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Both are wearing chmoat loincloths. The lad in the tree tiger-skin is
carrying a head in its wrappings. The other is armed with a sumpitan.
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FOREWORD

HFE. stories in this book are intended to record
the lighter side of life in the tropics. They
have one virtue, that of accuracy in substance.

The photographs are reproductions from a collec-
tion which was started in my first month in Borneo,
and is still growing. My own efforts contributed to
the collection, but the bulk of it is the result of im-
portunity and the kindliness of fellow-photographers.
In cases where I am certain of the origin of a
photograph, I have made acknowledgment; in
others, a faulty memory, and not discourtesy, must
be my excuse for the omission. In all cases I
tender my deepest gratitude. C. B.
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TWENTY YEARS IN BORNEO

CHAPTER I
JOURNEY TO SINGAPORE—ARRIVAL AT SANDAKAN

OWARDS the end of 1901 I heard casually
L. that there was a vacancy for an officer in the

" Armed Constabulary of North Borneo. My career

up to this time had included a year serving articles
in a solicitor’s office, some months variously em-
ployed in Canada as a ‘‘ chore-boy *” on a farm, as
a cook in a lumber camp and as a paper-seller on a
train, and, finally, some six months as articled clerk
to an accountant. I had, it is true, been a member
of the Rugby School Cadet Corps and had held a
commission for a year in a volunteer battalion of
the Royal Fusiliers, but the sum total does not sound
like very adequate preparation for the profession of
arms. However, nothing venture nothing have, and
in October, 1901,1 presented myself before the Court
of Directors of the British North Borneo Company
and was shipped off within a fortnight, nominally
as a *‘ general utility ’* cadet in the Company’s ser-
vice, but actually destined for duty_ with the Con-
stabulary of the State of North Borneo.



Twenty Years in Borneo

The intervening fortnight was spent in a hectic
chase for funds to pay my passage-money, the collec-
tion of a very moderate amount of kit, and the
acquisition of a vague idea of the whereabouts of
Borneo. The geography of Biblical Palestine and of
the Greece and Ttaly of the classics had been
drummed into me at school, but I was not very clear
whether one proceeded east or west to find Borneo.
I was, it was pleasant to find, not alone in my ignor-
ance. A friend, on the eve of my departure, sent me
a letter of introduction to a cousin of his resident in
Buenos Ayres and wished me all good fortune in my
new life in South America. I kept the letter for a
long time, hoping that some day ¥ might be able to
present: it.

There were five of us being dispatehed to Borneo,
and in due course we forgathered at Southampton,
only to be told that the good ship Prinz Heinrich of
the North German Lloyd line was two days late.
This, as far as I was concerned, was a blow, as in the
state of my finances two days at an hotel was likely
to create a deficit. My spirits rose when the N.D.L.
agent assured us that his company would foot the
bill, everything, he emphasized, except drinks. I
had a lively ten minutes with him at the end of our
stay when he demurred at the entry in my bill for
baths. 1 assured him that baths were an integral
part of my board and lodging, that he had undertaken
to pay for everything except drinks, and that, on my
honour, I had washed in and had not drunk these
baths.

In due course we boarded the Prinz Heinrich and
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Fastward Bound

set out by sea on our month’s voyage to Singa-
pore. The trip was not devoid of incident, including
a heavy blow in the Gulf of Lyons which we heard
had shifted our cargo a bit, a_fire, and finally a duel
between two ardent Teutons who coveted the atten-
tions of a lady in the third class proceeding to
Shanghai to serve as barmaid. Our small party was
more or less under the tutelage of the German Vice-
Consul for North Borneo, a rotund little gentleman,
almost commonplace in mufti, but more than awe-
inspiring in his official rig. He owned an agency
business in Sandakan, the capital of North Borneo,
and had just sold out to Behn Meyer, the eastern
representatives of the N.D.L. and one of the biggest
firms 1n Singapore.

- After our recent disagreement with the ¥lun it is
not fashionable to sound his praises too loudly, but
anyone who has travelled, even second class, on an
N.D:1.. ship finds himself comparing the attention,
treatment and accommodation in no unfavourable
light with that afforded him on other lines. The long
list of werboten things, most of which were more or
less punctihously enforced on our fellow-passengers,
was on this and every other voyage I have made by
that line a dead letter as far as the small community
of Britishers was concerned. We used the first-class
deck with fair frequency, we had our own table
reserved for us in the smoking-room, and we kept
that haven open almost as late as we wanted. Con-
trast that with some of the red-tape, take-it-or-leave-
it and get-out-and-walk attitude on some lines, and

one 1s inclined to agree with an Irishman who prayed
3



Twenty Years in Borneo

earnestly at the beginning of the war for two Ger-
mans to be left alive, one to run the North German
Lloyd and the other to keep an hotel in Singapore.
Contrast it with the attitude nowadays of the skipper
of a small coasting steamer under the British flag who
resents actively and in well-chosen nautical terms a
stray cigarette-ash on his deck, who turns off the
electric light and the fans at 11 p.m., and whose fiat
closes the bar at hours when the ordinary human
-yearns to quench a tropical thirst.
Talking of Huns, we had on board a score or so of
German lay brothers who were gaing to German New
" Guinea to take up missionary work. They were, as
they admitted frankly, of no high origin, but they
were real good fellows who were earnest but unobtru-
sive Christians. They spoke very little English, but
I managed with my equally broken German to get
on with them conversationally. They were allowed
as pocket-money one mark a week, and though we
were not overburdened with cash, it was a pleasure
occasionally to get three or four of them together and
treat them to a pot of the excellent German lager on
tap. Fhey appreciated it so thoroughly and were so
sincere in_their thanks that one could not grudge the
drain it caused on one’s fast vanishing cash. They
sang folk songs most charmingly, and we were very
touched when, a day or two before we arrived in
Singapore, they clubbed some of their exiguous
pocket-money, stood us each a glass of beer and gave
us a charming concert of part-singing.
The whole atmosphere about these men was a

welcome and refreshing contrast to the bigoted
4

- Singapore

narrow-mindedness of the band of British missionaries
on hoard, who looked askance at any sort of amuse-
ment and finally sent in to the captain a formal pro-
test against music and dancing on deck in the evening
on the grounds that it interfered with their singing
of hymns. The captain was firm and was just. He
refused to interfere, and pointed out that both parties
were, within reason and up to the authorized hours,
entitled to make the noises that pleased them. He
added, unofficially, his personal request to the danc-
ing people to make a point of dancing every night,
and arranged for a nightly supper of sandwiches and
salads to mark his encouragement. Yt was, one

-hoped, a lesson to these busybodies to live and let

live.

