€ it in terms of Christian
worship.” o

We walked along the beach to thelr house. It is a large,
gaunt affair of rough planks. We sat down in the living-
room on cane chairs arranged in a circle. There was a
harmonium in a corner, Delft plates on a shelf along the
wall, and two or three small wnstful paintings of Dutch
canals and windmills.

Mrs. Kamma brought out delicious meat tarts and
coffee with fresh milk from their cows. For a long time
we sat there while our host poured out his heart to us on
the subject of his work and missions in general. Later, as
we walked down to the beach, I found myself lookmg at
him and thmkmg, here is a truly good and saint-like
man. Here is furthermore a practical man® who can
profit by the mistakes of others. He will not land on a
small isolated island and allow his boat crew to mix with
the inhabitants, knowing how introduced influenza or
head colds can kill off entire populations of people un-
used to these common ills. He will not save souls at the
risk of killing bodies. He knows how to temper zeal with
kindness and understanding. These are the elements
which go to make a good missionary, along with practical
skills, knowledge of carpentry, medicine, running a boat-
engine, navigation, and so on. They are not the things
that stand out in a crowd. At home, in the divinity school
or university, people probably never looked twice at Mr.
Kamma. These elements of soul are difficult to analyse
in a civilized atmosphere. In a city one lives so much
according to pattern that a whole lifetime could go by
and there might be no real test of_these things. But in
Sorong it takes three months to get an answer to a letter

asking for advice. In xs?}atnqn, on a frontier, people sud-
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denly seem to stand ol quite black or quite white in
cgntrast to the uniform grey of civilized communities.
. “A few more*Mr. Karhmas and I'd feel better about

our poor Papuans,” remarked Charis, as we wavetl to him
standing on the beach. Our canoes seemed to slide over
the water like' ice, leaving a great frail of shining phos-
phoresence behind. The moonlight sparkled ahead like
ice too, and but for, the warm dry breeze it might have
been Christmas Eve at home. But this was an outrigger
canoe, that was a shining black back bendingover a hand-
carved paddle, and there ahead were the outlines of the
palms of Sorong. My flock of terns had disappeared, but
instead there were many splashes in the water. We were
evidently passing over a school of small fish, for gars were
everywhege, long slim pickerel-like fish, leaping out of
the water in short arcs after thei¥ prey. Our men sud-
denly began to paddle with great vigour.

“Two years ago I would have said that the worst thing
that could happen to me on Christmas Eve would be to
fall off the stepladder while I was decorating the tree,”
sighed Fred. “Now look at us, running the gauntlet of
all these damned garfish, any one of which may take it
into his head to jump right over here and cut a piece
out of us.” .

We had recently heard a story of fisherman who had
been badly hurt by a leaping gar.

“I wish we were all home right now, just for a day,”
said Charis.

But the next day Christmas seemed more fun than we
had anticipated. The pasangrahan had a large front-room
and in this we made a tree. It was a banana stalk about
seven feet high, sméoth 4nd yellow-green. Into notches
in the trunk were stuck branches of casuarinza, a tree with

pine-like needles that grows a'fjg the shore. For orna-

-
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ments we had red balls, shiny gourds from a vine which
grows on small coral islands. We found some small
candles at Ong Tjoean’s which we fastened a bit pre-
* cariously to the branches, as well as presents for Jusup
and Saban, for Martin, Fred and Charis’s boy, and:Darek,
Harry’s plantation manager, and Efaat, Harry’s boy, and
Abu Bakar, the little boy who carried pails of water into
- the bathhouse, and Kaibobo, the boy who was training
to be a servant. There were presents for all of us under
the tree and presents for the van der Goot family when
they came in the afternoon.

Charis and Didie laboured all the morning with Mar-
tin over the lunch, which was excellent."In those days we
werte always hungry and always thinking of food. There
was roast duck with several vegetables and apple-sauce,
followed by a wonderful plum pudding out of a can,
with hard sauce, Didie’s piéce de réistance. All day there
seemed to be a torrent of presents and present-opening
and cries of enjoyment. The mail-boat months before
had brought several “Don’t open until Christmas’ pack-
ages, and now these were the climax of our excitement.
There were new phonograph records and paper books,
and some tinned delicacies, and even a few pairs of silk
stockings for the girls.

By the time the van der Goots appeared in the late
afternoon and presents had been exchanged with them,
by the time that little Franz-Peter van der Goot had had
his miniature flashlight taken away from him three times
by his older brother Hans, and the youngest had eaten
two whole bananas before anyone could stop him, then
everybody realized that Christmas was indeed just the
same all over the world. We cbuld®not have been more
exhausted and more sqt.ated with good living if we had
been right back at hom}' the whole time.
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The following days were full of work. The Chiva had
been in New Guinea watdrs long enough. Now she would
Imve to be repainted. Charis and Fred, talking it over
. with all of us, decided that the sensible thing was, to send
the schooner straight through to Manila and attempt to
sell her there. We had heard that this was the best port
for such a boat. George and Charlie and Jack could sail
her there provided they had one other*man to help them.
Harry was consulted®

“Darek is the one I can best spare,” he said. “He 1is
sensible and strong, and besides, he has not*had a vaca-
tion since 1922.”

Harry, was very practical about his boys.

“He can take the mail-boat back and stop at Ambon
and pick up that wife that he has been plaguing me
about. He’s been wanting to marry her for some time.”

“Why couldn’t he get off before?”

“Well, there never seemed to be time, or money, but
then this year things came to rather a head.”

“What happened?”

“Why, one of the Papuan boys got married a year
ago.” Harry’s eyes twinkled. “His name was Frederick.
He married one of the Besarese pirate ladies, you know,
with a mop of frizzy hair. Well, this year the baby was
born on Kamwa, and, by heaven, it hg's straight curly
hair just like Darek and is the spitting image of him. So
then I thought we'd better get Darek married.”

All our gear had to be unloaded and piled in the pasan-

rahan. Didie was staying in New Guinea also, as she
wanted to help Harry write his autobiography, a work
which was already proceeding apace. As Harry had had
a decidedly adventurgus life, beginning with the old days
in Vienna down to New Guinea, this bade f:.1ir to be #n

exciting book. y



176 TRAIL OF THE MONEY BIRD

_ Althouglt it seemed to each ene of us that we had
started off long ago from América with only the most
meagre amount of possessions, in New Guinea these sanie

_ possessions covered the floor of all the rooms in the place.
When time came to have a meal, Charis or Didie would
have to dive through and under packing-cases to dig out
a few slightly battered cans to give to Martin. In the
centre of the packing-cases was a dining-room table up to
which we would fight our way, pick out a dish with
some recognizable fragments of food on it, and scuttle
back to our jair of the moment.

Charis, Fred, and I each had ordered some containers
to use either on the trip to Sainkedock er, in any, case, in
the mountains. These were made out of three kerosene
tins, cut and resoldered into the shape of a box about
two feet wide and high and one foot deep. There were
handles on three sides, and the design was such that a
coolie could carry one of these comfortably on his back.
I had seven all painted blue, into which I hoped to cram
my equipment for at least two months’ camping. Then
there were collapsible canvas bunks which had appeared
out of some cranny or other of the Chiva, not to men-
tion a tent fly, several small cases of ammunition, guns,
lanterns, and cans and cans of food. Last but not least
my bird-box and bird-skinning board came ashore, a
sight that was greeted with small cries of pleasure by
George.

“Now the Chiva is beginning to look like a schooner
and not a garbage scow,” he gritted.

Finally everything was ashore, and the Chiva was ready
to sail. It was a strange sensation to go aboard her and
know that it was only to say good-hye. Everything was
clean and shipshape. Except for a lick of paint here or
varnish there and the ghree parakeets on their bamboo
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perches amidships, thes Chiva looked much as if she was
about to set off for an afternoon’s sail on Long Island
Sound. Darek came aft, looking rather pale and nervous,
to shake our hands. Then he looked at Jusup, with whom 2
he had had a feud for a long time. For three years,
' accordmg to Harry, they had not spoken to each other.
Suddenly with anguished faces they both embraced each
other and burst into fJoods of Malay. "

“If I never see yéu again, at least let us be friends,”
said Darek.

“We have no more quarrel,” said Jusup, and Harry
smiled benignly at them both.

After this there was much handshaking and many God-
speeds all around, and we returned to the shore to watch
- our home of more than a year slowly up anchor and start
put-puttifig down the channel. The next news we had
of her was more than, three months later when we heard
that she had finally reached Manila and been sold to a
Chinese mérchant. Now she’s probably loading copra up
from the Sulu Islands, and they've taken her topmasts off,
and ripped out her deck housing; and painted two eyes
on her bows, and people from round Long Island Sound
would never recognize her. But the Chiva (which means
goat in Spanish) she'll remain. Her Diesel will still smoke
and fume. “‘Aunt Matilda” will still make those horrible
retching noises from abaft the head. The squeaking
noises and the “awrp” noises, the pots all falling off the
stove at once—all these things will still be the same; and
if I ever see her again I know that I will surely recognize
her by the set of her jib and the contour of her some-
what squat but lovely posterior.

Afterwards, feeling a bit empty, we went back and con-
tinued with our packing. Meanwhile the van der Goots
were making their own arrangements. Mrs. van der Goot

N
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was supervising much the same routine of packing for her
husband that we were going through. Mr. van der Goot
was making endless extracts and memoranda for his
second in command.

Although Dutch New Guinea is part of the Nether-
lands East Indies, it is not entirely administered as such. -
There is a Landskaap government, so called, which ad-
ministers Dutch New Guinea and the neighbouring
islands all the way to Halmahera io the west. These
islands are called the Moluccas, and the Landskaap
government represents the Sultan of Tidore, who once
ruled over them. The Dutch pay the Sultan a yearly
allowance out of the taxes raised by-the Landskaap, but
that is about the only bodily connection remaining with
the old government. Alting, Mr. van der Goot's native
magistrate assistant, is the nephew of the old Sultan and
will presumably one day be his suceessor. As a specimen
of good colonial government, Alting is certainly a fine
example. He is a crack soccer player, a good student,
skilful in four or five languages including Dutch, and a
first-rate administrator. In a French or British colony he
would probably be pensioned off in a palace somewhere
with nothing to do. It did seem a most sensible arrange-
ment to allow him to plunge into a job, even though it
was in his own government.

Then there were ten soldier-police, Feldpolitie, from
the Sorong barracks who were to come along with van
der Goot on his patrol. For days their wives were washing
and darning their uniforms, and the barracks were hum-
ming with activity. Guns and boots were being oiled,
rations of rice poured into containers and measured, and
drilling exercises redoubled in;order to get the kinks out
of the men’s legs. They were all looking forward to a
cassowary hunt along t\m-trail.



NEW GUINEA CHRISTMAS 179

Two nights before we were to leave I woke up suddenly
in the pitch dark. From somewhere far off there seemegd
b be coming a yumbling noise like heavy trucks passing
on a road. Then there were creakings from all asound in
the rogm. I shone my flashlight on to the walls and the
door. The room was shaking back- and forth rhythmi-
cally, the tall thin walls vibrating like a house made of
cards. Then there came a shouting from the back. By the
time I was out of bed, Martin had rushed through
screaming, “Tuan, Tuan, look out, the house is falling
down.” 3

The five of us, Charis, Didie, Fred, Harry, and myself,
raced oytside to» stand in a little cluster watching the
house shake. Particles of thatch rained down from the
+ roof. In the dim moonlight a white figure came out of
van der Goot's house and ran down towards the shore.
The next day we learned that it was van der Goot him-
self, anxious to see if there were any signs of a tidal wave
in the offing. In the distance we could hear people shout-
ing in the village. After a few moments the rumblingsand
the shakings stopped and we went back inside, wondering
how much sleep we would get. Three times more before
morning came the sound of heavy trucks and the shak-
ings, but never as bad as the first time.

Earthquakes in western New Guineasare a common-
place. Sometimes they are much worse of course. Geologi-
cally the area is very interesting. New Guinea and Aus-
tralia are on a common shelf surrounded by comparatively
shallow sea. But between this shelf and the Malay Penin-
sula shelf there are great ocean depths out of which
spring the myriad volcanic islands of the East Indies.
Most of the islands are arranged in rough rows leading
out from the continent of Asia. The geologists call them
lines of upthrust. They are appurently subject to constant
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rearrangements, one of the main troubles being that they
all come bang smack up against the Australian shelf. Thus
as internal pressures build up far down, below the sea$,
there is.a good deal of twisting and adjusting to avoid
the shelf and the resulting earthquakes are‘very frequent.
Fortunately, in contrast to Rabaul, there are no known
volcanoes, although there was a report that an early ex-
ploring cxpedmon had sighted one from the sea along
the north coast in the Tamrau Mountains. That was
something that van der Goot said we would have to look
nto.

By the next day our packing was finally done. I had
enough food for Jusup, Saban, ande«myself for two
months. Ong Tjoean had promised to send an extra

month’s supply along in one of his schooners in case |
should need it. All the cases and packages wére loaded
on to the Ursula, van der Goot’s patrol-boat, ready for the
morning.

Saban and I got into a canoe and paddled across to the
mainland for a few hours’ shooting. There was a small
river up which we could paddle. A few hundred yards
upstream there were two experimental groves of rubber
trees where the underbrush had been cleared. There were
coucals, giant ground-loving cuckoos, walking about
solemnly under.the trees. They have stout bills and long
tails and, except for their sombre colouring, aré reminis-
cent of magpies. There were mynahs too in the trees,
starling-like birds with yellow wattles. The Malays often
keep them as pets. They call them “blood birds,” for the
legend is that they will die at the sight of fresh blood.
Theré are many other stories about these highly intelli-
gent birds. The most common one is that the mynah
learns to talk only at night. The Malay story then goes
on to describe the tru\thg husband going away for a



NEW GUINEA CHRISTMAS 18»1

visit. When he comes °back, to the consternation of the
wife, the mynah glibly repeats out loud what it has
fearned during she night:

On the way home we stopped near the Kammas' house s
at a small village where Sin Hadji lived. Saban wanted to
say good-bye to his family, and I wanted to see some of
my live birds. Mrs. Sin Hadji, Saban’s mother, was skilled
in taking care of biyds, for her husband had been active .
in the bird of paradise trade before it was officially
stopped by the Dutch Government. There were two
strings to Sin Hadji’s bow. One was to sell bird of para-
dise skins to the feather dealers. The other was to sell
live birds to the odcasional collectors working for zoos.
Rodolphe de Schauensee had urged me months before to
try to brigg some birds back alive, and already under Sin
Hadji's roof I had quite a flourishing collection. There
was a lovely pair of*crowned pigeons that the van der
Goots had given me. There was a brilliant yellow-plumed
bird of a paradise that I had bought in Sorong. There
were several lories, small brush-tongued fruit-eating para-
keets. One of these, Susie, was brilliant red with a black
cap and green wings. Another, Wilfred, so named because
of his uncertain temper, was green all over, with flecks
of flamingo colour on the breast, and .a purplish-blue
face. Then there was Nicolette, a soft white pigeon, gentle
and amazingly tame. I had also acquired a beautiful white
cockatoo with a sulphur-yellow crest whose conversation
was a series of squeaks and squawks, and finally there was
Eduardo, the tortoise from the Galdpagos, veteran of
eight uncertain months aboard the Chiva who was now
living in the lap of luxury on a steady diet of fresh greens.

Paddling back over the still water towards Sorong, I
began to be affected by the old morbid doubts and fears
that I used to feel before going b7k to school. It was that
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same sickishzfeeling, that feeling of weakness in the knees,
of loss of appetite. I was possessed with a lowering dread
of the future. I walked up to ‘the pasangrahan in slow
motion.= On the way I met van der Goot coming out of
his office. He seemed to look solemn and thoughtful.

“Strange, I don’t feel hungry to-night,”” he said.

I felt better.

At dinner, Harry and Didie ate-and talked with their
usual vivacity. Fred, Charis, and I sat glumly in our
chairs. :

“This is ridiculous,” Charis burst out. “Here we've
been looking forward to doing our work on the main-
land for months and we're as glooriy as tkree old
muininies.

At that we all smiled, but the strange sunken feeling

still persisted. I had recently received a cablegram saying
that my mother wanted to take a trip to the East and join
me for the trip home. I had been wildly excited at the
thought of being able to show some one of the family all
these strange sights and places that I had been writing
about for so long. She would be coming out to Soron
by the March mail-boat from Makassar. After dinner I
went up to the little cable office and sent a message. “Off
to the Tamrau to-morrow,” it read. “See you in April.”
The feeling of dread was still there. I wondered whether
I would see her in April.

I think that none of us slept very well that night. We
were to start early, but no one seemed to need alarm
clocks. I got up in the dark and dressed. Martin was
brewing coffee. 1 could smell it, and hear the sleepy talk
of the boys. There was coffee and there were dispirited
sandwiches that had been made tke night before. We
gulped them down and walked outside.

- There was a greynesy ia the air. Slim eddies of mist
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weaved across the greén soccer field. The air was cold
but not bracing. It sent a chill down my spine. The palms
hung their heads, and ‘the boats in the harbour, the
* canoes and Ong Tjoean’s schooners, looked as if they had «
been painted on to a solid grey backdrop. We walked
down to the Ursula. She sat there at the end of the little
wharf, her forward deck piled high with our gear. Astern
the corporal and hisenine men lolled on their piles of .
bedding and bundles, talking in monotones to their wives
and families sitting on the wharf. The van der Goots
came along, Mr. van der Goot looking very spruce in his
khaki and broad-brimmed army hat. Mrs. van der Goot,
holding.on to tke fhree children, said that she did not
like it.

“1 wish my husband would be transferred to a post
where he does not have to make patrols into those terrible
unknown mountainss”

Mr. van der Goot said “Pshaw” or something like it,
kissed her and the little boys, and we all filed on to the
boat. There was a small upper deck with a comfortable
bridge. We waved and van der Goot gave an order, a
bell rang out, there was a thrashing churning noise
sounding loud in the stillness, and we slipped away. Mrs.
van der Goot and Didie and Harry stood on the pier
looking smaller and thinner by the moment as they
waved, and then we were out in the channel. The boat
headed east along the north coast that we had come to
know so well. My phalaropes had gone, but there was a
big flight of migrating petrels, large grey-brown birds
with slim pointed wings.

“We see them every year,” Mr. van der Goot said, “at
the turn of the monsoon season. Now we should be in
for the north-west monsoon. It will rain if, we are un-

lucky.” o
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Ahead there was a monstrous tumble of clouds all pink
in the first light. In a few moments there came great
streaming rays of pink, lighting"up the clouds all about.
- Finally the light came lower and the greyness seemed to
evaporate suddenly. The islands began to stand out
clearly now, sharp and black, Waigau, Batanta, and Sala-
wati. The air was crisp and fresh. Mr. van der Goot ran
up from below with a big thermos of coffee and some
bread and cheese.

“I knew we would all feel hungry as soon as we got
going,” he said. We looked at each other and laughed
That sunken feeling was gone. We fell to ravenously.

®



CHAPTER X

SAINKEDOEK

on the coast from which we were to strike inland.

There was a rounded quiet bay, a long beach with a
crude jetty, five little palm-thatched houses, and a slightly
larger house at the end of a sandy street, the pasangrahan.
We landed in the Ursula’s dinghy and walked up the
. street. The native magistrate had done his work well.
The placewas crowded with coolies, some eighty or more
strong, who had been assembling for three days with their
local chiefs. Now these men came forward towards van
der Goot, half-bowing, half-saluting in the old fawning
style that is a relic of the days when the power of the
Sultan hung heavy over the land.

“Tabek, tabek, Tuan besar,” they chorused, smiling
and bowing, their red betel-stained lips parted showing
dirty brown fangs of teeth.

Of the coolies, about fifteen were coastal people related
to the Biak Islanders. These were big sturdy men, mostly
Christianized, mostly wearing rather superior clothes,
dirty shirts or singlets and cotton drawers. Some even had
cheap brown straw hats made in imitation of the military.
One or two had broken old felt fedoras. They all spoke
Malay and were evidently trustworthy.

“These men will go the whole way with us,” said van
der Goot. “They are good men and if there should ever
be a fight they will be on our_side.” §

185

]AT E in the afterficon we reached Sansapor, a hamlet

L
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. The rest-were what in India are called “junglymen.”
They were Madic people from the region around Sainke-
doek, with a few Mooi, the coastal tribe of which Sabarf's
father was one of the chiefs. These people were uni- -
formly small and rather delicately made’ in contrast to
the Biakers. They were dark too, not chocolate, almost
- black, with tight frizzy hair. Some of the men had mous-

taches. One or two had grown scraggy beards. All wore
bark-cloth breech-clouts, and for ornament they had
woven bands, armlets and occasional leglets, and neck-
laces of old Chinese beads. Almost everyone had a tooth,
whether crocodile or boar, as the central pendant of their
necklaces. All the men carried spears or.bows and arrows
and coils of rattan over their shoulders from which they
would make bindings for our tin cases.
After we landed things began to hum. Canoes were
dispatched out to the Ursula and scon our cases began to
~ come up the street towards the pasangrahan. This build-
ing was fairly new, for Sansapor had only been settled
about two years before. But the place had never been
lived in. Already it looked somewhat decayed. A young
palm drooped dispiritedly over the roof. A lime tree
seemed to be all thorns and no limes. The concrete floor
had begun to give along the edges of the walls and long
trails of ants tojled back and forth between the cracks.
The ceiling was spotted with geckos, small lizards with,
suction-pad feet that hang upside down all day and all
night wander about in search of insects. At intervals they
demonstrate their presence by loud piercing calls or b
falling to the floor with a squashy noise. The fall neyer
seems to hurt them. They amble off to the wall and star¢
right back up again. )
Until eleven o'clock that night we worked, sorting,

arranging, going over ?lnhe bundles which were to be
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taken the next day. All of van der Goot’s and iny gear had
to be taken, which meant that some of Charis’s and Fred’s
fSod would have, to be left behind. That would be all
* right, though. They could send down for it later from
Sainkedoek. At last it was done and the loads arranged
in a row all around the walls of the rooms and the little
porch outside. Only our bedding and a few pots and pans
for breakfast remained unpacked. We would make an
early start. .

It is hard to go to sleep when you are tensed and full
of plans and expectations. My memory of Sansapor is of
lying awake and watching the red flickers of the dying
kitchen fire weave aceross the ceiling. The geckos were all
out that night, busy on their rounds. They fell and
+ scuttled and squeaked and fell again. Somewhere far
down neat the water someone was singing, a low croon-
ing voice repeating a.phrase over and over. It was rather
uncertain-sounding as is the way of all singing in New
Guinea, cricked and wavery with long-drawn-out notes.
Over all was the bitter aromatic smell of burning wood,
and the stale smell of damp thatch, and the strong sweaty
smell that is Papuan. There was no wind at all anywhere
and the disconsolate little palm outside the window
seemed to hold its breath.

I thought that I was hardly asleep when there were
noises again, voices talking in low tones. The flames of
the kitchen fire shone brightly on the ceiling now, orange
instead of red. They were boiling the coffee. Outside the
window the little palm was a darker shadow in a square
of blue-grey. Inside our mosquito nets we struggled ‘with
our clothes, shaking our boots to make sure that no centi-
pedes or scorpions had taken refuge there during the
night. :

Already as we swallowed our-coffee it was light enough
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to see figures coming up thie street from the houses at the
beach. The headmen were calling and shouting, giving
each man his assigned load for the march. From one side
came complaints. Here was an argument. Like a storm
cloud, van der Goot swept over the men. A stream of
words came from his mouth. He had an amazing patter
of oaths, sarcastic comments, humorous sallies, and short,
sharp commands. They came out in measured sequence,
slightly varied to fit an individual ¢ase, but always won-
derfully effective. To the three of us who had never seen
him in this particular role he seemed suddenly rather
harsh and brutal. I began to wonder if the next month
with him was going to be as much' fua as I had antici-
pated. At the moment it seemed there were not enough
men. Saban, being the son of a chief, had brought along
a Mooi boy of his own to help Jusup cook“and carry

Saban’s belongings. On him van der Goot turned with a
face of flint.

“You,” he shouted. “What do you mean by bringing
a boy of your own? Do you think you are a Raja? Well,
now that he’s here, he'll have to work. He can carry this
one,” and he hefted a large and bulky pack of food over
towards the reluctant boy.

My boys loqked sullen and resentful, and so, 1 am
afraid, did I for the moment. However, van der Goot was
- the boss; I realized that and later I was glad that I had
curbed myself. In the back country of New Guinea
someone has to be the boss and be that way right from
the start or lives may be at stake. Malays and Papuans
are inclined to be forgetful people. They like to have
their thinking done for them. Even Saban and Jusup
might forget local customs and, for example, take a stroll
aione through one of the gardens at night. But in the
‘Tamrau any moving person at night who does not bear
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a light and shout out his identity at intervals is sure tQ
be greeted by a spear first and questions afterwards. And
s& it was up to van der Geot to order everyone to stay in
* camp at night, and to be sure that his order would be
obeyed, P

At last things seemed to be ready. Two of the police
shouldered their guns and marched off ahead, and gradu-
ally the line of coolies fell in behind. There were eighty-
five finally, each man' carrying about forty pounds on his
back, all for the wage of twelve and a half cents a day. In
contrast to Misool, these packs were not carried in large
baskets. Instead each man made up his pack to suit him-
self. That is, he arranged a series of lashings around the
tin case, or burlap bag of food tins, or bedding roll, so
» that two loops went over his shoulders and often one over
the forehéad. After the loops had been arranged to fit
properly, he would sit down on the ground, fit himself
into this rattan harness, and then strain to his feet,
another coolie giving a push from behind.,

By the time the first men had reached the bottom of
the street and had turned off to the left into the jungle
trail the last few were packing up the kitchen pots and
pans. Saban glumly shouldered his own bundle of clothes
while his black sambo, Malan, struggled into the shoul-
der-straps of the food pack. Now they were all going and
we too fell in line, van der Goot, Charis, Fred, and my-
self, followed by the corporal and the remainder of the
police. We walked swiftly down the street and to the left
at the beach where a path ran along through the sand
towards the jungle. The Ursula was a smudge oni the
smooth horizon. No breeze had come up to riffle the
water. The sea stretched calm to the brownish beach
where miniature waves lapped the sand. Three pale
snuff-coloured crows with chinz-blue eyes sat in a kapok
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tree and stdred at us. Then they flapped up wildly and
flew off over Sansapor.

In the jungle the going was fairly easy. High overheatl,
. two or three hundred feet, the treetops rested over every- -
thing like a blanket shutting out the sun. Tt was cool and
dark and not so warm that walking was uncomfortable.
It was very silent, this jungle, but not gloomy. It seemed
more like walking through the nave of a vast cathedral.
Occasional shafts of light struck down as if through win-
dows. Arches of tracery resolved themselves into tangles
of vines and ferns high up under the roof. There was
even a shining lantern hanging on a chain. It was a frond
of vine that had broken loose. Hanging down from the
end of it was a tangled mass of orchids in flower, bright
red against the sombre background. In the silence there -
came a rustling far off like a party of nuns on their way
to devotions. No, it was a cassowary. There was just a
glimpse of it and then it was gone.

Cassowaries, are fascinating if somewhat dangerous
birds. They are similar in general body plan to an
ostrich, but smaller. Old males may grow to be a good
five feet tall. They are grotesque and awkward birds with
huge stout legs, a long scrawny neck, and a head of some-
what infantile proportions topped with a horny casque
shaped like the helmet of a Spanish conquistador. They
have mere vestiges of wings and their sturdy bodies are
covered with a thick mat of narrow black hair-like feathers
neatly parted down the middle of the back. The effect is
somewhat like an old-fashioned lady’s cape of monkey fur.
In spite of this grotesque appearance, a full-grown casso-
wary can make a dangerous adversary. Each foot has three
toes, the inner one of which is prolonged into a razor- -sharp
five-inch nail. To defend itself, the cassowary leaps into
the air and strikes out witl: its feet, one, two, like a boxer.
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With such armament it is child’s play to disembowel a

man. A

°Once unloading birds, a crate with one of my young

' cassowaries in it was dropped. It broke open and out
stepped, the bird, unharmed and perfectly tame. One of
the handlers foolishly tried to pick it up, whereupon, as
soon as its feet left the ground, it exercised its instinctive
reaction and kicked, laying open the man’s arm from
wrist to elbow. 5

I only saw these birds once or twice in the jungle, and
then fleetingly. They can run much faster than a man.
Corporal Sahertian was a skilled hunter, and on days
when he stayed ir=camp he would often sally out with his
rifie in search of fresh food. I had originally been in hope

» that I could secure a specimen this way. But in all my
time on patrol the good corporal succeeded in shooting
only two birds and these were both unskinnable by the
time they reached camp. After all a cassowary is a
heavy bird.” The easiest way for the corporal and his
Madic assistants to transport it was to sit down first and
have a few pieces for lunch, which served the double
purpose of making them stronger and lightening their
burden.

We came to a river flowing swiftly down towards the
sea. The banks were fairly high and the river bed was
much wider than the stream, showing that it came from
the mountains from which it carried floods at some
seasons. When we climbed down to it we saw that the
river was bold and big.

“This is the Mega,” said van der Goot. “I believe it
drains the western part of the Tamrau range."

“It certainly comes from limestone,” shouted Fred
above the roar. “Look at that colour.”

The water was milky-grey, irupenetrable to the eye.
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“I expect that crocodiles don’t like this water,” smiled
van der Goot.

We all cut staffs to support ourselves and struggled
gingerly across in single file. We stayed close to each
other, for the boulders were round and smooth and the
current strong. However, there were no accidents except
that the water came up over our knees and so Charis and
Fred and I, who were wearing boots, all lay on the farther
bank on our backs and propped our feet in the air. The
results were varying. Those with the tightest boot-tops
had the most water run down their pants-legs. Of course
van der Goot was wearing only shoes and puttees. He
merely sat on a stone and laughed atou. anguished antics.

Charis and I found that our boots, so successful before,
were giving us a good deal of trouble on thé steep slopes.
The path was treacherous and slippery after crossing the
river. There were two long steep kills up which we had
to toil, only to crawl down the farther side. Generations
of bare feet, great splayed feet with wide-reaching pre-
hensile toes, had worn these paths until the dirt was hard
and slippery like brown ice. We were the only ones with
smooth leather soles on our boots. On this surface they
were anything but efficient. To add to our misery, the
native magistrate, knowing of our coming, had ordered
his men out ta clean up the paths. As a result eve
available sapling or branch that might have helped us had
been neatly lopped off close to the ground.

“I only hope the path after Sainkedoek won't be as
well kept as this one,” I panted.

“Don’t worry. It will not,” and van der Goot smiled
back over his shoulder.

From the last hill we could see abig flat valley densely
carpeted with trees. T'wenty miles away there rose a low
range of hills. i



o
An ancestor spirit, crowned -ith a tuft of the crest feathers
of a Victoria crowned pigeon. (Biak Island )
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Cassowaries with their funny wattles and door-mat feathers look silly at first
But they can kick with their claw;,and disembowel a man with ease.
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“The Moraid country,” van der Groot waved his arm
to embrace the ridges, “where 1 was on patrol last Sep:
tember. We brought back nineteen prisoners, members
of a hongi, a head-hunting party. Sainkedoek lies in the .
valley. Where ‘the hills begin, that is the boundary be-
tween the Madic and the Moraid tribes.”

Below the hill there was a swamp and then another
river, this time a silent one, flowing blackly in a tunnel
of trees. We edged across it gingerly on an enormous log.
On the farther side groups of porters were sitting, lean-
ing their packs against tree stumps. Some of them were
smoking hand-made cigarettes rolled froma piece of dried
palm leaf and a‘few shreds of reeking Java tobacco. As
we passed van der Goot spoke to them, joking and smil-
ing, patting their tin boxes, encouraging them. I could
begin to see why he was so popular with the men. His
enthusiasm was infectious, an invaluable asset at the close
of a long, hard day.

Again the trail was more like that at the coast. High
trees arched overhead, cutting out the falling light of
afternoon. A final curve in the trail and there ahead was
a small reception committee. In front stood the native.
magistrate of Sainkedoek, a tall, thin, delicate-looking
Malay in starched white uniform. Behind him were
grouped two or three of the local Kapalas of the district
and some of their, retainers. The committee swept for-
ward, bowing and saluting and smiling all at once. We
shook hands and van der Goot introduced Charis and
Fred to the magistrate.

“Sahoewat, this is the lady and this is the Tuan who
will live in Sainkedoek. How is the pa.sangrahan?”

