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‘ Thus all alone by the wood and wold
I yield myself once again
To the memories old that, like tales fresh told,
Come flitting across the brain.

‘“ No game was ever yet worth a rap
For a rational man to play,

Into which no accident, no mishap,
Could possibly find its way.

‘“ There's danger even where fish are caught
To those who a wetting fear ;
For what’s worth having must aye be bought,
And sport’s like life and life’s like sport—
‘ It ain’t all skittles and beer.’ "’

—'* Ye Wearie Wayfarer,”” ADAM LINDSAY GORDON



FOREWORD

SPORTSMEN with rod and gun and the general reader—that
most important patron of authors—will find much to interest
them in my friend Colonel Alban Wilson's book. It gives me
much pleasure to write a few words about it because he asked
me to do so, although it is quite unnecessary. The reader
who begins the first chapter will finish the book—not all at
once, because one must do other things beside read in the
twenty-four hours; but I can vividly imagine the pleasure
with which the reader, after filling his pipe, or lighting her
cigarette, will resume the perusal of this charming chronicle
of sport and service of a British officer of our wonderful
Indian Army, one might say in most parts of India. All my
life nearly I have enjoyed the stories of life in our Indian
Services which have made ‘‘ Blackwood '’ so famous. Occa-
sionally I have asked my friend Mr. James Blackwood if
some extra steep story was true. All he will say is, * That
was a good one, wasn't it!’ Although so interesting and
varied, one feels all the time in reading these ‘‘ Service Recol-
lections ”’ of life in India that it is a true tale; also that the
author modestly never magnifies his own part. Here is a
delightful fishing story which exemplifies this.

Colonel Wilson was fishing a fine river, the Dhansiri, near
Nichuguard. He says:

“ Whilst I was fishing, a native came and spun me various
yamns about the enormous fish a sahib had caught there the
previous year, one of which was so large the narrator had
to take his clothes off to help to land it. From further
inquiries I elicited particulars which showed that this

angler could be no other than myself, and as on this occasion
v
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I had killed nothing over 6 lbs., I suggested that this 18-
pounder would have grown to 80 lbs. by the time the next
sahib came along.”

When reading these ‘‘ Recollections” as they appeared
week by week in my paper, the Fishing Gazetle, it seemed hardly
possible that these experiences of almost a lifetime should
have taken place after the writer’s first communication to it,
which must be nearly thirty years ago, and I suppose I must
have had something from his pen nearly every year. Although
some wished there was more about fishing, it has been delight-
ful to find how many of my readers have expressed the pleasure
with which they have read these ‘“ Recollections.” Without
ornamentation, the style is pleasantly clear and straight-
forward ; in reading, I seemed again to be sitting enjoying a
smoke after lunch on the bank of a lovely Yorkshire trout and
grayling stream while listening to my friend’s account of life
and sport in India—and in this country.

In one respect it was pleasanter after dinner, and after
seeing some of my host’s bewildering collection of trophies of
all kinds, because, while everything was perfect out there by
the river, there was one big fly in the ointment: all the
time when fishing (with a game knee which made even walking
difficult) and when lounging on the bank watching the Colonel
put his favourite and my favourite ‘ honey-dun bumble”
over inquisitive grayling—all the time I was conscious of the
presence in that earthly paradise of the embodiment of all the
worst bulls I have ever seen or imagined. Of course, after
tigers, snakes, crocs., etc., the Colonel did not seem to mind
bulls. ‘ Yes,”” he had ‘‘ seem one about.” An hour or so
later, when he was a mile away and I was in the bed of the
little stream surrounded by high banks trying to get a dry fly
over a good trout, there was a roar behind me, and on looking
round, within fifteen yards there was the bull, bellowing,
tearing the ground up, and doing everything a bull does when
he is angry and giving you notice to quit. I ‘““quot,” as the
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Yankees say, and got out of sight round the bend as soon as my
game knee would permit. After that the place seemed infested
with bulls. It takes the edge off the pleasure of trying for a
rising trout when you feel that any moment you may get a rise
yourself from a bull. Since then I have become a member
of the Zoo—to study their habits. The Colonel—who was as
hard as nails and could get over the ground like one of his
beloved little Gurkhas, seemed to think my friend’s action
was more bluff than business; but I was not surprised when
I next met him to hear him say, ‘ You remember your bull ?
He chased me off the big meadow the other day.” I said,
‘““Thank God you had not got a game knee ! ”
R. B. MARSTON,






PREFACE

I have been much complimented by the wish of Messrs
Hutchinson and Co. to publish in book form these articles,
some of which appear by permission of the Fishing Gazelte,
from whose editor, Mr. R. B. Marston, I have received much
help and encouragement. Some others in slightly altered form
saw daylight first in the Indian papers, particularly the
Pioneey.

In writing these yarns, the happy days spent with my
regiment and the cheerful company of my men, whom I shall
never meet again in this life, have been vividly recalled to
memory. Before I retired I had no idea that I should miss the
men so much ; they were constantly with me for the best part
of thirty years, both in peace and war, and did all they could
to help in my work and sport. There is not one, no matter
how queer a character he may have been, of whom I do not
retain some pleasant recollection.

Forsan et haec olim meminisse juvabit.

ALBAN WILSON,
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Sport and Service in Assam
and Elsewhere

CHAPTER 1

EARLY EXPERIENCES—FISHING IN THE MAHL—SHILLONG—
SCORE OFF THE DOCTOR

NEARLY thirty-five years ago, when serving with a British
regiment in the Punjab hills, I was asked if I would like to be
appointed to a Gurkha regiment, stationed in Assam. My
‘““ skipper "’ was a shrewd and somewhat ferocious individual,
commonly called * Mac,” so I went off to see him, and, finding
him in a fairly good temper, asked his advice about accepting
the billet.

He replied : ‘‘ Assam is a first-rate place for all kinds of
sport, the planters are first-class fellows, as a rule, and there
1s generally an expedition of some sort going on, but I believe
most fellows there have had D.T., or else are sickening for it,
so you'll have to be careful ! Still, as you are thinking of the
Indian Army and are fond of sport, you could do tar worse
than go there, especially as Gurkhas are excellent fellows to
soldier with.”” So my application went in without further
delay.

Mac was a great character, and we subalterns all stood in
great awe of him. He was an enormous man, a strict discip-
linarian and good at his job, though at times he was very
crusty. His type has long since disappeared from the Service.
He could put away a dozen or more whisky pegs during the

day, with a glass or two of Madeira after lunch and a bottle of
17 B
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port after dinner without seeming any the worse for it, but we
used to observe with great interest during the hot weather how,
as soon as he had swallowed a peg, it seemed to reappear in
pearls of perspiration on the top of his bald pate. This, he
assured us, was a very healthy sign. He sometimes suffered
from asthma, and generally had an attack after a difference
of opinion with the mess sergeant, a not infrequent event, as
he was perpetually president of the mess committee, being a
great authority on all matters connected with food and drink.

One night, being seedy, he did not come to mess, but turned
up at orderly room next morning, followed by a very nice
little fox-terrier, which no one had seen before. Mac hated
dogs, or said he did, so he was asked where he got it from.
“God knows, my dear fellow !’ was the reply. “I had a
fearful go of asthma last night, couldn’t sleep, so had to lie
in a long chair, sweating like a pig. This nice little thing came
up to me, so I patted it on the head, don’t you know, and then
it got up on to the chair, and licked my face, and hasn’t left
me since.”

Someone remarked that it was a wise beast, for it evidently
knew where it could get whisky-and-soda for nothing, at which
Mac got so annoyed and coughed and spluttered so much that
we thought he was going off in a fit of apoplexy.

He was a blunt diplomatist, too. A regiment was coming
into the station that never made honorary members of its mess.
Our colonel said it was very awkward, as he was certain they
would want to be honorary members of ours for a few days till
they settled down, and would be sure not to return the civility
in any way.

“Don’t you worry about that, sir,” said Mac. * You leave
them to me. Someone will soon come round and ask, and,
as mess president, I know how to fix him.”

Mac was ensconced firmly in the ante-room when an
officer of the expected regiment walked in and, after some
conversation, suggested it would be a convenience if they might
use our mess for a few days. Old Mac said he had no doubt it
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would, but his regiment put on frills a bit, too, and never
made honorary members of any regiment that did not return
the compliment, which he understood they never did. The
visitor said this was quite a mistake. Of course, if we made them
honorary members, they would do the same to us.

Mac said, * That is a bargain, so I'll give you the card now
to save trouble.”

He did so, the officers fed with us for a day or two, and
we received a similar invitation from them written on a sheet
of notepaper, which rather went to prove it was a circumstance
not provided for, as is usual, by a printed card. I have never
heard of that corps ever making others honorary members,
unless they wore the same coloured uniform as themselves.
The colonel afterwards told Mac he ought to have been in the
diplomatic service.

From Murree, where we were stationed, I made my first
trip after mahseer. A fair-sized river, named the Mahl,
flowed into the Jhelum, about 20 miles off, which could easily
.be reached in a day. It was a beautiful, rapid stream with a
rocky bottom, flowing through forest-clad hills. Near the
mouth, close to an old ruined fort, was quite a comfortable
bungalow, built by the Rajah for the accommodation of
anglers. The pools were named after those on the Tweed ;
for instance, Sprouston Dub, which was close above the
bungalow. This was a convenience for noting where one had
one'’s sport, in the book provided for the purpose—but the river
bore little resemblance to the Tweed. The water was clear
and held good fish, which would take almost any artificial bait,
but the natural frog was considered the most killing of any-
thing. Personally I had most luck on the spoon, which I
had never used at home. Ina week I had only one blank day,
and caught altogether 22 mahseer, of which five were over
10 Ib., one being 21 lb. I lost a good many through their
sulking and cutting the line on the sharp ledges with which
the bottoms of the pools were covered, but learnt what a fine
fighting fish the mahseer is.
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In the junction pool were enormous fellows up to 401b. and
50 1b., which would look at nothing with a line attached, though
quite ready to swallow bananas, lumps of dough, or frogs as
fast as one threw them in. Whilst watching these fish the
coolie in attendance recounted a yarn of some sahib who had
played a monster here for the best part of a day before it broke
him, and, strangely enough, shortly afterwards this coolie
found the identical spoon jammed amongst the rocks, an enor-
mous thing about 5 in. long and evidently home-made.