We at long last arrived in Singapore a few days
before Christmas to find that the connecting boat to
Borneo had just sailed and that we had about a fort--
night to wait. It was a gloomy prospect. Finances
were low, it rained incessantly, and we knew no one.
It seemed likely to be a merry Christmas.

Even nowadays Singapore is not the place one
would select for a fortnight’s sojourn, though electrie
light, cinemas and improved hotels have made life
more tolerable in the town, while motors and the rail-
way have made it easier to relieve the monotony by
taking trips to pastures new. To people raw from
England, without a friend and almost penniless, it
was in 1901 a dismal introduction to the Rast.

As far as I was concerned the deus ex machina
worked his miracle, and in the middle of a more than
depressing game of billiards in a rather squalid hotel

5



Twenty Years in Borneo

an entirely strange man, to whom friends of mine
had written, descended on the hotel in a gharry and
wafted me to a most cheerful bachelor mess. in the
Tanglin suburb of Singapore. I felt a certain sense
of guilt in deserting my fellow-transportees, but
abstinence on my part would have done them little
good, and I succumbed to temptation. It was a
cheerful mess, but as some of the members of it have
since achieved considerable distinction, I will be
discreet and proceed to Borneo.

We accomplished this part of the journey on a
craft called the Chieng Mai, which was running a
special trip largely for the benefit of our litile Vice-
Consul to enable him to hand over his business on the
first of January. The voyage interested us little.
The Chieng Mai rolled, she pitched, she stank to
heaven ; she had iron decks, and she was full of coolies
and cockroaches. Her only grace was that she
delivered us safely at our destination, Sandakan.

With the exception of Victoria, the capital of
the little island colony of Labuan, Sandakan was the
first small eastern town we had seen, and we were
all early on deck to get the first sight of our future
home. The entrance to Sandakan Harbour has often
been described, but there is no doubt that the sheer
sandstone cliffs on the north side, with their mauves
and their pinks contrasting with the green of the
jungle erowning them, are very impressive and fully
deserve all that has been sald of them. We were,
however, more interested in the town. In those days
a gaunt three-storied building was the first to meet
one’s eye, standing alone near the small cape which

6

Arrival at Sandakan

hid the rest of the town. This striking erection was
the main prison of the State, a rather chilling intro-
duction to a new country. Nowadays the immigrant
is not subject to the same depressing shock, as the
lunatic asylum has been built nearer to the mouth of
the harbour and so leads up to the crescendo of the
gaol.

A straggling wooden wharf led to the Chinese
town, most of which was built up on piles over a
mud flat, the source at low tide of a most striking
combination of smells. Behind, on terraces cut out
of the steep hillsides, were the bungalows of the
Europeans, not uncomely a2t a distance by day with
their thatched roofs among the tropical foliage and
at night a sparkle of lights. Government House
stood out on the promontory which formed the other
horn of the crescent of hills enclosing the compara-
tively flat land on which stood the shops and a

- recreation ground. N

Whatever one did and wherever one went in
Sandakan there was always a hill to be negotiated,
and 2 tound of afternoon calls was an undertaking
which one regarded with some dread. There was
one point of vantage whence it was possible to get a
clear view of the tennis club grounds three hundred
feet below one. 'There we used to halt on our after-
noon rides, and after noting carefully the ladies who
were watching or playing tennis, it was a simple
matter to trot round to their various bungalows and
with adequate expressions of regret at their absence
drop the necessary cards. For this sort of calling any
kit served, and one was saved an undue wear and

1




Twenty Years in Borneo

tear of ome’s stock of linen collars and European
clothes.

The social amusements were riding parties, bath-
ing-picrics and dinners. Bridge was hardly known,
and the supply of ladies was hardly sufficient for a
dance. We youngsters played a good deal of foot-
ball, in which natives, Indians and Chinese took part,
while cricket matches were fairly frequent. The
community was small and held together well, though
at times one suddenly realized that one lady was
not “‘playing speaks’ with amother and one
had to walk warily to ensure one’s position as a
neutral. )

Sandakan was then the capital of the State, and
was also the headquarters of the constabulary, to
which, as anticipated, I was posted as ¢ cadet
attached.”” The commandant and the sub-command-
ant were my immediate superiors, but the former
proceceded almost immediately on leave and the
latter reigned in his stead. After cautious inquiries
as to my knowledge of drill, I was directed to take
the next morning’s parade and told that I was
billeted in & mess of junior Government officers, over-
looking the barracks and harbour and situated at a
discreet distance from the residential part of the
town.

The mess was a cheery little commonwealth, con-
sisting of four and sometimes five members under a
president. The president was just sufficiently senior
to the rank and file to give him a modicum of
authority without making him an autocrat. The
rules were few and simple :

g
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The Juniors’ Mess

1. Provide your own liquor.

2. Be punctual at meals or starve.

3. No credit.

We had a common dining-sitting-room, and each

a bedroom and private veranda. It was an ideal
arrangement under the circumstances, and was prob-
ably the only way to make our scanty pay (£11)
suffice. It kept us together and, incidentally, kept
us—the more or less noisy and riotous element in the
small European community—out of sight and hear-
ing of the rest. We each managed to keep a pony,

were members of the club, and generally took a

small part in the social and athletie world.

The total ages of the four permanent members -
of the mess were under a hundred years, but at one
chance moment temporary absences from the State
raised each of us to the acting rank of head of a
department. The chance was not to be missed. We
stole a pole from somewhere, and forthwitl flaunted
a banmer with the strange device H.O.D.M. The
first fly to walk into our trap was an elderly, rather
supercilious district officer whom none of us liked.
He had come to pay the mess a formal but rather
patronizing call, and in consequence pretended to be
rather shocked to find us, as usual, in sarongs, the
négligé of the tropics. e thawed over a cup of tea,
and was moved to inquire what our flag meant.
There was quite a competition to explain that they
were the initials of the ¢ Heads of Departments
Mess.”’

The absence of the acting-commandant on busi-
ness in Singapore and the fact that the only other

9



Twenty Years in Borneo

§ubaltern was stationed on the other coast left me
m charge of the constabulary. I had bheen in the
co.untry only a couple of months, and my Malay was
stEll a very sketchy performance. My only com-
mssioned assistant at headquarters was the Sikh
Jemadhar. Our mutual efforts to communicate with
one another in a tongue foreign to both of us must
bave been amusing, but did not tend to accelerate
the work of the department. We had at times to
fzall in the Chinese chief clerk, who spoke, of course,
in addition to his own and other dialects of Chinese,
both English and Malay, to act as intermediary and
to cut the Gordian knot in which we were involved.