Sahoewat bowed aad smiled and assured us everything
was ready. Then he turned and led the way down the
trail, his retainers clusteringalong in our rear in ani-

0 ‘
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mated conversation with one gr°two of the coolies who
were close behind. ‘

Sainkedoek is in the middle’of the flat valley we had
seen from the hill. A piece of timber had been cut down
and burned over, leaving an area about ‘a quarter of a
mile square. Some ©f it was still burning. Thin smoke
columns rose up at intervals like the ghosts of the trees
that once grew there. The grounde was all dust and ashes
underfoot. It is a typical “made” town. The government
simply decided that this was the correct geographical
location and began to build it. All the local tribesmen
were rounded up at a meeting and told that from now on
they would have to pay a poll tax. When they said that
they did not have any money, a natural enough state of
affairs, they were told that that was quite all right, they
could work off their indebtedness to the government by
helping to build Sainkedoek. .

There can be no arguing with such a system. It is neat
and efficient. The local people come to feel pride in
keeping their paths to and from these little new villages
in first-class shape. They work hard and willingly and for
the most part they enjoy it as a diversion. The only fault
in the system comes when an occasional native magistrate
fails to keep his records very carefully and as a result
some of the people work overtime. This can be a real
hardship, for gardens must be kept up, even in the way
the Papuans keep them up, in order to yield anything at
all.

So far Sahoewat had done his job well. There was a
magistrate’s house and a smaller one for his two police-
men. There was the large pasangrahan where Fred and
Charis would live, and there were Zour or five houses for
the Madic people, although these last had not been much
lived in so far. The pasungrahan was built like all the
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other houses, on piles xaised about three feet from the
ground. The floor was made of stout saplings, trimmed
#nd laid close together over a framework of strong posts.
- The walls were of split sage stems, called gabba gabba in
Sorong, while the roof was of atap, the local palm thatch.
A veranda ran all around the house and continued out in
a sort of gangway behind connecting with a small cook-
house for Martin. In the centre there’were four box-like
rooms. In the middfe of the front veranda, the support-
ing posts had been continued right up through the floor
to form the four legs of a table, the top 6f which was
made of tiny split saplings. In the middle distance two
small sheds marked the location of a crude bath-house
complete with five-gallon kerosene tin and dipper, and
. an even cruder w.c. :

A nunfber of the carriers had already arrived. More
were coming in all the time. There was much to be done
sorting out our possessions. A number of coolies were
paid off arid told to start back to Sansapor next morning
to pick up the rest of Charis’s and Fred's food. Fred, van
der Goot, and I hurried out before it was quite dark to
take a bath.

Two hundred yards behind the pasangrahan near the
edge of the forest there was a small stream.

“Sahoewat told me about this place,” said van der
Goot. “I don't know why, but this water is tabu to the
people here. That makes it very useful of course because
we know that they won’t go near and pollute it.”

It was a small sandy brook gurgling along about its
own business and looking not in the least tabu. We threw
off our dirty, wet clothes and plunged into the water. It
was not very deep and somewhat pebbly, but the sensa-
tion of sitting down and letting the cool water flow over
and around you was eminently satisfactory.
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. The air was soft and warm and. full of the myriad sun-
set noises of the jungle. That i is the time, just as the sun
is glancing off the tops of the trees high above, when all
: the crickets, katydids, and their numerous relatives start °
to tune up. Then the sound reaches a steady pitch as of
a thousand thousand buzz-saws all cutting through end-
less pieces of timber. Mingled with this there come other
insect noises like ‘the faint whine of distant turbines.
" Then there are the siren noises of parrots calling as they
fly to their roosts, the gong calls of paradise birds, and
the insistent®“whooop-whuup” of the rifle bird, a metal-
lic black paradise bird. At first it seems deafening. Then
after a few minutes it is forgotten and you can talk again
in normal tones.

As we dressed I glanced up at a huge tree nearby, one -
of the few that had been left standing in the open. High
up on a bare limb which projected, out over the stream
stood a pair of ducks, white with chestnut-coloured bands
across the breast and neck and back. It was a pair of shel-
drakes, of the kind called the Radjah, a rare duck all over
its range in the Moluccas and New Guinea. While we
speculated on what they could find to their taste in Sain-
kedoek, they flew off over the village, the larger male
flying slightly ahead of his mate. Later Fred collected
some of the smajl fish of this stream on which the shel-
drakes possibly fed, only to find that they belonged to a
new genus of freshwater fish. Freshwater fish of any sort
seem to be rather rare in New Guinea and the islands far
away from the continents. Usually they are saltwater
forms that have become adapted somehow over a long
period of evolution until they are able to survive secon-
darily in fresh water. That is to say, this is the supposi-
tion of the scientists who have studled the matter. They
have found ‘that the closees relatives of these rare fresh-

i
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water fish are saltwater dwellers, often along the coasts of
the same islands on which the freshwater forms live. It is,
_ therefore, logical to suppose that these fish are related

and that one has derived from the other; but here again,
as so often in the case of scientific theories, it is only a
theory and must so remain until prdved.

We picked our way gingerly back tp the pasangrahan,
stumbling a little iy the semi-darkness. Martin had lit
the pressure-lamps. The welcome glow reflected on the
teapot and cups on the table. Someone madg the popular
suggestion that we have a little rum in our tea to cele-
brate the installation of Charis and Fred in their new
house. Ats we sat around the table feeling clean and rested
in fresh clothes, we all beamed at each other.

“It’s ngt so bad, is it, this Sainkedoek?’” queried van
der Goot. A

“Bad? It's heavenl,” exclaimed Charis.

There was a shuffling noise and we sighted a little
delegation coming into the circle of light. There were
four Madic men walking close together supporting a
slightly larger man who moved with evident difficulty.
They stopped at the bottom of the four ladder-like stairs
and looked at us questioningly. When van der Goot asked
them what they wanted they came slowly up the steps.
One of the men pointed at the larger man.

“What is it?" asked van der Goot.

For answer they held out his right arm. It was wrapped
in a sort of bandage of caked leaves and mud. The men
picked at it. Gingerly they began to loosen it from the
arm. It came off in rough hunks until finally there was a
place where the arm should have been. The sight was
chilling. We sucked’in our breaths.

“Charis, go and get a basin and some pcrmanganate
and warm water,” said Fred quietly.
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In amoné the dank leaves was a mass that had once
been an arm. There was a great gaping wound out of
which came a thin greenish fluid. The whole thing looked

- rather like a chocolate blancmange.

“How did this happen?”

“Babi, Tuan. A bigone with sharp tusks.”

“So then you are a pig hunter?”

The glazed eyes of the man lit up a little. In a few
moments Charis came back with the basin and we had a
short council of war. It was decided to bathe the arm at
first and then put on a fresh wet bandage. After that we
could find whether there was any gangrene. In the mean-
time Sahoewat had appeared. He conlidéd to Mr; van der
Goot that our wounded pig hunter was the principal
Kapala of the local Madic people. Charis marle a sling
for the arm, told him to come back to-morrow, and gave
him a parting present of three aspirin tablets. We watched
the little group slowly descend the front steps and pass
out beyond the light.

“If he gets well,” remarked van der Goot, looking
thoughtful, “you should have no difficulty measuring as
many Madic people as you wish and learning all that you
want here in Sainkedoek.”

“But if he gets worse?”

“Then I think it would be necessary for you to leave
quite quickly. You see, now that you have given him
some medicing, it is your responsibility.”

Fortunately for Charis and Fred, the permanganate
seemed to be the proper treatment, for no gangrene had
set in. As a result Charis’s researches among the Madic
were highly successful, and her supply of aspirin tablets
rap out in a week. '

That samz evening a detachment of our coolies called
on van der Goot to tell him that they would not have
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enough sago to go into the mountains. Consequently the
next day was set apart for sago-collecting. If van der Goot
Was irritated at the delay; he was too used to Papuan in-
* consistency to show it. As for me, I was elated at the
chance of having a solid day of collecting without being -
on the move. sl

In the greyness of early morning Sainkedoek looked
bleaker than ever. There was a buriied shard of a tree
sticking up forty feét into the air in front of the pasan- g
grahan. From a hole near the top came a whistle. I could
just make out the head of a parrot in the hole. It was a
forest parrot, one of a type that I had not seen since Biak.
The males have plusn-coloured heads, the females brown,
on a soft pastel-green body. As the female flew out I
» could hear a soft chittering noise from inside the hole.
One of the Madic people saw me looking at the hole, and
rushing up to the tree pushed at it. It gave with a sighing
noise and fell over, whereupon he abstracted a young
parrot froni the hole which was promptly given to Charis.
It was a lovely thing, tame and confiding, with large pale
staring €yes.

With this good augury for bird-hunting I started down
one path with Malan, Saban’s boy, and a Madic guide,
while Saban and Jusup went off in the opposite direction.

“Try to get any ghost birds (owls) you see, and any
paradise birds,” I shouted after them.

On the other side of the tabu brook was the path lead-
ing into the jungle. The sun was up, shining down into
the open space between the trees. The trail was fairly
wide, soft bluish-grey mud between spindly stunted-trees.
Occasionally larger trees had fallen by the trail, their
trunks making tempgrary dry pathways. On one of these
there was a happy Madic family group—a man and a
woman squatting on their haws facing each other. They



200 TRAIL OF THE MONEY BIRD

were evidernitly on their way to collect sago, for beside the
tree trunk rested the large sago baskets which they had
been carrying. Alternately one would lower his or hér
. large flappy mop of hair for the inspection of the other.
Each of them held in one hand what looked like a short
dagger. It was a flattened piece of pale cassowary bone.
Using this like a hairpin, one of them would run it
through the hair of the other. At intervals they would
reach up with the other hand which held a short round
piece of shell.

I soon found out what they were doing. The pale sur-
face of bone passed through the hair revealed very well
the presence of dark lice. With the other hand they would
then squash the louse between the two hard surfaces. The
insect usually stuck to the bone, which was then with-
drawn from the hair and passed back to the mouth with
a swift motion. The woman was faring better than the
man, for he was having competition. On her head was
sitting a small pet blue and red lory which grabbed for
a louse every time the man killed one. I had often won-
dered why Wilfred, the pet lory I bought in Sorong, used
to love to perch on my head and explore all over, preen-
ing my hair with delicate motions of his bill. Now I
realized that life must be rather empty for a lory brought
into American surroundings from such fertile fields as
those of a good head of Papuan hair.

Farther on the trail became wetter and wetter. At last
we were slogging along through a good eight inches of
mud. Birds seemed to be scarce. 1 collected a few sun-
birds round a flowering bush and a single parrot that
flew across the trail. The trees began to thin out, to be
replaced by large spreading sago palms. There was a
sound of chopping off on the left and I followed a branch-
ing trail which led in thz direction. Finally the trail
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widened out and here was a scene of great activity. Three
or four of the large palms had been cut down and the
Madic people were busy catting out the sago. Old trunks

* were floating about and on a pile of these I sought refuge

from the now foot-deep water.

Manufacturing edible sago, at least from a Papuan’s
point of view, is a simple operation. After the palm is
cut down, the bark is gliced off the surface away from the
ground, revealing an enormous quantity of pure white
pith. Actually the living part of the palm is a thin outer
shell of bark and growing tissue. The pith is rather tough
and fibrous and must be softened with water. Using his
axe and a liberal-supply of water, the sago harvester now
pounds the pith up into a soggy mass of pulp, more or

* less eringy according to taste. This is now crammed into

packages made of leaves and boupd around with rattan
so that when dried it<forms crude cakes which are carried
about in big baskets. 1 understood now why sago cakes
always were a dull grey colour. The water used for mash-
ing up the pith was simply the water in which we were
all standing. Also the cramming into packages was done
by wet hands. During the process the Papuans, who never
take baths, could not help becoming somewhat cleaner,
while the sago took on its new and characteristic colour.
Some of the men were munching the stuff. One of
them politely asked Malan if the white Tuan would like
some.

“I have eaten,” I said, wondering how hungry I would
have to be to learn to like sago.

Farther on the swamp seemed to end. Once again the
trail wound through fairly dry, fairly open jungle.
Ground pigeons here were numerous. I could seldom
see them, but always heard them as they flew up. These
were small ground pigeons, f&r smaller than the great
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crowned pigeons. They were about the size of a partridge,
brown and blue-grey. Their marking was such that it was
almost impossible to see them en the ground. When théy
_ flew, they went up fast with a clapping of wings which
always startled me so that I was too late to hit them. But
sometimes I could mark one down and stalk it where it
had landed.

Again I was conscious suddenly that there was Papuan
activity near. Although I could not put my finger on any
one noise and say, “There are Papuans there,” yet the
whole compiex of noises bespoke human activity. 1 do
not know how these things are. Sometimes I would come
upon people suddenly in the jungles never knowing that
they were there. At other times I knew ahead of time.
And so it is. There are good days and bad days. One day
I shot well. The next day I missed. To be a"successful
jungle-dweller there must be relatively few bad days.

Suddenly there was an incredible smell. It was a smell
of powerful proportions. I struggled hard to recollect any
smeil like it in my experience. First of all it was a decayed
smell and a very potent one. Then as it became stronger
I suddenly remembered the smell of a cook-house when
the hams and bacons are being cured. Yes, there was a
distinct smell of cured meat.

“What is it?") I asked Malan.

He shook his head and turned to the Madijc guide.
They spoke for a time in what I took to be Madic. Madic
is evidently a language. At least there are recognizable
syllables. But I decided rapidly that Charis was going to
have an exceedingly hard time learning any part of it.

“They are smoking a man, Tuan,’
me.

"“What! "

“Yes, Tuan. One of the men has died and some other

" Malan turned to
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people owed him debts. - Now his family are smoking
hjm.”

“But what for?"

More conversation. Evidently this was not a Mooi
custom

“Tuan. If they smoke him, then his ghost will not stay
in his body. Then the other people will be frightened
and they will send the debts back to his family.”

“What sort of debts?”

“Oh, Tuan, plates, gongs, pigs, fruit, any kind of
thing.” "

We walked on a little distance. The stench was now
overpowering. Evidently the family had not been doing
a very efficient job. Finally I noticed a thin column of

' blue smoke winding up between the trees. It was off to

one side not far from the trail. Malan whispered at my
back. .

“Tuan, do not go near the people. They would be
afraid if you went there.”

Remembering what the people on Biak had done to
the visiting entomologist because they had been afraid of
him, I decided to take Malan’s advice. From the trail as
we walked past, it was just possible to see a high platform
of sticks with a small smoky fire beneath it on the ground.
The platform was about the size of a coffin, covered with
palm fronds. There did not seem to be anybody tending
the fire. Presumably they did not want to be seen.

We went on down the trail. It was a narrow one, just
an indication of a path between tall close trees. After a
time there seemed to be no more birds and I decided to
turn back. I noticed that our Madic guide soon found us
another trail. We c&id ot smell the “smoking” smell
again. :

At the pasangrahan all seeined to be settled and in
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order. Already the place looked lived in, twice as com-
- fortable as it had the day before. Fred was full of plaps
for making a vegetable gardén in front of the house.
- Charis $had bought a young cassowary from one of the
policemen. It was ensconced under the kitcher, eating
a mound of scraps irom the lunch prepared by Martin.
It was very curious. When people went by it would run
out from its shelter, humping its body from side to side
as it ran. Some of the people were beginning to come
back from the sago garden. One man had a dog with
him. When it saw this, the cassowary, young as it was,
changed abruptly from playful pet to a demon of pur-
pose. It let out a hissing sort of ‘noise, fluffed up its
ridiculous door-mat of body feathers, and ran at the dog,
making short exploratory kicks along the way, The dog
fled shrieking until the cassowary, conscious that its terri-
tory was once more its own, left off‘the chase and ambled
back to resume life once more under the kitchen. Some-
times it would come right up on to the poréh, where it
would sit beside the table, peeping at intervals like an
overgrown baby chick.

“ They are smoking a dead man over beyond the sago
swamp,” I announced during lunch.

“Oh, where?, I want to see it,"”" cried Fred.

“Much better not,” remarked van der Goot. “Maybe
later, they might ask you. Now they would be afraid.”

“Afraid?”

“You must always remember not to make these people
afraid of you unless you are in a safe position.

“Herr Schacht who went through here in '36 was an
example,” he continued after a pause. ““ He was on a
walking-trip around the world, going to write a book
about it, I think. The magistrate in Sorong before me
let him go through here‘after he signed a paper taking
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full responsibility uponchimself. He had on¢ combined
porter and guide, a Karoon.”
“‘How far did he get?” - ‘

“Into the Karoon country, about six days from here.
Then his boy ran away one night when they were sleep-
ing in a village. Schacht was left alone for three days
with nothing except a few yams he found in one of the
houses. Besides he had malaria. Then the boy came
back for some reason: And here,” van der Goot levelled
his finger at us, “was where Schacht made his mistake.
He let his temper get the best of him. Everything was
all right. The boy had touched nothing. Probably that
made Schacht evea madder, you know. Then he grabbed
for the shotgun which the boy had also taken, to break
it and see if any of the shells had been used. That was a
bad mistake, for of course the boy was terrified by this
time. He thought Schacht was going to shoot him and so
he hit him with his knife first.”

There was a pause while Martin cleared off the plates.

“What happened then?"

“Apparently Schacht was unconscious only. So then all
the people came out from where they had been hiding,
and they had a council. At first someone said, “We had
better fix him up and take him down to the coast,” But
then somebody else thought that perhaps the government
would punish them, if they went down to the coast. Then
someone suggested that they might as well kill him, and
at that a very wise old man put in that they must not eat
him, because being a white Tuan he would have a very
strong ghost. So, not wanting to have any individual
responsibility, they sharpened a stake and all leaned on
it until it went through him. And that was the end of
Schacht.”

“Did the government do anything?”
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“Oh yes’they sent in a patrol and the people told them
exactly what had happened. After all, in their eyes it was
the right thing to do. But of course we had to punish
them. However, you must understand, it was all Schacht’s
mistake to begin with. After all we could not bring him
back to life and that was his own fault. In the jungle far
away from the coast you cannot become angry and play
at being the great white Tuan upless you have ten sol-
diers behind your back, and not always even then,” and
van der Goot fell to stuffing tobacco busily into his pipe.

Saban had collected a nice reddish-brown owl and two
of the rifle birds that make such loud “whoop” noises.
They are paradise birds, black all over with a, brilliant
metallic greeny-blue shield of feathers on the neck and
breast. In size they are about as big as a blue jay except-
that they have a rather long curved stout billl There is
one in the Bronx Zoo in the bird-house, and whenever 1
go there and hear that loud ringing call it is so charac-
teristic of the lowland jungle in the Madic ‘and Karoon
country that 1 have to blink twice and pinch myself.

By evening all the birds were skinned, and once again
van der Goot and I had to sort out our tins and loads for
the coolies. We would need better than fifty men. From
the steps van der Goot gave them a great harangue about
going into the Tamrau and the Karoon country, and
then he wrote down in a book all the names of the men fit
and willing to go, and then they were issued their loads.

The next morning was a repetition of that one in San-
sapor. Again I woke up to feel that it was still night; but
no, it was morning, and people were stirring, and I could
smell coffee. It was cold and my teeth were chattering as
I staggered out to the bath-house to douse my face with
water. A heavy mist hung over all of Sainkedoek. Figures
loomed out of the greyress like ghosts.
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But after breakfast it was clear and we were'able to line
up in a row, sixty-seven men strong, while Fred took
pictures of us. Then thé two soldier-police shouldered
" their rifles and were off, along with one of the Kapalas .
who was to guide us to the next village. After them the
coolies started, and van der Goot and I were shaking
hands with Charis and Fred. We felt rather gruff and

brusque. s

“Well, so long,” we said. “See you in April.”

“Take care of yourselves,” they said.

We nodded like robots and waved and smiled and
walked off all at once, van der Goot in the lead, across

the smalt gurgling stream that was tabu.



TCHAPTER XI

TOWARDS THE TAMRAU

HIS day there was somethmg wrong with the
schedule. It began to rain in the early morning.

In New Guinea when it rains all other noises are
eliminated. At first there is a sound far ‘off coming nearer
and nearer. It is a great roaring that gradually fills the
ears. ‘The sense of its coming is oppressive and a little”
nerve-racking at first.. You keep hoping that there may
be some sort of shelter, anything, a few palm leaves. After
a while that feeling goes. When the rain is near, you
simply grit your teeth, button up the collar of your shirt,
and keep going. At first I carried a jacket with a hood
made of rainproof cloth. But the humidity inside this
affair, once it is closed up, is stifling. In a few moments
it is as wet inside as out. As for van der Goot, he simply
strode along through the rain as if it did not exist. The
only difference it made in his behaviour was that he kept
the bowl of his pipe upside down when it rained, right
side up when it was not raining.

The rain came just as we left the last vestiges of a
cleared trail leaving Sainkedoek. After that there was only
a muddy rut straggling off between the trees. The land
seemed to be very flat here, what there was of it. Every-
thing was submerged under a varying amount of water
which apparently had found no ready outlet. At intervals
we crossed and recrossed "in idle little river which mean-

208 ,
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dered about among thestrges like a lost soul® At least L
suppose it was a river. It was simply a place where you,
noticed that the water was actually flowing somewhere.
" Everywhere else the water just lay on the surface of the ,
ground {o an average depth of about eight inches. In the
places where it was moving we stumbled into a broad
ditch which the current had carved out of the ground.
The water was uniformly muddy or opaque so that there
was no way of telling’whcther your foot was going down
eight inches or three feet except by noting carefully
whether or not the water was moving in this particular
spot. .

At intervals there*were large fallen trees along which

we could walk. However, at the beginning of the march,
*the coolies were all ahead of us. Every one of their wet
muddy feet had been along the same tree trunk. To walk
on one of these slippery logs means creeping along with
bowed legs, all the inner thigh muscles taut and tense.
At first we watched each other and laughed. But after a
few hours of this gait it isn’t funny any more. It hurts too
much. Why we never fell I don’t know. Perhaps the sight
of one of the soldiers just in front gave us added caution.
He came up out of that stinking mud looking like one of

" Charlie Chaplin’s pursuers who had just fallen flat into a
cement-mixing trough. Only this time itewasn’t funny at
all. We had much too far to go before we would be able
to change our clothes.

As if to emphasize once for all what we were in for,
the leeches began here. There had been none on Misool.
On Biak it was apparently too dry. But here it was good
leech weather. These leeches come in two different sizes.
I think the worst is the very small one. It is a mere wisp
of a waving thing, perhaps three-sixteenths.of an inch
long. These creatures will hie themselves to the very

P n
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«outer edge of a leaf and sit there all day long, waving the
. front end of their bodies in an effort to come in contact

with some living thing. They are so small that they are
hard te® notice. One will travel across a man’s face with-’
out his noticing and even ensconce itself in his eye. These
leeches bite so gently that they are not noticed until they
are securely fastened Then it is too late to pluck them
off. 1t hurts too much in a place like the eye, and besides
the bleeding afterwards will be worse. The best thing to
do is to carry along a small tin eye-cup and a bottle of
weak potassxum permanganate solution. That is much
pleasanter than the standard New Guinea practice of hav-
ing a friend spit tobacco juice int@ ySur eye. oAt least I
think so. There are even other places these leeches will
penetrate. It is better to choose the setting with some
care before relieving oneself.

The other leech is fairly large and consequently rela-
tively innocuous. It simply lands on the neck or arm or
trousers-leg, and before there is any conscic;usness of its
presence it has burrowed down through crevices and
crannies until it is almost anywhere on the body. Time
and again I have felt the sting of a leech withdrawing its
teeth after a good meal on my foot or shin or calf. To get
there it had tp go over the top of my boot, down the
leg of my trousers which was tightly tucked into the
boot, and then up or through a heauy woollen stocking.

Now in the rain the leeches were all out. We came to
a place where there were quite a number of fallen trees.
Here the coolies had decided to halt for a rest. They were
squatting on their hams on the trunks of the trees like a
solemn conclave of monkeys. Each one had a sleeping-mat
made of pandanus which could serve as a raincoat. It was
double thickness, about four feet long by twe feet wide.
On two edges it was séwn together, making a kind of
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hood which went over the head and hung down the back.
"They looked quite comfortable under the mats, some ‘of
them smoking Jaya tobaceo, others busy with their betel

* nut, One man would crack open a betel, which {s about

the size,of a pecan. Then he would hand it around until
two or three of them had a piece. Along with this every-
one had a bamboo lime container with a piece of carved
stick or cassowary quil). First pass the’stick through the
mouth to wet it, thef dip it in the lime container and it
comes out all covered with powder. This is then passed
into the mouth and pulled out with a sucKing noise of
approval. It is incredibly bitter and puckerish to the taste,
rather like alum.sThe Papuans, however, think it nectar,
and they hand the lime-sticks around to their friends as
the Indians used to pass the ceremonial pipe.

As we went past them van der Goot shouted and joked
with his usual good humour and the men smiled back at
us from under their hoods. The policemen ahead of us
halted now, slipping the straps of their rifles off their
shoulders. One of the police pulled out his short sword
and cut some fern leaves which he placed in two piles on
a log farther along. This was pure affectation, for the
water came up through the leaves quite as well as if he
had let us sit on the bare log. We both lighted our pipes
under the hood of my waterproof jacket,

“How much wetter than this is it possible to be?"” I
asked, watching a small bird’s-nest fern which was filling
up with rain and then keeling over to one side and dump-
ing out the water at regular intervals.

“Once, taking a patrol along the Digoel River, sthere
was a flood and we waited on the bank for canoes. We
waited all night and most of the next day standing up
to our armpits in water,” said van der Goot. He turned
to scratch his back and I saw« great red stain spreading

n
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all over histshirt. It looked as i e had just been stabbed.
“Wait a minute,” and while he pulled his shirt open,
I got out my iodine bottle and put a drop on the black

swollen, leech that was crawling over his shoulder. Even °

in the rain one drop of iodine will shrivél them, up and
make them loose their grip.

We occupied ourselves cleaning the leeches off our
boots. Even van der Goot's tight]ly wound puttees were
no match for an insistent leech in good training.

The corporal came up from the rear and announced
that the last®of the stragglers were in.

“There s one man who is not very good,” he an-
nounced. *I think he is sick.” " e .

“Homesick for Sainkedoek now that it's raining?”’

“I am not sure, Tuan,” and the corporal tu'rned back
with a worried face. |

After a time van der Goot stood-up and put his pipe
in his pocket.

“Djalan,” shouted one of the police, and we were
off.

About noon the rain stopped the way it had begun. It
just went off somewhere else. We could hear it roaring
along through the jungle behind us. All about there were
many little noises, sucking, gurgling, and hissing noises
as the water ran off in every direction. The earth seemed
to pant and sigh like a man who has drunk too much in
a hurry and has to catch his breath. There was a great
dripping from the leaves. Near us the vine leaves nodded
and dipped as drops from above splashed off them. Walk-
ing, it was almost as wet as in the rain because every
branch, every leaf, had its burden of water to shake off
on to the passer-by. .« e

We came to a piece of open, relatively dry ground.

“Rest,” called van der Goot, and we halted. Again the

¥

-

~

)/



TOWARDS THE TAMRAU 21§

front policeman cut fern lzaves for us and we sat down
on two small boulders. .

° . . . .

Gradually as we waited the coolies came in. They

" would come along in line, single file, eyes to the trail,

and thep one after another they would see the man ahead
halting and they would look up. Then they would glance
about in a satisfied sort of way for something to lean their
burden against. Some ,would squat down in front of a
stone or log. Others’ with lighter loads would slip the
rattan loops off their shoulders while still standing. Then
they would stretch and yawn and reach fbor the little
woven bags that dangled down under one arm.. They
would find a piece of sago and fall to chewing on the
stuff, dry and hard as it was.

Jusup appeared, and the policeman who was van der
Goot’s orderly. Each of them carried a small set of
enamelled dishes strung one over the other and made
tight with a handle on top. In them were our lunches.
These weré much the same. In the top dish was rice, in
the next one down some sauce to go on it, possibly in
the third some fried eggs or omelet. Occasionally as a
treat the bottom dish contained fruit. Usually it was
empty.

I never cared for eggs, and even now, hungry as I
invariably was, I never could bear the logk of a cold fried
egg. But van der Goot ate them with gusto. He also put
other things on his rice. His orderly carried a glass jar
of salted peanuts which were delicious mixed in with
everything else. Then there was another jar of lombok,
red and white peppers of terrifying strength which I
never sampled. Again he would have large, rather
dubious-looking sardines jn tomato sauce. Remembering
the Australian kippers, I did not try the sardines eithér.
Jusup, by now resigned to my-pallid tastes, confined him-

~
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self to making me a concoctien of rice plus the remains
ofa pigeon shot along the way, all mixed with an omelet
cut into thin strips. To wash our various dishes down, van
der Goot and I would have cold tea out of a large kettle
which one of the boys carried. To keep the tea frpm leak-
ing out, a piece of rattan was wound around the top and
bottom, and a tuft of green leaves stuck in the spout. I
also carried a canteen because T had soon found that
short of carrying the tea-kettle myself, there was no prac-
ticable method of making sure that it stayed anywhere
near us along the trail.

Now we sat facing each other on two of our tin boxes
while a third between us served as a table. All about sat
or squatted or perched the men, the police, Jusup, Saban,
and our gmdes in one group busily gulping down huge’
platefuls of rice seasoned with a little salted fish. Near
them, on the fringe socially speakimg, were grouped the
fifteen superior coastal porters, the ones who wore singlets
and cotton drawers. Then came the long line of coolies,
Madic, one or two Mooi—the rest having turned back
at Sainkedoek—and a few Karoon. The Karoon people
live in the Tamrau and are feared by the Madic and the
coastal tribes. Physically they seemed much the same as
the others. I had an impression, probably no more than
that, that they were a bit more delicate in build, a bit
paler, more brown in complexion. They all seemed to be
heavily armed with spears and bows and arrows. The
spears for the most part had points made of bamboo,
beautifully fashioned, sharp as razors, and notorious for
making an ugly wound.

We were just through our lunch when the corporal
came up from the rear and saluted.

“Tuan,” he said. “That man. He is very bad. I think
he is crazy.” 25
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¥ “Where is he?” % ‘

“Back here,” said the corporal, looking tired and’
hitngry, and he turned and led us back to the end of the*
Jline. .

Whether the.man was mad or not, he was ceTtainly *
giving a ‘good imitation. He lolled back against a stump,
his head hanging over to one side. Hé was drooling, and

only the whites of his eyes showed. -

I reached down ands félt his forehead. He seemed to be «
burning up.

“He's got a bad fever.” .

“This man must go back to Sainkedoek,” said van der
Goot. “Is there gnygne else to go back?” x

For answer the corporal pointed out two miserable
specimens. One man had his foot bandaged. He told us
that he had nearly lost a whole toe on a submerged root
back at the river. The other didn’t"look like a man at all.
His abdomen was distended straight out in front in the
most alarming way. The rest of him was thin, pathetically
50, but then there was this vast unmasculine bulge.

“God,” cried van der Goot. “Who ever allowed that
man to come along?”

“No one, Tuan. He just came.”

“You know what that is, Ripley? That is one of the
biggest enlarged spleens I have ever seen. That’s malaria.
You know, if that man was to fall down br be hit in the
stomach, he would’ die straight off. That’s all spleen, if
you can believe it.”

While I was getting out some quinine tablets to give
to the men, van der Goot gave them a great harangue.
The man with the spleen wanted so much to come along
that the only way van der Goot could persuade him to
return was to tell him that he must assume responsibility
for leading the other two back safely. At that he seemed
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to be very pleased and promisgd to get them back to
Szinkedoek. y

After about two hours more of marching we began ‘o
notice that the valley up which we had been working -
was closing in. We were beginning to climb ever so gradu-
ally. The ground was scattered with boulders. The trees
were lower. It was impossible to get a view, but we had a
feeling that the hills were closing about us. Pretty soon
we would come to the foothills of the Tamrau.

We were walking along a slight ridge when suddenly
one of the Kapalas who was acting as a guide came back
along the trail.

_ “Tuan, there is water here. This is the place to stay.”