A few weeks later I proceeded to Assam and joined the
headquarters of my new corps at Shillong, a delightful little
place lying amongst pine-forests at an altitude of about 5,000
feet. Inthose daysit was the fashion for the local battalions to
be split up into detachments all over the province, and we had
something like seven or eight in different places, consequently
of ours, the colonel, the adjutant, the doctor and myself were
the only officers at headquarters. My duties at first consisted
almost entirely of sitting on the range, of which I had what is
vulgarly termed ‘‘ a bellyful,” for there wasno one else available
for musketry. This had its good points, however, for it gave
me a great interest in rifle shooting, and I learnt a lot about
the men and their language. The Snider, with which we were
armed, was not much use for accurate target shooting, but its
chief merits were that it was almost impossible to smash it,
and if its bullet did hit a man, it stopped him there and
then.

Every day going tomy work I had to passthe doctor’shouse.
He was an Indian and married to one of his own kind. One
morning as I was passing there was an extraordinary mass of
rugs and skins piled up on his tennis court within a few yards
of the road, and it was moving slightly. Heaving a clod into
this to clear up the situation, I was amazed to see a dark female
face shoot out, which glared balefully at me, whereupon I
apologised and moved on. On the way back from the range
I met the C.O., who looked at me in rather a queer manner and
said : ‘‘ The doctor has been to orderly room and reported
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you for stoning his wife. What the deuce do you mean by
such behaviour ?

I answered : ‘I didn’t stone her, sir. There was a great
heap of rugs on his tennis court heaving up and down, so I
just put a bit of earth into it to see what it was, and evidently
disturbed his wife, who was under it."”

““ Well,” said the colonel, * don’t do it again, and I'll tell
the doctor that I don’t think it at all fitting for an officer’s wife
to lie about in the open so near a public road.”

Our medico had evidently tried to score off me, and before
long an opportunity occurred of getting one off him. One
evening it appeared in orders that a board would assemble at
the Hospital, 44th Gurkhas, at 8.30 a.m. next morning, com-
posed as under, for the purpose of reporting on the condition of
two screens, verandah and one mat, door, as is the official
way of describing such articles). President, one officer,
43rd Gurkhas, one officer (myself) and the medical officer,
44th Gurkhas.

The president and I were there in time, but the medical
officer was not, so we came to the conclusion, after examination,
that the verandah screens and doormat were unserviceable
through fair wear and tear and should be replaced by the
State, made out the proceedings of the board and signed them.
The president then went off to his breakfast, so I wrote out a
new set of proceedings, setting forth that the board were of
opinion that the state of the articles examined was due to the
culpable neglect of Surgeon A. B. 44th, that his not attending
at the time appointed was practically an admission of the same,
therefore his reasons should be given in the space provided
below, and sent this off by an orderly. Whilst waiting for an
answer I began to read the volume of medical regulations lying
on the office table, and there, to my intense delight, found it
laid down that, at that time of year, the medical officer should
attend hospital at 7.30 a.m., so felt I had a trump card up my
sleeve in case my Aryan brother saw through the procecdings
sent him and thought of logging me again.
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After a while he arrived, and with him the doctor of the
43rd, both with swords on, which were not usually worn by the
Indian Medical Service for ordinary duty.

The latter said at once, *‘ A. B. isn’t responsible for replacing
this stuff.” A nudge and a wink were no good, for he con-
tinued, *“ I'll show you the proper regulations for condemning
hospital furniture

‘“I don’t care a blow about that,” I answered, ‘“ A. B.
has broken all sorts of regulations by not being here at 7.30.”

‘‘ There is no regulation about that,” said the 43rd man,
who was new to the country.

“Isn’t there? ' said I. ‘‘ Read that, then,” pointing out
the paragraph just discovered.

A. B. read it and murmured, with much anxiety, ‘“ What
shall1do? What shallI1do?"”

‘“ Sign this,”’ I suggested, pulling out the real proceedings,
“* and don’t come late to a board again, or you may be entangled
in great trouble.”

On this the other man laughed and said he knew it was a
joke all along, on which I remarked I was sure he did, and had
put on his sword and walked nearly a mile to tell me so. Our
man was much relieved at having got off so easily.
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CHAPTER 1I

GURKHA OFFICER, HIMA CHAND—FISHING ON SYLHET—
LEOPARDS AT SHILLONG—GURKHAS IN INDIA

AT first a total ignorance of the Gurkha language was a very
great handicap, and it was considered most important that
probationers for the Indian Army should pass in Hindustani
before they had been eighteen months with a native regiment.
The Gurkha knows very little Hindustani, the language of
Assam is Assamese, and the clerks in the Government offices
were Bengalis, who only spoke Bengali or English, so it was
quite impossible to get a teacher locally ; and as I did not see
my way to importing one from Calcutta at my sole expense,
the adjutant suggested I would be wiser not to trouble about
Hindustani till I could get leave to go and study it, but try
and pick up as much Gurkhali as possible.

We had a very fine old subadar at that time named Hima
Chand, who was quite a good shot with a rifle or scatter-gun,
and also much interested in fishing though he thought a charge
of dynamite or a net productive of better results than could be
obtained with rod and line. In the winter time a great many
woodcock and a good few snipe were to be found in the coverts
or in the rice-fields round about Shillong, and as I could
generally get away for an hour or two most afternoons, I used
to take old Hima for a walk with me, and we seldom came
back empty-handed.

Assam is noted for its rivers, so I was naturally anxious
to try them. In the mess was a book called “ Pollok’s British
Burma,” and in it he mentioned a river where he had excellent
sport some ten or fifteen years previously, but did not give
its name. He said, however, it was so many days’ march
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from three different places; therefore, taking a day’s march
as fifteen miles, with a map and a pair of compasses it was
not difficult to locate it. The regiment had a detachment
within twenty-five miles of this river; the colonel gave me
leave to inspect this post and seven days’ leave at the end
of the duty, so Hima, half a dozen men and myself set off to
try the river, which was about 60 miles away. We arrived
there on the fourth day from Shillong, visiting the detachment
en route, and entered a village on the banks of a magnificent-
looking river. Hima sent for the headman and addressed him
vigorously in Assamese, of which conversation I could only
understand one word, ‘ Deputy-Commissioner.” He then
told me he had explained I was a friend of the Deputy-Com-
missioner of the district and required suitable accommodation
for the night, as it was too late to pitch our tents. The head-
man suggested the school, which was also used as a chapel
(for the villagers were mostly Christians), as the cleanest place,
so Hima’s and my kit were taken into it, while the men spread
themselves out underneath, for the little house was built on
piles.

The headman brought lemons, from which Hima proceeded
to make lemonade, straming it through the end of his puggri
(turban). This was not exactly appetising, but sooner than
hurt the old man’s feelings I drank it. After our kit was
unpacked and my bed set up I had my dinner and turned
in. A lantern was left hanging near the door, so that Hima
could see, when he chose to come in.

In a short while I woke to see a white figure moving about
in the room, and called out to know who it was. The figure
replied, in English, *“ Sir, I am a Christian and come to smoke
hubble-bubble.” As this form of enjoying tobacco has a most
disgusting smell, and sounds like a sick camel, I told the fellow
to get out, and one of the sepoys came up and saw that he
went.

In about an hour there was a great commotion outside,
and, on asking what was the matter, I was told a man had
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brought a letter. This was brought in and contained the
solitary sentence, ‘‘ Sir, may I speak to you?” Two men
came into the room, and one explained that the other was a
missionary and didn’t know why he had been ejected. 1 said
he wanted to smoke ‘ hubble-bubble ”* and I didn’t like the
smell. The other man said, ‘ Oh no, sir, to-morrow is Sunday,
and I said I had come to seek Holy Bible,” so he was told to
get it, and then depart, so soon all was peace again.

Next morning boats were ready, and we went down-
stream to troll in the big pool at the gorge where the river
debouches into the plains of Sylhet. Hima hadn’t got his
line fairly out before the spoon was seized by a very large fish.
As he had never hooked one on a rod before, I went to his
assistance, and between us in about half an hour we managed
to beach a mahseer of 494 lb., which was not bad for his first
rod-caught fish. We got about fifty other mahseer from three
pounds to thirty in a four days’ stay, and shot a good many
snipe and green pigeon, as well as a few duck. One of the
sepoys shot a leopard.

In this river were a great many garfish, which are rather
like a pike in shape, with a beak about three inches long on a
fish which is only 10 in. in length altogether. They were a
great nuisance, for they would lay hold of a 3-in. spoon, when
one had fifty yards of line out, and as one never felt them take,
it was only to be seen from the rod-top ceasing to vibrate that
the spoon was not working. Then the line had to be wound up
and paid out again, which entailed missing a lot of good water.
I have never seen these fish anywhere else to the same extent,
except in the Tigris. They are quite good eating. The
natives spear them as they lie poised near the top of the water,
and kill large numbers.

Marching back to Shillong, we got a fair amount of small
game, and at one place had a beat for a bear, but he did not
give us a shot.

Shortly after this the Manipur row broke out, and poor
old Hima was killed—shot through both legs whilst trying to
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carry a wounded British officer under cover. It was just the
death he wanted, for he said he knew he would either be
killed in battle or by a wild animal. His widow afterwards
gave me his medals in remembrance of him, the Indian Order
of Merit for valour and the frontier medal with seven bars,
and they form one of the most treasured mementos of the
friends of my young days that I possess.

Of course, on first joining, one heard many stories of the
‘“ good old rasping days,”” most of which unhappily are quite
unprintable ; still, one of them may be quoted to show that the
reputation of Assam, as given by my old captain, was not
quite undeserved.

Some ten years previously, we had an officer somewhat
addicted to drink (‘‘ unfortunately given to the intemperate use
of spirituous liquors,” as it was usually termed in official
phraseology) ; he never was actually drunk on duty, for, when
he felt the desire for an overdose of alcohol coming on, he
used to get three days’ station leave, shut himself up in his
quarters and deny himself to everybody.

During one of these bouts a newly-arrived chaplain was
going round to make the acquaintance of his flock, and, coming
to this officer’s house, asked if the Captain Sahib was in.
The servant said he would find out, and when he asked his
master if he would see the Padre Sahib, was told to say the
sahib was just dead.