’I_‘h.e inaugurstion of my command was not very
auspicious. The office was approached by a narrow
foot-track, and the office guard had to perform its
ceremonial welecomes to.the commandant on a patch
of grass alongside the path at the foot of the office
steps. 1 had forgotten the heights to which the
absence of the C.0. had carried me, and, riding up
to tl}e office the first morning after his departure, I
was just loosening my grip on the saddle preparatory
to dismounting, when the guard blared forth into the
full ritual of *‘ the present,’”” complete with noise on
the bugle. This effusive and unaccustomed welcome
so upset my mount that he shied over the edge of the
path and deposited me in a recumbent position on
the grass immediately in front of the guard. The
_whole episode was a credit to the discipline of the
force. A smile would have been resented, while a
broad grin would have been only a very natural
expression of emotion. The bugler finished his litte

10

Coronation Celebrations

tune and the guard returned to the *‘ order > with-

out even a tremor on any face, and then the sergeant
advanced to assist his C.O. to a more dignified
attitude. It was a painful incident at the moment,
and my steed ever after regarded these demonstra-
tions by the guard with the gravest suspicion. In
fact, before the acting commandant returned to duty
it became quite impossible to get the beast to
approach the office. )

_ We were wise enough to attempt no entertaining
at the mess. Qur cuisine and attendance were of the
homeliest. The only approach to the mess was by a
narrow and very slippery path round a sheer ciiff
eighty or ninety feet high. We came to the con-
clusion that our prospective guests and our pockets
would be better pleased if we refrained. We made,
however, an exception at the time of King Edward’s
eoronation, when we burst out into a banquet fo

“which we bade all the local society. Everyone accepted

and everyone came. It rained inh torrents, but even
the ladies manfully climbed to our hermitage, possibly
moved to do so by curiosity as to the truth or other-
wise of the whispered stories of the households of
some of the members. The only recusant was the
jovial sub-commandant, who, arriving late for the
feast, was unhorsed half-way up the hill by a salvo
“of rockets with which dinner was announced. He
was very peevish about it, and retired in high dudgeon
to take his dinner at the club out of a glass.

Even now I blush fo remember that dinner. We
had gathered together a miscellaneous collection of
servants, and, as was the custom in those days, every

11
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guest brought his own butler. It is always the case
when there is a crowd of ‘‘ boys’’ that each waits
for the other to make a move, and then the force of
example fires them all at the same moment. The
result is a series of spasms. Two courses are hurled
on to the table practically simultaneously, and there
is then a deadly hiatus, followed by another °‘ mad
minute >’ of two or more lots of food. Our guests
were 2ll people with real homes, aceustomed to decent.
meals decently served, but they took it all in excellent
part and were very merry and cheery. My partner

elected to drink claret and water. It was poured ouf

for her, but was ‘‘ rather strong,”” and so further

dilution was ordered. She still complained, and
again and again the butler watered the priceless vint-
age. About the fourth time, when the mixture had
become a very ansemic pink-and yet was too strong,
a horrible thought struck me, and I seized the carafe
containing the alleged water. Gin! Pure gin!

The meal ended, and our guests departed thank-
ing us profusely (and, I believe, quite sincerely) for
a “jolly dinner.” It was certainly amusing and a
change for most of them from the respectable
banquets to which they were accustomed.

Our mess dissolved at the end of 1902 when three
of the members departed to out-stations. Efforts
were made later to start other cadets’ messes, but
one and all fizzled out. Their failure seems to have
been due to incompatibility of temperament on the
part of the inmates and to an apparent inability to
agree on any code of rules, even one as simple as
ours. It was a pity, because there are undoubted

12

A Sikh Linguist

advantages in these congeries for beginners in the
Fast, pecuniary and otherwise.

However, to restime my tale, I was ordered to
take a parade, and at the usual grisly hour of 6 a.m.
I started down towards the barracks. My descent
was one of trepidation. The parlously slippery path
did not tend to equanimity, but that was not the
worst. I was very conscious of knowing no Malay,
and T was not certain whether my English words
of command would ‘‘go.”” However, having
recently been through a course at Chelsea, I put on
a chest and swung on to parade like a Guards R.5. M.
to find myself in front of a mixed company of Sikhs,
Pathans, Dyaks, and Malays. My first three words
of command got there all right, but the fourth
missed, and in three seconds I was in command of a
parade that was thoroughly ‘¢ clubbed.”” As I racked
my brains for the easiest method of restoring equili-
brium I heard a long and fluent speech in an unknown
tongue, punctuated at very frequent intervals by the
adjuration “*bluddi pool’ (£’ and “p’’ are
almost interchangeable to most Orientals), and, hey
presto ! my company reformed. 1 felt that here was
one person, at any rate, with whom I shared part
of a common dialect, and I investigated. I found
a very tubby Sikh, who in his many years’ service
had won his way to the rank of jemadhar, and during
the process had acquired 2 certain amount of English.
T do not wish to characterize the English form of the
phrase he used as anything but personal abuse of the
coarser sort, but its use was in some ways a tribute
to our language. No Oriental language seems to have

13
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any reasonable expletive, and all nationalities seem
to fall back on the English cuss when they want to
give way to refined passion. You ean, in the Eastern
tongues which Natha Singh knew, call 2 man s
““ beast,”” ““ pig,”” or “ naughty fellow,’” hut having
done so you are mot much better off. At any rate,
I always found him addicted to a fluent use of the
expressions he had acquired after years of contact
with Englishmen in the perils and tribulations of the
tropics.

This and one other parade, some six months later,
remain in my memory. The sub-commandant was
a whale for ceremonial. I, of coarser clay, was all
for making the men sweat across country. 1 had
marched them out early one morning some four miles,
detached an opposing rearguard force, and proposed
to fight my way back to barracks with the rest, of
the company. I spent half an hour explaining the
scheme, set out my * point,” connecting files,
advanced guard, all according to Cocker, and sounded
the ““ advance.”” We had hardly started when up
rode *“ Raffles ** on his patient little pony and asked :
*“ Where is the band?”” T told him that they were
acting stretcher-bearers in the rear of the columnm.
To my horror he sent for them, put them in front
of my point, and made them play us back to barracks.
Luckily, the enemy were gentlemen, and did not
snipe us. It was certainly magnifiqgue, but by no
means le guerre.