We looked about us. The jungle was fairly thick. There
was no sign of a level space. It was only three o'clock..
Then van der Goot asked about the water. Wasn't there
any water farther on? No, there was no water, and the
two other guides who had come back now joined the first
man in a solemn shaking of heads. As van der Goot
shrugged his shoulders, the front policeman called out
“Rest, bi\./ouac," and he wandered off the trail to look for
a camp site,

It was a miserable place, dank and dark, without a
view or a decent spot to Put up a tent. We walked about
disconsolately until van der Goot decided that one par-
ticular piece of ground looked g ljt(]e bit flatter than the
rest. Gradually the men began coming in, and as they
put down their packs some started to cut the brush with
their knives while others went off into the forest to look
for rattan. Then the soldier-police a]] drew out their
short swords, and there were one or two axes for the
lzjxrger trees, and we began to make 3 camp. In a very short
time all the trees were down in 2 Square where the tent

was to go. “t'hen men began to appear with poles. These
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h'ld to be chopped and trimmed to fit. Gradua]ly a frame-
work began to take shape Even as some of the men weré
putting up a ridgepole in the centre with two smaller’

- shorter sets of poles along the side, other men were lay-

ing down a floor of poles and crosspieces. Everythmg was
lashed cxpertly together with rattan. From the ridgepole
other poles were laid down at an angle to the poles along
the sides, making the supporting frame for the tent.

By the end of half*an hour a complete framework had
been put up and the men were sliding the squares of
canvas over it. There were four of these. When lashed
together they made a shelter almost forty feet long and
twenty wide. Moge jmen had come in with long sections
of bark which they spread over the framework of poles on
the ground. When this bark was spread out flat it made
a surprisihgly serviceable floor. In no time, it seemed,
our bunks were up, water was on the boil for tea, and
van der Goot and I were rummaging about in our tin
boxes for dry clothes. Meanwhile the rest of the men had
been busy cutting brush and clearing the ground for their
own shelters. Palm leaves by the hundred were cut and
dragged into camp to be draped over a similar framework
of poles. The result was a dense thatch roof which, for a
few days at least, would be quite as convenient as our
canvas fly. A smaller thatch shelter made a cook-house for
Jusup and van der Goot's orderly.

About four, after several cups of hot tea, I went out
hunting. As guide I took along a young Madic called
Serai who was interesting for two reasons.. In the first
place he was bright and full of curiosity and knew birds.
In the second he would have done an anthropologist’s
eyes good. He was a fine example of a type of Papuan
with a strong negroid strain which expressed itself ima
pair of very pronounced buttecks, a condition known as
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steatopygy. Not far from the camp we came to a clear,
genitly sloping hillside of light dry jungle. There were a
few fallen trees along the slope, The soil was rich with
humus. '

We crouched down for a time, looking carefully at the
fallen trees. Then Serai pointed out a pitta standing
stock-still on a tree trunk. Pittas are gorgeous birds about
the size of a robin, with practically no tail at all. The
~ head is rather large and the body fat, which makes their
three-inch-long legs appear very thin and spindly. They
run in bright colours, blues and reds and greens, some-
times with a yelvet black cap or a white belly for contrast.
Often I heard pittas calling in the jungle, but very seldom
are they visible. This particular species was blue and
dusty red, and its call was of three notes like that of a
bobwhite quail. Pittas love rich humus soil and fallen
trees and so too do Papuans. I collected this one and
thought I had it marked down where it fell. But as so
often in the jungle, a dead bird is as hard to find as a
woodcock at home in autumn woods. While Serai and 1
hunted for the pitta around the trunk of the tree, he did
not overlook the fact that this particular tree still had
some bark. Eagerly his fingers tore at the bark. He ripped
it off and found—what he was looking for—three fat
white grubs. Next to a cold fried egg, I think I put a fat
white grub. But here again 1 am afraid 1 am in the

mipority. Papuans love them, and before I could say
“Pitta,” Serai had eaten all three.

In the meantime I had found the pitta, and within a
few minutes we collected three more and Serai had found
S0 many grubs that he was beginning to store them,
wrapped in leaves, in his woven bag. No wonder the
pittas had liked this particular spot. A ground pigeon
and a small fiycatcher made my quota for the afternoon.

f

4
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Saban meanwhile had been active. He hagl collected
four birds including a curious black and red parrot./l't
was a large bird almost as big as a crow, with a nearly

* naked head and a strongly hooked bill which made it look
like a vulture. *They are called the vulturine pa;rot and °
are unknown in zoos at home. I succegded later in buying
two from a Chinese trader at Sansapor. They were very
tame and friendly, belying their appearance. In the forest
they stay high up inthe tops of the trees in small flocks.
They are quite shy then and will fly off long before_ you
can see them. But you always know that they are on the
wing because they have a loud distinctive, call like a
wooden rattle. Katkekuk-kuk-kukukukuk, they say, and it
sounds as if they were indignant at being disturbed.

»  Back in camp there was a busy evening ahead for us
all. Jusup and I had ten birds to skin, and van der Goot
was engrossed in his notes. These were most comprehen-
sive. Every time a Dutch magistrate makes a patrol it has
to be completely recorded and reported for the benefit of
the Colonial Department. The journals of thousands of
men all over the Indies repose in those files, journals
written in the blood and sweat of endless patrols over all
the islands from Sumatra to New Guinea, over the moun-
tains and over the seas, from Sabang to Merauke, from
Manado to Timorlaut. Every magistrate in service at one
of the more outlying posts is expected ‘to make at least
one patrol a year. As a result the unknown areas on the
map are shrinking fast.

But not every patrol is successful. There are some un-
explored areas in New Guinea that have remained that
way because of the force of circumstances and the occa-
sional fallibility of magistrates. Once I asked van der
Goot how long it had taken him to get used to eating his
meals in close proximity to Papuans. I am not particu-

»
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larly delicate or queasy, but I am sure that my appetite
was never at its best when I ate lunch or supper in the
‘centre of a ring of evil-smelling little people eating sago
or fat white grubs. Of course one becomes used to’
such thmgs after a time. To van der Goot it was all
natural.

“But you know,” he said, “the Papuans are sensitive
too. They feel instinctively what you think of them. They
know for example that you like thHem even though you
tell, me that you think they smell. You must always
remember that. Sometimes it makes the difference, the
vital difference.”

And then he went on to tell of a patrel which had made
news all over the Indies five years before. The Mimika
is one of the big rivers of southern New Guinea. Its upper
reaches are still very little known. The peopleare a lazy,
unattractive lot, crude and really brutal, with vicious
faces.

“ The assistant resident from Fak Fak madé the patrol,
along with the local magistrate, a captain of the Feld-
politie, and two dozen police. They went up-river in a
boat like my Ursula. They would stop at villages and
count the people for the tax, and hold palavers, and tell
them about government, and so on. I don’t think the
assistant liked the job much. He had been told by Batavia
to make one patrol before he left that post to go some-
where else. I suppose he thought that this particular
patrol would be the most comfortable because he could
use the boat.

“Apparently the Mimika people don'’t like government
at all. Outwardly they were merely surly, but inwardly
thcy were in a violent frame of mind.

" One particular day they landed at a village, and after
their business they had lunch right there in the village.
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'They sat according to precedent, the assistant resident o

a camp chair, having his lunch. Then came the magis-,
trate, then the captain, anc finally about ten of the police
"all together. They had left their rifles stacked ina little
heap by a fire where they had warmed up the lunch. All
about stood a great throng of the Mimika people,
watching.

“The assistant or the magistrate should have noted that
there were no women'in the crowd. Apparently they did
not, but they had noticed that the men were all unarmed,
perhaps as the result of an order from the Captain and
the police. L.

“It was very het there in the sun. The assistant evi-
dently disliked these people, as who would not? It was
*hot and they were smelly, and he did not like to have
them watch him eating. It did not, improve his appetite
certainly. He asked the captain to tell the police to make
the people move back. He apparently waved his hand
and looked displeased and disgusted, I suppose, for that
was the signal. At that there came a humming noise like
angry hornets. That is what the people do when they are
in a mob together and they are angry and they are going
to kill somebody.

“From everywhere came spears suddenly, over the
heads of the men in front. In a twinkling, so quickly that
the white men could not even stand up, they were full
of spears, the assistant resident, the magistrate, the cap-
tain. The police could not reach their rifles. Some of
them were killed. Others ran to the dinghy on the bank.
A few were picked off in it, but the others reached the
patrol-boat. The crew on the boat, which was anchored
out in the stream nok far from the bank, were so aston-
ished that they did not have time to do anything, even to
raise a gun, before it was all 9ver. Of course they fired

\
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.

some shots and scared the -people away and went
,‘;ghorc, but everyone was dead by that time. ;

“So you see,” van der Goot-concluded with a twinkle,
“it is wise never to show the Papuans that you think they -
are evil-smelling.” ) ;

From anyone elss than van der Goot these anecdotes
might have seemed a bit like catechizing. If he was self-
assured, if he knew all the answers about the mind and
psychology of the Papuans, it was not because he was
boasting. He really did know his people. I have no doubt
that he was one of the best magistrates in the New
Guinea service, endowed with a perception and a way of
thinking that are truly Papuan. When @ man really knows
what he is talking about and talks about it, that is some-
thing. When he tells you things that admit of no doubt,
and when he tells them with enthusiasm, with forthright-
ness, and with that certain wry but merry twinkle at the
end, then you can listen to such a man for.a very long
time.

About ten o'clock it began to rain again. This time it
sounded pleasant and familiar. There was the inexpres.
sible comfort of being able to lie still in bed under the
mosquito net [ike a small room, and hear the rain falling
on the tent canyvas. The policeman whose turn it was to
stand guard came in under the tent and squatted there,
talking in low tones to his sleepy companions. Gradually
the rain increased in intensity until the sound of it was
a steady numbing roar.

The next day’s march was a pleasure. It had stopped
raining and we were not sorry to leave our bivouac of the
night. The slight rise of the previous afternoon turned
into a definite series of wooded ridges of the Tamrau
range. We were looking at the back of them now, at the
opposite side from that which we had seen from the sea.

2
e



TOWARDS THE TAMRAU 223

' Fortunately we kept mostly to the small ridge along whish
we were walking. There was comparatively little of that
up-and-down progress which seems to be the rule. During

" the afternoon I collected two crowned pigeons perched |
high up in a tree. Saban for his part succeeded in finding
a king of paradise birds which the Malays appropriately
call the “money bird.” They are beautiful little things
about the size of a starling. The head and-back in the
male are bright glossy red, the bill is milky-blue, and *
underparts are white. From the rump two narrow
wirelike feathers are prolonged out over fhe short tail
for four or five inches. At their ends theys curl tightly
and flare out inte two shining disks of metallic green.

The paradise birds are usually characterized by having
patches or ranks of feathers that are erectile. These are
used in the elaborate courting dances of the males. The
king bird too has itsspecial display plumes. These con-
sist of two small sets of greyish feathers tipped with metal-
lic green which are ordinarily concealed under the flanks
and wings. When a male is displaying, however, these
feathers stand out from the sides like small shields, mak-
ing the bird appear larger than it really is. The female is
a small nun-like creature dressed in sober brown.

Once I saw a male displaying to a _female who sat,
supremely oblivious, preening her plumage. The male
was manceuvring up and down a vine and the trunk of
the nearby tree with as much dexterity as a nuthatch or
a creeper. From time to time he moved in a series of stit
awkward hops which apparently marked the height of his
rendition. At these moments he seemed to go rigid all
over in a paroxysm of excitement. At the same time he
made a snapping noise with his bill. It was reminiscent
of the climax of a turkey gobbler’s display when he
quivers all over, lets out a li¢tle spitting, panting noise,

\
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apd runs forward a step or two, dragging his wings stiffly
o the ground.
" Later, high up in the Tamrau, I saw other species of
paradise birds displaying. I was struck by one similarity
in all of them, the fact that all seemed to be swept away
in a spasm of nervous activity. It is curious that the in-
tensity of these displays seems to be proportional to the
wealth of plumage. A sombre-coloured member of the
Paradiseidae, as they are called, won't have anywhere
near as much elaboration or even rigidity in his dance
pattern as tiie brilliantly coloured members of the tribe.
It is interesting to speculate on the origin of these
curious dances and displays which zre so specific among
the different species. It would seem to be likely that these
behaviour patterns are instinctive and are inherited. If
they are genetic, then they have presumably arisen in
the same way that the different plurmages have arisen, that
1s, by a series of mutations or changes in the germ plasm.
But why should a bird with brilliant yellow flank plumes
perform just those particular steps best calculated to show
these off, while another species with a bib of metallic
feathers does another little dance which shows that off?
Presumably all paradise birds have evolved from a com-
mon stock, a common ancestral type. Darwin might have
said that those birds which had the misfortune to possess
a frontal shield and still did a form of flank feather dance
just didn’t succeed in finding any mates, and as a result
natural selection had its way. A modern geneticist prob-
ably would not speculate on these things at all, doubtless
considering it bad form. But if he did, he might suggest
that the mutations of structure and behaviour were
linked, inherited together from generation to generation.
Sull another school of thought might reason that the
heavy weight of dangling.flank feathers would perforce
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\ compel a displaying bird to spread them ous and they
could probably cite laws of physics to prove it. The best
thing of all of course would be to keep some paradise’

“birds in an aviary and watch their displays. If a yellow-
plumed bird had his feathers clipped off, would he still
display in exactly the same way, and sp on? Experimental
observations might easily lead to a fairly tenable theory
in the case of this fascinating behaviout.

By late afternoon*we came to a small village called
Salem. This settlement marked the boundary of the
Madic country. To-morrow we would be entering the
territory of the Karoon. There was a pleasant little stream
where we bathed gratefully, and a few small houses, one
of which we took for our own. In the evening I walked

.along the bank of the stream for a short distance and
collected, o my great surprise, a wagtail. Wagtails to me
always convey the scepe where 1 first saw them. Behind
the University buildings at Cambridge there are the
“backs,” those pleasant stretches of garden and lawn
running down to the River Cam. Along the stream there
are rushes sometimes and water plants and then the banks
swell up, richly green with that magic tapestry of lawn
found only in England. In the summer there are always
wagtails running up and down the banks. They are deli-
cate birds about the size of a slim sparrow, with long tails
that bob or wag from side to side as they move about.
Some are yellow, some pied, greyish-white and black.
They nest all over northern Europe and east to Siberia
across the tundras. To people in temperate climates they
seem like “our” birds, just as the bobolink seems to be
something that belongs to New England or Ohio or °
I1linois. So it is as surprising to find a wagtail in Africa
or in New Guinea as it is to see a bobolink in Argentina.
And who can say that they belong in one place or the

Q
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qther? Cestainly the bobolink spends little enough time”
with us. Sometimes birdlovers in the United States or
"England tend to be too possessive about their birds, for-
getting that bird students in South America or Africa*
may have much valuable information abdut thes¢ migrant
species.

As I was walkmg back I saw, at least I think I saw, one
of the rarest birds in New Guinea. The light goes so
quickly that at one moment it is “séill light, the next it is
dark. It was in that suspended moment between day and
night that Psaw it. There was a “whish” of wings and a
large bird whistled past my head. It seemed to be black
and it was travelling very fast. I think.it was a bat-hawk.
These curious hawks are known to live near caves where
there are bats. How they catch the bats, whether on the.
wing or during the day at their roosts, is not’known for
certain. They are somewhat akin in size and shape to a
falcon, but with a small weak bill like a honey buzzard.
There were a few bats out flying over the stream at the
moment. Whether the hawk was chasing them or not |
did not discover. Afterwards it was dark and I never saw
the bird. Indeed I never saw a bat-hawk to be sure of it
the whole time that I was in the East Indies. But some-
times when I feel boastful I will say quite readily that I
have seen a bat-hawk on the wing. At other times I am
not so sure. So far as I know, there is  only one specimen
of this New Guinea bird in all the museums of the world,
and I am inclined to think that the bird is really almost
as rare as that figure indicates. Apparently there are very
few bat caves in New Guinea.

Salem was not a particularly active or interesting
vnllage There were not above eight people in residence,
six of whom were ladies. I was rather surprised to find
that here, so far inland, three of the ladies were wearing

i
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‘sarongs of cotton cloth, avhile the others wore the usuzl
wgap-around of bark cloth. On questioning them,¢it
appeared that ong or two people of the village went down

" to Sansapor every year with some sago or dammar to
trade, and a ldrge list of commissions from all their °
friends. On their return they brought cloth, tobacco,
knives, axes, and sometimes mattocks, as well as occa-
sional trinkets which might be«in stolk in the Chinese
store at the time. Although the ladies themselves had
never seen the sea, or so far as I know a white man, they
knew all about both these strange concepts and were
apparently quite incapable of surprise. Later I noticed
that thisseemed o be the dominant trait of the women
in this part of the world. Perhaps because van der Goot

+and I were men, the women would never look at us or
pretend to notice us. The men, on the other hand,
tended to behave vewy differently. The ordinary Madic
man who had probably been down to the coast and who
had presumably seen a white man or at least a Chinese,
was quiet and matter-of-fact about us. In the Karoon
country, on the other hand, we received quite different
treatment.

By dawn the next morning we were off again. After
leaving Salem we were conscious of a definite physical
boundary between the country of the Madic and that of
the Karoon. Quite suddenly we left all semblance of
valley behind and plunged into real mountain country.
The hills rose steeply here. We very soon began to find
the going difficult. For a time we would be marching
along the knifelike ridge of a steep hill. The trail was
rocky and narrow, hardly wider than a man’s shoulders.
Trees occasionally blocked -our way and then we would
have to straddle them and edge around carefully, stepping
from Toot to root, until once again we were on the trail.

-
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Around usy breast high, were.the feathery heads of giant
tree ferns, their brown trunks long and slim, reaching
down twenty, sometimes forty, feet. Once or twice we
walked around a clump of bamboo, but mostly the trail *
was lined with groves of wild ginger, a ‘beautiful long-
stemmed plant that seems to like exposed and rocky situa-
tions. The leaves grow at intervals along the stem rather
like those of bamboo except much larger, and there are
beautiful solid reddish-pink flowers at the ends of the
stems looking like miniature pineapples.

At intervéls we would descend one ridge only to climb
on to another. It was steep and rough going. Climbing
down was often just as hard as climbirg up. At least no
one had been over the trail before us cutting away the
handholds. There were always plenty of convc::‘icnt twigs
and saplings. In fact sometimes there were too many. It
is not easy, when you are scuttling.down a steep hillside
in the semi-darkness of a heavy patch of rain forest, to
distinguish just which branch or small tree trunk should
be grasped and which should not. My hands were soon
scarred with the marks of numerous encounters with
thorn trees. I think these trees are allied to the fig family.
They are everywhere and their trunks are often covered
with thorns ranging from small needle-like affairs to large
warty projections which can be seen at some distance.
What with the Teeches and the thorns, my iodine bottle
proved extremely useful. And if I used my iodine and my
potassium permanganate it was not because I had hypo-
chondriacal tendencies. The crater-like scar on my heel
from, Misool was still an angry purple colour after four
months. A cut or a small wound invariably will fester in
a place like New Guinea. Moreover, the scar tissue tends
to stay discoloured and angry-looking as long as you
linger in the Lropics. o0
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\  About twelve it beganto rain. This was mugh the moré

normal procedure. Usually the morning is clear. Then
about nine or ten, clouds begin to roll around in the
higher valleys. By eleven everything is grey. It becomes
increasingly datker and finally you hear the rain coming
from far away, the dull monotongus tones of water
streaming down over a dam, of water falling in a shower-
bath, of water when all the taps.are tutned on. The rain
enveloped us as we walked on. It ran down my trousers
and into my boots because I had forgotten to take them
out of my boot-tops and I began to make sodeden squelchy
noises. At least ‘there was very little mud. This up-and-
down country has s advantages. There are plenty of
small rocky mountain streams that really go somewhere.

A long time later we were walking along the side of a
narrow vdlley with very high trees. Through the steady
beat of the rain 1 suddenly heard a great booming behind
us. I thought at first it was an avalanche, but no, it was
too steady, rather like deep drums.

“What's that?” I asked van der Goot.

“That means we are getting near the village.” He
smiled. “The men do that by throwing rocks or beating
sticks against a certain kind of tree. It is the kind that
has very wide high roots. Then the people at Bamoska-
boe will know we are coming.”

After a moment or two the men begdn to sing. It is a
deep rhythmic chant rather like when they are dancing.
But the time is different. It is not syncopated. The beat is
regular in time to their fast, loping walk. It is a shivery
noise, I realized suddenly, or maybe I was cold from the
rain. No, it is a shivery noise if for one minute you can
imagine yourself running like Emperor Jones, running
for life with the pursuit hot on you and that song ringing
in your ears. e *
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% “We must be near,” said van der Goot. “They would ”
not be so happy otherwise.”

The trees ended suddenly. . There was a well- marked
path ahead simply leading up into a cloud. On each side
going off steeply into nothing we could See a few stalks
of sugar cane among burned stumps of trees. This must
be the garden of Bamoskaboe, but it was impossible to
see more than twenty feet in any direction. We walked
out along the path. As soon as we wére beyond the shelter
of the trees, the rain beat on us with redoubled intensity.
Clouds swept past and then the rain petered out. It
turned instead into the sticky, clammy wetness of the
clouds. My teeth were chattering swith the cold. We
walked up and up, and then in a moment the clouds
swept away as dramatically as if it was curtain-time at a .
theatre. In that moment we saw that we weré climbing
up the slope of a smail sharp hill, ,bare of trees. On the
very top there were two houses raised on spindly stilts
high oft the ground. They were silhouetted against the
clouds, and there was a man too, running up the path
waving a spear. Then there came a great gust of wind
and driving cloud and that extraordinary Stone Age vision
was blotted out.

“That is Bamoskaboe,” panted our guide.

r
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a fire sipping a warm a cup of tea with a dash of

rum in it. Fortunately both van der“Goot and I

had similar inspirations about our medicinal-supplies. If

and wher we finishe his bottle of rum there was always

mine to fall back on. In order to appreciate fully this

* pleasure o.f tea and rum, it is necessary to have been walk-

ing steadily for some hours in_ the rain and to be

thoroughly chilled and cold. Then the sensation is
heaven.

Bamoskaboe was such a perfect Papuan village as to be
almost unbelievable. There were three houses altogether,
into one of which van der Goot, myself, Jusup, Saban,
and the policemen all crowded. It was a fairly large house
perhaps twenty by thirty feet, raised precariously off the
ground on a haphazard system of supports which leaned
drunkenly in all directions. In front the.re was a bamboo
ladder leading to a square hole, the door. The floor was
of strips of bamboo, the walls of sago, gabba gabba, as it
is called. As on Misool, the fireplaces consisted of boxes
of earth and ashes let down into the floor. The smoke
simply gathered in the upper reaches of the roof. -

When we finally reached the top of the hill in all that
swirling mass of clouds, there was a large delegation of
Karoon to meet us. The old Kapala stood out in front; a
big man with wide staring ey#s. The men Were nervous.

231

T HERE are few things as pleasant as sitting around
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They looked as if they might turn and run, or charge at
usy The Kapala advanced hesitatingly, but when van dgr
Goot shouted out tabek boisterously, they all smiled and
shouted back. Then what a shaking of hands and thump-
ing of backs ensued. Their nervousness téok the form of
over-hearty greetings. We had to shake hands with every-
one, while the bolder spirits patted our arms and backs.
Some even reached down and squeezed my legs as if thev
* were horse-breeders examining stock.

“We're in luck to-day,” said van der Goot. “Sometimes
they try to ook to see whether you're really a man or
not.” =

After this spate of grectings we had been ushered into
the house. Most of the men stood around and looked at
us, still with that wide-eyed, rather hectic expression. .
Meanwhile van der Goot was sitting on the floor near a
fire which Jusup had kindled, trying to carry on a con-
versation with the Kapala through one of our guides who
spoke Karoon. The Kapala said that he had ten or twelve
men who would carry for us from here on, for some of
our Madic and Mooi people wanted to go home. To them
the Karoon country was a foreign land. They were home-
sick and perhaps a little scared. When van der Goot asked
how many peofple there were in his district, the old
Kapala was confused. He grunted and switched from one
foot to the other. He hitched up his G-string and scratched
himself, and a naive perplexed look came into his eyes.
He allowed as how he didn’t know and he seemed vague
and troubled. But van der Goot tactfully changed the
subject.

“Evidently he has never thought of that before,” he
said. “It is better not to trouble him.”

““Have there been any murders recently?”” he asked the

guide. o



PAPAYAS AND PEOPLE 233

\ The Kapala’s face brightened when he heard this. I¢
was something that he could understand. He said that
tRere had been one a while ago. A man had killed a’
* woman over a violation of a tribal custom. Thgre had
been a question of a tabu of some kind. At this van der
Goot launched into a harangue which evidently impressed
the Kapala. He admitted that the man had gone into hid-
ing when he had heard that Gowernmefit was coming. At

-

that van der Goot saitl that he would promlse the mana °

short sentence if he would come out and give himself up.
There was more conversation. The Kapala*looked wise
and scratched his big flat nose and said that,he thought
the man might agree to this. By now our coolies were
coming in with their loads, and the citizenry of Bamo-
.skaboe reluctantly filed out to exchange the pleasure of
watching the strange white men for that of gossiping with
the new arrivals. .

After tea there was a sudden lift in the clouds. We
hurried outside to see the view. To the north, looking
tall and wild, stretched the main range of the Tamrau.
It was rather like a Chinese painting. The valley below us
was swathed in a shifting sea of mist. Clouds were all
about, racing down over the flanks of the mountains.
The wind was strong. At one moment the whole range
would be revealed. Then at another, half of it would be
blotted out.

As we looked across the stretch of clouds towards the
mountains there came faintly down the wind a seething
sort of noise. It sounded like a great concentration of
starlings along the cornices of buildings in a city. At first
we heard only the noise. Then I realized that high over
the valley at about oyr level there was a dark patch mov-
ing along, changing its shape all the time like a piece of
paper blown by the wind. I ran into the house and got

-

N\
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gut my binoculars. When I came back the spot was still /
there, moving in a haphazard way. It was an enormous
flock of lories, those small red, blue, and green parakeets
so prized by the Papuans. There must have been well
over a thousand birds in the flock, possibly more, To me
it was an amazing, sight. Lories occasionally associate
together in small groups around flowering trees, but a
vast aggregation like this is unheard of. From time to
time during the late afternoon I again heard that sound
of far-away screams and whistles and, looking out, saw
similar flocks, all passing in the same direction from west
to east. .

What this type of migration can mean-is anyone’s guess.
I think it is possible to hazard the opinion that where
there are vast areas of jungle stretching for many thou- .
sands of square miles, birds which are gregariots to begin
with may tend to flock together in ever larger and larger
groups. This great movement of birds which I saw in the
Tamrau might have been simply a food migration on an
enormous scale.

By now it was nearly dark. The wind began to go
down and the rain and the clouds with it. In spite of the
adverse weather, Saban and 1 had made a fairly good
showing during the day. There were fourteen birds to
prepare. '

As we were finishing supper there came a sound of
stealthy movements outside the house. Through the

chinks of the wall and floor I could see what appeared
to be a small fire.

“Now I think they will dance,” remarked van der Goot.
Sure enough, after a few minutes, the first quavery
voices started singing. There were not very many evi-

dently, and they made only a small shuffling noise as they
padded arotind in a circle,
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\ We lit our pipes and glambered down the steep ladder
to survey the scene. The moon had come up. It shone
ddwn from a temporarily clear sky. The Tamrau’

+ stretched up along the north side of the stage like a back-
drop. The mountains weére very black and sh:ﬁ'p and
cold-looking. Immediately above their tips the sky was
slightly paler as if there were floodlights behind them,
serving to throw out the outliges of the mountains in
sharp relief. The vaMey below our little two-thousand-
foot hill was a solid bank of gauzy mist.

In the foreground there was a performarxe going on
that might have inspired Shakespeare for part of the
witches’ scene in Magbeth. There was a small fire on the
packed carth between the houses. Round about it were

.circling the dancers, ten of them now, in a ring with
locked arrfts. There were three women, six men, and one
small boy of perhaps eight or nine, although it is im-
possible to tell ages. The men and the boy clutched bows
and arrows in one hand. They went round and round in
a curious way with a limping sideways gait, like the
people at Kamma’s Christmas party. But this time the
rhythm was less involved. It seemed to be perfectly steady
and monotonous like the slow beat of a metronome. In
fact as they hobbled about the circle, their heads all
nodded and beat back and forth as if they were imitating
the very movement of 2 metronome. Twd more men and
a woman crawled out of the door of the other large house
and joined in the dance. Another half-hour and there
would be thirty in the circle. It was cold and I shivered
as T watched them, although I was wearing a flannel shirt
and a sweater.

“They look sort of pathetic going round and round
like that all shivering,” I'said. “They look so small and

miserable.” o

‘O
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v “You weuldn’t think that if you were in the middle/
there by the fire, tied up,” said van der Goot.
" Ilooked at him. He smiled. but he was quite serious.

We walked over to the open door of the other house.
It was about as big as ours, but it seemed‘smaller. All the
fires were going and the air was almost impenetrable.
Even at the door it was bad enough so that our eyes
smarted and we began to cough. People covered every
available inch of the floor. Round“each fire there was a
great tangle of legs and arms as everyone tried to get
some part ¢ his or her anatomy near the warmth. One
man was sleeping with his legs dangling into the ashes.
He would probably wake up later.to.find himself well
scorched. This habit of sleeping more or less on top of
the fire explains the large number of burn scars that.
cover most inland Papuans. The coughing was constant,
uninterrupted. I could see now too why the eyes of most
of these Karoon people were so bleary and bloodshot. It
is a curious thing, this business of eyes. The Papuan
children invariably seem to have bright sparkling eyes
with pure whites. But one of the most characteristic
things about the eyes of older Papuans is that they have
very dirty, discoloured whites, which gives them a dull,
muddy look. The intelligence seems to have gone out
of them.

“Isn’t it a litde complicated having all these people
sleeping together in a great big pile like that?” I asked
as we strolled back.

“Complicated? Oh, I don't think so. In the first place
the houses are tabu. Nothing very improper ever goes on
there. Then too I think that once they are married, these
inland people are pretty faithful. Most Papuan families
live by themselves in the gardens, you know. I believe
it is only there that they sleep together.”
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\  “You mean all these visiting firemen aren’t going to b
egtertained as they probably hope?” ’

“Well, after all, there are probably some unmarned

"gxrls, and besxdes the gardens aren't so far away. ,

The dance képt up all night. Even burrowed into my
sleeping-bag I could still hear it plainly. The whole house
vibrated with the tread of stamping feet. I slept much the
way one does on a Pullman, waking every time the train
bumps or shunts unu$ually hard. Of course I got no pity

" from van der Goot, who slept like a top and snored freely.

But early in the morning we were off inexotably. There
were twelve new Karoon porters to replace the others
who had.gone backsIt seemed to me that some of the
men looked slightly haggard, but if van der Goot noticed

*he did not mention it. He shouted and scoffed at them
with his usual good humour, and we strode down the hill
away from Bamoskabee. Half-way down there was a path
leading off among the burned-over stumps and tangled
vines that was the garden. On the edge of the path a little
party was lined up consisting of the Kapala, some of his
henchmen, and a group of Karoon women and girls. We
shook hands with the men and the Kapala made a little
speech of farewell. Afterwards he pointed to two girls
standing behind him. One was thin angd rather pretty,
with delicate features for a Karoon. Her age might have
been anywhere frqm ten to thirteen. She was probably
less, if anything. The other was short and very fat and
ugly with bloated, almost acromegalic features. She was
older, probably fifteen. The guide explained that the
Kapala wanted us to know that these were his- two
daughters. Certainly they bore no conceivable resem-
blance to each other. «

“Speaking of gardens said van der Goot as we
marched off with the last fa¥’eks ringing in our ears,
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“those may be the Kapala’s twordaughters, but I should”
_say he had made a mistake in the dark.” :

Our march that day was to<be a repetition of what we
did nearly every day until our final return to Sansapor.
Our main objective was to work east as far as we could
behind the Tamrau, moving along the low inhabited
valleys. Our guides had told van der Goot that there was
a possible way out to the coast beyond the main Tamrau
range. After crossing high mountains we would come
down to the sea at the village of Waibeem. Our plan was
to have the"Ursula meet us there on the 11th of March.
But in order to make sure that we were not turned back
by untoward events, the Ursula was*to stop on the way at
Sansapor. We left Bamoskaboe on the 15th of February,
never thinking that we would come back there soon’
again.