“ Dear, dear!” said the padre, and toddled off home to
get ready for the funeral, of which he thought he must have
missed the notice, as such matters do not bear much delay in
the tropics.

After a wait, still having received no notice of the death,
he went back to the bungalow, where he met with the same
answer as before.

“1 must see the sahib,” said the padre.

‘‘ The sahib gave orders that no one is to see him.”

“ But I have to bury him !’ yelled the padre, forcing his
way in.
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“ Not just yet ! " shouted the irate officer, springing from
his bed with nothing on but an old vest, and, pushing the
astonished parson outside, he slammed the door and bolted it.

Leopards were very plentiful round the station, and at
night they used to come into it. One day I met the volunteer
sergeant instructor and he told me he had just seen a leopard
sunning itself on a tombstone in the cemetery, which seemed
such a tall yarn I did not think it worth while going 200
yards to look for myself. A morning or so after, on my way
to parade, I saw a leopard cross the road from the direction
of the cemetery, and go into a patch of jungle about 8oo
yards long and 400 wide, which lay between our parade ground,
the mess, and the native bazaar. This bit of forest had a
good-sized road bounding it on all four sides.

I rode on, told the adjutant and asked for fifty men off
parade to have a beat at once. He readily assented, saying it
would be good skirmishing practice for them, so I got my shot-
gun and loaded it with two rounds of ball, taking three more
in my pocket.

The men extended across the back of the mess garden, a
Gurkha officer went down one road, and I down the other,
towards the bazaar, each keeping about 100 yards in front of
the skirmishing line. Nothing showed till I halted near a
bridge, over the little streani which forms the bazaar boundary.
The sepoys had just reached the ridge overlooking the bazaar,
and a hundred yards from it, when some natives on the road
began calling out, ‘““ Bagh! Bagh!"” (tiger). A few seconds
later a leopard came out on the path about 20 yards off, and,
seeing me, turned for the jungle again. I let fly and heard the
bullet tell. The men instantly began calling to one another,
pulled out their kukries and came towards me, when out came
the leopard again, and this time I laid him out dead. The men
picked him up and took him to my bungalow, where skinning
operations at once began under the eyes of an admiring crowd ;
but there was only one bullet wound in the beast.

Before the skin was pegged out, a Khasia (an inhabitant of
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those parts) appeared with a rusty old musket, and behind him
were some others, bearing a leopard slung on a pole. We
looked at it, and asked where he got it, and were told it was the
one I had fired at first, which was hit and had crawled through
the ferns into the bed of the stream. He had noticed this,
and when we went away, fetched his gun and finished it off.
He now brought me the beast in the hope of reward, which he
speedily got. The first shot had smashed its hind leg and
raked its belly, so it couldn’t spring, or it undoubtedly would
have attacked some of us, who must have been quite close to
it when the men came up to the second one on the road.

The adjutant, who was my stable companion, was much
surprised at the result of the beat. Poor fellow, a few weeks
later he was killed when going with a small column to relieve
some people who had been stuck up by the Lushais. The
bullet which killed him first hit one of his orderlies, a parti-
cularly stupid man, on the head and glanced off ; a few months
later this man was hit again in exactly the same place, at Mani-
pur ; when he recovered from his second wound he got cholera,
and survived that too! It was quite a usual thing to tell him,
when he did anything particularly stupid, that if he hadn't
had such an infernal thick head the adjutant would still have
been alive, at which he used to grin sheepishly. What became
of him in the end I don’t know, for one year he went on furlough
to Nepal, and did not return, so he probably deserted, he
can scarcely have died ; but it was almost impossible to find
out anything of that sort in those days, for recruiting in Nepal
had not the official sanction of that State, and recruits were
brought out on the quiet by men who went in to persuade them,
so it was always rather difficult to keep the regiments up to
strength.

The Indian Government at that time did all possible to
encourage the Gurkha recruit to bring his wife and breed Gurkhas
in the regiments, also for years it tried to establish Gurkha
colonies in the hills ; then, when Nepal openly sanctioned our
Tecruiting parties going in, this colony scheme went by the board.
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The recruit up to a certain percentage is still allowed to bring
his wife, but comparatively few of the boys, born and bred in
barracks, are enlisted, nor are pensioners encouraged to settle
in British India. Consequently in India, at any rate in Assam,
there are thousands of civilian Gurkhas, who are not British
subjects and they are not always found easy to manage by the
civil authorities. Nevertheless, with all his drawbacks, real
or imaginary, the barrack-bred Gurkha is a fine fighting man,
and much more intelligent than his fellow-countryman enlisted
direct from Nepal.
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CHAPTER III

RECRUITING DURING THE GREAT WAR—A QUAINT STAFF OFFICER
~—MARCH TO MANIPUR—DESERTED CITY OF DIMAPUR—
SPORT IN MANIPUR STATE—PRACTICAL JOKE ON M.P.

HoOWEVER, when the great upheaval came in 1914, the Gurkha
settler in Assam proved of some value to the nation, for I was
able (at first without any official support) to get great numbers
of them to enlist. It was amusing almost to see the way some
officials looked on the needs of war. Hearing that some
Gurkhas were working in a quarry some 80 miles away, I
asked a man if he would tell one of his juniors to have a look
at them in his private capacity, and, if they seemed likely to
make good soldiers, a party would be sent to enlist them and
bring them to headquarters. The reply received was quaint:

“ I doubt very much, even in time of war, if X. could be
asked to do this, as recruiting forms no part of his official
duties.”

Many a Gurkha gave up lucrative employment and came
to join, and one man, whom I recognised as having been in the
regimental rifle team twenty years previously, said he wanted
to come back to his old corps. This showed good spirit as the
Gurkha is not a British subject and our quarrel was not his.

Having received a letter from A.H.Q. asking if any of the
local hillmen could be obtained for work in the Army Hospital
Corps, and having heard at a State meeting several of the petty
chiefs of the neighbourhood place themselves, their subjects,
and their resources at the disposal of the State, I thought it
would be a good opportunity to see what these offers were worth,
so sent the letter to a magistrate and asked himto tryand get
some recruits. He replied that the pay and conditions of
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service were not sufficiently attractive, so I suggested that the
chiefs could be asked to make any increase they thought
necessary out of their own pockets, but I thought that some
effort should be made to get volunteers.

Meeting him some days later, I asked if he had done any-
thing, and he said : *‘ My dear fellow, it’sno go! I had a lot
of men up, and considered it my duty to warn them that it was
very difficult and dangerous work that they were required for,
that they would have to go out between the firing lines, when
bullets and shells were flying about, to bring in the wounded,
and I doubted very much if any of those who went would ever
come back.”

I inquired how many had come forward after such an induce-
ment, and he said one man had ; so I asked him why he didn't
take him out to the back of the house and do him in quietly,
for this man was evidently tired of life. However, in justice
it must be admitted that later more rosy prospects were offered,
and a good many bearers were obtained, who went to France
and Mesopotamia, many of whom probably had never been
out of their own hills before.

After we had enlisted a couple of hundred Gurkhas locally,
Government sanctioned the expenses of a small recruiting
establishment, and asked if I considered a man I had recom-
mended for other employ would be suitable to manage it,
and, if so, what pay did he want ? This gentleman wasa retired
Conservator of Forests, who in the course of some thirty-five
years’ service in Assam had come up against most of the
Gurkha settlements, which, if not stopped, used to play merry
havoc in his timber reserves. When told of the Government
offer he said he would gladly accept, and if his travelling ex-
penses were guaranteed did not care what pay he was given,
but he would like to be given the temporary rank of captain.
Government told me that he could not be given this rank, but
he would be gazetted a second-lieutenant in my regiment, with
allowances, etc., equivalent to a captain’s pay. He accepted,
and thus became junior to his two soldier sons, one of whom
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was serving in the same battalion. From first to last this
recruiting effort produced about 3,000 men, who served in the
war. All this, however, is a digression.

After I had been about a year in the 44th we got a new
commanding officer, who had been away for about ten years on
the staff ; consequently none of the officers present knew him.
He was very fierce-looking and reserved, besides being very
strict, so we all expected an awful time, but before long dis-
covered what a really fine fellow he was.

We knew, of course, that he was an excellent soldier, for
he had won the V.C. in the regiment, and had held several good
staff billets. He made us all clearly understand that we were
responsible to him for our work and behaviour, and that he
would allow no outsider to interfere with us, except through
him.

Soon after he said this, I happened to be on the range one
holiday, practising with a rifle team, and just as I was screwing
up the back sight of my rifle with a Vernier scale, the district
staff officer, a dashing captain, rode up behind. We were all
in plain clothes, for the sepoy is allowed to wear them, when not
on duty, to save his uniform, which in those days he had to
pay for himself. As soon as I saw him, I called the men to
‘““Attention”’ and wished him good-morning. He said he wanted
the range at once, as the volunteers were coming.

There were none of them in sight, so I said, ‘“ All right, we
have only seven more shots to fire.”

He answered, very stuffily, ‘I said I wanted the range at
once.”” So the “ Cease fire”’ and * Close '’ were sounded, and the
party marched off—to meet the volunteers half a mile away.

Next morning the adjutant said the C.O. wanted to see me
in the orderly room after parade. So when I toed the line the
C.O. read out a letter from District Headquarters complaining
that one of his officers was on duty on the range the day before,
and had neglected to salute the staff officer, and he asked me
what I had to say.

I told him exactly what had happened—that I was not on
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duty; that I had not seen the staff officer till he was almost on
top of me, for I was lying down at the firing point ; that I had
wished him good-morning, and called the men to attention;
and did not know what further salutation an officer in mufti
was expected to make.

The C.O. said, ““ Just write that down exactly as you've
saidit.”” When he got the paper he rode over to the staff officer
and asked him what he had expected me to do, and was told
I ought to have taken off my hat.

‘““ All right,”’ said our C.O., ““ that’s easily arranged, but you
will have to take off your hat to all my officers who are senior
to you, so as to show my youngsters what you expect of them."”
Needless to say the matter ended by his admitting he had made
a mistake.

Years afterwards I met the same man elsewhere, the very
day I had been appointed to a billet similar to that he then
held, and when he congratulated me and asked, ‘* What will you
do now ? ”’ I couldn’t help saying, ‘* Run all the little boys in,
if they don't take off their hats to me, when they’re in mufti, of
course.”” And then we had a drink and a crack over old times.