Raffles was an incomparable host. His house
was always ‘“ open,’’ and always full of guests and

food and drink. He loved them all, and was happier
14

An Execution

when entertaining than at any other time. He was
fortunate in his household staff. I have often par-
taken of one of his famous Sunday eurry tiffins, and,
walking down to the club with him after tea, heard
him tell his boy: *“ Two only to dinner at eight
o’clock.”” 'We have arrived back at nine, or even
ten, with four, six or eight others, to find in ten
minutes a perfectly cooked dinner ready for every-
one, including probably a mutton chop, more than
a luxury in those days. )

Shortly after my arrival T was ordered to take
charge, for the first time but by no means the last,
of the picket on duty at an execution. These
functions used to take place at 6.80 2.m., not a
pleasant time to have to watch the blotting-out of a
fellow human. On this occasion the wretched man,
who had been sentenced for a most brutal and cold-
blooded murder, struggled and sereamed every step
of his way from the condemned cell at the top of
the building on to the very drop. It was a hot
morning, and inside the high walls of the yard there
was not a breath of wind. I do not know whether
it was that or whether it was the effect of watching
the furious and revolting struggle between the con-
demned man and a posse of warders, but five of the
picket, great stalwart Sikhs and Pathans, fainted and
had to be carried out. Fach casualty involved two
of his comrades to lift him and one to carry the rifles
of all three. At one time I began to wonder whether
I should in the end be left alone in my glory.

The nauseating business ended at last, and the
man was carried up the steps of the scaffold appar-

15



Twenty Years in Borneo

ently exhausted. The ‘“drop’ in those primitive
days was manipulated by a party of prisoners, tailed
on at the end of a rope, pulling away the supports.
The noose was on the man’s neck and two warders
were holding him up when he made one last despair-
ing-effort. The word, however, had been given, and
the struggle was cut short by death. One of the
warders holding him lost his balance and went down
with the body, but was not hurt.

¥ found that the only way to stomach these pro-
ceedings was to read the notes of the case. The
extreme penalty was never inflicted except in circum-
stances of really brutal homicide or of murder by a
rebel. It was a moral support to one to realize that
the punishment was fully merited, but it did not make
an unpleasant duty even tolerable.

This was the only instanee within my experience
when a real fight for life took place. The Malayan
races have a horror of any display of emotion, and
that, combined with the fatalistic sentiment of the
East, particularly among Moslems, usually leads them
to meet death without bravado, but coolly and
calmly.

I was partly in charge of the civil police duties in
the town, and at one time was specially delegated to
investigate a series of losses in the post office. After
some trouble we traced the mischief to one of the
clerks in the office, and on arresting him and search-
ing his quarters we found hundreds of letters which
he had abstracted. The ladies of Sandakan were as
prone as ladies are said to be elsewhere to communi-
cate nutty little hits of gossip to their friends, and

16

A Delicate Matter

it was amusing to be tackled on the tennis lawn and
elsewhere by some of the reputedly most energetic
scandalmongers with anxious inguiries, first, whether
I should have to peruse the letters found, and,
secondly, whether they would also be presented in
court at the hearing of the case and read out publicly
in evidence. 1 caused a lot of consternation and not
a little anxiety by saying casually that of course I
should have to read every word and that the whole
bundle would form part of the record of the case.
As a fact, of course, we only selected a few of the
letters which had contained money or other valuables
for purposes of the trial, and returned to the senders
or the addressees the rest of the seizure after tender-
ing them in court merely as evidence of the exient
of the breach of trust. From one or two sentences
which met my. eye during a hasty-examination of
some of the documents for evidence of misappropria-
tion of their contents, I shrould imagine that the libel
actions which would have followed a full disclosure
of all the contents would have kept the courts of the
State busy for years ; but we managed to get through
without touching the more explosive missives.

We used to have a lot of trouble from the police
point of view when ships of the American Navy came
in. The American *‘blue > was then a tough pro-
position, and, coming from a port where things were
““ dry,”’ he used to break out *‘ some’’ in Sandakan.
Not unnaturally, he resented being handled by our
Indian police, and I usually had to go down and take
a hand when ships were in, unless a picket had been
landed to keep things straight. There was a bad

c 17



- Twenty Years in Borneo

outbreak one evening when a party of them started
to make things hum in a Japanese ¢ house.’” There
was luckily a picket ashore, which gathered in and
took off the still active members of the assaulting
party, but left us to deal with three men who, with-
out a stitch of clothing on, were dead to the world,
from a surfeit of Japanese beer, in the veranda of
the house. We could not find their clothes, and so,
borrowing sarongs from the landlady, we carted
these lads to the wharf and got them off to their ship.
I was asked to go off next day and see the skipper,
who was very apologetic and asked me to lunch., He
was due to play tennis that afternoon at Government
House and to stay on to dinner there, as was I. I
cadged a lift ashore in his gig when he went, and
was rather amused to recognize among the crew some
representatives of last night’s party, still a. bit
““fresh.”” ““ Bow’’ was more markedly under the
weather than the rest, and was only getting his blade
in about one stroke in seven. The captain turned
to his cox, who was a bit bleary in the eye but quite
sober, and said: *“Say, what’s the matter with
bow?’’ Bow immediately took up his cue and started
the old ditty: * What’s the matter with the °old
man’?”’  Chorus, by the crew: ° He’s all right.”’
Bow: ““ Who's all right? ”” Crew: * Why, the old
man.”” A British post-captain would have exploded,
but Democracy only turned to me and said : *° The
boys always get a bit fresh in Sandakan.”’

After dinner I was detailed to escort the skipper
to the wharf and to see him: on board his boat, which
he had ordered at 11 p.m. We arrived about =
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Fighting the Flames

quarter-past and found no boat. We did find, how-
ever, a rather beery ‘‘blue” who was waiting for
the next °‘ leave boat,”” and were told by him that
the skipper’s gig had been in at eleven, but that, as
he was not there then, the crew was jiggered if it
was golng to wait around all the blooming night for
any blooming officer, and had gone off to the ship.
The conversation was repeated to us literatim, much
to my embarrassment, but the captain did not appar-
ently shrink from hearing himself freely characterized
by the proverbial ‘‘term of endearment used by
sailors.” The dinner at Government House had
been official, and we were both in uniform, but we
had to swallow our pride, and I took the skipper off
to his ship in a Chinese sampan full of children and
smells,

The fire brigade was another branch of my duties.
There was no machinery other than a very decrepit
truck carrying a pump and a few lengths of hose,
which usually split when one managed to find any
water to put in it. The personnel of the *‘ brigade >’
consisted of any police one could find at the moment.
The general fire call was for jungle fixes on the hill-
sides, and then a yelling babel of police in very