Nearly every mght we spent in a v11]age It was more
convenient than building a bivouac in the heart of the
forest. But there were many afternoons when, as the
shadows grew long or the sun left the valleys altogether,
our guides would halt and converse, then come back and
report that there was water here and not beyond. Then
we would cast about for a camp site, looking for a level
spot with few trees to clear away. If we were on a river
bank we had to camp high up, so that we would not be
flooded out if it rained during the night. In the work of
making the bivouac the corporal and his men proved
themselves painstaking and efficient. They soon organized
the porters into squads. Everyone knew his job and per-
formed it as soon as the order to bivouac was given. By
the time we had made the third or fourth of these tem-
porary encampments the system was so well arranged that
the whole camp would be set up and tea on the boil in
forty minutes. L
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\ Two days beyond Bampskaboe we struck the Siak

River. This was an important stage as it marked the dnm-
sion between the drainage areas south of the Tamrau.
* The streams in the Madic and part of the Karooy coun-
try to the west drain into the Samson, the river near
Sainkedoek which flows west to the, coast near Sorong.
The Siak on the other hand marks the headwaters of the
drainage system which flows for moré than a hundred
miles in an airline directly south to McCluer Gulf, the
southern boundary of the Vogelkop. The Siak is a bold,
brawling river, crystal-clear and cold, flowtng between
sloping gravel banks. On the average it seemed to be just
under two feet deep. 1 was forever hoping when we
crossed it that at least once I would get across without
having the water go over my boot-tops. Each time I would
get nearly through and then the last step would be too
much and I would he sloshing in water the rest of the
march.

The priticipal village along the Siak was Sedjak. It was
a new village, the houses not quite completed. Two years
before the people had moved downstream about a mile,

resumably to be nearer their gardens, although why this
should make any difference to them I could not imagine.
Almost every garden we had ever seen, except the one
at Bamoskaboe, was miles away from the wllage Perhaps
there was a new trend in the wind. Maybe the Karoon
were going to be pracucal after all.

It was a lovely setting as we first came on it. We
stumbled over the rubble of small boulders and conglo-
merate rocks to round a corner of the stream, and there
it was. There were four houses completed and others
building. They nesgled at the foot of the huge jungle
trees in g clearing on the river bank. With the stumps
and the thatched roofs, the swroke rising from the clear-
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ing, and she rushing river,«the scene might have been/
far away in time and space. So must have looked the
upper reaches of the Ohio when frontiersmen wandered
along that river in Audubon’s time, in 1805. But then
there were passenger plgeons flying acros$ the riyer. Now
there was a chorus, of ringing gong-like calls and three
male paradise birds flew from wall to wall of the jungle,
long yellow plumles shiremering behind.

We crossed the river, once more over my boot-tops,
and were in Sedjak. The local Kapala appeared and a
group of stalwarts. Again there was much shaking of
hands and shouts of tabek. There were the same wild,
nervous glances from staring eyes. b had the fegling that
if I had had an umbrella and had opened it suddenly and
said “boo,” they all would have run for their lives. And-
why not? Sometimes very simple primitive péople seem
rather tiresome and silly. Sometimes I got tired of being
hearty and still on my guard. Then again these same
people would do something very subtle and unexpected,
and my flagging interest reawakened.

Most Europeans or Americans, faced with the prospect
of a few months in the New Guinea jungle in company
with people more than suspected of cannibalism, would
be alarmed and heartily uncomfortable at the thought.
I remember askmg van der Goot about the big .38
revolver that my brother, an experlcnced big-game
hunter, had sent out after me to Sorong. “Shall I take
this with us into the Tamrau?” I had asked.

“Of course, if you want to,” he had said. “I am com-
pelled to take a small revolver by Government regula-
tions, but,” he paused, “I will tell you a secret. I pack it
in one of my boxes and it never comes out. You see, I
feel that if the Papuans see you with a gun,they say,
‘What is that man afrald of?” That is bad psychology.

g
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Another bivouac, this time in a hall?coglpleted house which had a roof and a
*,, floor but no walls.
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The men of Bamoskaboe.
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3 No, no, if they want to Llll,you you won't haye a chance
revolver or no revolver.”

® The gun had been well packed. It would not rust i iits
- oil-soaked wrappings, and I repacked it. It stayed in
Sorong and afterwards I brought it dutifully batk to my
brother, who remarked on what good care I had taken of
it, and everyone was happy.

We pitched the tent in Sedjak because the houses
seemed to be small and full of people. Just beyond us
was a very small hut built of thatch and wattle. Occasion-
ally smoke came out of it and there wereevoices to be
heard, but for the first day we politely refrained from
asking. Then vag dgr Goot asked one of the guides, who
made a few discreet inquiries. It appeared that the Karoon
have a great dread of rendering themselves or their houses
“unclean® by the presence of women during either their
regular periods or adyanced pregnancy. Hence the miser-
able little house, containing, we were told, a woman with
a newborn*infant. We noticed that the men of the village
shunned the place, but that women and small children
often crawled in and out carrying food.

The morning after our arrival in Sedjak, van der Goot
had a good deal of difficulty getting out of bed. I had
forgotten that he had fallen on the trail the day before
and had limped for some time afterwards. During the
night his knee had stiffened up, and fiow it was really
painful. We had already decided on a rest day here, but I
could see that van der Goot was worried. “To be sick is
to put ideas into people’s heads,” he said glumly.

The corporal and one of the police built a small table
for him out of poles and slats of wood, and a bench also
where he could sit and rest his leg out straight in front
of him. :

I cautioned him to take some exercise, ‘and went oft

% ,
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hunting, leaving him at his new desk surrounded by note- #
books, interrogating the Kapala. As usual Saban went oft
in one direction, Malan and I in another. The forest was
open apd rather light along the banks of the river. Small -
~ groups or* people passed us, goifg out to cut sago at van
der Goot’s orders, for our men were running low on
supplies. In one thick patch of vines I heard a great
twittering. Malan and I broke into‘thc underbrush to dis-

» cover a small hawk, an Accipiter, related to our Cooper's
and sharp-shinned hawks, with a flycatcher in his talons.
Malan was se excited to see some real game that he shot
right over my head, using my spare .410 shotgun. Fortu-
nately he got the bird, although I cquld hardly hear for
some time afterwards.

Another trophy of the morning was a large Cuvier’s ,
mound builder. These birds are related to the nfegapodes
which are so common along the ,coast and on small
islands. But this is a much bigger bird, standing as high
as a Plymouth Rock rooster. T.he mound .builder's
plumage is dark purplish-black with a metallic sheen,
and they have stout yellow-orange legs and a small head
with few feathers and fleshy wrinkles like a young turkey.
In contrast to the megapodes of the Solomons which dig
holes in the sand, and those of the islands around Sorong
which kick up large piles of sand, the mound builder, as
his name implies,’kicks and scratches around until he has
collected together a huge mound of rotting leaves, twigs,
and humus. The assembled pile may be two or three feet
high and four feet wide. The heat of the decaying vege-
tation serves as an excellent incubating factor, just as the
heat of the sun warms the sand piles of those birds which
lay their eggs in the open. This structure is very similar
to that of the Australian brush ‘turkey, a slightly larger
bird which is common in #po collections.

:
I
L
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The whole time that I‘was in New Guinea I was on
the lookout for a somewhat similar mound builder known
by the distinctive name, “depypodius bruijnii. Thl./ bird
was one of the great ornithological mysteries. It, bdd been _
discovered in 1879 by the hunters of a M. “Bruijn, a
plumassier or plume hunter, who-lived at Ternate in
the Moluccas. His hunters ranged all over the western
part of New Guinea gnd the zrd]acem islands, collectmg
paradise birds and occasional oddities that would be of
interest to museums. They secured eleven specimens of
this ungainly bird which were all sent to Europe at about
the same time and all labelled “Waigeu.” °

Now-Waigeu4s ot such a large island that an intrepid
ornithologist could not succeed in finding most of its
resident species in a fairly short time. But in the space of
nearly sixty years, during which many collectors had been
to Waigeu, no one ‘had succeeeded in rediscovering the
bird known as Bruijn’s mound builder. The museum
men were now convinced that the hunters had mislabelled
their birds as they were often likely to do. In 1879 the
competitive spirit was such that a collector would some-
times prefer to keep a monopoly on a rare specimen
rather than let out the secret of its locality to his com-
petitors.

As a result I had combed Biak dlhgently and had ques-
tioned the Raja,of Misool. As a last chance 1 hoped to
find Aepypodius in the Tamrau. Quite early in my
search 1 came across a fact which may have confused Dr.
Stein and others who had looked for the bird on Waigeu.
If you ask a Malay hunter for knowledge of a bird, you
must be very careful how you phrase your question. His
main object is always to please you, not necessarily to tell
you the truth. If you ask about a certain bird in such a
way as to imply, “You have neéver heard of thlS bird, have
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you?” heawill politely shake his head. On the other ¢
hard if you say brightly, “Have you ever seen a bird,
such and such a shape, this big, with purple feet and a
blue nage?” he will probably recall the creature imme-
diately. In all the time that I was in the Tamrau. asked
many men about the mound builder and received many
varying answers. One difficulty was that there was already
the common Cuvier’s mound builder, a much more showy
bird. Another was that in the mountains there lives a
small cassowary which also has wattles on its head.

I left New"Guinea without being able to discover the
real range ofsthis rare bird.

After I had gone, however, the Academy agreed to con-
tinue to employ Jusup. I gave him instructions where he
was to go if he got the chance and told him that if he -
ever succeeded in getting to Waigeu, he should by all
means have a try, just in case, for the “big jungle fowl
with no feathers on his head and wattles.” Many months
later, in the fall of 1939, a package came from Jusup to
the Academy in Philadelphia. It contained birds from
Waigeu. The last specimen at the bottom of the box,
wrapped in many layers of paper, was, wonder of wonders,
Aepypodius bruijnii. Thus the mystery at long last was
solved and the hunters of M. Bruijn, the plumassier,
were proved to have been perfectly unaware that this
particular bird was going to be one of their greatest
monopolies.

After the Cuvier's mound builder there were several
other birds, notably a small flycatcher with an enormous
broad bill like a flat slipper. Curiously enough it was
down on the muddy ground, a place where flycatchers
ordinarily do not think of going. Hcwever, there it was,
a good proof, if one was needed, that it is not wise to be
too didactic about the habics and distribution of birds.



PAPAYAS AND PEOPLE 245

,, 1 soon discovered that what had attracted it was a small
band of gnats hovering over the ground in that spot.
There must have been thirty of them in a swarm. '}'hey

+ boiled about vigorously but did not seem to moy<. At

intervals the -flycatcher* would peck at the gnats and ®

mouth a few of them while the rest went on perfectly
undisturbed like the ten little nigger boys.

On the way back I had another enceunter with insects,
this one less fortunate: There is a kind of ant, black, and -
nearly half an inch long. Like the leech it seems to be
always on leaves just waiting to be brushed off. This of
course is not true, for the ants really are not anxious to
be moved, but movgd they are none the less. In one place
the trail was slippery. I staggered against a vine-covered
tree trunk. My shirt was open at the neck. By the end of
thirty setonds I had been stung nearly as many times. I
must have been a perplexing sighit to Malan as I jumped
up and down in every direction. Even after I had taken
the shirt off and carefully inspected it, there was one
ant which hid so successfully that it did not bite me until
ten minutes later when I leaned my back against a stone.

When I reached the village I found that Saban too had
had a good morning. Among other things he had shot
and only slightly wounded a beautiful male king bird of
paradise. One wing was fractured. I daubed the wound
with iodine and set the bone with matches for splints.
From the first it ate well and seemed quite tame. One of
the police made a small cage for it out of sticks tied
together with rattan. At the same time I acquired another
live bird, a very beautiful scarlet parakeet slightly larger
than an Australian love-bird. This bird was very tame
as it had been kept by one of the gentlemen of Sedjak for
some time. In fact he was devoted to it and I had to give

him a knife in exchange. _,
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We luncbed on the table, the corporal having built »
aniother small bench on the other side for me. Just before
lanch, van der Goot asked the Kapala to line up the
thirty five inhabitants of Sedjak and gave them beads and
tobacco-SsMeanwhile he made 2 flowery speech telling
them that they were fine people. In a way it was an
informal sort of welcome into Holland's fold. Perhaps in
another ten years anothey magistrate will arrive and by

« that time the men will be expected to be building paths
in lieu of a poll tax.

During lunch an old, old woman appeared from along
one of the trails leading out of the jungle. She was very
much of a haé, short and scrawny and wripkled. Her head
was shaven and about her lank middle she wore a ragged
piece of bark cloth that seemed to be in imminent danger
of breaking away from its moorings. She walked directly
towards us and then past us as if this had always been
her path into the village and she did not mean to change
it now. But as she passed our table her hand moved out
and deposited on it a large fresh green papaya.

“Presents,” I exclaimed. “How wonderful!"”

We had not had any fresh fruit since Sansapor.

“But I like Bartlett pears much better,” smiled van
der Goot. “Besides it's green. We will have to wait a bit.”

He gave it witnout comment to Jusup.

‘T'hat afternoon I went out shooting again and when
I came back van der Goot said that he felt better and
that he had decided to go on to a village called Sedjoi
to the south-west with six of the police.

“I want to see the place,” he said, “but there is no
necessity for you to come along. Much better you stay
here and you will get more birds that way. By the way, if
I am not back in three days I want you to come after me
hot and heavy.” e "
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4 The table was a great help. I skinned my birds in good
time, and van der Goot was deep in his records. For
supper we had hot pigeon soup, fried rice with cg.{/nec'i

° peef, and canned apricots. The papaya, according to

Jusup, avas too green. That night there was a big dance. e

The population of Sedjak was in fine spirits and voice.

Our coolies apparently were a welcome addition. Fortu-

nately the dance was some distance away from the tent,

beyond the houses. In spite of the howling chorus at the »
other end of the village I could still hear the querulous
chatter of some women callers at the maternity ward

near by. 5
About three Lewoke up feeling slightly feverish. Sedjak

was only about five hundred feet above sea level in con-

trast to Bamoskaboe’s sixteen hundred and fifty feet, so
that heré the nights were balmy rather than cold. A wan-
ing moon bathed the clearing in a pale glow. The police-

man on guard looked more than a little sleepy as I

strolled ottside. Below the bank the river slipped along,

tumbling from rapid to rapid like molten phosphorus.

The noise of the dance had died down to clamorous

murmurs interspersed with occasional shrieks of excite-:

ment. I strolled along towards the houses. Their outlines
were fuzzy and indistinct. Each house seemed to be sur-
rounded with an aura of smoke which was distilling out
of every crack and chink. The dancers*had gone indoors.

From the noise they seemed to be concentrated in one

house. Light streamed from the doorway. I peered in,

keeping out of the direct light, for I did not want to be
greeted with a spear. But I need not have bothered.

Everyone was too absorbed. The room was crowded with

a ring of people, mgn and women of Sedjak, porters, one
liceman, and Saban and Malan. In the centre blazed

a big fire. The stench of fresh Papuan sweat was over-
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powering, the smoke nearly blinding. They were all eat- #
ing. roasted maize, but the men seemed to be more in-
terelted in popping the kernels at the women’s breasts.
Every time anyone made a direct hit, there were screams *

 of exciterfient. The final touch to this pleasantly Rabelai-

-

sian scene was provided by one man in a corner who was
shaking his head back and forth and droning outa Papuan
dirge in a gurgly sort of voice. Then I realized that the
bamboo containers being passed aréund evidently con-
tained something stronger than water.

The next morning most of the men looked distinctly
worn. But van der Goot made a good start just the same,
taking six of the policemen with him andemore than thirty
porters. I went as.far as the bank of the river and then
watched as they crossed and entered the wall of the jungle -
on the farther side. Coming back I saw Jusup and Saban
washing their faces in the water. ,

“Well, Saban, you look as if you had had a good night’s
sleep.”

Jusup giggled.
“Oh, yes, Tuan, he’s had a fine night’s sleep,” he said,

-and Saban smiled, though with some effort.

“l saw you last night playing your games,” I said, and
at that Jusup giggled uproariously.

“Did you see the one, Tuan, where the men cry, ‘Give
us milk,” and play with the women like Mr. Kamma does
with his cows at Sorong?” he said, sniggering now, at
which, feeling the white man’s burden heavy upon me, I
turned away to preserve my dignity.

That day was the first on which I had a malarial chill.
It was not a bad one, but it sent me in from collecting
much earlier than usual. I felt very weak and slightly
navseated and lay down on my bunk, thinking that I must
be getting a touch of influenza.
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o Just at lunch-time I saw Jusup give the “money bird”,
:m;l the scarlet parakeet something to eat. About fifteen
minutes later as I was finishing lunch I heard a liztle
flurry and, rushing over, found both birds in convulsions.
They died in a few seconds. I called Jusup ovei and we
tried to reason out this extraordinary coincidence. The
paradise bird might have died from an internal injury,
but not with those symptoms. The parikeet might have
had a convulsion froni a fatty liver, but why at the same
time as the king bird? Then I noticed that they had both
been eating papaya.

“Is this the papaya the old woman gave us?” I asked.

Jusup nodded. » °

“Well, why did you give it to them? You were sup-
posed to be saving that for Tuan van der Goot and my-
self.” .

“Tuan van der Goot told me not to let anyone eat it.
I thought I would give some to the birds.”

I asked Jusup to show me the rest of the fruit, at which
he reported, apparently to his own astonishment, that it
had disappeared. There were always people hangmg
around the cooking-fire hoping for scraps. Discreet-in-
quiries revealed that the old woman also was not to be
found. By this time my chill was worse and I went back
to bed after taking some quinine tablets.

It was fairly latg in the afternoon when I started up
suddenly. Just behind the tent I heard a rich warbling

song that seemed completely unfamiliar. It was loud
enough to overcome the ringing in my ears, and strange
enough to bring me to my feet. There was a small-tree
that had not been cut down about twenty-five feet from
the tent. In it were three birds. I saw a flash of grey and
. yellow among the rich green leaves and in that momerit
I realized that I would have to Jccure those blrds malaria
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.or no matlaria. They could onlybe a very rare shrike-likZ
_ bird, first discovered far to the south of Sorong along the
cocst of the Vogelkop. One-of them,was an easy shot.
The ather two flew gaily off to the top of an immensely
tall tree on the edge of the clearing. I fired a couple of
times and one of the pair flew off, but the other stayed.
By this time I was wildly excited. Saban came, and he
and I took turns firing at the top of the tree. Suddenly I
noticed that after each shot, the léaves a full thirty feet
below the top. were trembling. Trembling myself by now,
I loaded my 12-bore with buckshot and, pointing away
up into the sunset-tinted sky, fired. The bird tottered and
fell—into a crotch of the tree a few feet below. By this
time a crowd had gathered. 1 asked if anyone would
volunteer to cut the tree down. I would give a knife:

After a pause two little men stepped forward and said
they would do it for an axe.

“Done,” 1 cried, and to my surprise they sauntered oft
in opposite directions into the forest. But soon they were
back with poles and rattan. With these they made a plat-
form six feet up the trunk above the tall flaring roots.
Then with magnificent deliberation they proceeded to
select axes from our store and set about their business.
For fifteen minutes they hacked away at that tree. They
secemed to be making very little impression on it, and
already it was beginning to get dark. I began to think the
whole thing was useless. They could never get it down
in time for the bird to be saved from the ants which
would soon discover it. Apparently the men thought so
too, for they took one last chop at opposite sides of the
trunk and then solemnly climbed down from their
perches.
~ “What's the matter?” I yelled, and for answer they
merely pointed towards ke top of the tree. Looking up,
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', could see it outlined against the orange sky. Unbeliev-
ab}}y it was waving gently back and forth. We backed
away. Finally with a sighing noise it waved a little /tao S
far. Then it began to go and there were sharp cracks
and then a steady roar punctuated with a series ¢i”pistol-
loud reports as other trees snapped off in its path. With
a thunderous crash the whole thing landed, making the
ground rock. There was a momegnt of wutter silence and
then the cries of startled birds far off. By now it was dark.

" Saban appeared with a flashlight. I mounted the trunk

and measured off sixty paces before I camesto the first
branches, After that there was a great tangle of vines and
branches and bird’§-ngst ferns. My heart sank. Where in
all this welter was my bird? At last I arrived at the par-
ticular crotch which I had marked so long before. But
there was ho sign of the bird. Meanwhile a crowd of
villagers had begun to advance along the ground in
among the branches. A few of them seemed to be finding
grubs whiclr occupied their immediate attention. But
suddenly one old man, incredibly wrinkled, with a sweep-
ing black moustache, reached down towards the ground
under me. Then he straightened up and handed me
something in one massive scabrous hand. It was my bird,
completely undamaged, not a feather missing. Malaria or
not, I lavished what little taxidermic art“l had on those
two birds that night. o

The next day, thé second since van der Goot had gone,
there came a message from him. “My knee is worse,” he
wrote. “We must return via Sansapor, not Waibeem.
Join me here.” I spent the day in camp resting as much
as possible until afternoon, when I went out briefly and

secured four birds.
The following day was one of horror. We broke camp

" early as usual and set off, the gnide who had brought the



252 TRAIL OF THE MONEY BIRD

message leading the way. After,an hour’s march I begap

‘to feel the premonition of a chill. Another hour and I
; w\s havmg a chill, sitting during a rest period on,a stone

picking leeches out of my socks. I was so cold that my
hands verned quite white and"all the feeling went out of
them. I thought that they were going to drop off. But
they didn’t. Another hour’s march and I was swinging
drunkenly along counting the steps. Later I tried to eat,
but instead lay over a stone and retched weakly. One of
the police too was ill with fever, a man called Reuben.
He was lagging far behind. I spent a long time trying to
recollect an old song, something like:

“Reuben, Reuben, I've been thinking;
What a strange world this would be,
Tum tum tum tum tum tum tum,
Tum tum kottom of the sea.”

.

That was as far as I could get.

After lunch it began to rain as usual. Shortly after-
wards my chills turned to fever and 1 felt better. It is
extraordinary how much better it feels to have a fever
after a chill. By the time we reached Sedjoi I had almost
forgotten about the extreme dreariness of the morning’s
march. In spite of his knee, van der Goot seemed to be in
excellent shape and spirits. We had an animated ex-
change of news over tea and rum. He was well pleased
with the information he had obtained about local con-
ditions from the Kapala of Sedjoi. Then I questioned
him about the papaya.

“Why did you tell Jusup that we were not to eat it?”
I asked.

His smile disappeared. “Oh, I don't know,” he
shrugged. ““As a matter of fact I never eat presents on
patrol.”  ~ oy
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5 “Why not? Do you think this was poisoned'? I can’t,
ungerstand why the birds died otherwise.” ;
“Oh,;I don’t know. Maybc she did not like me. Mavae
that skull on my desk in Sorong was her sister. Naybe
she thought we ‘were camped too near that Women's

house. Maybe anything. Now it's finished.”
After that I did not mind Bartlett pears.
The coolies danced all night.*When"we got up they

~were still dancing althbugh van der Goot had told them

to stop early. But we set off anyway. Instead of reproach-
ing them, van der Goot discovered that some‘f the men
were carrying much lighter loads than cthers and
delivered a royal sorgue-lashing. It was a beautifully
executed job. Rather than appearing in the middle of
the night to tell them to stop dancing and go to bed, a
situation where even his authority might have been
severely strained, he worked a reprimand for disobeying
him into his dissertation on the heinous offence of try-
ing to get away with light loads. But the men understood
and were properly ashamed where, if he had succeeded
in stopping their dance, they would have been sullen.
After that night they did not dance late again.

Two more days and we were at Bamoskaboe. This
time we saw the village at some distance, perched on its
little bare hill. The Kapala and his cohorts greeted us
with their familiar fnendlmess and as usual-it rained all
day. The next morning we were off in good time and
struck north, straight towards the western ridges of the
Tamrau. There was a very steep descent into the valley
of the Mcga River which we had crossed much farther
west on our way to Sainkedoek. Then we climbed a

lateau to a small plase called Baoen. We bivouacked

. in a half-completed house which had a roof and a floof

but no walls. It was all right-until the middle of the
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.night when the rain came in ard we all huddled as nearly
n\thc centre of the floor as possible. In Baoen I saw 2
min walking on stilts, that most antique of all gammes. It
seerﬁk\go be a game that stems straight from the earliest
consciousness, along with knowlcdge “of fire- and the
hand axe.

The last day down to Sansapor was the longest of all.
We were on the march for more than thirteen hours.
Even van der Goot, energetic as he was, looked grey. First
we had to climb straight up Mount Bandji, a peak about
four thousand feet high, and then we had to climb straight
down again. At the top the trees were low and hung with
trailing moss. A cold wind blew lofig 3carves of white fog
through the trées and everything was dripping to the
touch. On the way I collected two immature specimens
of a paradise bird which I had not seen at lower altitudes,
They had bright china-blue eyes: By mid-afternoon we
were coming down on a long narrow ridge covered with
high wiry grass. On each side two rivers flowed towards
the end of the ridge. Beyond we could see the sea, blue
and sunlit. At the base of the ridge the two rivers joined
and we had to ford across a welter of smooth, slippery
boulders. The water was boisterous and cold. Several of
the porters slipped off their packs and bathed, dipping
down, then rising up and shaking themselves like dogs

At long last we came out on the beach to see, miles
away, the bay of Sansapor. At first it was all right. We
walked and walked and thought that we must be near.
Then we would round another small cape, to find that
the bay was as far away as ever. I was terribly thirsty and
so, I noticed, was van der Goot. We waited until the man
with the kettle caught up with us: We could not seem to
get enough. The tide was coming in, not that there was
very much, but then the*beach was narrow. We walked
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along for nearly a mile at the base of a high cliff of sand-

stone. It was tinted a rich orange by the setting sun. Four®

Crows. flew round us cawing hoarsely. One of them was /{n
che white phase that occasionally occurs in this spe<ies.
It is not an albino, for the eyes are normally csloured.
I missed it and they all flew off, silently now and hur-
riedly. When the tide was high we were forced to walk
in the shallows left by the waves. The sand gave under

our feet and this wasevéry tiring.

Even in the dark we kept on walking along the beach
with the knee-high water ebbing and flowing and the
shifting sand. Inland there was no place to walk. Some-
times we would cqme to a short cut across a bank or a
clear stretch above the water, but never for long. One of
the worst things was the great trees which had fallen into
the water here and there. Either we climbed up over
them, or else we had to duck dowh and struggle along,
crouching with bent knees while the sea-water splashed
up into our faces.

Then a long time late
was the sandy street and

r we came to Sansapor. There
there the pasangrahan. A few
people ran out to sec Us, but we scarcely noticed them.
At last we sank down on the cement floor. Overhead the
geckos were chirruping as usual. It was twenty-four days
that we had been on patrol. We had covered about one
hundred and fifty miles in an air line, mlthough many
more in ups and déwns. Nobody had been killed or was
even very seriously ill, and I had secured two hundred
and four specimens. At the moment, however, we were
not conscious of all this. Our one consuming idea was
tea and more tea. As the corporal saluted and announced
that all the men were in, van der Goot called out to his
orderly, “Let us have sometea as soon as you can make it.
Oh, and bring us that bottle of rum.” ¥

o
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~CHAPTER XIII

BON KOURANGEN
L]

ANSAPOR was definitely a small place, but to us it
Shad alkthe qualities of a minor resort. Of course, it

was not comparable to the magnificence of Sorong,
but still it had its pleasures. There was the main street
along which we, could promenade, the rickety wharf on
which we could sit and smoke a pipe and watch the sun,
set. There were a secluded beach where we cbuld bathe,
several trails through dry open jungle, and a good deal of
cleared plantation around the village. After being in the
Tamrau, it filled us with enormous pleasure to be able
to walk in any direction over flat open ground. The
jungle makes you feel shut in, confined. Now there was
actually a view, a vista across the fields and over the sea.

There was a small store here, a branch of Ong Tjoean’s
emporium. It was meagrely stocked with trade goods, but
I managed to hnd a few tins of corned beef and some
boxes of matckes. The proprietor also contracted to
secure some sago for my men and a stone jar of salt. The
last is a great Papuan delicacy. They will eat it plain by
the handful if they can. There is nothing that they like
so much after a long day on the trail, extept perhaps
some tobacco.

The storekeeper was definitely a lover of animals. He
was a bland, smiling, middle-aged man with the begin-
nings of a comfortable Chinese storekeeper’s belly. He

256 .
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The lesser bird of parzdise displas by waving his wings and ruffling his
wonderful golden flank plumes,



The giant echidna is New Guinea’s strangest animal,
When he moves he looks like a walking pincushion,

When he digs he goes straight down like an elevator,
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wore loose pyjama -like trousers and clopped about on
Wooden clogs, toeing out in characteristic style. On one
afm and hip straddled his squalling son and heir. On the-
other perched one of his two pet red and black vulturine
parrots. At intervals he weuld scoop up a handful of rice
grains, pop them in his mouth, and then feed them out
between his lips, grain by grain, to the attentive bird.
The other one would sit on a perch ip the back of the
shop meanwhile, staring rather darkly at the proceedings .
until it was given its turn. The man explained that he
had raised both birds in this way along with his small
son, and that they were all of an age.

Next day when I strolled by on the way to the beach
the storeReeper waved to me with one of his temporarily
free arms. Inside there was a large wooden box which he

‘ proceeded to open with great ceremony. 1 goggled at what

was inside. It was a giant echidna, that most curious of
all animals, which lives only in New Guinea. There is a
smaller species in Australia, but it is a pallid little thing
compared to the New Guinea animal. The giant echidna
is about two feet long and nearly one foot broad, a
massive animal covered with sparse short hair from amidst
which protrude sharp two-inch spines. The effect is
rather like a very large hedgehog. But the echidna differs
from the hedgehog in many important- particulars. For
one thing it has a small head tipped with a ten-inch pro-
boscis which looks like a piece of rubber hose. In this
structure, which is presumably useful for ferreting out
ants, are concealed the nose and mouth. The echidna is
supposed te live on ants, although this one would never
touch them, much preferring papaya and raw eggs.

But the wonders of the echidna never cease. It has
long, sharp claws as well as spines, and on the back of
each hind leg there is a spur which is connected with a

5
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poison gland. Consequently the echidna is something to
handle with care. The animal’s one and only relative is
the duck-billed platypus, also of Australia, and like the
latter the echidna lays eggs and broods them. La'ér, to -
make magters more confusing, the echidna mother suckles
her young in a depression on her stomach which dis-
tantly resembles thé kangaroo’s pouch or marsupium. To
a biologist there are no niore fascinating animals than
these two primitive forms which seem to be only half-
mammals, clinging as they do to ancestral reptilian
characters.

At this moment van der Goot appeared, and after a
consultatiofi we asked for a demonst.mgion of what a free
echidna would do. The storekeeper willingly tomplied,
and after somewhat of a scuffle succeeded in lifting the
creature out of its box. > ;

“I have never seen such a big one,” said van der Goot.

It must have weighed fully twenty pounds. When it
found itself on the ground, the animal rose up suddenly,
rather the way a tortoise does when it begins to walk.
There was a good six inches clearance under it as it pro-
ceeded along stiffly and deliberately, rather like a walk-
ing pincushion. It had its mind made up about where it
was going and went there, calmly and with dignity. The
street was sandy and fairly soft. There was a post marking
the boundary of the Chinaman’s front yard. When it
arrived at the post, the echidna nuzled up to it and
stopped. Then it sank to the ground and appeared to
remain motionless. Suddenly we saw a small ridge of sand
rising evenly about the creature. Evidently it was bracing
itselt against the post and digging straight downwards.
If we had belonged to that branch of biology called
ecology we probably would have turned to each other
and exclaimed, “How stereotropic,” or perhaps, “How
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positively geotropic.” Eortunately instead we simply
walked over and picked it out of its hole before it dis-
appeared altogether. Thig particular echidna dug with
its claws directly under the body, simply \
sand in gll directions. What imp)ressedpn\le 3: sh 3}:\\(%]9\\\
]f.ssness wn}} which it begafl to disappear, rather Iik:r;.
sidewalk freight elevator going down.

After a few blandishments on.my part the storekeeper
_ agreed to part with the echidna and the two vulturine »
parrots.

“Those ‘spiny pigs’ are very rare,” he saide “It will be
a long time before I get another.” ;

He seemed to think it was rather unfair of me to buy
his echidna. After all, why couldn’t I buy one in my
scountry just as well?

During”the four days that we waited for the Ursula,
van der Goot had many consultations with the guides and
the local Kapalas. Among other things he discussed a good
collecting sfation for me. I wanted to find a mountain at
least five thousand feet high which would have 2 truly
montane fauna. At five thousand feet in the tropics the
climate and environment are so different from conditions
farther down that the bird and animal populations
become entirely different. The previous month in the
Tamrau had been spent at lower altitudes. Only briefly
on Bandji had T had a glimpse of whas the higher alti-
tudes would afford in the way of birds.