In the spring of 1891 the Manipur disaster occurred, which
was an excellent example of what may happen if civilians take
a hand in military matters when fighting is actually imminent
or in progress. All the Assam Regiments in those days kept
their first line of transport animals with them, so could move
quite quickly when required. We got the orders to mobilise
one afternoon, moved the next morning, marched 63 miles to
the Brahmaputra, embarked on the steamers the next day but
one, and proceeded up the river to Nigriting, whence we had to
march about 200 miles to the city of Manipur itself, now called
Imphal.

The expedition was a tame affair as far as fighting went,
but was interesting in many ways. At about a third of the
distance from the river we passed a place called Dimapur, where
there is a deserted city, the ruins of which lie buried in dense
forest. All round about are numbers of great tanks of clear
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water, the largest of which is at least half a mile long and
quarter of a mile broad.

Many years ago, according to the legend, a ruler of this
city, before he died, ordered that his body and all his jewels
should be enclosed in a golden boat and sunk in the lake.

Occasionally, to such persons who by prayer and fasting have
rendered themselves worthy of the vision, the boat will appear
in all its glory for a few seconds and then slowly sink below the
surface of the water. At first it was secured by a strong chain
to the bank, which excited the cupidity of some of the in-
habitants, who got half a dozen elephants and a crowd of men
to try and pull the boat out. It came for a bit and then
suddenly slipped back, dragging with it all the men and the
elephants, who were drowned in the lake.

An old man,who told me this story,took me to the place where
this tragedy occurred and pointed out what he said was the cable,
but I possibly had not the eyes of a believer, so failed to see it.

Dimapur is said to have been wiped out by invading hordes
in the middle of the sixteenth century, so it is quite possible
that treasure was then hidden in this tank, for it is a favourite
way in India of hiding valuables, and this may have given rise
to the legend.

One of the old gateways of the city was still standing, though
much damaged by trees growing out of it, and just inside were
rows of curious pillars, both round and square. The round
ones had mushroom-shaped tops, so the pillars could not have
supported a roof, and most were intricately carved with lotus
flowers, peacocks, tigers and elephants. Many had fallen
down and others stood at all sorts of angles. They seemed to
be made of some sort of soft stone or composition, so it wasrather
astonishing they had stood the elements so long, especially as
it seemed as if some attempt had been made to destroy them
with fire, by piling wood amongst those groups which were
close together, for the inner surfaces of the pillars in groups
looked as if cracked and damaged by heat, whilst the parts
which would not get so much heat had not suffered. They
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were from ten to twelve feet high and three to six feet in dia-
meter. No one knows who made them or for what purpose
they were intended. In many parts of Assam, in dense jungle
and elsewhere, one often comes across the remains of fine build-
ings, of which the history is merely conjecture, and it is a great
pity no effort has ever been made to explore them thoroughly.

When we got into the valley of Manipur, we crossed several
fine streams, in one of which I saw dynamite used for the first
time. There was a large pool close to camp in which a sapper
officer exploded a few cartridges, which produced enough
fish to feed every man in the column. So in the evening I was
much surprised to see fish rising in this very place as if nothing
had happened ; I got out my rod and in a very short time caught
47 on the fly, running up to 1} Ib. All the streams we
passed were full of small fish, but what they lacked in size
they made up for in numbers.

There was one kind which our men called * potia,’’ something
like a perch in appearance only without the spikey back fin
and not so rough, which was a very free riser ; but he rose so
quickly that unless one struck on chance the moment the fly
touched the water he was seldom hooked. He was never over
3 oz. in weight, but was most excellent eating. The expedition
started too late for one to get any shooting except snipe and a
few pigeons. The black partridges were literally in thousands,
and used to get up by the road-side as the troops marched
along, and in the early morning and evening one heard the
cricket-like call of the cock bird, which sounds like *‘ Fix
bayonets! Quick with it ! ", all round camp.

There was a very fine bird called the Imperial pigeon, which
was double the size of an English wood-pigeon and as good
eating, of which I used to get a good many for our mess and to
present to other messes, often with satisfactory results when
our beer supply was exhausted. Out of the crop of one of these
birds I once took 13 wild olives, which are bigger than the
ordinary olive one gets out of a bottle. This will give some idea
of his capacity for gorging.
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One day, after a bit of a skirmish, onc of our N.C.0O.’s, by
name Brijman Rai, brought me a little fishing-rod which he
had found in a village we had just turned the enemy out of.
It had evidently belonged to an unfortunate officer who had
been murdered by the Manipuris close to that spot, for some
more of his kit was found there, too. I always used to try to
memorise the men’s names by the English translation of them,
such as ‘““glittering lion”’ for Amar Sing, the ‘‘hero of the
army "’ for Dalbir, and so on, but Brijman beat me. On
inquiry I learnt that it was the Indian corruption of *‘ French-
man’’ or ‘“‘prisoner,”’ the only other name of the kind we had
in the regiment was Hetku, the owner of it having been called
after an officer whose surname was Hesketh.

We were amused at that time to read in the telegrams from
home of the questions asked in Parliament as to whether the
campaign would be conducted with the same humanity as
would be observed by the German Army. One wonders now
what those legislators thought, if they were alive in 1914, of the
humanity they quoted as a model. This reminds me that when
we were on the Abor show in 19II the same sort of silly
questions were asked by a well-known crank. One day I had
been sent out to erect a cairn to a white man, who had been
murdered by those savages, so roped in a lot of the inhabitants
of the village who were said to have murdered him, as being
more suitable for doing the heavy work of lifting large stones
than my own men. Whilst the building was going on we heard
the “ tok-tok ”’ of axes on a tree-trunk and on sending to find
out what it was, found that some of the Abors had slipped off
to cut down a tree for themselves. They were promptly hunted
on to their appointed task by the men, with sticks and oppro-
brium. On seeing this, the column staff-officer remarked :’

“ I wonder what Sir ———— would say if he heard of your
treatment of his pets ? ”’

I replied, ‘“ All right, old chap, he shall hear of it.”

That night in our mess we composed the following effort to
the anxious M.P. :
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“To the almighty Lord Sir So-and-So, Member of the
British House of Parliament.

““We poor wretched Abors, having heard your most un-
fortunate efforts of speech on our behalf, beg to inform you that
the whole British Army has entered our country, and when we
sent our best and bravest warriors to oppose them they bulleted
five hundred of ditto. They have broken our stockades and
booby-traps, which we made to protect ourselves against
wild animals. How can turtle live without shell ? They kill
our pigs with sharp knife in most horribly manner, not as is
proper by beating with thick stick; they take our fish from
river and fowl from tree. How can we keep wolf from door ?
Also our women go to look at naughty soldier. What can
do?

‘“ Trusting that your almighty lordship will take British
Army away, and give large Government pensions to widows
of fallen warriors, we remain—Your lordship’s most obedient
and very hungry servants,

‘“ Kapok, Chief of Kebong.
‘““ MAbpu, Chief of Riu.”

I took this over to the provost-marshal, and when he read
it, he said, ‘“ How did you get this ? It ought to have gone
to the general,” evidently thinking it was genuine. So I told
him what it was, at which he was hugely delighted, and put it
in the field post-office. When certain it was well away, I told
the staff-officer and showed him a copy, when, instead of being
amused, he got in a dreadful state of mind, and blustered out,

“You'll get into a fiendish row over this.”

I told him that if he gave me away I should say he had
suggested it, for when told it would be done, he had said nothing,
so he kept quiet.

The letter reached its destination all right, for we read in
the paper the questions asked as to how many of the Abors had
been slaughtered, etc., etc.; but, to our disappointment, no
further notice was taken lof it,
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CHAPTER 1V

MANIPUR REBELLION, 'QI—LOOTING—TRIAL OF MANIPURI
NOTABLES—THEIR EXECUTION—CHOLERA

A GERMAN officer accompanied our column to Manipur, who
brought absolutely nothing in the way of provisions with him,
for either himself or his servant. When asked how he managed
for food when he was travelling in out-of-the-way parts, he
told us he always depended on the country he passed through to
supply his needs. In this instance he looked to any mess that
was handy to feed him, which was rather hard on the officers,
for one always manages with as little as possible on service,
and supplies are often difficult to obtain.

I believe his career came to an end somewhat abruptly by
his being eaten by cannibals in New Guinea. He was a great
curiosity collector, and his methods were very like those of
another man whom I met some years later. This latter worthy
was in China during the Boxer row in 1900, and said he had
come across a dhobi, or washerman, of a native regiment, who
had picked up a gold shoe. He offered 50 rupees for this,
which was not unnaturally refused, as it was a solid chunk of
pure gold, worth at least twenty times as much. The collector,
very much annoyed at not getting the bargain at his own price,
reported the dhobi to his commanding officer for looting against
orders, and, when the man’s kit was searched to see if there
was any other property in it, was much surprised to hear the
gold shoe wasn’t there, and the man said he had never heard
of such a thing.

Another yarn, also connected with looting, was rather
interesting. After the capture of Pekin, Count Waldersee,
who commanded the International forces, gave a reception in
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the Summer Palace, which was full of the most valuable things.
Knowing the propensities of some of his guests, he gave instruc-
tions that nothing in the palace was to be touched or moved,
rather a quaint precaution for the man to take, who after-
wards removed all the ancient astronomical instruments from
the Pekin observatory to Potsdam. A lady, who had been
invited to the reception, spotted a beautiful little clock, stuck
all over with all sorts of precious stones. This was too much
for her, so she snatched it up, and later asked a foreign officer
she caught sight of to hold it for her while she went to make
her bow to the count. On coming out she went up to this man
and requested the return of her clock. He bowed most
politely and said,

‘“Madam, you are mistaken, you gave me no clock!”

She must have felt properly sold, for in the circumstances
she could say nothing without giving herself away.

When we reached the city of Imphal we found it had been
fired by the Manipuris themselves, which accounted for the
explosions heard during the night before we marched in.
Columns were then sent out to round up the originators of the
trouble, and it was not long before the Maharajah was taken
prisoner.

Whilst he wasawaitingtrial, he made himself a great nuisance,
constantly sending for the doctor and complaining he was ill,
when there was nothing at all the matter with him except funk.