" miscellaneous mufti would set on the flames with

branches and beat them out. The only fire that
might have done damage during my time in Sanda-
kan was taken in time without the police knowing
anything about it. A violent thunderstorm broke
over Sandakan about half-past seven one evening and
pinned us all in the club. I was sitting talking to
Mrs. George, the wife of the leading merchant in
19
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the place, whose office was next the club, when a
very naked and very wet Chinese rushed in, hurled a
sack full to the brim of notes into her lap, uttered
the one word ““api” (fire) and disappeared. He
was followed by a procession of others who shouted
the same mystic warning, dropped the ledgers they
were carrying, and bolted out again. Two or three
of us followed them to see what was causing all this
display, and found that the telephone exchange,
which was on the first floor of the next building, was
on fire. The door of the exchange was locked, but
the repeated application of about forty stome to it
effected an entrance, and we found the double plank-
ing of the wall near the *‘lead-in >’ of all the wires
was blazing furiously. We got hold of a ladder, a
coolle or two and some buckets of water; and the
question then came as to the priority for mounting
that ladder and extinguishing the fire. There is an_
adage that lightning never strikes in the same place
twice, but the storm was still crashing overhead, and
we were dealing with the absolute focus of fifty
potential conductors in the shape of the wires, and
the fire had burned out all their connexions to
““ earth.”” It seemed a hundred to one chance that
another flash must strike one of the wires, and so
the wretched man on that ladder whose job entailed
him pushing the buckets one by one through the
burning wall, among all the loose ends of the wires,
and trying to extinguish the battens of the partition.
‘We held a burnied discussion, and by two votes to
one I, as head of the fire organization of the city,
was elected to the post. ¥ made an address to the
20
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electors deprecating my fitness for the honour they
were conferring on me, but, as they were bigger
men than I, I mounted slowly to the top of the
ladder and put out the fire. We found afterwards
that the flash had hit the roof, travelled through the
iron bedstead in the flat above—luckily, not occupied
at the moment~—broken up and set fire to the ex-
change board, and so to earth. With the exception
of one storm which fused eight electric lights in my
house in Jesselton and frightened me out of my bath
in a very sketchy costume, that was, I think, the
worst storm I have met in Borneo.

Talking of fires, I was much amused by the wails
of a district officer whose town had been practically
razed to the ground by a fire. He had, of course,
held an inquiry into the eccurrence, and in the course
of it had received statements from the Chinese and
other traders as to the losses which they had suffered.
“Y never knew before that my chits for goods sup-
plied were regarded as practically gilt-edged securi-
ties. All the Chinese claim to have lost thousands
of dollars in currency notes, but not a single man
has lost one of my chits.”’

Much of my spare time was spent In an earnest
endeavour to learn Malay. Not only was one handi-
capped at every turn by the lack of a medium of
communication, but the passing of one’s examination
involved a comparatively substantial increase in one’s
pay.

Malay serves as a lingua franca in North Borneo.
It would perhaps be fairer to say that the lingua
franca is a language which bears a very distant resem-
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blance to decent Malay. The tongue spoken in the
Malay peninsula is liberally sprinkled with specialized
words denoting minute variations in actions appar-
ently similar to one another; it has a distinet mixture
of Arabic and a complex system of suffixes and

. affixes differentiating the various applications of any
root word. There are a quarter of a million inhabit-

ants in North Borneo, and among them there are
probably not more than a round hundred to whom
Melay is mother-tongue. The remainder, if they

ever acquire it, do so from necessity, and not un-

naturally blend in with what they are pleased to call
Malay a large proportion of their native language
and its charactefisties. The Chinese cannot mouth
an “r,” and so give one an ‘1’ in place of it;
the Japanese reverse the substitution, and make all
their “I’s”’ into ““r’s,” while at least one native
race as often as not pronounces a word like *‘ seluar *’
as *“‘serual.”” The British Indian reverses subject
and object in a sentence at random, to the confusion
of his audience, and every other tribe pronounces
Malay with its own distinctive intonation. The
Dyak, for instance, clips his words in a staccato
manner ; the indolent Bajau slurs most of his syllables,
while the European, and more particularly the
Anmerican, disregards accentuation, and, revelling in
the flat English ‘“ a >’ which so inexpressibly ruins a
really musical tongue, will without shame speak of
‘¢ Sarry-wack ** instead of Sarawak.

For some reason the constzbulary, the medical
profession and the railway staff have invented three
separate brands of language which they euphemis-
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Invigilating an Examination

tically term Malay. The result is that the subordin-
ates are faced with the alternative of learning both
Borneo Malay and the departmental dialect or of
remaining isolated specialists among the other in-
habitants. A railway engineer wished to ask whether
some cement work had set, and fluently inquired :
¢ Cement sudah (has) set? > A distinguished police
officer, Stanley by name, had occasion to reprimand
one of his men on parade, and convinced the culprit
that he was no longer fit to encumber the earth in
the following oration: “ Look here, sergeant. Just
bilang (tell) this man he is a fool—a fool, you know,
sergeant,”” and then in a flight of oratory : * Bodoh,
you know, sergeant.” -

It was at one time ordained that-police recruits
should not draw full pay until they were able to
speak a modicum of Malay. The examinations were °
usually conducted at headquarters before a recruit
was sent elsewhere for duty, but on one occasion
special circumstances led the adjutant to send me
three or four Indians of only a few months® service.
One of these applied to me shortly after his arrival
to be allowed to stand for his °° pass degree,”’ and
I was asked to invigilate his examination. I asked
the native officer at my station what sort of standard
I was expected to adopt. His reply was not very
illuminating. ¥e said : ** Oh, they are always passed
so long as they can understand Captain Stanley and
he can understand them.”” The age of miracles is,
we are told, past, and I disliked the idea of this
wretched young Sikh eking out his life on a pittance
of nine dollars a month in default of his accomplish-
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ing such an impossible task, so, adopting a line of
my own, I examined him in the rudiments of the
tongue, and rejoiced his money-grubbing soul with
the coveted extra dollar.

Malay is a language where the omission, addition
or variation of one letter in a word will change its
meaning utterly, sometimes in a way which is em-
barrassing to the hearers if not to the unconscious
speaker. It is amusing sometimes to warn the novice
of these horrible dilemmas and watch him as he
approaches one of these linguistic hurdles. One can
plainly see the mental gymmnastics which gradually
bring his not yet facile tongue to a halt before the
awful possibilities facing him, and then, gathering all
his courage, he jumps—nine times out of ten—right
into the mud. Unfortunately, the classic examples
do not bear repetition, but I remember a cadet who
wanted his boy to fetch a barber and used the follow-
ing phrase : ‘° Chari sa’orang potong rumput.”’ The
boy appeared next morning accompanied by a for-
bidding person, not over-cleanly, bearing a full-sized
scythe. Rumput is the Malay for grass, while
*“ hair >’ is ““ rambut.”” The youth’s face as he con-
templated the apparent shipwright with the imple-
ment presumably in local use was eloquent of a
resolution formed there and then to make a career
for himself where the tomsorial art was less crude
in personnel and material.