Fortunately the main ridge of the Tamrau is very close
to the coast. I would be able to get up high after only a
day or two of marching. 1 say fortunately, because van
der Goot was very strict about what he would allow me
1o do. =

“This month has been a testing period,” he said. 1
know now that you will get on all right by jourself. But
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poison gland. Consequently the echidna is something to
handle with care. The animal’s one and only relative is
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and after somewhat of a scuffle succeeded in lifting the_
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rather the way a tortoise does when it begins to walk.
There was a good six inches clearance under it as it pro-
ceeded along stiffly and deliberately, rather like a walk-
ing pincushion. It had its mind made up about where it
was going and went there, calmly and with dignity. The
street was sandy and fairly soft. There was a post marking
the boundary of the Chinaman’s front yard. When it
arrived at the post, the echidna nuzzed up to it and
stopped. Then it sank to the ground and appeared to
remain motionless. Suddenly we saw a small ridge of sand
rising evenly about the creature. Evidently it was bracing
itselt against the post and digging straight downwards.
If we had belonged to that branch of biology called
ecology we probably would have turned to each other
and exclaimed, “How stereotropic,” or perhaps, “How
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Tamrau had been spent at lower altitudes. Only briefly
on Bandji had 1 had a glimpse of whas the higher alti-
tudes would afford in the way of birds.

Fortunately the main ridge of the Tamrau is very close
to the coast. I would be able to get up high after only a
day or two of marching. 1 say fortunately, because van
der Goot was very strict about what he would allow me
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«This month has been a testing period,” he said. I

know now that you will get on all right by yourself. But
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At this moment van der Goot appeared, and after a
consultatiori we asked for a demonstration of what a free
echidna would do. The storckecpe; willingly tomplied,
and after somewhat of a scuffle succeeded in lifting the
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rather the way a tortoise does when it begins to walk.
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itselt against the post and digging straight downwards,
If we had belonged to that branch of biology called
ecology we probably would have turned to each other
and exclaimad, “How stereotropic,” or perhaps, “How



BON KOURANGEN 259

positively geotropic.” Eortunately instead we simply
walked over and picked it out of its hole before it dis-
appeared altogether. Thig particular echidna dug with*
its claws directly under the body, simply scrabbling out
sand in 3l directions. What impressed me was she effort-
lessness with which it began to disappear, rather like a
sidewalk freight elevator going down.

After a few blandishments ongmy part the storekeeper
~ agreed to part with the echidna and the two vulturine
parrots.

“Those ‘spiny pigs’ are very rare,” he saide “It will be
a long time before I get another.” -

He seemed to think it was rather unfair of me to buy
his echidna. After all, why couldn’t 1 buy one in my

-country just as well?
During"the four days that we waited for the Ursula,

van der Goot had many consultations with the guides and
the local Kapalas. Among other things he discussed a good
collecting station for me. I wanted to find a mountain at
least five thousand feet high which would have a truly
montane fauna. At five thousand feet in the tropics the
climate and environment are so different from conditions
farther down that the bird and animal populations
become entirely different. The previous month in the
Tamrau had been spent at lower altitudes. Only briefly
on Bandji had I had a glimpse of what the higher alti-
tudes would afford in the way of birds.

Fortunately the main ridge of the Tamrau is very close
to the coast. I would be able to get up high after only a
day or two’ of marching. I say fortunately, because van
der Goot was very strict about what he would allow me
ro do. .

«This month has been a testing period,” he said. I
know now that you will get on all right by jourself. But
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you must.remember that the government has closed the
*Tamrau since Schacht’s death. You and I know the place
* is ‘safe enough provided you follow a few simplg _rules.
But the Governor-General does not know that. Thereforé’
I am aliowing you to go on my own responsibilify.”
At this time we were sitting on the porch of the pasan-
grahan, revelling in the twin luxuries of chairs and fresh
lime juice from the lime tree in the yard.

“The Kapalas tell me that Bon Kourangen, a mountain

along the coast, has all your requirements. Kourangen
dise bird in the Biak language. It is one of the
places that, used to be hunted in thc. old days of the
trade. But you must promise me one thing. I dQ: not want
go down into the valleys on the other side of the

means para

you to
mountain.” J
“0.K., but why?” .

“Psychology. Anywhere within close reach of the sea

you are safe. But once beyond the mountains a mex.xtal
barrier has been dropped. Supposc someorie gets sick,
some Karoon. Obviously this 15 dye to the prcsencfe of
evil spirits in the vicinity. If you just s.tai or; t0plo the
mountain they would probably not thin f0 hym as an
evil spirit. But go deeper in, out of reach of the sea, an}:{
their subconscious tells them that you arehan ez}ic.y mar :
Therefore, given an excuse, you become the evil spirit.

) s | do IL.ges there?” 2 \
“Y(c))l‘xv can h!i;re a big canoe, one of the praha kalulis,
and take all your gear in that. Beyond the Capchof Good
Hope is another cape, the False Cape, where t ere.:; 2
villf e, Wejos. We will send a small [n‘ahy no"l‘“,h‘:l teﬁ
m(-;sig.c to the Kapala there to get you port(f:rs. Wy .

me that Bon Kourangen is two Or three days from Wejos.
' his endless conferences

.So it was settled. In spite O ; :
with the Kapalas about gpvernment matters a ong the

. L
*
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goast, van der Goot had, been at great pains jo get the
very best information he could for me about sites for
bird collectmg Beyond Sansapor, north-east along the*
toast, the main range of the Tamrau begins. Here the
mountains sweep down so’close to the coast thas many
places the trail is almost impassable. The only way to
transport luggage or goods along the coast is by boat.

By the third day after our arrival «my preparations

~ were nearly complete. ‘I had enough food for a month

for Jusup, Saban, and myself. There was sago for four
weeks for about forty men. The prahu kalwlis appeared
and was loaded. It was a bulky boat, twenty-five feet long
with a beam of sgven feet. There were no outriggers,
which made it decidedly tippy, but iy was possible to
sballast her with coral rocks for she had a narrow, deep
bilge. THhere was a small thatched cabin amldshlps, a
lateen sail which could be rlggcd on a triangular series
of bamboo poles, and seats fore and aft for ten paddlers.
The prahu‘was made of broad planks moulded to fit her
tapered frame. At bow and stern her keel board pro-
jected up into the air like the dragon head and tail of a
Viking ship. It gave her somewhat stubby contours a cer-
tain grace.

Every day Saban and I combed the nearby jungle for
birds. Paradise birds were rare here, but'in the groups of
flowering trees I found many small flycagchers, honey-
eaters, and warblers. One day 1 even saw a curious flight
of goat-suckers so-called, brownish speckled birds with
enormous mouths, related to our whippoorwills. There
were ten of them flying along a few feet off the ground
with a fluttering dipping flight almost like huge moths.
There were other night birds too, rather close to our
nighthawk in size and shape. There was one that sere-
naded us at the pasangrahan every eveniag just after

-
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dark. Except for the big goat-sucker on Biak, it was the,
only nocturnal bird that I managed to get by night hunt-
ing. All my attempts to stalk birds at night in the Tamrau
ended in failure. j

The Text day the Ursula arrived, bringing some wel-
«come news from Sorong and letters from home which
had arrived on a recent mail-boat. There was a large
basket of freshly baked cookies and a cake from Mrs. van
der Goot, with a half-dozen bottles of Java beer and some
tinned Bartlett pears.

“Don’t yos agree with me that Bartlett pears are better
than papaya?" asked van der Goot, and that time I did.

QOur dinner was in the nature of a.cclebmuon We gar-
nished our regular meal with everything that Ms. van
der Goot had sent us. Afterwards van der Goot went on.
board the Ursula with all his equipment so® that they
would be able to make an early start

“Well, I'm the lucky one now,” he said smllmg as he
clambered down into the dinghy. “You'll be sitting up
there on top of your mountain shivering, and I'll be iy
nice warm Sorong. I'll drink your health every day at
Ong Tjoean’s in cold Java beer.”

When I got back to the pasangrahan 1 found the rest
of van der Goot’s medicinal rum and a note of thanks for
having relieved ‘the tedium of what might have been a
dull patrol. As ¢ result I was able to drink his health
every afternoon on top of my mountain and at the same
time stop my shivering.

In the morming our bundles were loaded on to the
prahu. Nine paddlers appeared, and a distinguished-look-
ing old Kapala who was to come along as guide and steers-
man. The Ursula had gone long sipce. Not a cloud or a
ripple disturbed the even symmietry of the bay, of Sansa-
por, the sea grey-blue mercury, the sky blue, and soft like

’
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peach down. Already it was hot. The treessalong the
shore shimmered in the haze. March is the turn of the
seasons in New Guinea. Fhe monsoon from the north-
west is nearly over. The trade wind from the south-east
has hardly begun. It is an uncertain, treachefous time.
On the dock the Chinaman stared after us. He would
keep my new parrots and the echidna until we came back.
With luck we would be,back by the 11th of April in time
to meet the Ursula on her next journey along the coast.

On the prahu it was not unpleasant. Mostly I sat on
one of the two benches which projected out from the hull
in the cabin. It was fairly cool and, when I unrolled my
sleeping-bag, fairty comfortable. The floor between the
benches was covered with our possessions. On the other

*bench Jugup and Saban slept in tangled disarray. The
gentle motion was very lulling. +The paddlers worked
easily and without effort. I fell asleep.

All day we continued along the coast. It was bright
and hot. We passed two small islands winking and dan-
cing in the heat. The men produced large palm-leaf hats
and relaxed along the gunwales, paddling in shifts. By
afternoon a strong breeze came up from dead ahead.
There was nothing to do but put ashore and wait until
it went down. It is impossible to tack in a prahu kalulis.
But getting ashore was not as easy as it looked from the
seaward side. We came in as close as wi¢ dared and then
surveyed the spectacle of an inviting sandy beach
separated from a comparatively smooth sea by an un-
broken expanse of thunderous eight-foot combers. As at
Lophon in the Schildpads the beach evidently sloped oft
very steeply. The waves formed just at the beach instead
of rolling in from far out. Luck was with us, however.
[n one place a projecting pile of rocks stretched out
beyond the waves. By backing and filling a bit we were
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able to manceuvre near enoughr for most of us to jump
ashore. Two of the men stayed in the prahu, and drawirg

off a few yards from the roeks threw overboard their

anchop, a large stone made fast with a twisted rattan rope.

There Wwas a spring just behind the beach, and some
young coconut palms. Jusup boiled a kettle of water for
tea and we drank from the green coconuts, which are
indescribably delicious #fter a thjrsty day in a prahu. In
the late afternoon the men lighted a fire and sat about it
chewing sago and scooping out the soft jelly-like meat of
young cocorfuts. Saban and I went out briefly for birds,
getting two-small ground pigeons and a warbler. Later 1
fell asleep on the beach. o ,

It must have been nearly midnight when Jusup woke

me. For a moment I had the feeling of not knowing”

where I was. ‘There was a yellow gibbous moon low in
the sky surrounded by straggly bits of yellowish cloud.
The roar of the surf was in my ears and the low tones
of the men standing near the fire. The wind had gone
down, the prahu was waiting off shore. Down on the
rocks now I leaped for the gunwale, slipped, barked my
shin, and willing hands hauled me in over the thwarts.
Once aboard, we set off quickly. The men were rested,
and in the cool night air they paddled with a will.
“Fadi, fadi,” the steering man shouted, and they all
began to paddle’ with short quick strokes, beating their
heart-shaped paddles against the hull at the end of each
stroke. The prahu swept forward boldly, the rhythmic
knocking sound echoing over the water as if we were
some- old pirate galley. I climbed up on to the thatched
roof of the cabin and sat there watching the shore line
with its white surf fringe and the derker shadowy moun-
ains behind. All about were the grunts of the men as
they paddled, the occaslo'm] ”fadz fadi” of the steering

l

-
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man, and the pounding tempo of the paddles.<So prahus
have swept these seas for centuries on long journeys,
sometimes three thousand miles or more, trading to Hal-

mahera, to Batjan, to Obi, to Morotai. Boeroe has seen
these prahus, and Ceram, even the Aru and the Kei
Islands. This strain of sea-roving Papuans has sailed all
over the seas of the Moluccas, trading paradise plumes,

dammar, and pearl she]l for iron, beads, porcelain, and
. cloth. Even in the eighteenth century products of New °
Guinea, were well known in Europe, and had been for
over a hundred years.

Latham, writing in 1782, mentions thes wonderful

fables that had ariserfabout the paradise birds which were
said “never to touch the ground from their birth to
“death, . ., living wholly on the dew, . . . being produced
without legs, . . . the female laying her eggs on the back
of the male, and in hundreds such stories.” He describes
accurately the method of preparation by the Papuans of
the skins, methods which gave rise to the fables.

“The whole trouble they were at on this occasion,” he
writes, “‘was merely to skin the bird, and, after pulling
off the legs, coarser parts of the wings, etc., thrust a stick
down the throat into the body, letting an inch or two
hang out of the mouth, beyond the bill: the whole packed
in a bamboo casing to protect the plumes. On the birds
drying, the skin collapsed about the stik which became
fixed and supported the rest. They had then no more to
do than to fit this into a socket in the turban or else-
where.” He describes how the grandees of India, China,
and Persia ornamented themselves and even their horses
with these plumes, and continues, ““The Dutch get them
chiefly from Banda . ». to.which place the natives of Aroo
bring them by way of traffic.”

! The elghteenth-century spclling.
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. In thateperhaps, Latham may have been wrong. The
_natives were not always from Aru. Some of them were
from Sansapor or one of the other villages along the
coast of the Tamrau. They probably came to Banda in a

prahu kafulis, bringing plumes for the grandees.of India
from Bon Kourangen. :

After a long time a faint wind came from the west,
The men stopped paddiing and, put up three bamboo
poles and then the sail, a rickety piece of matting cut in .
the shape of a parallelogram. The little boat keeled over
a bit feeling”the wind. The paddlers draped themselves
as comfortably as possible over the thwarts, and T went
below to sleep. Only the old steersman, braced against
the sternpost, kept a weather eye cocked for the wind.

For three days we lived this dream-like existence. Dur-
ing the day the trade wind came up, driving us into shel-
ter along the shore. At night we would put out again,
edging our way along the coast. The breeze at night never
seemed to hold for any length of time. We passed one or
two villages—Koor, once the centre of the local paradise
bird trade; Batoe Putih, two houses perched on top of a
great white rock. We spent a day in the lee of the Cape
of Good Hope, the most northern promontory of New
Guinea, lying within a dozen or so miles of the equator.
There was a nice little stream there where T bathed and
shaved and misséd a kingfisher.

Finally one morning T woke up to hear eager talk. We
were very close in to shore. Abeam, over the trees I could

see a narrow valley with a bluish mountain inland. The
Kapa'a gestured towards it.

“Bon Kourangen,” he said.

Ahead, projecting out into the seawith breakers smash-
ing at its base, was a huge wall of rock. This must be the
False Cape. ‘There was a 21l from one of the paddlers.
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He stood up on the thwart, balancing his iron-tipped
fish spear and threw it out, its rattan line stringing after.

The spear swished into the water about thirty-five feet®
away, a few inches short of its mark, a huge sea turtle
basking on the surface. Tlie turtle sounded with & thrash-
ing of H.ippcrs and the man hauled back his spear. The

old steersman, impatient of this distraction, shouted out

“Fadi, fadi,” and we were off, sweeping out around the

Cape. oL

" “We must hurry before the wind comes up,” Jusup

said. @

In a few minutes we were rounding the rocks, heading
into a shallow exposgd bay. The wind from the east was
up now, but we were safe. Ahead of us was Wejos. There

_were three smaller bays let into the side of the rocky head-
land which projected out to make the Cape. Each was
protected by rocky args. Each had its strip of soft, pearly-
coloured beach. The first was very small and shallow, evi-
dently uninhabited. The second was somewhat larger,
with a beautiful stand of big old coconuts.

“This place has had a village for a long time to have

such big palms,” I said to Jusup.
“Ja, Tuan, this place was one of the old homes of

Utusan.”
Utusan was a famous character along the coast. He had

been prime minister for the last Raja of;Salawati, the one
who was sentenced to jail for slave-trading.

“Was he put in jail too?”

“No, Tuan, this was one of the places where he hid.
He married several wives here and then he went off into
the Karoon country, and the people say that he still lives
there and some day he will come back and be a king."”

“A kind of mansaréen; a prophet, eh?” &Y

“Ja, Tuan,” and Jusup looked confusedly off into space.
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The men stopped paddiing and, put up three bamboo
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ter along the shore. At night we would put out again,
edging our way along the coast. The breeze at night never
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two villages—Koor, once the centre of the local paradise
bird trade; Batoe Putih, two houses perched on top of a
great white rock. We spent a day in the lee of the Cape
of Good Hope, the most northern promontory of New
Guinea, lying within a dozen or so miles of the equator.
There was a nice little stream there where I bathed and
shaved and misséd a kingfisher.

Finally one morning T woke up to hear eager talk. We
were very close in to shore. Abeam, over the trees I could
see a narrow valley with a bluish mountain inland. The
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Ahead, projecting out into the sea-with breakers smash-
ing at its basg, was a huge wall of rock. This must be the
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He stood up on the thwart, balancing his iron-tipped
fish spear and threw it out, its rattan line stringing after.
The spear swished into the water about thirty-five feet
away, a few inches short of its mark, a huge sea turtle
basking on the surface. The turtle sounded with # thrash- =
ing of flippers and the man hauled back his spear. The
old steersman, impatient of this distraction, shouted out
“Fadi, fadi,” and we were off, sweeping out around the
.

Cape.
“We must hurry before the wind comes up,” Jusup

said. »
In a few minutes we were rounding the rocks, heading

into a shallow exposed bay. The wind from the east was
 up now, but we were safe. Ahead of us was Wejos. There
‘were three smaller bays let into the side of the rocky head-
Jand which projected out to make the Cape. Each was
protected by rocky armps. Each had its strip of soft, pearly-
coloured beach. The first was very small and shallow, evi-
dently uninhabited. The second was somewhat larger,
with a beautiful stand of big old coconuts.
“This place has had a village for a long time to have
such big palms,” I said to Jusup.

“Ja, Tuan, this place was one of the old homes of

Utusan.”
haracter along the coast. He had

Utusan was a famous ¢
been prime minister for the last Raja of Salawati, the one

who was sentenced to jail for slave-trading.
«Was he put in jail too?”
“No, Tuan, this was one of the places where he hid.
He married several wives here and then he went off into
the Karoon country, and the people say that he still lives
there and some day he will come back and be a king.”

“A kind of mansaréen, a prophet, eh?”
“Ja, T uan,” and Jusup looked confusedlyoff into space.

»
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Paddling past the second bay and its headland, we,
c¢ame to the third, which was continuous with the rest
of the larger bay but protected by an outlying coral réef.

The sea was still calm. The wind so far had come up only
~ enoughstq stir the water in places with feathery fingers
like a harpist running her fingers over the strings. But on
the reef it was breaking heavily. We could see no pass.
Then the steersman pointed. Ahead was a jumble of pro-
jecting rock. To one side of it there seemed to be a
stretch of darker colour in the solid green water. As
we came negr the swell began to catch us and the men
backpaddled to keep us steady. We hung there moving
up and down, edging steadily closer,to the reef,

Finally the steersman, sensing a big swell coming from
the bay, gave a shout, and at that the men dug their,
paddles into the water with every ounce of stréngth they
had. The prahu shot forward and then up with a great
heave as it rode the swell. Now we were right among the
coral rocks. The pass could not have been more than ten
feet wide. Clutching masses of brownish coral fell away
on each side as we rose up and up. The swell passed over
the reef with a booming roar, carrying us just with it
and no more. When we sank again in the backwash of the
wave the sternpost fitted neatly into the landward side of
the pass, as nicely as a blade in a jackknife. Another foot
of length to the ¢#rahu or a little less full water and we
should have smashed our stern to siithereens. Now
another swell came and lifted us again, and we were surg-
ing forward effortlessly over the calm waters of the inner
bay.

Beyond was the beach and the village, four houses, a
big, old fig tree, and sixteen palms too young to bear.
We swept up on to the beach with a crunching of sand,
and the nine paddlers leaped out to steady the prahu
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until men had run downr from the houses with. boards to .

prop against her sides. The local Kapala stepped forwgrd
from the shade of one of the palms. He was attired in
the usual G-string, with the addition of a very tattered
old khaki coat, mark of authority, and a small Putch flag
which he waved in one hand. But the presence of the flag
did not prevent him from bowing and scraping in the
old fawning style that was more reminiscent of the days
. of Utusan than the recent Dutch magistrates. We ex-
changed “tabeks” and shook hands, and then I was led
to the largest building which the Kapala, who knew some
Malay, dignified with the name rumah post, or posthouse,
a sort of third-rase pasangrahan. When I surveyed the
interior, the sagging walls and floor, the betel-stained
cracks between the slats of bamboo, I felt that the Kapala
was overdoing himself by calling the place even a rumah
ost.
: However, there were other things to do. The Kapala
of Wejos, the Kapala of the prahu, and I went into con-
ference. Had the message come through? Yes indeed.
Were there enough porters here? At this there was some
hesitation. 1 finally discovered that only fifteen had
arrived so far, but that the rest were expected that same
evening. This seemed too good to be true. The rest of
the day was spent unpacking the prahu and preparing
our loads for the coolies. 2 s
The next day no more men came. As this was more
traditional T was less surprised than if they had come. I
explored Wejos with Saban. The hills rose up so steeply
behind the town that birding was not only difficult but
also unprofitable. T lost several specimens in the dark
tangles of rocks and. vines, got severely bitten by ants,
and came back hot and out of temper, to find that
Utusan’s little beach, the ore next to Wejos, was the
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. most splerdid bathing-beach in the world. Late that evens
ing fifteen more men appeared from villages along the

“coast. I lined them all up, gave them tlteir loads, and took
down all the names in my notebook. After each name
was a space for every day that I would be on the march.
Thus it would be a simple matter at the end of the trip
to tally up how many checks followed each man’s name
indicating the number of days that he had worked for
me and the wages that were due to'him. That night the _
prahu kalulis started for Sansapor, the Kapala promising
that it woul@ be back for me by April 2nd. As it was now
March 1gth, this would give me about three full weeks
and a margin of safety in getting Jbaek to Sapsapor in
time for the Ursula.

The rumah post was made more attractive by the pres--
ence of a small flock of chickens which campéd for the
night among the rafters, and two orsthree large pigs which
ran about grunting underneath. The chickens, whatever
else their value, were at least useful as alarm ‘clocks. The

old rooster had a purely psychic feeling about the coming
of the dawn. He specialized in a full-throated set of crow-
ings in the pitch darkness. At least it served to put us all
on the qui vive. I don’t think I ever made such an early
start as that morning in Wejos.

At the last moment one of the porters decided that he
was really too sick: to travel, and another man complained
that his foot was in bad shape. That left us twenty-eight,
all of whom, however, seemed to be willing to go. After
all the loads were distributed and I had given as good an
imitation van der Goot harangue as I could, we started
off, the Kapala of Wejos in the lead. He was an oldish
man. Without his coat of authority he looked drawn and
scraggy. His legs were thin and he leaned heavily on his
spear. Towards the end.of the procession there were

<
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several women carrying the possessions of their menfolk.
One of them was the Kapala’s daughter, a rather delicate-
Jobking creature struggling along under a large load and .
clutching in one+hand her pet puppy.

As we left the village «the men burst into‘the loud
chant thét I had become so used to on the trail. It was a
good augury. But soon we needed ail our breath. The
ridge of the False Cape is eight hundred feet high straight
up. At the crest the old-Kapala went off the trail a little

- and vomited. I began to wonder if he would ever guide
me up Bon Kourangen, but that was his last sign of weak-
ness. Afterwards he seemed unaffected by any sort of
climbing. 2

The pdth led down now, into the valley that we had
seen from the sea. Along this the trail meandered, now
on one side of a swift stream called the Waijeffi, now on
the other. At the end of the valley rose Bon Kourangen,
showing even at this distance a sharp and precipitous
ridge up which we would have to climb. We made a
bivouac that afternoon on a flat piece of bank a few feet
above the river. 1 mnoticed again something that had
happened before. There was one very dignified porter
called Jemsom. He had the serious face, albeit somewhat
rough-hewn as to features, of a middle-aged business man,
full of responsibilities and care. The resemblance ended
there of course, for he was clothed in the usual bark-
cloth ensemble, a+ bead necklace with“a fine crocodile
tooth, and his muscular figure was in far better condition
than the vast majority of his Occidental contemporaries.
Jemsom had brought his son along, a small, thin, rather
sickly child, who cried bitterly at intervals. When 1 first
saw the boy in Wejos I thought he was crying because
Jemsom was going away, but it soon appeared that he was
coming aiong too, and furthermore that he was sick. For
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this Jemsom had his own method of tflerapy. He would

stand squarely in front of his son. With his hands close

. to- his face he would breathe heavily, almost spit on thefn.

Then he would reach down and rub the sides of the boy's
.~ head apove the ears, rubbing forward with a wiping
motion quite hard. After he had done this a few times he
would clench his fists and lightly beat the sides of his own
head, concluding all this with a violent motion of the
fists out from his sides as if he were throwing something
away. All of this was done with the most intense and con-
centrated expression, and each time the child stopped-
crying immediately.

By the tiine we reached the bivouac, however, the child
was crying again, and I asked Jusup what the niatter was.

“He has stomach-ache, Tuan.”

“Perhaps he would like some of my pills?”e

“No, no, Tuan, dofi’t do that. The father is working
his medicine now. If anything happened after you gave
him a pill it would be your fault.” 5

Fortunately the next day the child seemed to be better.,
Shortly after setting out in the early morning we came to
a small tributary of the Waijeffi. I happened to be slightly
behind, having just shot a parrot. When I came to the
bank all the men were standing around waiting, while
the four womensof the party stood nervously on the bank.
Finally four men stepped into the water somewhat
gingerly, and each waited until one of the women had
clambered up on to him in a pickaback fashion, and then
all dashed across to the farther bank while everyone
screamed and shouted. As the women had never seemed
reluttant before to cross any number of streams, I was
very curious. Jusup smiled and looked embarrassed as he
always did when he tried to explaiif something which the
white Tuan, might think silly. 3

£y

:



The Kapala's daughter, a delicate looking creature, clutching her pet puppy.



A sea-going prahu with double 1

outriggers and nine paddlers,

0
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-~ “This stream is tabu to the women, Tuan. If they
‘touch the water, no more children.” i >
® It was one of the few times that I was ever conscious.
of a tabu. Sometimes in a Papuan garden there would be
a twist of palm leaves tied-around a plant or a palsh. That
meant that it was private property and anyone violating
the code of property would presumably be haunted or
otherwise penalized. But that ‘was a diffgrent type of tabu.
In the jungle it was difficult to notice any sort of un-
usual behaviour, although Saban once told me that the
Karoon, as well as his people the Mooi, fclt.}that the trees
and rocks were full of good and evil spirits, with the latter
apparently in the majority. $
About’nine hundred feet up we left the Waijeffi and
_set off straight up an endless bank of sliding shale. The
valley had closed in until there was nothing left but the
river itself coursing down through a steep ravine. The
air was full of mist from the rapids of the river and great
banks of fern covered the rocks. I do not know which is
worse, an ascent up a muddy trail with no handholds, or
a climb up sliding shale. They are both bad. It takes
great tension of the leg muscles to hold on and at the
same time prepare to slip. And slipping is not wise when
there is nothing to fall on to except a rock-filled gorge
several hundred feet below. The reck was reddish-
coloured and sedimentous. It broke fairly easily and yet
the mountains are not worn. We workéd up finally on to
an amazingly steep ridge, made more precipitous by the
avalanches which constantly decrease its width. In a few
places two -avalanches had coincided, slipping away on
directly opposite sides of the ridge, leaving only a knife-
like projection of solid rock on to which we lowered our-
selves and inched acfoss,-our legs hanging down each side
into space. In some places moss and roots were still cover-

T
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ing the rocks, which gave a rather false sense of security -
to our progress. Here every step had to be tested in order
.to’avoid putting too much weight on a place that migfit
turn out to be moss alone. * . PR
Standing on the ridge with absolutely nothing to
obstruct the view in any direction except forwatd where
the trail reared up ahead, it was wonderful to stop a
moment and gaze,about. Fdr down in the valleys on each
_ side I could hear the “whoop-whunup” of the rifle bird.
Already we were above his territory. Once I saw two ~
hornbills flying in formation far below, looking like air-
planes. Two or three times cockatoos appeared startlingly
white against the trees, and once an g’agle sailed past quite
close, turning his head to stare at us with bright brown
eyes. Far behind the sea appeared, flat and a little hazy
like a heavy blue woollen blanket. B -
At three thousand féet the trees were shorter, stubbier.
Moss covered everything. I noticed that the branches of
the trees seemed to be twisted and writhing as if they
suffered from frequent storms. They were hard and tough
too, as wiry as the branches of laurel bushes. Clouds hag
been making up the valleys all morning and now the
closed in on us. Soon it was raining and cold. The Papu-
ans began to shiver all over in the most extreme way,
rather as if they were doing the shimmy. Even under
their palm-leaf mats they shivered. Their teeth chattered
and gooseflesh stood out all over them, and I began to
wonder how many would die of pneumonia before we
returned to Wejos. The rain continued to fall in sheets
for long dreary hours as we slogged and slipped along
the trail. I was surprised how well used the trail appeared.
The Kapala later vouchsafed the information that not
only did his people come up here occasionally for dam-
mar resin frem the big dammar trees on the heights, but
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calso it was one of the main lines of communication with
the valleys behind the Tamrau. by
‘“There is a village, Wedericke, one day down on the’
‘other side,” he said. g
I had no wiy of telling what time it was When we '
finally came to a small flat place among thick trees. At
least it was not dark, but the rain and heavy clouls made
it seem very late. The altitude.was foar thousand eight
hundred feet. There Svas an abandoned thatch hut where
the Kapala and 1 took shelter. The Kapala indicated that
this was the place to camp. The top of the mountain was
not far off, he said, and besides this was the gnly place to
get a good supply ofswater. In spite of the redundancy of
the last observation I realized by now. that once it had
stopped raining and the water had all run down into the
Waijeffi ahd the other rivers, a mountain top in the jungle
could become temporarily as dry as the Sahara.
Gradually the rest of the men straggled in. As soon as
they had put down their packs they went off to cut poles
for my tent. T'wo of the men had brought loads of thatch
along from farther down, as the good palms for thatching
row at a low altitude. We finally managed to light a
small fire which gave at least a visual effect of warmth. 1
crouched beside it, wondering why wet clothes still feel
so clammy after several hours in them. The poles were
hard to cut. The trees not only looked, tough, they were
tough, incredibly so. As the men chopped at the branches
with their big knives the branches rang with the flat
metallic sound that only very hard wood makes. Finally
a few poles began to appear. Other men had cut rattan,
which was of a particularly good variety at this altitude,
and soon the tent was up. Meanwhile the rest of the
camp began to take shape, the cook-house for Jusup and
Saban, and the long, low shack for the men?
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, By evening when the rain had stopped we had a fairly
presentable camp. Jusup produced some hot soup, and
‘under the flare of my gasoline pressure-lamp I skinned
] three wet rags of birds, our total for the day. That night,
for the first time since the stormy weathér off Cape Hat-
teras on the Chiva more than a year before, I slept in my
wool-lined sleeping-bag with the zipper completely zipped
on all sides and with a woollen hood tied securely over
* my head. e
As for Jusup and Saban, they had covered them-
selves with every available article of clothing until they
looked like Eskimos muffled in a welter of toques, scarves,
socks, and sweaters. They had fixed upa shelf-like bed of
poles in the cook-house on which they slept, their feet
warmed by a smouldering fire on the ground. .
The next days resplved themselves into ‘a regular
routine. The mornings were usually clear and bright. We
would be up and off early. Most of the porters went back
to Wejos the day after arriving, but the Kapala and ten
men stayed on to clear the trail, make steps in the steep
places, and perform other odd jobs around the camp.
Some of the women stayed on as well. Every morning I
would go oft hunting, leaving directions behind about
tasks for the day. One job that took the men several days
was to cut down some of the larger trees just below the
camp’ in order tq give us a view. The larger clearing
would, T knew, also serve to attract birds. We finally
achieved both purposes. There was a marvellous view
down over the valley and out to the sea, and on the third
day 1 collected a big female duck hawk which ha(.l come
to spy out the land from a dead stub in the clearing.