One day a young Irish medico, who went to attend to him
for a pain in the toe, prescribed a good dose of Epsom salts or
a ‘ number nine "’ pill, which the Maharajah refused to take,
saying he was sure it was poison. On this the doctor gave him
a cuff on the head and came away. It is not often a king
gets his ears boxed for refusing to take a purgative.

When the ringleaders concerned in the murder of the Chief
Commissioner of Assam and his officers were all roped in, orders
came from Government that they were to be tried by Court
Martial, and that every word said in court was to be written
down for the information of Parliament,
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Our C.O. was appointed a member of the court, and as the
President chose to interpret these orders literally, the Cabinet
must have had some very interesting reading. 1 saw a copy
of the proceedings afterwards, and remember the examination
of one witness very well. He seemed intimately acquainted
with the interior arrangements of the Maharajah's palace, and
aceounted for his knowledge by saying he was an official of the
royal household.

Question by the president : ‘* What are the duties of your
office ?

Answer : ‘“ My duties are to clean the Maharajah’s teeth
and another part of his anatomy.”

Remark by Major R. K., V.C. : “ Not with the same brush,
I hope.” This looked rather weird in print.

The result of the trial was that the Senapati, who commanded
the army, the Tongal General, the old ruffian whose job was to
keep the surrounding hill tribes in order, and some of the
princes were condemned to death for murder, but this sentence,
except in the case of the Senapatiand the Tongal, was commuted
to transportation for life.

When the day of execution arrived, a guard of four hundred
rifles surrounded the scaffold, as it was expected there might
be an attempt at rescue. The Tongal pretended to be too ill
to walk up to the gallows, and was carried up in a chair and
placed beneath the noose, but the Senapati walked up and
stood upright like a man.

A sergeant of gunners, who was executioner, adjusted the
rope round the Senapati’s neck, tapped the Tongal General on
the shoulder and said, ‘“ Now then, old man, stand up or I
can’t hang you.”

The Tongal gazed at him blankly, and then at the interpreter
who translated the remark, on which the old fellow shook his
head and roared with laughter.

The interpreter said, ‘“ Sir, the general states he will not
rise.”

The sergeant said, most persuasively, *“ Just tell the old
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gentleman I'm not going to hurt him.” This, too, was trans-
lated, but the Tongal would not budge. Then ensued a most
ghastly pause, whilst a man climbed up to the top of the
gallows to lengthen the rope, and when it was adjusted both
criminals were loosed off.

The moment the drop fell, all the women in the crowd set
up the most desolate wailing, which showed that the Senapati,
was a great favourite with the fair sex, but no regret was ex-
pressed for the Tongal, who was notorious for his cruelty.
His method of punishinga village was to surround it at night with
his troops, set it on fire in the early morning, and then wipe out
everything, man, woman, child or animal, driven out by the
flames.

One day we captured a Manipuri officer, quite an elderly
man, whose back had been cut to ribbons from his neck to his
knees. He told us he had been flogged by order of the Tongal
for running away in some fight. This was nothing unusual,
for the only time they really fought well was when the force
sent to oppose us had been told that any man who ran away
would be flogged to death.

No one, who had seen the mutilated bodies of his country-
men, or the desecrated graves in the little cemetery, felt much
sympathy for any of these people, though, as is customary,
there was plenty of it expressed in England by those who
sat at home in comfort.

After matters began to settle down a bit, the cholera broke
out very badly, and we had to keep moving about to try and
find a healthy place. About a hundred of our little men got the
disease, and a great many died. I myself got enteric and had
to be sent home for a year, which was not altogether an unmixed
joy, for I had been looking forward to great possibilities of
sport after the rains ceased.
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CHAPTER V

SICK LEAVE—SPORT IN GERMANY-—LANGUAGE LEAVE IN CAL-
CUTTA—TANK FISHING—EXAMINATION

WHEN on sick leave, the doctors recommended me to take a
course of German waters, which did me a lot of good, and while
there I had some excellent grayling fishing, as well as a fair
amount of shooting.

At that time the Germans never went in much for angling,
except occasionally with the worm, so the river, a tributary of
the Weser, was almost virgin water, and the grayling rose very
much better in the winter time than I have ever known them
do in England. A basket of 20 or 30, running up to a pound
in weight, was nothing unusual.

The people, too, were most hospitable, and I was asked to
every shoot that took place in the neighbourhood. The sport
was quite good—partridges and hares in the fields, and a few
pheasants, many hares, and an occasional woodcock, wild boar,
or roebuck in the forest.

We often went badger digging, with dachshunds to find
and corner the brock, but it was cold work and not exciting.

In covert shooting the Germans did one thing which is
never done in this country, though very sound. In most
places, when the guns were posted, they were warned only to
take game to one side, say, the left, in which case everyone
looked out to his front and left, and the right gun alone took
stuff on both sides of him. In this way, two men shooting at
the same thing, or not shooting at it at allthrough each thinking
it was the other’s bird, was entirely avoided.

Foxes were very numerous, so the scarcity of pheasants was
not surprising. At one place the owner had put down a lot of
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pheasants, and the first time he shot it only two old cocks were
killed, but no less than fifteen foxes. However, as the fox is
looked on as quite good game, this result was not considered so
unsatisfactory as we should have thought it, though somewhat
disappointing as regards the birds.

The first fox I shot was got in a very interesting manner.
A man took me out to try and get a roebuck, and after wandering
about in the forest for a long time without seeing one, he asked
me if I would like to shoot a fox. I wasn’t very keen, but said
I would do so if he wanted it killed. He said there was an earth
on the hill above, and told me to stand beside some bushes whilst
he called the fox up. I did so, and he stood behind me and
made a noise with his mouth, exactly like a hare caught in a
wire. In a few seconds the fox came trotting down the path
towards us, just like a dog that had been whistled for, and, when
he was about 20 yards off, I laid him out. This was a very
fine bit of woodcraft in my opinion.

This same man could always tell the sex of a hare when it
was put up in the open. He said the jack always bounded off
straight from his form, but the doe hesitated a little. One day,
to prove this, we were walking over a bit of rough ground, where
we killed about a dozen hares, and each time he called out the
sex after one was shot, before it was picked up.

The German close season differs from ours, in that one can
kill the cocks of capercaillie, black game, and pheasants up to
the end of May, which seems reasonable, seeing these birds are
polygamous. They are generally shot with a rifle, when dis-
playing before the hens. The capercaillie in particular
requires very early rising and very careful stalking, if one wants
to get a crack at him.

One always had to carry one’s game licence when onc had
one’s gun, for any policeman or forester could ask to see it.
I have seen a forester inspect all the licences at a shooting
party, and once, before I learnt the rule, was turned back
for not having brought mine, and was told if I hadn’t been a
foreigner I would have been hauled up. The same people are
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entitled to ask to see one’s card of permission, if one is fishing.
This rule no doubt prevents a lot of poaching and game tres-
pass, and might well be adopted by us, for one is practically
never asked for one’s game licence, and never for a fishing
licence.

Once I dropped in for a very fine bit of sport in the Father-
land. I had been invited to dine at Court, and the lady I was
to have taken in did not arrive till we had gone in to dinner.
When she came, she was so upset at being late, she dropped her
glove in her soup, which confused her still more, so I made some
trifling remark. She seemed so thankful her partner could
speak German, for she said she was so excited she had for-
gotten all the English she ever knew. After a bit she said she
had often seen me fishing, and wondered if I ever caught any-
thing, and seemed much interested to hear that I seldom came
back without getting a few.

She told me her husband was a great sportsman, and was
sure he would much like to see how it was done, so I fixed a day
for them to come out. The husband, a retired captain of
Uhlans, was greatly surprised that a rising fish could be stalked
and caught, and he often accompanied me after that. One
day he asked if I would pay him a visit and shoot partridges,
and I said I would much like to if he wrote and asked me later
on, as I was just going up to Scotland.

I never expected to hear any more about it, but the invita-
tion came all right. I accordingly went over to his place, and
have never seen so many partridges anywhere. The first
day the two of us got 68 brace over dogs, and close on
300 brace and many various in less than three weeks,
not shooting every day. He took me to see his uncle, who had
a very fine deer-forest (a deer-forest in Germany is really a
forest of trees). On seeing the magnificent collection of heads
the old man had, I inquired why he did not send some to the
Berlin Exhibition, which was shortly coming off, to which he
replied :

" Thank you! If I sent my best heads, the Kaiser would
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see them, invite himself to shoot, kill all my best stags, and then
present me with an order, which I should never wear.”

On returning to India I received orders to stay in Calcutta
and study for the Hindustani examination before rejoining.
This took the best part of three months, though I naturally
worked as hard as possible, for while on *‘ language leave,” as
it was called, a generous Government docked about a sixth of
my pay. A reward, however, is granted for passing the
Higher Standard, which about covers this deduction, but, of
course, the candidate has to pay for his munshi, or tutor, out
of his own pocket, so he is invariably out on the business.

I had a very nice old Mohammedan tutor, named Imdad
Ali, to work with me about four hours daily, who was quite
interesting to talk to. I remember his telling me that people
of his religion had a prophecy that early in the following
century there would be a great war amongst all the * topi-
wallahs *’ (those who wear hats), and that later the king of
England would become a Musulman. The first part has cer-
tainly been fulfilled, and I was reminded of the second part
three years since by a Nawab asking if I thought there was any
probability of it.

The old munshi said there were lots of big fish in all the tanks
of Calcutta, and suggested my catching some. These tanks,
or artificial ponds, are to be found all over the place, particularly
near Fort William, and some of them are of great size. There
was a very fine one at the back of the Asiatic Museum, quite
close to where I lived, where I used to get quite good sport
without much trouble. It seemed strange to fish in a place
closely surrounded on all sides by buildings. The commonest
fish in these tanks are rohu, or labeo, very tubby-shaped scaly
fish, which attain a very great size, frequently running up to
50 Ib., and occasionally to 8o 1b. or 100 lb., but the largest I
ever caught was 10 1b.

They only take on the bottom, and are by no means easy
to catch, for they bite so gently they scarcely move the float,
but just jiggle it about, and one has to strike quickly when the
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quivering is rapid. In coloured water, during the rains, they
do bite more boldly, I believe. When hooked, the rohu plays
strongly, but makes no rapid rushes.