24

CHAPTER II

GAOL DELIVERY—TRISONERS AND THEIR WAYS

HORTLY after my arrival I was appointed
A.D.C. to the Governor, and enjoyed the

cheery and sporting atmosphere which he created
everywhere.

The year 1902 brought us, in common with the
rest of the world, the coronation of King Edward,
and preparations were made for a real celebration. A
British gunboat and several American men-of-war
came in, the latter bringing quite a number of
American army men from the Philippines, accom-
panied by their charming wives and their charming—
oh! so charming—daughters. There was a week of
delirious entertainment and enjoyment, which cul-
minated in an evening ‘‘ at home >’ with fireworks
in the grounds of Government House. It had been
my job as A.D.C. to do the decorations, and the
scheme had been to have fairy lamps on all the bushes
in the garden. We had no electric light in those
days, and they were filled as an illuminant with coco-
nut oil. This, for the benefit of the uninitiated, is
a most pungent and cloying liquid, largely used by
native ladies as 2 hair unguent. Raffles, who had
““ done ”” the week thoroughly, arrived rather late,
rather vague, and arrayed in a police mess-kit which
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he had invented for wear in Europe when on leave.
Shortly described, it was a mass of gold lace with a
slight background of blue cloth. Some of the fairy
lamps had gone out, and as he steered his genial but
devious way among the guests with his cheery ““ Ha!
ha! dear boy!” he upset more than ome of these
unlighted containers over himself, 2 liberal libation
of oil which, in Biblical phraseology, ran over his
head unto the hem of his garments. At such a time
and in his mood, lése majesté mattered nothing to
him, and he proceeded with calm but determined
_mien to the Governor’s dressing-room, where with
the sacred towel and hair-brushes he endeavoured to
wipe away the offence of the oil. -

-At 6 a.m. next morning I cantered up to Govern-
ment Youse to start picking up the pieces of the
night before. I had served an apprenticeship in
Canada, but I had never heard there anything
approaching the wealth of expletive with which His
Excellency was saluting the happy dawn, having just
awakened to the fact that his towels, his sponge, his
hair-brushes, his soap—in fact, his entire batierie de
~ toilette, reeked of this unhappy lubricant with all
its unfortunate and intriguing associations. It is
not given to many to watch a Governor, Chief Justice
and Commander-in-Chief, literally dance with rage
at the end of a telephone clad only in a tartan calico
petticoat. I have, and value the experience beyond
Tubies.

One of the ¢ star turns * of the coronation festival
was a * gaol delivery,”” when a dozen or so prisoners
were to be released on pardon. The Governor,
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The Governor’s Speech

attended by his staff and a large concourse of dis-
tinguished visitors, moved in stately procession to
the prison. The ceremony had been well staged by
the superintendent of the gaol. In the central yard
was a guard paraded, and before an imposing array
of chairs stood the twelve ex-conviets clad in the
reach-me-downs of freedom. The Governor took his
seat and made a speech in Malay explaining at length
the reason for the wholesale clemency which he was
about to exercise. Personally, having heard in
English what he was going to say, I knew what he
had said in Malay, but I was, I think, the only person
there who did. His Excellency was one of the lead-
ing Malay scholars in the Malay States and a fluent
speaker in the language. He was, however, apt to
forget that the local variation of the tongue that he
knew so well was crudely and severely bald, and that
to 2 Borneo audience undue refinement of language
was as unintelligible as stilted legal phraseology in
English would be to a kindergarten student. The
prisoners were certainly a little doubtful. The
scaffold was there in full view to remind them that
the yard was at times the scene of other ceremonies,
and really there was no knowing what form a
Furopean celebration might conceivably take. As
the polysyllabic peroration died away into silence I
heard one prisoner whisper nervously to the warder
next him : *° Apa dia bilang? *’ (what does he say?)
Whether the hefty nudge in the ribs which was the
only response to his anxious query reassured him or
‘not I do not know, but I think that our departure
without having called for any sacrificial offering was
21
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greeted with twelve sighs of relief. Hanging, at any
rate, was not on the programme for that morning.
_ 1 stayed behind while the released men -were
handed their formal pardons and checked off_the
books of the gaol. Omne man who had served the
greater part of a long sentence seemed to think that his
abrupt discharge was a reflection on his character and
on the performance of his duties, and for some time
he refused to accept the precious document. ¢ Have
I not eaten the Government’s rice for eight years
without & single complaint against me? Why then
am I turned adrift like this? > It was no avail. The
Iaw had ordered his imprisonment and it was so. - The
law now ordained his release and it had to be so.
““ Pergi  (get out) was the benediction from the
Sikh warder, and with lagging and unwilling steps
he *¢ got.” -

I was, late one night, going my rounds as
*“ officer of the day,”” and found wandering about the
barrack yard a prisoner in prison -clothes. This was
a very gross breach of discipline, and I turned on the
orderly sergeant and asked him what it all meant.
The prisoner, a °‘‘trusty,” would wait for no
vicarious explanation, but, evidently feeling
aggrieved, started on a long complaint against the
gaol authorities, It seemed that he had been em-
ployed on some extra-mural job at a distance from
the gaol, and had arrived at the gaol after the roll
of prisoners had been called and the wards locked
up for the night. He had applied for admission, but
the sergeant of the guard, with 2 puritan regard for
the letter of his guard ° orders,” which forbade
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prisoners to pass the threshold of the gaol after roll-
call, had refused him admission. °° A nice thing,
sir, is this!’’ was the tenor of the conviet’s story.
““ A man is locked out of his home just because he 1s
a few minutes late in rveturning.’”” I soothed him
and the sergeant, who finally consented to waive his
conscientious scruples and to allow, for once, a
prisoner to pass the gates after hours.

It sounds a little quaint, bui the fact is that,
especially in earlier days, gaol life was not a hardship.
The discipline was easy, and there were a lot of out-
side jobs to which a ‘‘trusty > could aspire after a
few months of probationary rigour. Some of these
jobs were gang-work under surveillance, but some
were detached jobs which gave a man every chance of
getting a smoke, the one. deprivation which really
hurt the ordinary prisoner. For the rest, Govern-
ment provided good food, good clothing, and good
accommodatioh. It is true that a certain amount of
work was expected of a prisoner, but then in his
jungle home he had to work, and work hard, to keep
the home fires burning and the rice-pot full. No
wonder that some of the convicts were averse to any
mistaken idea of a clemency which would turn them
out into a cold and unsympathetic world where people
lived by the sweat of their brows unless they were
really lucky and lived by the sweat of their wife’s.

Our mess numbered among its inmates the
superintendent of the gaol, and we had, practically
attached to our domestic staff, a gang of prisoners
who carried out all our odd jobs. They used on
occasion to take us on picnics to an island at the
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mouth of the harbour, and, as far as one could see,
epjoyed the outing as much as we did.