By the end of a week the place began to have some-
what ‘the look of a village. The Kapala had brpught up
some sugar cane and banapa shoots which were planted
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where they would get the morning sun so that they might
provide a supply for future .travellers. Our shacks had
been thatched along the sides to provide better protec-
tion from the raih, and there was even a little hut a bit
down the slope,‘like the orie at Sedjak, which the Kapala’s ™=
daughtcn and another woman occupled while they were
temporarily “unclean.”

Several visitors dropped in from time to time, men
and women who wer€ going over the trail either to
Wejos from parts unknown or in the other direction.
Their visits provided a bit of distraction even if it did
seem as though they tarried unduly sometimes. I am
afraid Jusup was often overgenerous with our supply of
5ago. But then he tended to be generous anyway with my
.supplies. I think he felt that it was important to be gener-
ous in ordér to maintain the prestige of his Tuan. I soon
found that it was better to dole out tobacco or salt to the
men myself rather than let Jusup do it. That way there
was some chance of its lasting out the trip.

One day I noticed Jusup giving a tin of my Maggi soup
to the old Kapala, and a package of my needles to his
pretty daughter.

“Ahoy, Jusup,” I said later. ‘“This is no time to give
presents. Wait until we get back to Wejos. And besides,
whose presents are those?” 2

Jusup looked grieved. Sy

“Incidentally,””"I went on, “just why were you giving
presents to that girl and her father?”

I had specially warned Jusup and Saban beforehand
that dalliance with a Karoon maiden would hardly be
wise far away from the coast, where local customs might
be different. Much too much was at stake to have any un-
pleasant incidents j ]ust now. :

“Oh, Tuan,” Jusup broke in. “That was justa present
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nothing more. No, no, indeed. Why, as for me,” he shook,
his head, “those women are not so pretty. They would
*have to give me presems before 1 would go into the
garden with them.”

I wist? I.had known the Maldy word for hypocrite.

e
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CHAPTER XIV,

BIRDS OF FABLE

3

fortable was in my sleeping-bag in the early morn-

ing. My canvas cot seemed as soft as down, my
sleeping-bag as sarm as toast, and the surroundings
pleasantly familiar. The twelve-foot-square tent fly was
« not very big when stretched over poles as a roof. As a
result, one end of the shelter had been elongated with
palm-leaf atap. Atap had been placed along the sides too
in the direction of the prevailing winds, for the first night
‘the rain had driven right through from one end to the

T HE one time that I always felt supremely com-

“other. I had a floor to my tent, a somewhat precarious

arrangement of poles lashed to a frame. There were none
of the good bark trees for flooring at this altitude. In one
corner 1 had a small rough table covered with all my
canned food. Underneath it on a low shelf was the reserve
supply of sago, salt, and tobacco for the men. I had, to do
this because Papuans will eat as much as they have in
the way of food, with never a thought for the morrow.
Everything had to be doled out, exactly so much per day
per man.

Indeed, the whole time that we spent in this camp on
the summit of Bon Kourangen was a race against time
Our food had to be-made to last as long as possible.
I doled out the shotgun shells with great care. All the
while we worked like fiends,:trying to get as much done

279
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as we could in the time that we had, hoping and pray=
ing that the weather would "hold. March is a bad month
in New Guinea. It is a time of transition, a lull between
_ two sets of prevailing winds, the south-east trade and the
north-west~monsoon. Often in this time the weather is
bad, with heavy squalls and high winds. But we were
fairly lucky. Only twice were there really bad days when
the wind whistled acrose our little camp, driving scuds
of rain before it. The wind was “cold then, as bad as .
November at home, and the rain chilled us to the bone.

But usually when I woke up everything looked friendly
and sunny. In the early morning the sun shone brightly
through the trees, dappling them with light and spark-
ling on all the myriad drops of water which were caught
in the moss that covered their trunks. It was beautiful -
moss, grey-green and hoary-looking. There were wonder-
ful lichens too, sprawling and yellow-green. From the
ends of the branches dripped another kind of moss, a sort
of Usnea, long and trailing and grey-yellow like the
Spanish moss on the live oaks at home in the south. In
the rain this moss streamed down dismally or stretched
out in long eddying tufts, away from the wind like clutch-
ing skeleton hands. But in the sun its tendrils merely
looked ghostly and fascinating. I had noticed Saban col-
lecting it and storing it in an old kerosene tin.

“What's that fer, Saban?”

“Oh, Tuan, my mama makes a medicine out of this, a
medicine for cuts or wounds.”

“It’s good, is it?”

“Oh yes, Tuan. These Karoon people use it.” He
stopped.

“What for?”

He looked uncomfortable. Then it came out in a
rush.
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o ‘““When they catch a man and want to eat him,and there
ase not enough people to eat him all at once, why thert
they cut off an arm or a leg and put this medicine on it, 3
and then he will not die right away, and they can eat
the rest pf him' later on,” and Saban went back to his
work. : :
We would get up hurriedly in this first promising bit
of sunlight, and breakfast as quickly as possible. Then

-

Saban and I would go off in opposite directions along *

the trail. Jusup usually stayed in camp in order to put
the bird skins out to dry in the sun or oversee the men in
some job which I had given them for the day. At my in-
sistence he had brecught along a kerosene-tin oven, a
bottle of home-made yeast, and some.flour. With this
ramateurish contraption he made very passable bread.

After three hours of walking ,we would usually be
through. The clouds were full-formed by then, rolling
through the trees like a creeping pall. It was always cold
and shivery in that mist and we were glad to turn back.
Camp was about four hundred feet below the crest of the
mountain. It was a welcome change to go down even that
short distance. The place seemed warmer and more shel-
tered, even if it wasn't.

At five thousand feet in the tropics, the bird life
changes quite abruptly, along with the trees and the

~ appearance of everything. The birds of Bon Kourangen

were quite different from those farther down. Their
nearest relatives are found only on other mountain chains
along the length and breadth of New Guinea. I was par-
ticularly interested to see if there were any bower birds
on the mountain. The bower bird is a dull-coloured
cousin of the paradise birds. Mostly it looks like a fat
brown thrush with stout legs. The males of some species,
however, have very tall orange crests which stick straight
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up in the air when they display to the females. One of
these orange-crested species is known from only two speai-
‘mens fouiid in a Paris feather-dealer’s shop in 1895. It
must have come from some mountain range in New
Guinea, but so far its home has never been found. Per-
haps it lived in the Tamrau range.

On the second day in camp I collected a bower bird.
It was dull brown without the crest. That evening when
I made up the skin, I discovered that the specimen was
a male. So then the mystery is still unsolved, the home of
the orange-crested bird still unknown. In a way, however,
I was pleased that the Tamrau, like the nearby Arfak
Mountains behind Manokwari, was thechome of.the plain
brown bird. For, whether as a compensation or not, it is
the dull-coloured bird which makes the finest bower.

During the time that we were on Bon Kour;ingen, we
found nearly a dozen of these curious little houses. The
bower bird is certainly one of the most ingenious birds
in the world. Its behaviour is so unbirdlike that one
would think it had some type of rational intelligence. It
seems almost impossible that an inherited pattern of in-
stinctive action could be so complex. And yet even here
there is an evolutionary process at work. Other species of
bower birds make slightly simpler bowers. If these are
carefully studied, it appears that there is a gradual trend
from the simple tn the complex and that this trend prob-
ably marks the phylogenetic relationship of the species
comprising the family. The ancestral species probably
had a simple little dancing-place on the ground. The
next step might have been the erecting of a palisade of
twigs around the edges of the spot. Further elaboration
would result in the erection of a reof of twigs over this,
and so on.

It was the following day; ~fter collecting the first bower
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bird, that Saban and I found a bower. We had met along
the trail and had gone on together for the distance, untik
we came to the place where the descent to the. forbiddén «
hinterland began.*The sun ‘was high overhead, but clouds
were beginning-o steal in among the trees. I sat déwn on
a log to rest before going back. It was quite chilly in the
shade. There was a sudden strangé call from a little
below us and Saban went off to investigate. I thought
vaguely that it might.b¢ a tree kangaroo, simply because
that was the most unlikely thing that I could think of.
Fred and Charis had two pet tree kangaroos and neither
of them had ever uttered a sound. The Karoon who was
with us said, “Damdpm.” 1 knew then that it was a bird.
The only Karoon I knew was that every bird’s name
.began with the prefix “Dam,” not because the Karoon
people were tired of birds or of me, but simply because
that was the custom. There were days of rain and malaria
when I was strongly inclined to agree with them.

Then I saw Saban’s face. He was peering out at me
from the underbrush, and he seemed to be decidedly
puzzled.

“Tuan, there is a bird here that makes a house.”

He looked apologetic, but I didn't laugh at him, as
had expected. In a moment we had reached
the spot. In one place on the gentle slope the under-
growth had been neatly cleared away from an ared four
feet square. The place looked as if it had been swept with
a broom. At the upper end of this area was the “house.”
A small sapling had been used as a brace in the centre.
Around it had been woven an intricate framework of deli-
cate stalks. They were small orchid stems, thin and yellow
and shiny. The whole thing was shaped like a wigwam,
about three feet tall and five feet broad at the base. In
front was a rounded opening about a foot high, leading

perhaps he

L
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to an inner circular chamber with the solid base of the
sapling as a central beam. i

‘This curious structure fronted on the cleared area. The
impression of a front lawn was heightened by several small
beds of-flowers or fruit. Just under the.door there was
a neat bed of yellow fruit. Farther out on the front lawn
there was a bed of blue fruit. At the bottom of the lawn
there was a large.squarish bed of pieces of charcoal and
small black stones. A few brownish fruits lay here also,
some of them rather decayed. Off to one side there were
several big mushrooms in a heap, and near them were
ten freshly picked pink flowers.

The effect of all this was overwhelming. I had known
vaguely that there were such things as bower birds in
New Guinea, but 1 hardly expected to see anything as_
startling as this. It was much more as if, walking in the
Catskills, I had stumbled over the handiwork of some
of Rip van Winkle’s small friends. How could a bird,
unreasoning being that it is, ever contrive such an elabo-
rate playhouse by instinct alone? I struck a match to
light my pipe. Then I threw the match into the middle
of the cleared ground. Saban and I withdrew a few yards
until we were fairly well hidden in the undergrowth.
We sat down to watch what would happen. After a short
time there was unother of those unfamiliar chuckling
calls, and I spied one of the brown bower birds in a tree
near the house. With a series of rather angular hops the
bird sprang from branch to branch until it was on the
ground. It looked about, apparently noticing my match,
hopped over, picked it up, and with a toss of the head
threw it out of the clearing. Then with a flirt of its tail,
it leaped into the house and disappeared, maki.ng soft
growling churring noises all the'while. After a minute 1t
came out and flew off again.
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o I walked about in the nearby undergrowthe for a few
mvinutes collecting flowers. There was a pinkish begorua
that was common, and a vjne with small yellow flowers.
In one place I found a single very pretty red.orchid __
growmg on a tree. All of these I brought back and placed
in the middle of the bower bird’s front lawn. Again we
« drew off some distance and waited. After a time, a single
bird reappeared, whether the male or fémale I could not
be sure. This time it flew directly to the ground and
hopped at once over to the pile. The yellow vine went
first. Apparently these flowers were not at all acceptable.
After some hesitation and a good many nods and looks
and flirts.of the tail? the begonias went the same way as
the yellow vine. All were thrown out with an impatient
“twist of the head. Last of all, the bower bird plcked up
the pretty red orchid. This time it seemed to be in two
minds. It would hop <his way and that from one pile of
fruit or flowers to another. Finally, with many darts and
flourishes, the orchid was placed on top of the pink
flowers. The two colours swore a bit, but under the cir-
cumstances it was certainly the best matching job that
could be done.

For many days I took every opportunity I could to
watch these fascinating birds. I even tried to trap some,
knowing how valuable they would be to any zgo or
research laboratory which might have facilities for study-
ing their remarkable habits. But all my efforts were in
vain. The bower birds, as might be expected, were far
too sagacious for my snares. Malan knew how to make the
typical Papuan snare, a loop of string attached to 2 bent
stick. They can be very efficient. A well-made snare will
spring up in a flash. But each time the bower birds were
swifter. The nearest I came to catching one was when
the noose slipped off the bird’s bill as it rose in the air.
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After qur first encounter with these strange birds, we
fqund more bowers nearly every day. Ten days after

“arriving at Bon Kourangen I found the best one.of.all.

It was rather near camp, but off ona steep hillside. I was
looking fer a ground pigeon which I had shot and lost
when I came on the bower. There were several beds of
fruit and a big one of charcoal, but in the centre was the
most astonishing*bed of.all. Rigpt in the middle, in the
place of honour, were six shiny used .410 shotgun shells.
Evidently they had been picked up from all along the
trails where Saban and I had gone shooting. They were
bright red and had the usual polished brass butt ends,
and of course were just the thing fer a, bower bird’s gar-

den. Nevertheless, the shells must have been a consider-
able burden for so small a bird.

There were several other species of paradise birds on
the mountain. Perhaps the most common was the kouran-
gen after which the mountain was named. I soon dis-
covered that the birds that I had taken on Bandji with the
china-blue eyes were the young of this species which had
not yet acquired the beautiful plumes of the adult. The
fully developed bird is a splendid creature. Jet black and
soft like velvet, the male is about as big as a magpie, with
a short tail. On his forehead there is a small triangular
patch of silver-white feathers which stand up when he is
excited. From behind this extend six wires, perhaps four
inches long, with small tufts of feathers at the end. On his
breast is a brilliant metallic shield, glinting bronze and

green and amber in the sun.

We saw these birds dancing. The sight is ‘strange and
wild. In their stiff sidewise hops there is something of
the Papuan’s dance. At one place on the mountain there
was 4 cleared patch of ground roughly five feet in
diameter. A tittle distance.away I cut out some branches
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and made a small shelter which would hide me from the
Blrds Then I watched for a long time. Aftera while L
nearly went to sleep. It was a warm bright marning and .
the woods were absolutely*still. Finally I noticed some-
thing moving in a tree over the dancing-floor. It wasa «-
coal-black male kourangen. He sat quietly for a time and
then suddenly let out a harsh croaking call. He made
several of these raucous calls, becoming more agitated
with every one. Finallyshe left his perch and flew down
to the floor in a series of short flights from branch to
branch. He seemed to move with trained precision, as if
his course was definitely circumscribed. - The last few
branches were very close, and on these he hopped, stiffly
and with"little sidewise flirts of the tail. Once on the
_ground, he made a quick Hurry of movements, darting
“from sidedo side so fast that it was almost impossible to
follow. Then he flew straight off with one last croak. That
was the only dance I saw, but Saban reported seeing one
dance again, this time with a female clearly watching
from a tree overhead. Evidently these dancing-places
are used for a long time. The branches on which the male
bird alighted on his prescribed course down to the ground
were deeply scored with the marks of the claws of the
birds.

When I suggested trying to trap these birds, Saban
was very confident.

“T'uan, these people know all abou! that. Just offer
them a good price.”

Accordingly, I made a big speech one day when there
were a good many people in camp. I offered them five

uilders a bird, a phenomenal price, equal to about two

and a half dollars. Afterwards there was a hushed silence
and then a shout of approval. At least ten men looked
about knowingly, smiled and nodded, and then darted
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off to pack up their belongings. In fifteen minutes they
chad all hit the trail, some of tiiem with their wives. T0
. miy horror, a half-hour later, seven of them were baCk
again, smiling a bit vaguely.® o e

“What's the matter, Saban? What are they coming
back for?” 2

“Oh, Tuan, these ones don’t really know how to trap
the birds. They only thoaght so when they heard you
make that big talk. And then they were excited about
the money.”

T'wo days later, in the early afternoon, I heard a dread-
ful series of harsh screams coming nearer and nearer
down the trail. Everyone became very excited. Several
men rushed up the trail. In a few minutes a $mall pro-
cession appeared. Two of the men who had gone off after
kourangen appeared, each with a bird in a small netting
bag. The third man and his wife trailed along looking
visibly disappointed. Now the whole camp, including
myself, went into a tremendous uproar. Cages were to be
made immediately along one wall of my tent. Men were
dispatched to cut lengths of small straight saplings. Other
men began to split rattan. In half an hour there were
two splendid cages built down on the ground simply by
sticking the saplings into the earth like a stockade and
lacing them together with rattan. Not until they were
ensconced, one to a cage, sitting mournfully on their
perches, did “thé two birds cease their horrible duet.
Towards the end, their shrieks became harsh and dry.
They drank greedily when I pushed in two halves of a
coconut-shell filled with water. :

That was the beginning of my paradise bird collection.
Altogether, the men trapped five birds. Saban told me
later.that they.got the birds by wiiting for a couple of
days under 3, tree, holding one end of a noose. The noose



In front of the cookhouse Jusup and Saban made

a combination bird-skinning and dining table.
{On Bon Kourangen at 4,800 feet)



In front of the bowerbird's playhouse were ’

arranged several small beds of flowers and fruit
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itself was.draped over a branch where the birds were in
the habit of perching. Then the man waited. IT his wife.

was w1th him, she would steal up at intervals to give him -

some food. Why they wereh't partially paralysed by the
time the bird came along, I couldn’t decide. In amy case,
incrediblé as it may sound, the system worked.

Two of the birds never learned to eat and soon died.
A third benefited by Saban’s clumsiness to the extent of
getting out of its cage prre day. There were two left when
I finally went down to Wejos.

But there were other birds to catch alive. There was
a large pigeon in the mountain forest, a bca‘utiful creature
rather the shape anq size of a pheasant. It Wwas smaller
than the big crowned pigeons, thinner, more delicate-
looking, with bronzy metallic plumage. In the forest
they were mever seen, but their mournful whistle, a long
descending note, was_ frequently *heard. The Karoon
caught several for me. They seemed tame enough when
they were first brought in. A cage was built and fruit,
rice, and seeds put in for them. But they were deceptively
tame. They ate nothing, huddling in the farthest corner
most of the time. In the early morning they would call
softly, that far-away sad whistle. ‘After three days they all
died without having eaten anything.

One evening Saban came into my tent.

“T'uan, there is 2 man here who says he can catch Some
birds for you, sonte rails. He wants (b use your flash-
light.”

My malaria had returned. I was not in my best frame
of mind.

“I don't believe it. He can't catch rails with a tlash-
light. Besides, he'll Just use-up all the batteries.”

“But, Tuan, these rails'in the mountains sleep at night
in little houses. All the peoPle say they do. There is

U
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always a pair, a male and a feglale, sleeping in a little
house mage out of leaves.” =

‘I attempted to look as pained as possible. Here, I
thought to myself, is the typital example of native folk-
lore, the sort of thing that lirfgers on into the literature
of civilization, like the legend of the salamaifider that
won’t burn in a fite. This is the sort of story that some
pseudo-scientist might brihg back from one of the flea-
bitten bars in Rabaul or Port Mogesby. Birds that build
houses, indeed !

“I supposg you are going to tell me that these birds
build houses to get in out of the rain.”

“Yes, Tuan.” 3

There was a pause. I handed over the flashlight.

“Tell him to be back in a hurry and not use it too
much. Quick! Scat!” o r

I went back to my bird-skinning under the flaring
pressure-lamp, which cast such a hard cold light over
everything. It was cold to begin with, cold and raw-feel-
ing. At least the wind wasn't blowing to-night. But my
feet were cold. I was stiff from bending over the birq
skins. My fingers were cold. My ears were roaring from
the quinine, and I swore to myself every time I looked
over at the Karoon people asleep, huddled round their
warm camp firess I couldn’t wait to get to bed, but there
were®three more skins to do, and that damn fool was out
thrashing around) using up my batterfes.

Then there came a rustling noise as three men walked
into the light from the fires. The first one was carrying
something in his hands. The next held the flashlight,
gingerly, as if it might explode at any moment. The third
one was simply grinning all over. T.here was a great stir.
Nearly everyone woke up and jumped to their feet. There
was much excited callinglb)ack and forth. The headman
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came into the tent and steod there in front of me, hold-
ing in both hands a big pile of leaves. M

“What 1s it?"’
" “It’s the Iﬁl] house Tuaq,” Saban shouted. "Therc are

two rails in it.’ .
And so it had happened. Here was the traveller’s yarn

to beat them all, happening right in front of me. I took
out a big collecting-bag and put she whdle mass of leaves
into it. As I carefully pbpped the bag over the man’s hands
I heard a faint sque—lk from inside. Everything felt warm
and pleasant again. o

The next morning I 1nvcstlgatf:d the contents of the
bag. There was a pair® of rails in it, a male and a female,
and a loose pile of dead leaves. The same thing happened
every night for three nights, every time a male and a
female in a pile of dead leaves. The Karoon people said
that they often noticed the leaves piled up like that as
they walked in the jungle. Then all they had to do was
to come back at night when the birds were inside, pick
the whole thing up and carry it off to me. And so that is
how I collected six specimens of the rare little red moun-
tain rail. Here is a bird which, defying all precedent,
goes about in pairs, making little leaf shelters in which
to sleep at night! But perhaps, as a proper zoologist, I
should merely say that on the evenings of March 19th,
soth, and 21st, my men brought me three pairs of Ralli-
cula leucospila in three small piles of leaves, just like
that.
The other species of birds of paradise were slightly
more shy and rare. There was one rather small species
about the size of a starling, all black, with an enormous
bifurcated shield of n'etall;c greeny-blue feathers which
arose from the head and swa:pt back over the back. Thers
was another shield of metallic feathers on’the breast.
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.When the male displayed to sthe female, both shieles

" were erected, standing up about the head so that the face

and bill of the bird were in the centre of what resembled
a continuous saucer-like ring, The birds even take short
flights frem tree to tree with their feathiers expanded in
this way, although. the wind resistance must be something
to be reckoned with.

But the most spectacular one of all was a bird called
the sicklebill. They are big bird{ of paradise with tails
nearly three feet long. They are soft velvety black all
over, except for two curious butterfly-wing shields that
rise out from each side of the breast. The bill is about
three and a half inches long, thin ahd curved. d saw them
only twice. One-was a male, sitting very high up on the
bare branch of a huge dammar tree. Evidently there was
a female near, as it wgs displaying. The butterfly feathers
stood out on each side. The tatl was partially spread.
Suddenly it gave its call, a loud, penetrating whistle
sounding like the syllable “whick.” It was a note I had
heard often, ringing over the steep valleys in the moun-
tains. Then it turned and made a nosedive down from its
perch at lightning speed. Straight down it dived for fully
a hundred feet. At the bottom of the dive, it came out
with spread wir.lgs and sailed back up again to the same
braych, so rapidly that it took me an instant to realize
that anything had happened at all.

By the end of three weeks we had secured three hun-
dred specimens and our food was running out. The
weather had been rainy and colder than ever for the last
two.days. When the porters turned up on schedule with
the old Kapala in charge, I decided not to risk staying
over any longer and running outeof either food or con-
trary-minded porters. And so we packed up our-specimens
and preparéd to abandor: <amp. I took a last walk up the
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tyail the evening before leaving. I wanted to see how our

ngighbours, the bower birds, were faring. As I cime near;
I could hear their harsh calls, now long and chattering, -
now loud, ajmost tike a barking dog. They stopped as I

came up to the bower anid flew quietly away. sWhere
before thére had been six shotgun shells, now there were
twenty-nine in a sprawling pile which almost covered the
entire front lawn. I came away feeling definitely impor-
tant. To create a new,fashion, a hat for the ladies, or a
pattern in ties for men—that is one thing; but I wonder
how many people can claim to be responslble for creating
a new fashion among birds?

The next morning,we started down early. As if to put
us to shame, the weather was sunny, the morning mild.
1 regretted leaving the little clearing among the moss-
draped trees, the hopeful shoots of sugar cane, the spindly
banana planted for a possible retdm. A forlorn column
of smoke rose from the dying breakfast fire. Up on the
ridge, I could hear the gurgling call of a bower bird. In
a few moments I would be too low down to hear their
calls, to see their bowers, ever again. That first step down
the trail was the first step on the long trek homeward to
America. After four or five hours we came down to nine
hundred feet, and the river. The last part was hot work,
sliding down the steep shale slopes. The paradise birds
in their rattan travelling-cages screamed harshly Every
time they were jostled, which was mast of the time. I
wondered why their voices didn't dry up altogether. At
the river, Jusup and Saban threw off their clothes and
plunged in, ‘their first real bath in three weeks. Being a
dignified Tuan, I would have to wait till evening camp.

A few moments later, T lost both my dignity and
my comfort for the next two days. 1 tripped and fell head-
long into a bed of the most potent nettles it has ever been
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my 111—fortunc to encounter. I sat down for a time on a
sstone, trying to collect myself and wondering in a dazed
fashion at the pain.

Jusup, who had put on hls clothes*again, tried to be
sympathetic. .

“Those are called pig nettles, Tuan. Théy are the
worst kind.”

In a way, I suppose it was comfortmg to know that one
had fallen in with the “worst kind,”’

I itched and scratched and itched some more all that
day. The worst part was my face. My eyes watered con-
tinuously. That night, when I tried to take the long-
awaited bath, my troubles began again. Nettlc stings do
not react kindly to water. Even the next morning, like a
fool, I tried to shave and the smarting began again. The
afflictions of Job could hardly have been more trying.

On the third day we swung into Wejos, the men shout-
ing out their blood-stirring marchmg -song. The place
was nearly deserted. There was no sign of the prahu that
was to take us back to Sansapor. But the rumah post
seemed a palace of comfort, the little beach was as invit.
ing as ever, and there were sweet green coconuts to drink
from. It would be a pleasure to rest here for a day or so,
until the canoe came.

But we spent zight days in Wejos. Off shore the wind
was blowing strong from the east. No prahu could make
it along the coast’ No prahu came, and the wind showed

no sign of abating. Much of the time passed like a night-
mare. My fever started up again and eddied and flowed
on its course until I lost track of time. One.of the para-
dise birds died. It drooped in its cage, occasionally letting
out a harsh, tortured cry. Fmally it vomited up some
blood and fell down in a spasm; and that was that I had
saved up twe or three paper books for an emergency, but
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I read them too fast. They were all gone by the third day,
and I was too bored to read them over again. However:

these were minor troubles. 1 ortunately, I had paid off all*

the men frem nelghbourmg villages. Everyone had left
except the people of Wejos. Lacking food of otir own,
we had to try to get what we could from them, but the
Papuan economy is designed only for the needs of the
moment. They had no reserves £o fall back on.

“

On the fifth day I went over our food for the fifth time -

with Jusup. There was no more sugar, milk, vegetables,
meat, flour, butter, or tea. There was a little coffee and
some rice, enough for two days. There were three green
coconuts left—all the others were too young—some green
papaya that would do for a vegetable, and some green
bananas that Jusup was trying to ripen in a hurry by
burying them in the sand. So far as I could see, the
Karoon people were in no better condition. I had given
the rest of the sago to the old Kapala when he had told
me that at this season the people were usually at another
village over the mountain where the gardens were
bearing.

“But it takes ten days to walk there,” he said.

I retired to my cot to fend off another chill and to try
to think the situation over. I myself had lost most of my
appetite, what with malaria and generdl depressnon but
the question of eating something still seemed important.
I began to realize something of the matter-of-fact attitude
behind cannibalism.

“We were hungry, so we ate him or her,” as the case
may be. It all sounded highly logical.

Saban came in after a day spent hunting cassowaries.
No luck, but he had got a pigeon. We were nearly out of
shells, too, which made hunting difficult. There wasa dis-
creet cough outside. It was the old Kapala. o'
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~ “Tuana there is only very litte to eat,” he began. “I¢
is.a hard thing, but I think we should kill one of owr
“children.” S

I could not believe my ears, No, it ‘was all right. Hé
was pointing now at a very large pig which I hagd noticed
rooting about under the houses. The Kapala was looking
expectantly at me.

“Ja,” 1 said. “I'will give tOb'lCCO, and there is some salt
left.” ©

“That is good,” he said, smiling. “The people will
dance.” )

And so, out of nothing, it was decided to have a party.,
Big pigs are killed very rarely in a village of the poorness
of Wejos, and only in times of stress. Pigs are equal in
value to people. A mother will suckle her Chll(l on ones
oreast, her baby pig on the other. This was going to be
a gala occasion. o

Outside there was complete quiet. It was noon and
sunny and hot. Suddenly there was a great commotion.
Squeals and howls rent the air. Jusup came in and ex-
plained that they had been stalking the pig. He would
have run into the jungle if they had not waited until he
fell asleep in the middle of the day.

I got up and went out to the bamboo ladder leading
up into the ruméh post. I could sit here and survey the
scene.

The pig had béen trussed up to a pole which was slung
between two uprights. It lay there in a harness of rattan,
its legs hanging down stiffly. It was decorated with
flowers, crotons and hibiscus. The Kapala, too, was deco-
rated with flowers stuck -in his plaited armband and in
his hair. He was issuing dlI'CC[lOTIS Now a little troop of
boys ivas sent off into the forest to cut sticks of.a certain
sort. Some of the older people were kindling a big fire.

e
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‘There weére five young men who were also decorated w1th
flowers.
“Those are [he men to be initiated,” said Jusup.

Some time later the little boys came back, gambolling
and frisking with five long, straight poles. ‘T'Hey gave ~
them to the young men, and now the Kapala stepped out
and made them a speech in a whispering sort of singsong,
and daubed lime on thexr foreheads and arms and legs. <

“Por them it is the same initiation as when they kill a -
man,”” whispered Jusup.

Then he stepped up to the pig and \gl?éspered some-
thing at it, and the five young men lifted up their poles
and swung mightily; once, at the pig and it was all over.
The pig died, just like that. A little blood ran out of its
-mouth, but otherwise there was nothing to show that it
had been"hurt. The old Kapala took some of the blood
and daubed it on his men, and they were presumably
now tribesmen.

The pig tasted excellent. I didn’t eat very much
because I was not hungry. Besides, I couldn’t get it out
of my head that I was eating part of a person. All night
long there was a splendid dance. The tobacco and the
salt were received with real pleasure. Everyone danced
wildly, men and women together, all decorated with
flowers.

I slept for a time, but then woke up in the middle of
the night and went out to watch. Ther't was a big bonfire
beyond the Kapala’s house. Parts of the pig were still
being cooked and eaten. But most of the people were
dancing, chanting out their strange dirges and swinging
around in a circle, arms locked, eyes glassy, almost hyp-
notized by their own rhythm. After a time, there would
come a new burst of song and a slightly different lilt to
the thythm. That was the signal to break thz'circle. Then
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one man would take the lead and start off, the whole
troop following, in a sort-of snake dance, round ane
“round and'in and out. As they, passed me, their faces and
their shining, sweating bodies gleamed in tke firelight.
Their niouths hung open as they panted. Their Jips were
black from tobacco and ‘betel and they drooled black
saliva like blood. Some held bows and arrows and spears.
Others waved greasy chunks of flesh or bones. They
pounded past, not seeing me or anything else, lost in the
surging ecstasy of the dance and the repletion of drum-
taut stomachs It was a good dance, as good a one as I
ever hope to sce.

The sixth day we had some soup awith rice in it. The
pig was all gone by then. The seventh day we had some
soup. The eighth day we had nothing at all; but it didn't -
matter, because the wind went down and that night the
prahu came in. There was food on. board and messages,
and a long tale of woe from the men. They had been held
up in Sansapor more than two weeks by adverse winds.
The messages were the best of all. There was a letter
from my mother in Sorong. She had arrived on the mail-
boat two weeks before and was staying with the van der
Goots. After nearly a year and a half away from the
family, there would be really satisfying news and lots of
good food, too, for she had brought all sorts of canned
things from Australia. Now at last it seemed exciting to
be going back to Jorong, the metropolis.

The next morning very early, we set off in the prahu.
Once again Wejos was an outpost of the Queen’s Govern-
ment. The Kapala, having completely forgotten the initia-
tion of a few days before, appeared again in his tattered
jacket, waving the Dutch flag. The prahu swept away and
over the reef with hardly a tremor, and we were out of
the landlocked bay. We rounded the False Cape with a
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sweep, pgdd]es clacking in unison, and there, over the
alm water, came the first ghostly fingers of thé wind, dis-
pelling the early morning calm. It was the east wind, the,
-one we had been cursing’so long, but now it was ten

“<times welcomes The flimdy palm-leaf sail went up on its

triangle 6f bamboo poles and we were off, bucketing along
before the mounting breeze. .