In Calcutta, the method of ground-baiting is unusual, but
very effective. Several bamboos are procured about 2 ft.
longer than the depth of the water where one intends to fish,
and marked with the depth all the way up. A circular wooden
stop is fixed about a foot from the thick end of each, and the
straw cover from a wine or beer bottle i1s slid down on to the
stop, and made fast at its narrow end. The interior of the
straw is then packed with dough, and the other end of the
straw tied up to keep it in.

A native swims out and drives these into the mud, so that
they stand upright, the thin ends sticking out above the surface,
at intervals along the sides of the tank. When the rohu smells
this paste,which is often flavoured with asafcetida, he commences
digging at the straw to try and get it out, and his efforts make
the point of the cane quiver. The float is then adjusted, so
that the hook bait rests on the ground, and is cast in near the
bamboo, the fish thinks he has succeeded in knocking a bit of
paste out of the straw, and, it is to be hoped, takes it, when, if
he is a good one, a battle ensues. Platforms are often rigged
up, jutting out about g ft., from the end of which one can
command deep water immediately under one’s rod-point, so
that a quick strike can be made.

My old munshi often used to come in the evening to watch
these operations, accompanied by a friend, and when I had any
luck they got a fish or two to take home.

The day I went up for my examination—which consisted of
an exercise, translation from a book, reading and conversing
in the vernacular—I noticed a native in the room, whom I
recognised as having sometimes come to watch the fishing.
The examiner told me to converse with this man on any sub-
ject I liked, so it is not difficult to guess what I started on.
After a bit the examiner called up the next candidate, and gave
him similar instructions. This officer said he knew nothing
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about fishing, so the examiner again told him to choose any
subject he liked, on which he said he didn’t know what to talk
about.

‘“ Put this into Hindustani, then,” was the next order :
“ The native cavalry soldier was riding across a bridge, his
horse shied at an object by the wayside, the man lost his balance
and fell off. He hit his head against the coping of the wall, and
got concussion of the brain.”

The reply was, “ I can’t do it,”” so the examiner suggested
he should come up again at the next examination, which shows

that it doesn’t pay to waste the time of people of that sort with
futile remarks.”
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CHAPTER VI

DESCRIPTION OF SHILLONG—RAINFALL AT CHERRAPOONJI—
SYLHET ORANGES—FISHING BELOW CHERRA—THE MAHSEER

AFTER passing the language test I went up to Shillong, which is
almost the only place in India, except Kashmir, that I ever felt
the least keenness to get back to. Why, I cannot say, forit had
no great attractions for me in the way of society beyond my
regiment, and very little in the way of sport, except the wood-
cock, in its immediate vicinity. It is situated on a plateau,
4,900 ft. above sea level, with a wooded ridge on the south side
running up to *‘ the Peak ”’ (Mount Shillong, as it is marked on
the atlas), 6,500 ft., which is the highest point in the Khasia
hills. The station lies on undulating downs, broken here and
there by the valleys of some fair-sized streams, which were, till
about eight years ago, when trout were introduced, so poached
by netting and poisoning that there was scarcely a fish 2 in.
long in any of them within three miles.

In the middle of the place, at the foot of the club garden,
lies an artificial lake made in 1872 by Capt. Pollok, the author of
‘ Sport in British Burma,’’ about half a mile long, which holdsa
lot of small mahseer, but they are so shy it is almost impossible
to catch them, except when the white ant is on the water, per-
haps three days in the year. On one occasion the Khasias
were allowed to have a fishing competition, for which prizes
were given, and there were about fifty entries. Any sort of
bait wasallowed. The time was from 10a.m. till 4 p.m., but only
three fish were caught, the best half a pound.

Standing on our parade ground, and looking north across
the native village, one sees beyond the golf-links and racecourse
the pine-clad hill of Maopat, two miles away. To the north-
west spreads the valley of Assam, intersected by the Brahma-
putra river, on which, in clear weather, with a glass, one can
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see the steamers, though they are 65 miles distant. Beyond
the river the valley stretches for 30 or 40 miles up to the
Aka and Daphla hills, covered with dense jungle, and behind
them rise the snow-capped peaks of the Eastern Himalaya.

To the south-west and west, across the deep valley of the
Umiam, a well-wooded plateau, with villages dotted here and
there, slopes up to the hill of Dingiei, which is one of the highest
peaks in these parts, and to its north is Sohpetbyneng, *‘ the
navel of the world,”” a grassy hill on which a good many bears
are to be found. The Khasias believe that once upon a time,
on the summit of Dingiei grew a tree of such vast size that its
branches overshadowed the whole world, making it so dark
that no crops would grow, so one day they started to fell it.
When they returned next morning all trace of their labour had
disappeared. After this occurred for a few times, they set a
watch by night, and discovered that a tiger came to lick the
axe wounds and made the trunk whole again. So next even-
ing, when it got dusk, they fastened their axes and knives,
with the edges outwards, into the cuts, so when the tiger came
and licked he hurt his tongue and went away. Thenceforth
the work went on without interruption till the tree came down,
when every particle of it was destroyed by fire, so that no more
of its kind should ever grow again. After this the world became
fertile, as the sunshine and rain could fall upon the soil.

To the east of the parade ground lies the European part
of the station and cricket ground, but few of the houses are
visible on account of the trees. To the south are the rifle
ranges, with the targets at the foot of the Peak ridge. It is
said that from the top of the Peak one can see an area of country
larger than Ireland.

Thirty miles south of Shillong is the village of Cherrapoonjj,
noted for its enormous rainfall, which averages 450 in. in the
year, the highest amount recorded was 641 in. in 18gg9. All
this fall takes place practically between the middle of June and
the middle of October, and one would imagine that every-
thing except the base rock would be washed away in such a

D



50 Sport and Service in

deluge, but grass, trecs, and flowers grow there in profusion,
and the leeches in the rains are innumerable—one cannot step
off the path without getting covered with them. It seems
hardly credible, but this spot was once selected as a sanatorium
for the European pensioners of the East India Company’s
service. Needless to say, the poor old men did not last long.
Till they were levelled to the ground by the earthquake of
1897, the ruins of the old barracks, covered with moss and
vegetation, were a depressing sight. South of Cherra, the
ground drops away very steeply, about 4,000 ft. in three miles.
Some places on the path are just like a very uneven staircase,
most trying to the knees.

On the slopes at the foot of the cliff are many lime quarries
and extensive orange groves. The oranges, which are very like
Tangerines only larger and better flavoured, used to sell at
about 400 for a shilling some 25 years ago. It is said that
in early days oranges from Garwhal, Sikkim, and the Khasia
hills were carried by Arab traders into Syria, whence the Crusa-
ders helped to propagate them throughout Southern Europe, so
it seems quite feasible to suppose that the Arabs themselves
introduced them along the southern shores of the Mediterranean,
and therefore the Khasia, or, as it is now called, the Sylhet,
orange may quite well be the progenitor of the Tangerine.

These groves and lime quarries were leased from their
owners by a man of the name of Inglis, for himself and his
family, ‘‘ for so long as he remained above ground,”’ and in
order to ensure the continuation of the lease after his death
his family had his coffin walled into a great tomb above the
ground surface. I remember seeing it years ago just inside the
tall gate pillars of his garden, but the house had fallen down,
and the garden was a wilderness.

There was quite decent jungle fowl and green pigeon shoot-
ing round about these orange groves, and good fishing in the
river there, till it was ruined by dynamite; mahseer of
20 lbs. was nothing out of the common. A fish which I never
tried for, because it was a bottom feeder, called *‘kaski,”



s HAUNT.

YODCOCT

Wao

THE

‘<

£ Umiam River.

TH






S—— ———————

Assam and Elsewhere 51

was so numerous that the bottom of some pools was absolutely
black with them. It ran up to two or three pounds in weight,
and was rather like a tench to look at. It was much liked as
an article of diet by the local natives, who used to run a stick
through it lengthways, smoke it a little, then keep it till it was
soft and smelt to heaven, when it was said to be extremely
tasty. I can well believe it.

I saw a man one day, who had caught about 20 of these on
worm, which he had anchored in the stream to keep them alive
by the simple but cruel expedient of pushing astring through their
eyes with a bit of stick. Iasked why he couldn’t passit through
their gills, and he said if they were blind they didn’t struggle.
Some of the Arabs in Baghdad kept their fish alive in exactly
the same way. All Orientals seem to be naturally cruel.

The Umiam river, nine miles from Shillong, also held a lot
of fine fish till it, too, was ruined by dynamite. It was very
jolly to ride down there with a pal on a Saturday afternoon,
for one could always get quite good sport with the fly for an
hour before and after dusk, dine and sleep at the little rest house,
and return next day. There was a fair amount of rice cultiva-
tion round about, which held a few snipe, and there were black
partridges and a quail or two in the grass on the edge of the
rice-fields. We used to do our company training down there,
and skirmishing practice on the hillside often produced a few
birds, as a side issue to make matters slightly more interesting.

Most people think that ‘““mahseer”’ is the Hindustani name
for a particular species of fish, and that the word isderived from
Maha=big, and seer=head. Personally, I have never met
a native who would give, what we call a mahseer, this name
unless he had learnt to do so froma sahib. ‘“Matsya” is, I be-
lieve, the Sanscrit for * fish,”” and the name for fish in many
hilly districts of India sounds very like it, so probably when the
first sahib caught the first mahseer he asked a native what he
called it, who, not knowing its proper name, replied “ a fish,”
and so it has been called ever afterwards. Anyway, ‘ mah-
seer ' is a term very loosely applied.
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Within the last few years I travelled with at least two men,
keen anglers, who had probably caught far more fish than I
have ever done, and when I asked them to give me a definite
description of what they called mahseer they gave something
which would apply to two or three different species, and, if
asked, I couldn’t do much better myself. Anyway, noone would
start by saying he had a particularly big head, which, according
to the usually accepted derivation of his name, ought to be his
most salient feature. I believe the true mahseer is the fish
which is greenish coloured on the back, golden or copper-
coloured on the sides, with white belly and reddish-yellow fins.
Also he is longer in proportion to his depth than most similar
Indian fish, just as a salmon is longer and not so deep when
compared with a trout.