There were, of course, instances where a convict
made a bolt for liberty. One of these promised to
be exciting. We had just returned to the mess one
evening from a ride when an excited warder rushed
up to the house and reported that one gang had
returned to the gaol short of one prisoner and the
sentry deficient one rifle, one belt, and ten rounds
of ammunition. The gang had been working at a
stone quarry about a mile from the gaol, and the
sentry over them, feeling that he could give a more
undivided attention to watching the work if he
reclined, put down his rifle, belt and pouch, and
stretched himself under a tree. - One of the prisoners
sald to him in a chaffing tone: * That’s right. Il
do your job for you,’” and put on the belt, toock up
the nifle, and began a lively caricature of a sentry,
on duty. He gradually prolonged his ‘° beat > until
he was out of reach, and then murmured, ‘¢ Well,
so long. I'm off, and you can tell your Tuan that I
know how to use a rifle and I’m out to shoot if there
1s any pursuit.”” This little incident had occurred
dbout three in the afternoon, but the sentry had kept
his gang out until the regulation hour, so that the
news was three hours late. We got our revolvers
and galloped out to the quarry, but there was, of
course, nothing to be seen, and we could not pick
up any tracks. T put sentries out during the night
in case the fugitive elected to come into town, and
next morning took out a company and extended
across the peninsula to try to drive him forward into
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Recapture of a Prisoner

the sea. I had only about fifty men, and it would
have taken five hundred to quarter that jungle
properly, but there was a sporting chance. It seemed
likely that the prisoner would try to make his way
overland, and I took out a patrol that night to lie
in wait on the telegraph track, which was the only
open trail through that part of the country. Beyond
the fact that a rhinoceros came and looked at us and
about a hundred and fifty thousand mosquitoes played
with us all night, nothing happened, and we returned
weary and disappointed. To everyone’s relief a
small fishing-boat rolled up during the morning and
dumped ashore the missing rifle, ten rounds of
Martini S.A.A., and a bundle of rope from which
in due course they extracted the prisoner. It séems
that he had hailed them and demanded a passage
across the bay. They had consented, owing to the
persuasive way in which he handled the rifle; but
when he was safely in the boat they patted him on
the head with a paddle and trussed him up. I never
saw anyone so thoroughly tied before:. There must
have been yards of rope round him, and he was, when
we finally unravelled him, too numb to stand. Later,
when the law had taken its course with him, he was
too numb in his hinder parts to sit.

Having completed our programme of festivities,
the telegraph line, which wended a circuitous course
through some hundreds of miles of jungle, where
its supports served .as rubbing-poles for the wild
elephants, suddenly regained consciousness and in-
formed us that His Majesty had been and was still
seriously ill. The coronation which we had eelebrated
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with such éclat and enthusiasm had not taken place.
Une cannet unceiebrate or deceiebrate a ceiebration,
and so we could only say-we were sorry and start
our recovery with the promise of a second celebration
later.

Meanwhile, our American visitors were urgent
that we should return their call and celebrate the
Fourth of July with them at Zamboanga, the capital
of the Southern Philippines and the seat of govern-
ment for the Moro Province. A representative party
consisting of H.E., two A.D.C., the judge and
several ladies set forth, calling on the way at Jolo
to pick up a cavalry band and several American
officers and their wives. It was more than a celebra-
tion. Breakfasts, lunches, teas, dinners, dances,
suppers, sports, cockfights, tenmis followed: one
another without intermission, irrigated by cocktails.
The Governor stayed at Government House, while
" we A.D.C. were billeted in a mess of grass widows
of officers who were fighting up-country. 1 do not
personally remember that we ever went to bed during
our stay, but I do remember that the only way to
the only bathroom led through the dining-room, and
that the grass widows invariably fed when I wanted
a bath. ©ur modesty was so affronted by this
obstacle that Stanley and I were reduced to
retiring to-the Governor’s yacht, at a cost each time
of one good dollar, whenever the bath thirst
overtook wus.

Only three incidents stand out from the general
. haze. One is a tiffin at the Army and Navy Club,
when a distinguished British naval officer, who wore a
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Zamboanga

long row of medals, exuberantly presented them after
funch to a very chrarmaing American lady. She pre-
tended to take the gift qu grand sérieux, and our
compatriot’s efforts to recover his baubles without
appearing ungracious or ungallant were a lesson in
Chesterfieldian politeness.

On our way to Zamboanga we had picked up the
band of the cavalry regiment in garrison at Jolo.
Jolo was a ‘““dry’’ town; Zamboanga was quite
otherwise. The band had started to make its year’s
hay crop as soon as it set foot in Zamboanga, and the

results, at an official dinner at Government House

that night, were noteworthy. The big drum was
only mellow and had managed to remember his part,
with the result that we drank all the loyal and
patriotic toasts, ‘‘ The King,”” *‘ The Star-Spangled
Banner,”’ ete., to 2 magnificent big-drum solo. How-
ever, the sentiment was there even if the tune was
not. i

The evening before our departure there was a big
ball at the club. Next morning Stanley and I, not
feeling our best, struggled into full uniform and
marched over to Government House. Our liege lord
explained, without displaying any marked affection
for us, that he had had to carry his own dancing-
pumps home the night hefore (or early that morn-
ing), that he resented having had to do so, and also
that he had lost both his pumps and his hat, ¢ some-
where between the club and here.”” This represented
a distance of about half a mile of public road, bordered
by 2 rather smelly canal, which we, he intimated,
could search for the errant gear. Patent leather half-
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wellingtons, a sword, a red silk sash and a spiky
helmet are imposing, but as the kit for a search party,
emphatically No. Duty, however, is duty, and
we went off to make what, as far as I was concerned,
was a very perfunctory search. We returned after
a decent interval and, with the most disarming
salutes, reported the vagrants still absent. Rumour
has it that half the garrison was turned out to do
what we had failed to do and succeeded, but how
and where is quite another story.

We set sail from Zamboanga after the most
cordial entente that ¥ have ever experienced. We
were credibly informed that the only aleoholic drink
left in Zamboanga uniil the next store-ship arrived
was one bottle of brandy which the provident M.O.
had locked in his safe in case of emergency.