All that day the wind held. The coastline along which _
we had crawled so slowly on our way to Wejos flashed
past now in a dazzling sparkle of sunlit spray. Gone were
the False Cape, Batu Loebang, the Cape of Good Hope,
Koor, and all the rest. We barely stopped to eat or drink
along the shore. The breeze was too precious to lose. At
nightfall ‘we put ‘in for a hasty supper of rice and dried
sea-turtle ova from a long smoked oviduct which roosted
in a smelly package over my head, and then we were off
again. The breeze lessened somewhat, but we could still
sail before it. I slept soundly nearly all night, until I
woke suddenly when someone screamed. It was Jusup. A
centipede had fallen from the thatched roof over our
heads and bitten him on the neck. He looked as if he had
a bad case of onesided mumps. It must have been ex-
cruciatingly painful. I gave him three aspirins, put some
iodine on it, and went back to sleep, throwing a blanket
over my head. When I woke up, we were coming in to
Sansapor. : *

Another day int Sansapor, of packing this time instead
of unpacking, and I was ready for the Ursula. She came in
right on schedule, with Harry on board as well as Fred
and Charis, who had been picked up a day’s march down
the coast. We talked incessantly, as people do undér such
circumstances. I am inclined to think we almost beat
whatever record there is of such things. Even at two in
the morning, when we had exhausted the stock of beer
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that Harry had brought along, we were still talking. We,

finally all fell asleep before Fred had had time to finish

a sentence; but as far as I can recall he completed it

immediately on waking the next morning. :
That twas the day that we came back to Sorong.

.-
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CHAPTER XV

SORONG AGAIN

UTSIDE in the neat sandy path that was the
O street, it was glaring and bright.« A few people

moved back and forth in the sun—a Chinese
“in flapping whitg pyjamas, clopping in wooden sandals
with widespread feet; a Malay woman in crisp white
jacket and gay sarong, walking swiftly with downcast
eyes; some Papuans just in from the back country. They
went past in a group led by a more sophisticated relative
in striped pants. The tails of their breech-clouts swung
back andTorth as they walked on tiptoe with awe. A boy
with a tray of sweet cakes, black cap over one ear, shuffled

by lazily in the dusty gutter.

Inside Ong Tjoean's store it was cool and dark, away
from the glare and the pitiless heat. Here, towards the
end of the morning, we always congregated, for Ong
Tjoean was the only store-keeper to Have a Lerosene ice-
box'and cold ]wa beer. During those last two weeks in
Sorong, our mornings resolved themselves into the fami-
liar pattern. We were up with the first light, working,
collecting, or packing specimens, drying skins when the
sun was bright, getting cases made at the local carpenter’s,
doingall the errands that had to be done before we would
be thoroughly packed for the long voyage home. By
eleven or so we were ready to rest a bit.

The company varied with the time of tke month. Near

30~
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mail-boat fime there was usually an oil prospector ups
from Kassim, gaunt and bearded. Often Kamma was
there, and dne morning when I came in from collecting,
there was a stranger. He was a gentle-ﬁookirrg old man’
with a shock of white hair and a large gold seal ring. His’
white suit was carefully pressed and he wore a tie, rather
a rarity in Sorong. Mr. van der Goot presented me.

“This is Mr. Ripley from thcl Museum in America.
Mr. Ripley, Mr. van der Veen.”

I had heard about van der Veen. He was a remittance
man whose wife was a dancing girl from Sumatra. His
family were yvery grand in Holland. They had objected,
and for this he lived in exile, receiving a meagre allow-
ance from home on condition that he did not return to
the Netherlands.

‘“Please join us,” said Mr. van der Veen. “Did you find
any birds this morning, sir?"”

The old man lived in imagination in the gay capitals
of Europe. He evidently thought anyone who came al)
the way to New Guinea for birds was quite mad.

That morning I had been up the hill behind the
village. 1t was a fine merning and the great rolling waves
of palms glittered green against the pale clear sky. At
the crest 1 came face to face with a large dull-reddish
hawk sitting on a drooping palm frond. It looked like a
rare one and I ﬁrgd but missed, I think. He flew off,
flapping low amornz the underbrush on the left side of
the path. I started through the head-high growth as
rapidly as I could, hoping for a further sight of the bird.
But I did not manage to see him again. ‘

After a distance the underbrush ended and T came out
on a neat, fenced-off enclosure in the middle of which
stoed a small shed. The ground was bare inside the fence
and I saw the projecting ends of several pipes protruding
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from the ground with padlocks dangling from their metal

o 2 2 . .
caps. The shed was covered with camouflage’ pdint. 1
had not known that there was any such system, of storage.

tanks in Sorong, and I detided that I would ask about
it at our morning meeting” .

In the Store it was very quiet. Four whites at one time
had driven away the other customers. Ong Tjoean’s three
relatives who served as clerks Had little to do but sit about
and watch us or stare,out of thé windows, picking their
teeth. Ong Tjoean sat on a high stool at his cash desk,
running up accounts on the abacus, his round-moon face
creased with smiles, nodding and winking to himself as he
counted up the morning’s take. .

“I nearly got a*hawk,” I said, “but it went off so fast
that I lost it. By the way, van der Gobt, I saw your gas
tanks up an the hill. I didn’t realize you had such things
here in Sorong, of all places.” °

“Yes,"” replied van der Goot, smiling, “our airplane
pilots like.to have these little reserve depots of fuel scat-
tered about: in case of war, you know.”

“Well, prosit!” he added, after a pause.

“prosit!”’ van der Veen and I added, raising our glasses.
Kamma raised his glass of lemon squash.

I looked at the others. They all seemed quiet and pre-
occupied, sipping their drinks. !

Mr. van der Veen looked at me curiously. “It is ncon-
ceivable to you, isn't it, you who live sousafély in America,
to be born, to live, to die, as we do now in these days,
in fear, yes, in mortal fear of a situation which might
occur at any time.

“You know,” and he waved his hand, “all this ‘might

to-morrow. And Java,  Sumatra, Borneo, Bali would
too, just like that."These Indies of oursand their riches,
oil and rubber and tin, they lie in a chain across the sea

r

f
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like a string of fruit ripe for the picking. Yes, that is
what if is’to be a Dutchman to-day, to work, to marry,

- to raise a family. We have a past, a glorious one, a present,

a pleasant enough one, but as for the future * and he

» ¢« sighed and shook his head. * - e

Kamma had been silent, but now he looked 1ip, blink-
ing through his spectacles, and began to speak in his
entle voice. )

= “Sometimes I say to myself, why should we bothelf?
Why, if we are not powerful enough to hold these colo
nies for ourselves, should we not hand them over to Japan
or whoever else wishes them? After all, the Dutch East
India Complany fought to get these colonies two.and three
hundred years ago. We have no right tothem beyond that
of conquest. Now it is Japan's turn. We are a ‘have,” they
are a ‘havenot.’ It is their turn now.” '

But then he added, smiling as he noticed the protest
on our faces, “I don’t really think that for very long. After
all, there must be a halt sometime. Because we have acted
badly in the past, it is no reason that these twentieth-
century aggressors should act badly now.”’

My mind wandered away from the talk, and I thought
back to four months before when I had been collecting
on Biak. The native Malay magistrate at a village south
of Korrido had to]d me of the terrifying appearance of a
Japanese sampan in the harbour not long before. The
poor man had’ begn unable to controk the sailors when
they came ashore and demanded food and supplies with-
out giving payment in return. After all, he had only two
Papuan policemen with dubious rifles against the little
pistolsbrandishing Japanese, who swaggered about the
town for a day or two, daringhim to do anything about
it. The incident is typical of these boats which have made
théir presenae felt for years in every part of the islands.

L
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The ** kourangen ' or six-plumed bird of paradise,

jet black and soft, like velvet. ]

o

New York Zoological Society



Augustus was jealous of my pet cockatoo,

who was continually being surpriseq and

disgusted by the hornbill's wretched appearance.
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1f a naval. vessel was near, they announced that they were
on an innocent fishing expedition and quickly dis-
appeared. The “fishing” was well known to consist of
taking soundings cwith hared lines.

» Again there was Momi, @ large area of land about fifty
miles south of Manokwari, which the Japanese had
rented for the experimental production of cotton. Momi
was an interesting place, a sort of clinical case. Next to
the Dutch oil company.to the south, it was potentially
the biggest commercial development in Dutch New
Guinea. Hundreds and hundreds of Papuan workers
were employed in clearing the jungle- and planting
cotton. It is hard to say why the Dutch, who lived in such
dread of Japanese 'infiltration, allowed them to take over
this concession. Yet it may be, after ail, that they were
clever in granting it, for the plantation was a failure.
Cotton was produced, but not in saccessful quantity or of
good enough quality to make up for the difficulty involved
in its praduction. Perhaps the Dutch hoped in this way
to show Japan that New Guinea is not the great rich field
of expansion that the Japanese thought it was. The
Papuans, too, ordinarily so little given to opinions or
prejudices, showed themselves to be unwilling to work
for the Japs. This was not strange, considering that many
of them died of diseases contracted at the plantation,
others were whipped until they ran away, and ncae of
them returned to:their villages rich men."This was not
merely a matter of rumour, for I have seen the men my-
self in the hospital at Korrido.

But war, attack, aggression—these words seemed so
strange and out-of-place in New Guinea. War in Sorong
is thought of in terms of head-hunting raids. Jusup once
said to me, ““T'he men of Sorong are afraid of the men of
Japan,” as if he was speaking of two rival villages. Thére

X
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¢ is no question as to whom the Malays like better, Dutcll
or Japinete. They know too well that the vaunted “Pan- _.
.Asia Movement”' will be for the sole benefit of the hissing o
inhabitants of certain small isiands to the north. W "
«o I looked about the store. Every available inch, except==—_ :
the table at which we sat, was covered with shelves and |
display counters which in turn were covered with every
« imaginable sort of trade gobds. One side of the room was  °
for food, and here were tins of Edam cheese, of Bartlett
pears, Argentine corned beef, Japanese salmon, Chinese
bamboo shoots, grapes, and German brown bread. Long
strings of onions from Java vied with sacks of Australian
potatoes. Bags of rice were laid along the floor. One shelf
was full of tins of Cadbury chocolatés, anotBer of the
1r}ev1tal?le bottles bf Bols gin. There were lovely Chinese
ginger jars of all sizes, from the smallest with blyie decora-
tions on it, containing spices, to the largest, holding fifty
pounds of rock salt. There was a tray of ancient Chinese
eggs, dark blue-green and lustrous. There were .endless
bottles of beer. A smoked ham and a varnished duck
hung side by s.ide on hooks from the ceiling.

"The other side of the store was for clothes. Here were
sarongs of endless varieties, pyjamas made in a rather
durable way like suits to be worn on the street by the
sma.rtly inclined after the evening bath. There ywere
topis; sun-helmets, made in imitation of the white man’s
kind, but o.f a shoddy material that would come apart in
the first rain. Tools were scattered about all o\ir the
floor, and sacks of tin plates and basins. The display-case
nearest to me was full of Papuan trade =y pmi};rors
knives, beads, tiny kerosene lamps, and bolts of coarsé
cotton cloth. :
thé\. ‘:ﬁ:] ;):7 -thg :CWIY arrived Papuans were looking in

. Une or two, braver than the othérs, were
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standing at the sides of the door, but none had dared to

come in. They were living examples of Ong’ Tjoean's

sales ability and the benefits of international trade. Excef)t ‘
for their bark-cloth loin cloths, they were dressed exclu-

sively in trdde goods. Strﬁ;gs of tubular-shaped® yellow

beads hung about their necks. In their fuzzy hair a comb

was stuck. One or two had earrings’ of twisted bits of

silvery metal. One had a belt, a rather superficial bit of <
clothing, decorated witl stamped squares of silver. From
the woven bag hung over one shoulder protruded the
ends of each man’s knife and mirror. Most of them were
chewing tobacco, holding the wad betwéen their front
teeth and half-openeg lips, giving them an extraordinary
pouting af)pcaran%e like a goldfish.

. Mr. van der Goot, noticing my glance, swung around
to them with a broad smile, and leaning over the back of
his chair called out to them godd-naturedly, “Eh-yah,
where are you from?” The Papuans answered with grins
of embarsassment, twisting from one foot to the other.

Finally one of them ventured, “Moraid.”

“Oh, Moraid, are you? If you want cotton cloth for
your wives, he will charge too myuch. What do you say,
Ong Tjoean?”

The old man behind his grill grinned and bobbed
until I was afraid his face would crack in two.

“No, no,” he protested giggling, “fio, no.” .

There was a patse. Everyone emptied their glasses and
three of us stood up to go. Mr. van der Veen held out his
thin-veined hand.

“I'1l stay.here,” he said. . “I am waiting for my wife.
We go back to Waigeu in a prahu this afternoon.” “Then
he looked up at me soleminly. “When you go back to
America, remember us here in the Indies. Remember us
and tell your friends about us. We are a small, hard-work-



306 TRAIL GF THE MONEY BIRD

¢ 1is no question as to whom the Malays like better, Dutch
or JapaneéSe. They know too well that the vaunted ° Pan-
Asia Movement”’ will be for the sole benefit of the hlssmg
inhabitants of certain small islands to the north.
© o Llooked about the store. E¥ery available #nch, e\cepﬁ-/
the table at which we sat, was covered with shelves and
display counters which in turn were covered with every
P imaginable sort of trade gobds One side of the room was
. for food, and here wete tins of Bdgm cheese, of Bartlett
pears, Argentine corned beef, Japanese salmon, Chinese
bamboo shoots, grapes, and German brown bread. Long
strings of onions from Java vied with sacks of Australian
potatoes. Bgs of rice were laid along the floor. One shelf
was full of tins of Cadbury chocolatds, anotlier of the
inevitable bottles bf Bols gin. There were lovely Chinese
ginger jars of all sizes, from the smallest with blaie decora-
tions on it, containing spices, to the largest, holding fifty
pounds of rock salt. There was a tray of ancient Chinese
eggs, dark blue-green and lustrous. There were .endless
bottles of beer. A smoked ham and a varnished duck
hung side by side on hooks from the ceiling.

The other side of the store was for clothes. Here were
sarongs of endless varieties, pyjamas made in a rather
durable way like suits to be worn on the street by the
smartly inclined after the cvenmg bath. There were
topis;sun-helmets, made in imitation of the white man'’s
kind, but of a shoddy material that would come apart in
the first rain. Tools were scattered about all over the
floor, and sacks of tin plates and basins. The display-case
nearest to me was full of Papuan trade goods, mirrors,
knives, beads, tiny kerosene Iamps and bolts of coarse
cotton cloth.

A few of the newly arrived Papuans were looking in
the window. One or two, braver than the others, were
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§,tandmg at the SldCS of thc door, but none had dared to
come in. They were hvmg examples of Ong’ "I"]oean‘Uc
sales ability and the benefits of international trade. Except -
for their bark-clorh loin cl}‘i’ths, they were dressed exclu-
sively in trade goods. Strings of tubular-shaped: yellow
beads hung about their necks. In their fuzzy hair a comb
was stuck. One or two had earrings’ of twisted bits of
silvery metal. One had a belt, a‘ra_thcr.superﬁcial bit of
clothing, decorated withe stamped squares of silver. From
the woven bag hung over one shoulder protruded the
ends of each man’s knife and mirror. Most of them were
chewing tobacco, holding the wad betwéen their front
teeth and half-openegd lips, giving them an extraordinary
pouting appca1~an°cc like a goldfish.

. Mr. van der Goot, noticing my glance, swung around
to them with a broad smile, and leaning over the back of
his chair called out to them godd-naturedly, ‘“Eh-yah,
where are you from?” The Papuans answered with grins
of embarzassment, twisting from one foot to the other.

Finally one of them ventured, “Moraid.”

“Oh, Moraid, are you? If you want cotton cloth for
your wives, he will charge too much. What do you say,
Ong Tjoean?”

The old man behind his grill grmncd and bobbed
until 1 was afra:d his face would crack in two.
“No, no,” he protested giggling, “fi0, no.’

There was a patse. Everyone emptied their glasses and
three of us stood up to go. Mr. van der Veen held out his
thin-veined hand.

“Pll stay-here,” he said. . “I am waiting for my wife.
We go back to Waigeu in a prahu this afternoon.” *Then
he looked up at me soleninly. “When you go back to
America, remember us here in the Indies. Remember us
and tell your friends about us. We are a small; hard- work-
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ing, harmless people. At this moment, both here and in
the Moederland, we are working to the utmost, straining
== to build a fleet and equip an army that are bound at the
last to be too small to stand u against the pyrofessionally
; : ' —
warlike nations. We need your help.” -
I said good-bye and we walked out into thé blinding
light. The van der Goots were having mother and me to
<. lunch. It was to be rice_tafel.

“Funny old fellow,” said van‘der Goot. “Tends to get
a bit excited at times. But I like him.”

Those last, few days in Sorong passed with lightning
rapidity. There was all the packing and arranging to do,
of course; and then there was a round of parties. Mr. van
der Goot had a birthday, for whicll the whole town
turned out. The ‘Chinese stores contributed several cases
of beer. The Malay clerks in his office hacr organized
themselves into a five‘piece band led by Alting, the heir-
apparent of the Sultan. They played execrable jazz with
great endurance and vigour. Then there wzsa native
menari orchestra which serenaded us from outside the
van der Goots’ house. Everyone ate a cold concoction of
rice with sauce called lantan, and drank beer. At the end
we did a polonaise march over to the tennis court, shin-
ing white under a full moon, and did figures up and
down its length. “Then as the time for the boat came near,
theré were farewell parties for us. Fred, Charis, and
Didie, who were jn the pasangrahan, had a party for us.
Then the van der Goots and Harry had one. Then we
had one in return. Fortunately, mother really had
brought some very interesting and unusual cans of food.
TheSe made our teas and SUppers a great success.

Every evening mother and I went for a stroll before
dglrk: The light fails very quickiy in New Guinea. By six
o’'clock it is always dark. The day that the mail-boat was
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due, we waited about through the forenoon with great
m;patlencc Everything was packed, ready and’ dbwn at,
the wharf. My trunks of birds, my cases of live birds,
Eduardo the echidna, mothers luggage, all was ready.
Jusup and Siban were both resplendent in new suits of
pyjamas ds a result of being paid off. They both had
received their letters of recommenddtion and presents
which they went about showing to everyone. By after-
noon, when the boat had not come, our first initial feel-
ing of leaving, so strange and unexpected in this Sorong
of ours, was gone. It was a false alarm after all. We
weren't really going. We would take our walk as usual.

We went out alopg the little street past the houses,
the magis?mte’s House, the postman’s house, the police-
men’s barracks, the little hospital. Beyond there are the
Chinese stores with the houses behind them where the
store-keepers live, then a few Malay houses, the mosque,
and finally the canoes drawn up along the beach. There
were akways a few new canoes in. Sometimes we would
stop and talk to them and occasionally buy something.
They made nor.hmg but what they used themselves, but

leaf, a bamboo comb, or bracelets ‘made of a big sea-shell,
a Conus, sometimes a wooden ancestor spirit or korwar.
At last there were not even any more,canoes. The main
street of Sorong was just a small patl/ running along the
beach between the rows of palms. In 3, straggly mangrove
bush, a white kingfisher with blue wings sat watching us.
At last we came to the outer beach facing into the west.
The sun was going down. Across the sea, the islands stood
out in bold relief, Batanta, Salawati, Ram, Efman, the
islands of the four Rajass High over each, a billowing
mass of clouds had Buile up like an enormous nightcap.
One by one, the layers of clouds turned all the red colours

"
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of the spectrum, from palest yellow through orange tQ
red and then to darkest purple. The water, too, was 1jt
with it, and lit also was the pinkish sand of the beach,
with wet white shells gleaming. The only noise was the
soft patcpat of the waves and"the faint clashings of the
palms as they moved their fronds in a mournful dance.

There is a monient between the light and the dark

. when all stops, like the mbdment before the applause in

a theatre. It is in that moment, as_endless, as all-encom-
passing as time itself, that my memory is crystallized. It
was then that I took leave of New Guinea.

We walked back. There, blazing with light, was the
mail-boat. .“Everyone went on board, and there was a
great bustle and commotion of loading.*We made a merry
party at dinner irf the crowded saloon. The captain was
a charming, urbane man, evidently serving on the New
Guinea run as a penafice of some sort. He sported an
elaborate Cartier cigarette-case, a run of amusing stories,
and a fondness for Bols gin. Even after our recent cele.
brations in Sorong, we had what seemed like a palatia]
dinner. Fred, Charis, Didie, the van der Goots, Han-y,
all were in grand spirits. We laughed and joked and
afterwards sat out on thie little deck and drank our coffee
and watched the lights of Sorong and the constant stream
of small boats hurrying back and forth with cargo. It was
just what we had %one four months before, when the
captain had bi‘ought some charts froms Makassar for the
Chiva. =

Then the whistle sounded and éveryone went to the
stairs, and with a wrench I realized that we had to shake
hands-with all these people who had become as familiar
a part of my life as the clothes I wore. The van der Goots
went down the stairs, and Harrys wio was going back to
Kamwa. Fred and Charis went down the stairs béund for

$
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another few months in_ Sainkedoek. Then l}lsup and
Saban were shyly bowing and fingering their caps ang
grinning. : . ;
“Tabek, Tuany” and they are down the stairs. Now
they are all just-blobs of white in a launch, gojingsback to
Sorong. It seems very strange and hard to believe. For a
time, this business of going home seeins much more like
leaving home. The anchor chain is hauling up now. We
are turning in the tide? I glanced towards the captain,
leaning elegantly against the rail, puffing at his cigar.
“Have you ever been ashore in Sorong, captain?”
“Me? Good God, no. I never go ashore in these filthy
places.” o . *
From Sorong if takes ten days among the Moluccas to

reach Makassar, that thriving port at the southern tip of
Celebes. The seas of the Moluccas are almost endlessly
calm. The islands of the Molutcas are small, perfect
volcanic cones that rise steeply from the pale sea like
chickeri~sroquettes rearing out of a congealed cream
sauce. The days passed rapidly enough. I had my birds to
look after. At almost every small island port where we
stopped I managed to pick up something—a brilliant red
and green lory at Batjan; four cockatoos at Ambon.

We had good company on board. Didie was on her way
back to America via Makassar, where she was to pick up
an American freighter. Then ther¢ was Teddy Beets;
retiring after his service as assistam%%sidént at Manok-
wari. The captain, of course, was always amusing in a
bitter, cynical sort of way. At Tobelo we picked up a new
genus and .species, the American widow on her way
around the world to see life. Mrs. Nicholas was decidedly
amusing, one of those people who should always be travel-
ling on boats. She was sinall, with a face and figure that
were undoubedly the envy and despair of every Duich
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of the spectrum, from palest yellow through orange tQ
red and then to darkest purple” The water, too, was ljt
~-with it, and lit also was the pinkish sand of the beach,
with wet white shells gleaminig. The only noise was the
+ « soft patpat of the waves and"the faint clashings of the
palms as they moved their fronds in a mournful dance.

There is a monient between the light and the dark

. Wwhen all stops, like the mbdment before the applause in
a theatre. It is in that xﬁoment, as_endless, as all-encom-
passing as time itself, that my memory is crystallized. It
was then that I took leave of New Guinea.

We walked back. There, blazing with light, was the
mail-boat. “Everyone went on board, and there was a
great bustle and commotion of loading. ‘We made a merry
party at dinner i1t the crowded saloon. The captain was
a charming, urbane man, evidently serving on the New
Guinea run as a penance of some sort. He sported an
elaborate Cartier cigarette-case, a run of amusing stories,
and a fondness for Bols gin. Even after our recant cele-
brations in Sorong, we had what seemed like a palatial
dinner. Fred, Charis, Didie, the van der Goots, Harry,
all were in grand spirits. We laughed and joked and

afterwards sat out on the little deck and drank our coffee

and watched the lights of Sorong and the constant stream
of small boats hurrying back and forth with cargo. It was

just \_"hat we had Yone four months before, when the
cg};:}am had bi‘oughc some charts froms Makassar for the
iva. =

Then the whistle sounded and everyone went to the

stairs, an‘d with a wrench I realized that we had to shake
hands- with al} these people who had become as familiar
4 part of my life as the clothes 1 wore. The van der Goots

l‘zent down the stairs, and Harryy whio was going back to
amwa. Fred and Charis went down the stairs béund for
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another few months in Sainkedoek. Then Jusup and
Saban were shyly bowing and fingering their caps and
grinning. : : '
« “Tabek, Tuan?’ and lh};y are down the stairs. Now
they are all\\ust»blobs of white in a launch, gojng:back to -
Sorong. It seems very strange and hard to believe. For a
time, this business of going home seeins much more like
leaving home. The anchor chain is hauling up now. We
are turning in the tide? I glanced towards the captain,
leaning elegantly against the rail, puffing at his cigar.
“Have you ever been ashore in Sorong, captain?”
“Me? Good God, no. I never go ashore in these filthy

places.” s %
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From Sorong if takes ten days among the Moluccas to
reach Makassar, that thriving port at the southern tip of
Celebes. The seas of the Moluccas are almost endlessly
calm. The islands of the Molutcas are small, perfect
volcanic cones that rise steeply from the pale sea like
chickeni~sroquettes rearing out of a congealed cream
sauce. The days passed rapidly enough. I had my birds to
look after. At almost every small island port where we
stopped I managed to pick up something—a brilliant red
and green lory at Batjan; four cockatoos at Ambon.

We had good company on board. Didie was on her way
back to America via Makassar, wherc'she was to pick up
an American freighter. Then ther(was ‘Teddy Beets,
retiring after his service as assistant vesident at Manok-
wari. The captain, of course, was always amusing in a
bitter, cynical sort of way. At Tobelo we picked up a new
genus and .species, the American widow on her way
around the world to see life. Mrs. Nicholas was decidedly
amusing, one of those people who should always be travel-
ling on boats. She was sinall, with a face and figure that
were undoubedly the envy and despair of every Duich
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Mevrouw  who laid eyes on her. In her first half-hour on,
board she rocked the ship from stem to stern by having
~four Bols gins and telling us all the story of her, three
husbands. It was a wonderfu[ story. I¢ went,on and orf
“ © and succeeded in staying endlessly funny: Then she told
us the highlights of her trip so far. She started from the
beginning, the thirty simple little tmvellmg hats she had
<. bought at Bergdarf’s, the twelve pairs of travelling-shoes
» at Abercrombie's, the slips, the girdles—nothing seemed
to be left out. Then we had the procession of episodes,
all highly romantic, that had followed. There was the
“Week" at Taérmina, the “Episode” during the féte at
Cannes. There was poor Count So-and- 50, who_had been
so madly in love with her in Rome.

“Poor man, a terrible thing happened in Venice. He,
died!” e

We were all too spellbound to put, in “And no wonder.”

Two salesmen for cigarettes came on at Ternate. They
quickly fell under Mrs. Nicholas’s spell and mosigpolized
her table on the little deck, much to our relief. Mrs,
Nicholas was a good spender. We had difficulty paying
for our own drinks. That worried mother.

“I do think she’s amusing and all that,” she insisted,
“but I don’t want to be obligated to her.”

At Ternate there was a great calamity. The "tween
decks "of the ship Were full of Chinese merchants who
spent all their txmed)n board, going abdut from island to
island, selling their wares to the people who came out to
the ship. The mail-boat served partly as a travelling store.
My live birds and Eduardo and the echidna were down
there too, sandwiched into a corner of the deck space.
When 1 went below to feed tlie birds the morning that
we came into Ternate, there was'no sxgn of the echidna.
His box wassempty, although the lid was far up above
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the reach, of such a sluggish animal. So far as I could see,
there was no possible way that he could have got himself
out. The first mate was very sympathetic, being interested
in animals hims€lf. The ship was combed from bow to
stern, but the echidna had vanished. No one had’ seen it,
no one had noted its passing. Hot and dishevelled, we
repaired to the upper deck about eleven fora glass of beer.

“Found him yet?" asked the Laptairy, strolling over to
our table. He was very“cool in his silk shirt, shorts, and
polished Bond Street shoes.

“No. It seems incredible how he could have dis-
appeared.”

“I am gfraid thatsonly leaves the Chinese then.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

. "“"Well, of course, powdered echidna spines are just as
good an aphrodisiac as rhinoceros horn and much better
than deer horn. It should fetch nearly thirty guilders an
ounce.’

At sucira price, the fate of the echidna seemed obvious.

The next day we came to Buru. The island is locally
famous for a powerful and all-pervading distillate of the
local pine trees which is reputed to be successful in keep-
ing away mosquitoes. Even at some distance from the
main harbour, the strong smell of kayw putih is apparent.
Mrs. Nicholas had been waiting for ~n 0pportumty to
celebrate. This evidently was it. 4

“I want to have a big party and Wyen we can all go
ashore and see the local industry and all the quaint in-
habitants,” she cooed.

The two cigarette salesmen were enthusiastic.

Mrs. Nicholas ordered the lunch. It was as elaborate
as the resources of the mail-boat would allow. There was
a good deal of champagne. Our hostess appeared in a
flowered tea-gown with a parasol and a large-fHoppy hat of
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the type that English women wear at charity bazaarse
Zhe meal was very pleasant. As time wore on, everyon#
“lost any vague desire that they might have had 'to.go
ashore. I, for one, felt decidedly sleepy. Hoyever, Mrs.
" ° Nichola$ herself was adamant. At the end, she tsaid that

she was definitely going, even if we were all poor sports,

at which one of the cigarette salesmen volunteered to be
= her escort. - . e

We all crowded to the rail to bid her Godspeed. Laugh-
ing and joking, she swept down the stairs, managing her
parasol, her dark glasses, and her gloves with practised
grace. Even a faint hiccup went unnoticed in the general
commotion: At the foot of the stairs; the launch waited,
slightly out to one side. Mrs. Nicholas, still laughing,
peeping roguishly up at us from under her broad-
brimmed hat, kept right on going, straight offthe stairs
and into the limpid sea. There was a splash and then a
period of silence while the charity-bazaar hat went float-
ing gently away. Then the boat boys went irfes*action
and rescued Mrs. Nicholas. Everyone was very contrite
and full of offers of assistance, but Mrs. Nicholas, gallant
to the last, waved us all away with a dreamy smile. She
disappeared into the depths of her cabin and was seen no
more.

{\t Makassar the=e was nothing but hectic rush and con-
fusion. We saw ver}'-", little of that busy port, the biggest
east of Java. We sa’l good-bye to Didie'here, for she was
bour;]d for California on an American freighter. But
I::I:S}fil a:ﬁ‘ (I)uha(li e fr(?m Java. Our job was to
and onIY.the kind offiac 3 ma'!ana SISpLupon me iere

ces of a friend from the Nederland

line got me through the infinite dreariness and boredom
of the local Gristoms.
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. The next afternoon we sailed out of Makassar Harbour
on a fine i)ig steamer bound for Surabaja, one step nearér
home. The Sorong mail-boat was still there, looking a
little sced) in such grand c0mpany After all, she was very
small and vﬁry old. She had only looked bxg and oplendid
with candes about her, we realized suddenly. A tall figure
in pyjamas was strolling on the upper deck. Mother
waved, but the captain didn’t notice us, The ship’s band
was playing and crisply dressed people behind us, who
had never heard of Sorong or Papuans, were playing
bagatelle for drinks.

“I think we only dreamed New Gumezf said mother.

Perhaps, but belqw decks, the birds werecalling for

- )

supper.

L4
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CHAPTER XVI

FORTY-NINE DAYS TO BOSTON

s

'

W OW many birds does that make altogether?”
asked.mother.

“I figure eighty-seven in forty-two cages,” 1

replied. < . 6.
We were on the wharf in Surabaja. Alongside loomed
the eight-thousancf-ton bulk of the Talisse. She looked,
big, which was comforting, for it might be rough round

the Cape of Good Hopé. .
The customs men came along. They wore starched
white suits with white collars, white topis, and theie were

huge gold watchchains looped from buttonholes to breast

pockets. Their faces changed as they saw our pile of boxes.
“Name, please? Ah, Mr. Ripley, you are the zoologist
from New Guinea. And now you wish to return to

America? Fine,” and the customs men smiled cold, fishy

smiles. “You have permits?"

I had rcams.of pe its.
“Ah, yes, you h?a e permission to export birds of para-

dise, crowned pigeons, parrots, pheasants, and marabou
storks. But how about all these other birds? Surely there
are other kinds?” . .

“Bat I don't need permits for the others.”