In early days the mahseer was supposed to be peculiar to
the Bengal Presidency, which in itself is enough to account for
his name, for the Bengali word for fish is *“ mas,” and the hill
‘dialect for it is ‘‘ macha,” which would easily be mistaken for
‘““mahseer "’ by the average Englishman. This fish frequents
rocky hill rivers; as a rule it is seldom found far from the
base of the hills, and then only where there are rocks.

Now it is realised that Barbus tor, which is his scientific
name, is found in all the big rivers of India, though those found
in the Indus, the Jhelum, the Sutlej, the Ganges, the Brahma-
putra, the Narbudda, or the Kaveri vary considerably in their
appearance. The difference is easily seen, for a fish from the
Ganges is illustrated on page 238 of Farlow’s 1922 Catalogue
and one from the Brahmaputra on page 194 of Cummins’.
Just in the same way, the trout in the British Isles vary in
colour and spots, when even in the same pool in the same
stream one catches some trout with many spots on them and
others with only a few, whilst some have pink flesh and others
white. Why is this? Have those with many spots ever been
considered a separate variety from those with few, and does
the flesh vary in colour with the frequency of the spots, for in
the same pool the feeding must be the same ?
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CHAPTER VII

MONOLITHS IN KHASIA HILLS—THE KHASIAS—LEGEND OF THE
SNAKE—WOODCOCK—FISH-POISONING—DYNAMITE

ONE of the first things one notices in the Khasia hills is the
great number of ancient monoliths and table stones to be seen
everywhere. These are literally cenotaphs or memorials, for
the ashes of the dead are deposited in cairns. Some of these
stones are of considerable size, sometimes projecting twenty
feet or more above the ground. They are always placed in
lines of odd numbers, usually five, seven, or nine, with the tallest
one in the centre, and in front of them are the table stones,
which are for women, the upright ones representing men.
They are hewn out of solid bits of rock, and taper towards the
top. They bear no inscriptions, for the Khasia language has no
written character. Modern memorial pillars are usually built
up of smaller stones, and often have an inscription on them
in English lettering, after the style seen in our cemeteries.
There is no personal history attached to any of the old ones,
but it is said the flat ones were sometimes used for human
sacrifices. They were brought from considerable distances,
being dragged on rollers by cane ropes, but how they were raised
upright is a matter of conjecture, for some weigh many tons.
These memorials are found in the adjoining hills, and even in the
plains, some distance from the hills, so it is probable that in
ancient times the Khasias were a much more powerful people
than they ever have been since the British had any connection
with India, and their customs were enforced on, or copied by,
neighbouring tribes. There is some reason for believing that
they sent an embassy to China some time in the sixteenth
century for it is on record that an embassy came to Pekin from



— g———————— prer— e EIE— ———

>4

Sport and Service in

Assam, headed by a man named U Ai, which is essentially a
Khasia name, and, some 12 years ago, a small metal slab
was obtained in Nowgong, the district which adjoins the north
side of the Khasia hills, which is a Chinese credential of some
sort. It is made of copper, thickly plated with gold, in the
shape of a knife-board, about fine inches long, two and a half
wide, and one inch thick.

It evidently formed one of a pair, because an inscription
had been engraved round the edges of the two placed together,
and this cannot be read in the absence of the second slab, as
every letter is cut in half. It seems likely that, after these
slabs were prepared, the ambassador was given one, the other
being retained in Pekin, so that if later another ambassador
came, bearing the credential give to the former man, the two
could be placed together to prove he was a properly accredited
person.

The Khasias are a very sturdy and cheerful, though ex-
tremely dirty race of distinctly Mongolian type. They are
mainly prosperous cultivators, and think nothing of carrying
in their produce 30 miles or more in a day to market, in
loads of 80 pounds, on their backs. The days of the
week are named after the different places where markets are
held. They are heavy drinkers, and drink is the curse of the
place, for there were, and probably are yet, about a hundred
private distilleries within a radius of five miles of our barracks.
The liquor is potent, cheap, and must be good, for a man
might be paralytic overnight and be on parade next morning
with no sign of his debauch on him, except the aroma of drink.
Drink, gambling, and women were the most frequent causes for
a man being ‘““ put on the mat,” for all are great weaknesses of
the Gurkha.

There is a superstition amongst the Khasias regarding a
snake, called “ U Thlen,” which requires a human sacrifice
to appease it, and murders take place occasionally, even in
these days, for that purpose, so that the natives are afraid to
go out alone after dark.
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Very little is known about this creature, for the people are
extremely unwilling to discuss it, but its possession is said to
bring them riches so long as it is contented. The snake is said
to have the power of making itself quite small, like a bit of horse-
hair, or distending to the size of a large cobra, when it chooses.

When it requires human blood, sickness or poverty comes
to its owner, and then he must murder someone, and take some
of his victim'’s hair, nails, and blood from the nostrils to feed
it, or it will kill him,

If he wants to get rid of the snake, he must forsake or
throw away all his property, which no one, except a chief, will
take over for fear of the creature following it. A chief and his
family are believed to be immune from any risk or responsi-
bility regarding the Thlen.

Once I was going shooting, very early one morning, and saw
a Khasia lying face downwards in the water-cut near our
barracks, and thinking he was drunk took hold of his foot
to pull him out, when I saw he was dead. We turned him over,
and, seeing blood on his face, found his head broken and the
partition between his nostrils cut away, and then I heard of
the superstition for the first time. The case was reported to
the police, but nothing was ever discovered.

There is very little game of any sort in the immediate
vicinity of Shillong, except a few ruddy-necked partridge and
Kalij pheasants, but a certain number of snipe and a good many
woodcock come in, in the winter. These are all trapped most
assiduously by the Khasias. A few quail used also to come,
but I have never seen one in those parts for over 25 years.

I used to keep all sorts of records of the woodcocks, their
weight, colour, haunts, etc., and one season carried a pedo-
meter to see how far I walked for my sport. The result
panned out to about five miles for every one killed and a little
over three for each one seen. That season I bagged g4, and
saw 145, some of which no doubt were counted twice over, so
they represented a good deal of foot-slogging. My best season
produced 189 birds, but the general run was from 60 to 9o,
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and the best morning’s bag was eight, rather different from what
I get now—the chance of shooting perhaps two in a season.

One finds the 'cock amongst the brackens and brambles,
in the damp bushy dingles, and in the pine-woods all round the
station. I have now and then got one in my garden, where
there was a little marshy patch surrounded by daphne bushes,
and have seen their borings close beside the parade ground.
Wandering through the forest with a gun and a good dog, on
a frosty, sunny morning, was one of the most fascinating forms
of sport I have ever enjoyed.

I never troubled to learn the Khasia language more than
was needed for sporting purposes but for anyone with the gift
of tongues Assam is a perfect silver mine, as Government gives
a reward of one thousand rupees for each test in a local lan-
guage passed by a civil official, and half that amount to a
soldier officer.

Taking the different languages spoken, in the province and
on its borders, from west to east along the right bank of the
Brahmaputra, and then back along the left or south bank, one
could learn Bengali, Assamese, Bhutia, Tibetan, Aka, Daphla,
Abor, Mishmi, Chinese, Khamti, Singpho, Naga, Manipuri,
Cachari, Lushai, Khasia, and Garo, not counting certain
recognised dialects of some of these, or Hindustani and Gurk-
hali, which are compulsory for all British officers of Gurkha
regiments.

The Khasias are great adepts at poisoning fish, for which
they use the bark of a certain tree and the juice of creepers and
cactus, so all the little streams haven’t much of a chance.
Some years ago, when the Umiam river was very low, a party
went down from Shillong to poison it, and, when this diversion
was over, they had a rare old jollification, set the grass on fire
by accident, and some, who were too drunk to escape, were
burnt to death, so the river for once played uptoitsname, which
means ‘‘the water of weeping.”

Thirty years ago this was quite a useful stream to fish, for,
unless it was unusually low, it wastoo big to poison. One could
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stand on the bridge, where the high road crosses, and see
shoals of big mahseer in the pool below, but dynamite soon did
away with these, there and elsewhere. 1 once went down there
snipe-shooting with my colonel, and, hearing the well-known
thump of a dynamite cartridge in water, went and looked over
the bridge, to find his batman, another of our men, and several
Khasias in the water throwing out the fish, whilst a policeman
in uniform was standing on the bank directing operations.
Our men, of course, were punished, and the others reported
to the civil authorities, who let them off with a warning.

On this, I observed one day to a high authority that I
couldn’t understand why the anarchists were such fools as
to risk blowing themselves up by making bombs when they
could buy them ready made anywhere in Assam for about
eightpence apiece. For some time he wouldn’t believe me, and
then, when I explained, he asked me how many I thought could
be bought. I told him just as many as he liked to pay for, so
he suggested that I should arrange to get some, and the names
of the people who sold them should be noted. To show how
easy it was, I asked him to breakfast next morning, and then
took him down to barracks, where I called up a Gurkha officer,
who was passing, gave him three rupees, and told him to go and
get six dynamite cartridges, complete with fuse and detonators,
as I wanted to blow up an old tree stump near the parade
ground.

He exclaimed : “ Why should I take your money, sahib ?
I can get the stuff from one of the Public Works clerks for
nothing.”

I told him he would not perhaps be able to find a man at
once who had some, so he had better take the money and go
and buy it in the bazaar. He went, and returned in about ten
minutes with the cartridges all ready for firing, three of them
having the vendor’s name neatly stamped on them.

The civilian cried out : ‘ This is dreadful ; the sale of
dynamite and possession of explosives without a licence are
absolutely illegal.”
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I remarked that I had shown him how well the law was
obeyed, and, if he really did want to find out who dealt in the
stuff, I would get him names, on the distinct understanding
the culprits were really punished and not let off with a warning.
He agreed, so in about ten days a hundred cartridges, dozens
of detonators, and yards of fuse were obtained, and, with
the names of the vendors and witnesses of the sales, were
sent to him.

The contractors and quarrymen concerned received ex-
emplary punishment, and, what was better, blasting powder
instead of dynamite was ordered to be used entirely on the
roads and in the quarries.

This man afterwards told me he couldn’t understand
my taking so much trouble in this matter, as the anarchists
weren’t likely to go for me, and seemed quite hurt to hear I had
done it in order to improve the rivers. Had I made this the
plea there would have been long odds against any steps being
taken to stop this illicit traffic.