On our way home we called at Jolo, where a
visit had been arranged to the Sultan of Sulu, the

native potentate who owned nominally a large

portion of North Borneo and received rent there-
for from the Chartered Company. The Governor
landed to pay an unofficial call on the local governor,
who was, incidentally, the colonel commanding
the cavalry regiment in garrison. We got to
Government House, and had a rather apt example
of the difference in methods of administration.
The tour of duty for an American regiment in
the Philippine Islands was two years, and in that
time it was not possible, and for the matter of that
not worth while, for the officers to learn the language
of those whom they ruled. The result was that they
had to rely entirely on interpretation. We were
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The Tail of a Typhoon

received in the Governor’s anteroom by an A.D.C.,
who asked us to wait a moment as the Governor was
engaged, and we spent the time chatting in Malay
to a dozen natives who were waiting there. Presently
we were ushered in and welcomed by &he colonel.
In the course of conversation he mentioned that his
only interpreter had gone off that morsing on a
cruise to some outlying island in a gunboat, and that,
pending his return, he could not commumicate with
any of his subjects. My Governor offered our
services to deal with the folk who were waifing, and
in a short time he and I were busy redoring the
short-circuit between ruler and subject. The incident
was suggestive and went a long way to exglain why
the Sulu archipelago so long held out aginst the
American troops. There can be no symomthy with
or knowledge of a subject race without someecommon
dialect or easy means of intercourse, butt Be system
of short tenure of the administrafive pastsrendered
this factor impossible and inoperative..

Our return to Sandakan was utterly ansdabsolutely
unpleasant. The yacht, on which six Ewrsgeans, in-
cluding two ladies, were travelling, wwas really a
glorified launch with one cabin. It was wmt a craft
for anything-but the most placid sea, amsl#i was our
misfortune to get into the tail end of a#zgioon. It
was pitch dark, there were no lighthousess,but there
were reefs and there were currents whickhman north
or south, apparently at random, at ratesswaming from
one to six knots. At one period during: e night I
heard the old Malay skipper reporfiimg to the
Governor that he had no idea where: vwe were and
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that, for alfhe knew, we might go ashore any minute.
Personally, I prayed that we should, but the calmer
light of affer days has led me to think that all that
happened to me during that journey home was prob-
ably the correct treatment for a patient who had
undergone both a coronation and a Fourth of July.
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CHAPTER III

TENOM EXPEDITION—EXPEDITION AGAINST GUNTING
AND LANGEAP

Y next job was something rather more military.

The natives of the far interior had been
unduly recaleitrant, and a durbar was ordained at
which a substantial forece of police was to be in attend-
ance to show the flag. The whole show was not
devoid of humour. Our progress commenced with
sixty miles over a railway which was officially closed
to traffic. 'We got through without mishap, though
the truck in front of the guard’s van (in which we
travelled) was at one stop seen to be blazing violently,
and there was a rush to remove from it ten cases of
dynamite with which it was loaded.

After the rail journey and a short day up the
Padas river by boat, we had a jungle trek of about
fifteen miles. I have and always have had a predilee-
tion, even on short trips like this one, for *‘ jungle-
slogging *’ in the comfort of shorts, a shirt, a double
soft felt hat, and stockings. Stanley, who was O.C.
the expedition, was more correct, and paraded in a
much more martial panoply, including helmet, leather
leggings, ete. 1 can only say that I finished with the
kit in which I started, while his orderly on arrival
seemed to be wearing Stanley’s entire kit except his
vest and his breeches.
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The durbar was interesting as giving one a chance
of seeing a fresh and very uncivilized lot of natives,
but the only amusing part of it was the effect on
Stanley. The natives present, who had only lately
“‘ come in,”” had already acquired the odious habit of
shaking hands every time they met one. Many of
them suffered from skin diseases of a repulsive nature.
Stanley resented this, with all its possibilities of con-
tagion, and his abrupt dashes in the midst of a solemn
discussion to a bowl of diluted permanganate to dis-
infect his hands was always too much for my gravity.

My next journey was really active service. I was
given a party of native police and told off to go and
arrest {wo rebels who were reported to be at two
different points on the west coast. One was a harm-
less little man named Gunting, who was, however,
distinctly a potential danger as a focus for other
outlaws; but the other, Langkap, was bigger game
as the last surviving lieutenant of Mat Saleh, North
Borneo’s De Valera.

I was given twenty police and told to report
myself to Allen, a district officer, who was to be my
‘“ political  on the trip. In due course we set off,
marching light to keep ahead of native news. At our
first halt I had to reprimand severely several of the
native police who had been home with the coronation
contingent and had been treated with more intimacy
than was guite desirable by some of the women they
had met at home. That was fait eccompli and could
not be mended, but it could serve as a warning for
future occasions. The discussion, with a wealth of

detail, of their amours with white women in the hear-
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A Night March

ing of white men was, however, something that could
not be tolerated, and was not.

From our first halt we made a rapid night march
to surprise our rebel friend in his mountain village.
Tt was a vile trek, four hours over native hill-paths
simply bristling with leeches, and finishing with two
hours up a mountain torrent in spate. About
4 a.m. we emerged into a steeply sloping rice field
of four or five acres with a hut in the middle of it, in
which were seated five men round a fire. I recon-
noitred the place with the guide, who decided that,
though they were members of the band, Gunting
himself was not among them. I decided to rush the
hut and eapture the inmates with the object of find-
ing out where he was. We crawled back to the
police, and I explained my tactics. ‘‘ No shooting,
crawl up and surround the hut, and then, following
me, rush it and capture the men. No shooting.”
We crawled up within fifteen yards of the hut un-
perceived. T then gave the word and rose. I never
dropped quicker in my life. Every one of my police
was firing for dear life, and a .450 Martini bullet
makes a very nasty noise and a nastier hole. Luckily,
like most natives in a panic, they fired high, and so
T escaped ; but so did our quarry, who bolted without
ceremony. The police were quick on their tracks,
and one man was wounded and captured. Ie pointed
out the track to Gunting’s village, but said that it
was a precipitous approach and plastered with bamboo
spring-traps and caltrops. We had fired some fifty
rounds, and it seemed hardly possible that we had
not awakened every living soul for miles round, so
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we sat down by the fire, with a sentry or two out, to
walt for daylicht. When the dawn broke I extended
my force across the field and went on towards the
village. At my end of the line we saw nothing, but
on the right the corporal in charge saw 2 man and
a woman leave a smaller hut at the edge of the field
and bolt into the jungle. When he reported to me
later I asked him why he had not fired at the man.
His reply, Y had no orders to fire,”” after the
unordered ““ rapid *’ of the earlier hours, and in spite
of the fact that we were in enemy territory, was
amusing but foolish and annoying. I heard later
that the fugitive was Gunting himself on his honey-
moon with his second wife. One decently aimed shot
that morning would have saved me many a weary
hour of search for the little man in the succeeding
years.

We swept the rice-field and found nothing else
of interest, but were then faced with the climb to
the village. This was a narrow, slippery jungle-track
up a steep ridge, the undergrowth on either side
bristling with the l