Much shaking of heads artd many dubious glances
followed. Finally, grudgingly, “%And now you also have
many specimens in trunks for your museum in America?”

316
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“Yes, ,}'cs"—ar.ld all the bird specimens had to be

examined.
“These live birds, are they the property of the museum
‘also?” o o P i

“No, no~these are mine.” ;

“But how is that?” The customs men looked bewil-
dered. ]

I sat down. First I had tovpoin_,t out that my museums
work was finished; theri that I was keen about live birds; -
that birds from the Dutch East Indies were rare at home;
finally, that I had been urged by the museum to import
a few in order to eke out my modest salary. After several
painful hours tl;ere seemed to be nothing“more to be
said. The custoths men—Tlooking visibly disappointed, I

. thought—allowed us to proceed on board.

Mother bravely anticipated the worst on the Talisse.
The number of live birds had’increased by leaps and
bounds, until in Java we had to face the fact that not one
of the'big steamers would take eighty-seven birds in forty-
two cages. And so our tickets on a fast boat were ex-
changed for two passages on a freighter going round
South Africa—forty-nine days to the United States from
the tip end of the Dutch East Indies.

The Talisse was much like any other ten-year-old
freighter. Aft of the forecastle camg: a long deck with
hatches, then the abrupt white cliff’of the bridge, with

cabins beneath it. Between the bridye and the cluster of

engineers’ quarters amidships ’surroundmg the squat
black and buff funnel was a small deck with one hatch,
No. 3. Astern came more deck and more hatches, and
finally on the very stern, like a little wart, rose the 3ailors’
and petty officers’ quartefs.

Our cabins were below the bridge. Mother's was
labelled “Doktor” and was made colourful by being
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wedged between the steward’s office or “bar”; and the.
dmmg-saloon The Javanese boys who served as stewardﬁ

*spent most of their time squatting in a row outside her

door, with the result that her 511065 received hetter atten-
tion than they would have had on the QueenMary. i

My cabin was labelled “4th Officier.” At one of the
first meals I asked the captain why.

“Oh, yes, this boat was designed for a big staff, you
know. She used to do the Mecca’run.’

“The Mecca run?”

“Yes, taking Mohammedan pilgrims from Java to
Mecca. Ran twice a year. Could ship at least six hun-
dred betwecn decks. That is why No. § har"h deck is one
deck higher than the others. The others go nght through
under us, making one common deck. That gives shelter,.
and then we rigged canvas over the open port as well, so
we had space for all of them down there.”

“I suppose that explains all those little toilets down
there in odd corners.” -

“Yes, indeed. Saves wear and tear, you know."”

We sailed about five. The mass of coolies, shouting and
arrogant, who had taken over the ship in port, were gone.
Quiet hung over the harbour, glowing dully in the haze
of late afternoon. Now a few sleepy-looking Dutch sailors
tumbled out of their lairs where they had been lying up
during the day. T Liere were bell noises and rumblings
below, orders rangfout overhead, and“to the tune of a
few rich, round Rotterdam oaths we were off, threading
our way through the varied mass of shipping. -

A last cup of tea, and now to the birds.

“Bdosman,” 1 called.

“Ja, mein Heer.” The boatswain, short, squat, with red
face and grizzled hair, looked af if he had just stepped
out of a Bowery bar. Captain Scholl had produced him

-
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}vith the broad hint that maybe he could be tempted to
lend a hahd with the endless business of the bitds, scrap-
ing out cages and -washing them, lugging cages here and |
there,” piling them on top of each other or lashing them
down befory a storm. & {
“Could you help me now?"” ;
“Now?"” The boatswain looked surprised.

“Not now,” he said and moved off. I gathered that this

hour was sacred to the anchor chain. I did succeed in find-

ing out where the food storeroom was, and extracted a
promise from him to help clean out the cages in the
morning. -

The birds were all in a covered gangway that ran from
No. g hat¢h deckeaft along the wall of the engine-room
It was a quiet place for them. Only the deserted cabins
of the hospital ward opened off it, spotless now since the
departure of the last redolent pilgrim.

1 found the head S$teward, who led me to the store-
room, jangling his keys with conscious authority like the
prim chatelain that he was. I got out a big papaya melon,
some bananas and fish, all under his eagle eye. I had only
enough to last to Singapore, as he had told me that that
was the cheapest place to lay in Iy supplies. I was to
make out a list and give it to him and he would buy my

erishables along with his. It was good of him to un-

“bend like that, I thought, wondering;iow much his rake-

oft would be. - (._\ .
Even this first time, as I started down the long line of

piled-up cages, I began to wonder about the food. In the
dim light of the gangway, the wired fronts of the cages,
all sizes and shapes, packed in at all angles, looked like so
many gaping mouths down which food must be poured.
Would that two-by-foursstoreroom hold all the bananas,
punches of them, that I should need? Cl:ning up the

-r
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fish for the storks and herons, choppmg bananas and
melons®fér the paradise birds, parrots, and fruit- catms
pigeons, pouring out the grain for the ducks, pheasants,
peacocks, and jungle fowl, I was nagged by r;y thoughts.

- I almost grudged the birds the food as I gave it to thenr.

Some of the cages had sliding doors which had to be
lifted ever so littlein order to feed or water the birds.
At one of these there was a whirr, and a jungle-fowl hen
flew out and up to a beam, to teeter there looking down
at me. A jungle-fowl hen looks like nothmg so much as a
barnyard bantam, but by nature she is as shy and un-
approachable as the wildest pheasant. Focusing my flash-
light on hereyes, I was able to dazzle her just long enough
to make a wild jump for her legs as she?ook wing for the
open door. With the jungle fowl back in her box and the
birds all fed, I staggered up to change for supper. I was
late, of course, but fortanately Capmm Scholl had chosen
to eat on the bridge that evening.

In the two days of sailing towards Singapore we were
able to settle down into a sort of routine with the birds.
The boatswain appeared miraculously each morning to
wash out the cages for me. The head steward graciously
condescended to put my food out for me, for, of course,
the keys were sacrosanct. Mother and I found that we
could divide up the chore of feeding twice a day quite
easily. Mother, b‘r\\sk and efficient in her work-gloves,
would chop rcmfoy‘ements for me as L moved from cage
to cage. We hardiy had time to survey the calm, island-
bordered seas before we were at anchor again early one
morning far out in the Singapore roads. During the
breakfast the boatswain appeared.

“Dat haatlijk bird, she fly overboard!”

On_the deck the Javanese boys gbggled over the rail,
chattering like monkeys, whlle below the defiant little
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jungle fowl paddled about among the sampans, gathercd
at the ship’s stairs.

Panting, the boatswain sputtered that he had alrcady :
been out m‘a sampan with-2 boat-hook, but she swam (oo

well. X
“Boat-hook indeed!" I shouted and, swarmed down the

stairs into a sampan. At close yange, the little hen looked
» waterlogged as she bobbed up+and down in the clear
yellowish-green water. Maybe she wac tired or the boat-
hook hadn'’t agreed with her, for she was soon caught and
whisked back on board. P

At last I must surrender my food list to the head
steward. I felt as diffdent about it as a relief commission.
I know now what it is to feed starving, Armenians. After
all, forty-nine days is an awfully long time. Even the
steward wis slightly staggered.

“Two thousand baranas. T'wo thousand bananas?” he
repeated.

I noddéd firmly.
“One hundred and fifty large melons, two crates of

lettuce, eight hundred pounds of assorted grain, two hun-
dred pounds of meat, two hundred of fish, one five-gallon
tin of almonds,” and he looked up. “Is that all?”

“I can get the rest myself.”

The steward raised his hands ip“resignation, and
mother and I hailed a sampan. We (elt spruced- up and
slightly uncomfortable in our store clighes. Already life
on the Talisse was beginning to make us feel relaxed. As
we moved away from her, she looked rather squat and
comfortable, sitting there ringed round with a swarm of
barges and small boats—like a mother hen trying to
brood an impossibly alarge number of chicks, I thought,
picking up the first birdy metaphor that came to fnind.

Singapore Harbour was vary large and i1l of traffic.

Y
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I'I)::I:fc ;;“:‘Iz ci)h;);leband the waves d‘anced_a.s we slipped by
e .Pt;naﬁ oatstrom Batavia, Bfmsh coasters Tux-
L g 211; rench Messageries Maritimes, 'thc.

e ogx remen, the Akuno ?Wan;from Yoko-

i ’ancho ed ng Soang froxg Hongkong. Most of them
b rlck with surrounding swarms of bar.ges, but

= Chita wé ike thf: Schamho'rst and a P. & O. liner, the
o the’ir 5 crceké)assmg.on their l?rdly'way to the docks.

T wals)a}:;::xiicrs lolled, ftaring at us from the
5 g out a march.
I feel like@'_rugboat Annie,” mother said.
: At the dock we parted, mother into one rickshaw to
QOk for a hat to wear ashore at Boston, P to search the
bird shops. We were to meet at Raffles Hotel at eleven.

The Singapore bird stores are all in one street,
narrow arcaded place filled with huge red and %gold signs
and drifting crowds of people. Foed vendors patrol up
fiown, with large decorated food wagons stocked not with
ice-cream but rather eels, and varnished, vé‘ry' naked
ducks, and hundred-year-old eggs. At intervals in their
bargaining the bird-store men and their customers rush
out and feast on a curgied egg or two.

The stores are narrow corridor-like places lined with
cages and crates full of tame chickens and ducks and
pigeons. In the fimt one, I bought several quarts of ants’
eggs for my in;ect-)ting birds, and some wild ducks that
I saw in a cornerdbecause they seeméd half-starved. In
another, crowded and smelly, I was led up a filthy flight
of broken stairs to be shown a whole room full of pea-
c0Cks.\ Several gibbons, great swhite, mournful-eyed mon-
keys, crowded together in the corners and looked at me
reproachfully. I turned away delibgrately, realizing that
I had*no place for them in my menagerie. -

The last ¥ore, innocent:looking outside, was

nearly
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my und'voing The proprietor, a little, bald,«pet-bellied

*man in a pair of floppy cotfon drawers, ushered me tito

-

_ hiy emporium. Plgeons ta the left, chickens and ducks to

", the right, 111(1 an old cocktoo snarling overhead were the,

main ighabitants. But he promised more birds behind
and led me there with many nods and winks and grim-
aces. Behind was a sun-filled yard, gLn ing and hot, . lead-
ing to a tumble-down shed. =+ * 3

“I have a fine felldw in here,” he said, opening a door"
and ushering me in. After the brightness of the yard I
could see nothing. Then there was an efr-splitting roar,
and a full- -grown tiger appeared hurtling thzough the air.
I waitedy paraly;ed’ until he came up against some heavy
wire netting with a crash that rocked the shed from end
to end. But by this time I was in the air, leaping back-
wards to land miraculously on mpy feet on a long wooden
crate. As I landed, there was a rending noise and the top
gave way. Looking down, I found myself standmg on the
back of an enormous python which was coiled in the box.
All of this was too much for a birdman. I parted hastily
with my pot-bellied friend, and retreated to Raffles’ in a
shaken condition for some enuchmeeded stimulus.
Mother returned with Singapore’s finest in headgear, and
we recuperated through lunch.

In the afternoon, somewhat rec,vered, we went in
search of more birds. This time w¢_ visited a very grand
establishment run as a zoo, althougls everything was for
sale. The proprietor, a haughty chocolate-coloured gentle-
man, condescended sufficiently to show us his birds. It
was “all very much of a hobby, you know.” This seemed
only too true, for it was common gossip in Singapore that
the gentleman in qnesuon really made his money supply-
ing Emopem ‘governesses”—or so they are called—to
the various local sultans. - o
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The sun shone and the waves danced as we slipped by
Dutch K.P.M. boats from Batavia, British coasters rure-
" ning to Penang, a French Messagenes Maritimes, «the
Scharnhorst from Bremen, the Ahkuno Maru grom Yoko-
hama, ahd ¢he Ong Soang from Hongkony. Most of them
were anchored with surrounding swarms of barges, but
one or two, like the Scharnhorst and a P. & O. liner, the
Chitral, were passing.on their lordly way to the docks.
On their decks passengers lolled; Staring at us from the
rail. A band was blaring out a march.

“I feel like=T'ugboat Annie,” mother said.

At the dock we parted, mother into one rickshaw to
look for a nat to wear ashore at Bosto;x F to gearch the
bird shops. We were to meet at Raffles’ Hotel at eleven.

The Singapore bird stores are all in one street, 2
narrow arcaded place filled with huge red and gold signs
and drifting crowds of people. Food vendors patrol up
down, with large decorated food wagons stocked not with
ice-cream but rather eels, and varnished, véry naked
ducks, and hundred-year-old eggs. At intervals in their
bargaining the bird-store men and their customers rush
out and feast on a curgied egg or two.

The stores are narrow corridor-like places lined with
cages and crates full of tame chickens and ducks and
pigeons. In the firgt one, I bought several quarts of ants’
eggs for my in(sec:;;ting birds, and some wild ducks that
I saw in a corner/because they seemed half-starved. In
another, crowded and smelly, I was led up a filthy flight
of broken stairs to be shown a whole room full of pea-
cocks, Several gibbons, great ‘white, mournful-eyed mon-
keys, crowded together in the corners and looked at me
reproachfully. I turned away dehbqrately, realizing that
I had’'no place for them in my menagene :

The last sore, innocent-looking outside, was nearly
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* my undoing. The proprietor, a little, bald, - pot-bellied
*man in a pair of floppy cotton drawers, ushered me into

_ hiy emporium. ngeons tq the left, chickens and ducks to
. the right, °‘:md an old cocltoo snarling overhead were the_
main ighabitants. But he promised more birds behind
and led me there with many nods and winks and grim-
aces. Behind was a sun-filled yard, glarmg and hot, lead-
ing to a tumble-down shed. « - L

“I have a fine felldw in here,” he said, opening a door"
and ushering me in. After the brightness of the yard I
could see nothing. Then there was an edr-splitting roar,
and a full- -grown tiger appeared hurtling thyough the air.
I waitedy p*lmlyge(f until he came up against some heavy
wire netting with a crash that rocked the shed from end
to end. But by this time I was in the air, leaping back-
wards to land miraculously on gy feet on a long wooden
crate. As I landed, there was a rending noise and the top
gave way. Looking down, I found myself standmg on the
back of an enormous python which was coiled in the box.
All of this was too much for a birdman. I parted hastily
with my pot-bellied friend, and retreated to Raffles’ in a
shaken condition for some enuch-needed stimulus.
Mother returned with Singapore’s finest in headgear, and
we recuperated through lunch.

In the afternoon, somewhat rec,vered, we went in
search of more birds. This time w¢. visited a very grand
establishment run as a zoo, althougl.everythmg was for
sale. The proprietor, a haughty chocolate-coloured gentle-
man, condescended sufficiently to show us his birds. It
was “all very much of a hobby, you know.” This seemed
only too true, for it was common gossip in Singapore that
the gentleman in quesuon rcally made his money supply-
ing Emopean ‘governesses”—or so they are called—to
the various local sultans. - v

é
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Whatever his trade, I was able to rchcve him ef a king ©
bird of paradxsc a brilliant little crimson “money bird,"”®
and a pair of Palawan peacock pheasants arrayed in minfa-
_ture peacock tails and poin®d metallic crests Such.’
treasures as these are still almost unknown'in Amernca

Laden down with .our new possessions, we returned to
the Talisse. She had drawn in to one of the docks in the
‘meantime, and as dur taxi-bumped on to the pier we saw
“huge rubber pipes running over hef decks and down on
to the ground. 1 shuddered to think of my python, but it
was only palm il, two thousand seven hundred tons of
it, being piped aboard for a soap company m Boston.

There were other things going aboard, too. Astern the
after hatch, No. 6, was open and great bundles of bamboo
fishing-poles were being loaded on. There were also some
small, heavy packages which proved to be twenty“two tons
of tin. All this, together with what had come on in Java,
rice, bales of rubber, and boxes of birds, plus two people,
made up our cargo. We were too tired to do more than
put the new cages in anyhow and stumble through the
corridor briefly to make sure that all the birds were fed
and contented. At last 4 was able to drowse off to the
squeaky accompaniment of the deck winches and the
occasional hum of the coolies far down the deck.

The motion of thg boat woke me. I walked out on the
lower bridge. The:;?avas a pale moon between strings of
yellowish-tinted clovids. Little yellow waves lapped at the
sides of the boat. An arm of the outer jetty moved past
with a winking light on it and that was the last of Singa-
pore, the great roadstead behind us lit up with ten thou-
sand lights. A fresh breeze slapped playfully along the
ship. Its salt smell drove over us, sweeping out the stale
harbour odours. In forty-nine days, God willing, we
should be enté-ing Boston Harbour.
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s Mother and I relaxed into our routine on shipboard as *
seasily as if we had never been off a freighter. We never
get bored, although perl}aps it was the birds that saved

" us. Day i, day out, lifeowent on, punctuated only by
meals \yhioh were hardly a social function., The captaine /
and a few of the officers would file in with stiff smiles to

sit silently through mounds of soup, fish, and meat, inter-
spersed with boiled potatoes. We finally decided that wg
were spoken to so littte because it was taken for granted,
that we were just part of the cargo.

From eight-thirty till ten every mornigg the birds were
fed. Their cages had been cleaned By the boatswain
before breakfast, as a rule. At three-forty-five the second
feeding came. Y his lasted till tea-time. We had tea, the
same as morning coffee, on what we had come to consider
our own deck, No. 3 hatch amidships. Here were our
cane chairs under an awning. ‘The cages of birds were
put out to sun all about us, and often a favoured parrot
or perhaps one of the young cassowaries, grotesque
ostrich-like birds, would be allowed to have tea with us.
The cassowaries would squat down between our chairs
and solemly consume quantities of biscuits.

Many of the birds had grown very tame and were
allowed out of their cages to walk about and preen under
our watchful eyes. There was Augustus, a young horn-
bill, a rumpled, tawdry bird as big 4s a sr.nall turkey, with
an enormous bill and great staring vale eyes. He used to
follow us about everywhere on the deck, grunting com-
panionably. He moved in a series of hops, carefully timed
to coincide with every feurth step of whomever he was
following. In this way he kept at just’the right distance,
unless you stopped sgdﬂcnly, when he would catch up
and bump into you, dnly to retire a demi-hop, ruffle his
feathers, and look disgruntled. Augustus’y favourite' food
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was banana, of which he devoureg as much as he could »
until he had completely filled a pelican-like sac under hise
bill. At this point he could always be counted on to_sub-

side into a gentle doze. : » ¢ !

He never liked the cassowaries, who would @ccasionally
peck at him inquiringly, wondering perhaps if he was
edible. He was jealous also of my pet cockatoo, who was
continually being surprised and disgusted by Augustus’s
-appearance. x ‘e

The wilder birds, of course, could never be let out.
Once in a while there were accidents. A Bornean crested
fireback, a magnificent pheasant with brilliant metallic
purple plumige, simply bolted froms the cage _one day
while the boatswain and I were putting fvater in its cup.
The bird went overboard and headed astern with a burst
of tremendously strong winging flight. The boosman let
out a mighty string of “God verdoemen” and was incon-
solable until a bottle of beer was suggested. It was a day’s
sail west of Sumatra, and I silently prayed that thé bird
might reach the coast.

Usually after tea, there was a well-earned interval for
reading or writing. We had brought along a hodgepodge
of books and read enormf)usly, everything from the latest
James Hilton to Boswell’s Tour to the Hebrides. Mother
also caught up on I€r tapestry, something that she was
always w00 busy to ddyashore. I used to watch her on the
hatch in her deck clfair, so perfectly at* home while all
z.u'ound hung and swayed parrots, screaming and chatter-
ing on their perches, with ducks quacking contentedly in
their box in the sun, and Augustus, stuffed to repletion,

squattiiig at her feet. Now and then she would interrupt
her work to give more banana tc one or a spray of water
over the plumage of another, ¢ °

The food Question was becoming more and more in-
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sistent. Fruit began to rot. Some of the bananas that were
green to-begin with simply. turned black and squashy
instead of ripening. Thc‘ melons went mouldy after a-
“time. Thedast went overboard two weeks out from Singa-
pore. As oud supply began to dwindle, we were fitled with !
the haunting fear that we might run short.

By dinnertime the birds had beén shut up for the
night. After dinner there was often bridge. The captain,
and mother were the enthusiasts, the chief engineer and I
the passive partners. If our two opponents were any
criterion, the Dutch are the most cautioug players in the
world. Even my slow game was apparently too daring
for them, Ore memorable evening, as I was'being urged
to get a move ofl by mother, the captain leaned towards

_her and said gravely, “No, no—don’t hurry him,” and
- then deldberated with himself a full two minutes before
he made his play, a fwo-spot.

All this lasted until ten, although we seldom finished a
full rubber. Then came a final look at the birds and a
stroll about the ship if the moon was out.

One night we saw a moonbow. It was rather hot, and
we had walked up forward to watch the phosphorescence
in the water as the waves curled away in two even tum-
bling masses from the knife-like prow. The moon was up,
very full and bright, lighting a swaying path across the
water. Somewhere off abeam of us there hgd been a*squall,
for we suddenly saw the moonbow, 1 perfect arc of light
reaching across the sky to bury itselt'in the waves. One
edge was distinctly green, the other dark, perhaps purple,
and the centre paler than-all the rest.

Thirteen days out, and we were nearing Maddgascar.
We knew it because we woke one morning to hear the
hatches all being heavily battened down with wooden

wedges and extra lengths of line. 2
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“Oh yes,” the chief said at breakfast, “we are pff Madas
gascar, you know. It usually blows here.” And blow it did.

The wind came in gusts from the south-west. Thessea
was lashed into an angry series of great grey waves that
- hurtled at us continually. Water was everywkere, even in
the closed-off passage, where it sloshed back and forth
drearily among the bird cages. After two days of this,
_ there was a change among the birds. They lost their appe-
tites and sat crouched miserably, heads tucked. under
wings. It was much colder also, for as we went south in
June, we were coming into the southern hemisphere
winter. Fortunately, however, the palm oil, the all-impor-
tant part of'the cargo, had to be kept liqud by heating,
so that the “auxiliary freight” was ablé to benefit from
warm radiators. In spite of this, a parrot and two,
pheasants developed pneumonia, an invariably fatal
disease among birds. We seemed to spend most of our
time now hovering over the others, giving them frequent
doses of cod-liver oil. et

During the rough weather I saw my first albatross. It
was great fun to stand a while at the stern, clinging for
dear life to the rail. As the bow plunged head-on into a
wave, the stern would be lifted far up above the water
until the propeller itself was free and the whole boat
vibrating with its racing. Then down with a crash the
stern viould go, panyaking into a boiling mass of foam
which flooded the de k. At one of these raoments an enor-
mous wandering albatross came whirling down the trough
of a wave. It saw us, lifted effortlessly, and hung there for
a time without a visible motion. Its
the bird planed off in a vertical bank
smashed down into the next wave.

Fortl.mately the third day was ‘calmer. The sun came
out briefly an:d we aired the birds, They seemed to

survey completed,
to disappear as we
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Jpreathe anew, and tha’t night the pax‘adise birds were
actively calling for food. Mother had evolved for them
a hanana sandwich, a strip of fruit covered with a la};er ;
of ants’ eggs. For the last t\{p days they had hardly touched
this tempting caffair, but now, as mother fastidiously
buttered’ the fruit (as if with pité), the birds eyed her
greedily and gobbled up the whole mess, banana and all.
Even the strange fierce blue-black cockatoos from New,
Guinea, who ate onlysatmonds, stamppd up and down in «
their cages raising their long crests and calling with rusty-
pulley voices for more. The marabou stogks, whose long
bills weresa constant menace to passers-by, jabbed at us
through the shats of sheir cage more fiercely (hat evening,
hoping possibly for a little variation from their fish diet.
_ Luckily there was plenty of fish and almonds, but the
constant drain of rotten bananas was quickly lowering our
fruit reserve. ; 3

The following day was wonderfully calm. In fact, if
we had been able to foresee the rest of the trip, we could
have taken off the rope lashings which fastened the cages
to the walls then and there. Our progression round the
Cape and through the length of the Atlantic was attended
with millpond weather. It was just two weeks after losing
sight of the Dutch East Indies that we had our first
glimpse of the South African coast. We were glad then
especially for the weather. We sit out wrapped in
blankets and watched the sea birds' and Alrica, a thin
bleak line of sandy cliffs dotted with occasional light-
houses. :

Birds were everywhere around the boat. The biggest
were the albatrosses. They would sail by calmly oh out-
stretched pinions, tw_yisting their heads to watch us as they
passed. There were petr\els, too, and gannets, sheanvatgrs,
terns, and even a few gulls diving and swQoping in our
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wake. The commonest of all the birds, however were the
skuas, great brown pirate gulls whose habit is never te
“catch fish for themselves, always to steal it from we?-ker
birds. ~ 0 ‘

In the middle of this sudden excitement of birds cvery-
where, the motor stopped. It was just before lunch. Cap-
tain Scholl said it might be several hours before we got

- started again. This gave me an inspiration. I remembered
- the boatswain's telling about fishirsg for albatrosses from
a sailing-boat when it was becalmed.

He proved to be very enthusiastic, as was one of the
cooks who had an extra supply of fishing-line: Soon the
three of us“were trolling off the stem, out' hogks baited
with meat from the galley. I was rathér dubious about
the hook, but my companions waxed voluble on the.
subject. .

“If de bird svallow de€ hook, joost cut de line,” the boos-
man said solemnly. “Acid in stomach eats up de hook. I
know it,” and he nodded his head vigorously. “De acid
vill eat a hole in a carpet.”

The scene was wild and strange. There was a clear blue
sky which melted imperceptibly into the clear blue sea.
The surface of the water was a polished mirror which
heaved in long, even undulations, gently, so that the
motion of the boat was like a slow-rocking cradle. Lines
of dazzling white g:}mets flew by with military precision.
There were a few scals asleep on their backs, their flippers
stuck in the airat an uncomfortable angle. Masses of gulls
and terns wheeled about us, so clean-looking, so incon-
gruously waiting for garbage: None of these birds, how-
ever, not even the albatrosses, paid any attention to our
bait. For this I was secretly glad.

Later, perhaps because there seemed to be no garbage
forthcoming, . two skuas dipped down to the water,
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alighted, and came swnmmmg up to inspect our bait. All
at, once we were on edge. I didn’t mind the thought of
catcking these fierce creatures. One of them mcuthed my
Bait a littlesand then suddenly began to shake his head.
I ‘pullcd tentatively and he swam along. I pulled harder,

the cook cheered, and up he came, strugglmg and shriek-
ing his disapproval. Donning gloves, we seized him, let-
ting him bite one hand so that his head could be held.

His wings buffeted usiercely and with amazing power.
Fortunately, the hook was only lightly caught in the
corner of his bill. The cook in the meantime had turned
back to histline. Now we heard him shout. The other
skua had caught ong of his feet in the long“straggling
line. He too was Hauled up, and so in a twinkling, I had
two ferocious skuas in a pair of empty cages alongside
No. g hateh.

In a day or so they calmed déwn and began to eat
quantities of my iced fish. To-day these wild Antarctic
birds can‘be seen trotting about calmly in a grassed en-
closure in the New York Zoo. They are the first of their
kind ever to reach the United States alive.

The skuas had timed their appearance well. We had
barely put them in their boxes when the engine started
and the Talisse was off once more, leaving behind forever
that strange, calm spot of ocean with its curious assort-
ment of birds. .

Next day we were off the Cape. \«\e could see Table
Mountain and the bay where Cape Town was. Leaning
over the rail, mother and I found ourselves thinking
about bananas rather than-the view, wondering if they
had good ones in South ‘Africa; but the boat churnéd on
steadily, turning into the South Atlantic, and we never
found out. .

As the weather became warmer again,grour former
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routine, interrupted since Madagascar, was renewesl.
~£veryrdaﬁy there was the same airing; Augustus would sit
in the sun stretching his wings, the cassowaries, would
gambol awkardly about us, and the ceckatoo perched on
my chzir would whisper his new word, “hetlo,"” over and
over into my ear. But every day there were fewer
bananas.-At last I tried out some canned pears that I had
bought in case .of cmqréency. Unfortunately, though,
nofie of the birds, except Augustusthe omnivorous, would
touch them. It became more important than ever that
the bananas should hold out. For a while there was a
chance that we might put in at Dakar on the West Afri-
can coast<for water, but as the days passed and we
ploughed steadily northwards, we realized that there was
nothing for it but to make our dwindling supplies last
out. o

On we went, past St. Helena with its stark red cliffs,
Ascension, a blur on the horizon, and finally a small
freighter, wallowing across our wake on the Brazil-Dakar
route. We were really getting north. The next evening,
for the first time in nearly two years, I saw the Big Dipper
right side up, and at that the trip seemed nearly over.
But there were a few more excitements in store.

One morning there came a great knocking at my cabin
door. It was the boatswain. Again a haatlijk bird had
escaped, this time an argus pheasant, one of my most
valuable birds. : :

We rushed headlong down the companionway and
then to the forward deck. There among the winches and
the tackle stood my argus, az unconcerned as if he were
in thee jungles of Sumatra, carefully preening his gorgeous
feathers. He saw us and started forward, carefully picking
his way over coils of wire cable. Would he fly? He had all
the wide expanse of the Atlantic to choose from. Appar-
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eatly fot..Some fortunate instinct urged him into the
- inviting black hole of the ship’s brig, which stood open
undey the%:ecasde head. We closed in on him then and
seized him ih a corner. In hig struggles, he let off a great
shower of feathers, some of the best of which mathér care-
fully preserved and later had made into a hat for herself.
And now as we neared America, in July 1938, we were
. *filled with conflicting thoughts. Looking about us as we
had tea‘on No. g hat¢h, watching Svsie, the red 10Ty,
taking her bath so vigorously in a tin basin, looking on
as the male twelve-wired bird of paradise,fed his mate
ants’ eggs through the bars of her adjoining cage, W€
began to dread” go'i.ng°ashore, and yet we longed for fresh
bananas. And now it would be to-morrow.

. Near sunset we sighted Cape Cod. There was a cool
offshore bleeze blowing, through which we distinctly
smelt pine trees. Thessun set in a red haze which lit up
all the clouds in the sky with a suffused pinkness. And
then a curious thing happened. As the light on the clouds
became dimmer, we saw great shafts of paler light streak-
ing down from the farther side like giant searchlights. A
few more minutes, and, as the aftgrglow died at last, the
moon broke through the clouds. It was a stranger sunset
by far than any I had ever seen in the Dutch East Indies.

The next day we were in Boston. It was July the 14th,
and cold and drizzly. The steward handegl me the last
punch of bananas litting forlornly in a basin. They were
black and squashy. 1 returned them with thanks and went
up on deck. Twanging familiar voices issued from the

dining-saloon. Yes, there were the quarantine men. They
looked at us with surprise and amazement as if won ering
how we could travel -all _th'is way on a “furrin’’ freighter,
particularly' mother, now very smart in her going-ashore

clothes. : E
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“How are the bananas in Bdston this seasorf?" she
asked. The quarantine men looked mutely at each other.
Evidently- they realized now that we were quite mad. g

It was the little jungle fowl's turfi to célebrate our
arrival®at the dock in Boston by flying overboard for the
third and last time. One of the ship’s apprentices from
the engine-room vc;luntee(ed to jump in after her out of
shéer gallantry, and so she was rescued and wrapped in a
blaiiket and fed brandy until sliestopped shivefing and
staggered to her feet again. Now she lives safely in a
roomy pen in Florida, busied, I suppose, about her
domestic affairs and quite oblivious of her dips in three
oceans. . Taed

“Bananas!” we cried to the chubbyg Greek proprietor
of a nearby fruit-siore, and a whole taxicab full of brighs-
yellow, firm, luscious fruit was loaded back on the Talisse.
We were as ecstatic about those -bananas as the most
ardent advertising man, and so, we noticed, were the
birds. They must have smelt Boston and the land at
last, for the chorus of voices had reached the proportions
of an uproar as we neared the gangway. As we slit open
the fruit for the last time on the boat, the parrots did
aerial evolutions on their perches, the little bright crim-
son king bird of paradise leaped from bar to bar of his
cage with the speed of a winking light, the ducks pattered
up arid down in their box, the storks jabbed, the herons
stabbed, and even”Augustus began croaking happily. We
were home at last, and the long, perilous trip was over.

“Except for the bananas, you know,” mother said
slowly, “I shouldn’t mind at all just turning around and
sailing somewhere else all over again,”

. Aadt"

B—— . .oy —
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