Any contractor on the roads or in the quarries could get a
licence to buy as much high explosive as he liked, but no
inquiry was ever made as to how much was legitimately used,
or any check made on the quantity; consequently a very
great deal more went into the rivers than ever was used on the
rocks.

The administration seemed to consider it quite sufficient
to issue orders that it was illegal to kill fish in this way, but
when it was realised that nothing was ever done to enforce the
orders, the people naturally took no notice of them, so it was
far simpler to prohibit the use of dynamite altogether than hunt
the people who sold or used it illegally. All over Assam the
fish are taken in every conceivable way, in and out of season,
so they are much better off with dynamite out of the way.
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CHAPTER VII1

FISHING ROUND SHILLONG—A CUTE DRUMMER—POACHING—
RHINOCEROS

THE station of Shillong is entirely surrounded by small streams,
which in most places would hold quite decent fish. These
all have their sources in the well-wooded Peak ridge. The two
largest are named the Um Kra and the Um Shirpi (““um "’ means
water). The former comes down from the east end of the ridge,
flows north-east to north for about three miles, and then west
for about four more, when it joins the Um Shirpi. This stream
rises about a mile west of the other, flows west for two miles,
and then north-west to north for three. They join in a deep
chasm at the back of the regimental lines.

The Shirpi is the more rapid of the two, and in the last
mile of its course there are three splendid waterfalls, one of
which is an almost clear drop of 400 ft. The Um Kra, just
before the junction, has two big falls, of which the total drop is
350 ft. In the rains, all these falls are a magnificent sight.
One would expect to find enormous pools at the base of the
cliff, but there are none. I have never known anyone who
managed to get down to the actual junction, because the rocks
are so precipitous.

Under a fall close to the lines is a fine pool about 70 yards
long and 30 yards wide, but as it has steep, overhanging rocks
on both banks, and is very deep, it can only be fished from the
tail end, and even this is very difficult of approach. It holds
a good many fair-sized mahseer, for, from its situation and
size, it is impossible to poison or net it. I tried it once or twice,
when young and active, but the results were never worth
the trouble of getting down and up some 150 ft. of rugged cliff.
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On one occasion I had an adventure there, which gave me
food for thought for some days. I was climbing up, and had
neared the top, when I saw on the path above, about twenty
yards off, our big drummer carrying a bottle, slung by its neck
on a bit of string, in one hand, and an umbrella in the other.
I felt sure he was taking drink into barracks, which was strictly
forbidden, so called to him to wait a moment. I climbed
laboriously up, and then asked him what was in the bottle.

He replied, ‘“ What bottle ? ”

‘“ The bottle you were carrying just now.”

‘I have no bottle,”” he said, which was quite true.

I looked at his clothes. He certainly hadn’t it in his
pocket, for it would have stuck out. It wasn’t in his umbrella,
nor was there any bush or hole in the ground where he could
have hidden it without moving, and he stood in the same
place all the time I was coming up the bank, so I remarked :

““ You've done me thistime. Goon!” So he went on his
way, grinning.

Some days after, when at pipe practice, I had a brain wave,
and said to him, ““ Duttia, tell me where you put that bottle.”’

He laughed, and replied, ‘‘ No, sahib ; if I had had a bottle,
wouldn’t you have found it ? ”

I'said, “ I'm not going to run you in, so will you tell me if I
am right when I tell you what I think you did with it ? ”

He agreed, so I told him he had thrown it over my head
into the pool as I was climbing up the steep bank and looking
at the ground.

He seemed awfully surprised, but admitted this was the
case, and asked how I had found out; so I told him that was
the only way he could have got rid of it so quickly without
moving, for I would never have heard it splash amidst the
noise of the water.

This fellow tumbled off an elephant in Burma and broke
both his wrists, but made a most wonderful recovery, for he
was one of the finest big-drummers I have ever seen, and could
do all sorts of fireworks with the drumsticks. He wasn’t a
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bad piper either, and when he had taught his little son to play
the practice chanter, it was quite interesting to see the father
blow up the big pipes, put the drones over his shoulder, and keep
the bag full, whilst the boy played a march or reel, for his little
lungs could not have kept the instrument going.

For a short time after the rains ceased every year there were
a few small fish up to 8 in. long in all these local streams, but
in a week or two they got so shy from constant harrying by the
Khasias, they weren’t worth going out for.

Towards the end of my time in the service, Assam at last
got a Chief Commissioner, who was a fisherman, and he agreed,
as an experiment, to stock the streams in the station with
brown trout, the ova of which were got from Kashmir, and to
preserve them. This was done just before the war, in 1914, but
whether the trout have bred in the streams or not I cannot say,
as I have never been there in the fishing season since, but I
have seen them, so they should do all right if looked after.
During the war they must have had a thin time, and now the
Provincial Council is largely composed of natives, who are not
likely to do much to further the sahibs’ sport. In a few years,
except in the native States, where the rulers do not allow their
subjects to do as they like, field sports will be a thing of the
past, for, if left to himself, no native will observe a close season
for fish, flesh, or fowl.

At one time all sorts of regulations were made for a game
reserve in the Shillong forest, which were observed just as long
as the Chief Commissioner, who made them, remained in office,
and he succeeded in getting up quite a nice head of indigenous
game birds and small deer.

One day, some time after he left, as I was passing with my
company I heard a shot in the reserved forest, extended the
men, and soon ringed up a Khasia with a gun which he had
just fired.

A report was sent in to the magistrate, and he wanted to
know if any witnesses were available, so I offered to send
115, who had heard the shot and were present at the
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catching of the culprit, on which he said three would be enough.
1 heard afterwards the man was let off, because he said he
was on his way back from a village where he had been spend-
ing the night, and had taken his gun to sleep with, and his
reason for firing was that he did not like to take a loaded gun into
his house. From my experience of the Khasias, I had hitherto
imagined they preferred something softer than a gun as a bed-
fellow. Another native I knew was said to shoot a deer every
week in the reserve, and I was thinking about catching him,
when he saved me the trouble by shooting his sister, whilst
she was gathering sticks, in mistake for a deer. He was, of
course, tried for manslaughter, but got off, as it was an accident.

Most game reserves in British India are happy hunting
grounds for the natives if they can afford to bribe the watchers,
for the rewards given for the detention of poachers are so small.
In one of the rhinoceros sanctuaries in Assam, the reward given
for a conviction of killing one of these beasts was about thirty
rupees, or two pounds. Now, a dead rhinoceros is worth several
hundred rupees to a native, as his horn, to begin with, is worth
its weight in silver, and every bit of his meat, including his
entrails, is supposed to be an infallible aphrodisiac, so a poacher
who killed one could easily afford to pay the amount of the
Government reward to any potential witnesses and yet be well
in pocket, for those who got the precious meat would not be
likely to give him away. So, till rewards are big enough to
make it not worth the outlay for the poacher to bribe wit-
nesses, sanctuaries will always be poached. If a white man
broke the rules it would be known at once, for he never goes on
a shooting trip without employing many natives in one way or
another, and what he does is discussed by them all, with many
embellishments.

Fish in India have a much better chance of surviving than
game, for they mostly spawn in the rains, and the big ones
always drop down the hill streams into the plains, or into the
big pools, during the cold weather, and very little harm can be
done in the cold and hot seasons in large rivers, if explosives
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are not used. They soon get to know all about trapping, and
avoid it, and netting in clear water is never very profitable.

Assam undoubtedly affords the best and most varied mahseer
fishing in India, but getting to it is the difficulty, for communica-
tions in the province are not good in the vicinity of the hills,
Whichever river one elects to fish, one has almost always to go
a day or two’s march from the railway or the Brahmaputra
before starting operations; and coolies, carts, or transport
animals are always difficult to obtain at short notice. I have
had most of my best sport on active service, or on the march,
as regards fishing.
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CHAPTER IX

SIGNALLING CLASS, KASAULI—MORNI TAL—PATIALA

IT is thirty years since I was ordered to attend the School of
Army Signalling at Kasauli, a station 7,000 ft. up in the
Himalayas, where officers were taught how to send messages
by flag, lamp, heliograph, foghorn and all the rest of it. It
was an interesting and enjoyable class. Whilst there, I met the
late Maharajah of Patiala, who, in addition to being the ruler
of the greatest State in the Punjab, was a very first-class, all-
round sportsman. There was no manly sport or game at which
he was not an adept, except boxing, and he had neither the
weight nor muscle for that ; besides, he wore glasses. He was
equally good at polo, shooting, cricket, tennis, swimming or
pig-sticking. With a rook rifle he could hit a coin thrown up
at 20 yards almost every time with a bullet, and he possessed
that extraordinary faculty, which some Indians possess, of
being able toread something, dictate an orderor letter, and listen
to a conversation, all at the same time.

One day, after we had been playing cricket, he pulled an
enormous catapult out of his bag and began shooting at crows
with it. At that time I was a bit of an expert with a *‘ catty ”
myself, and told him that a great strong thing like his was no
use for accurate work, and showed him how one could light a
match lying on the ground with a small one carrying No. 4
shot, like I used, which wasn'’t likely to do any damage with a
stray shot. Of course he wanted to have one like it at once,
so I made one for him. Then he wished for several, but there

was no more elastic, and it was not obtainable in India, so I
offered to write home for some.
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He said, * Don’t write! Wire for it ; I will pay for the
cable.”

It was pointed out that the cable would cost about £5 for
a few shillings’ worth of elastic, on which he remarked, ** What
does that matter if I want the stuff ?

I accordingly cabled to my brother-in-law to send twenty
yards, and luckily he did so without instituting inquiries as
to whether I had gone dotty. When the elastic arrived, the
Maharajah equipped his brother, his wife, and many of his
friends with catapults, not altogether to the enjoyment of
some of his subjects, because he found this quite a useful way
of attracting a man’s attention.

Some twenty-five years later, long after the Maharajah was
dead, I met his brother again, but he did not recognise me ;
so I put up my hands as if I were using a catapult, when his
countenance brightened at once, and he said,

““Oh! that was many, many years ago, and I am an old
man now.” Which was rather pathetic.

During the class there was an interval of about a week just
before the examination for certificates, so a man in the 11th
Hussars and myself set off for a lake at the foot of the hills,
about thirty miles away, named Morni Tal, where there was
said to be very decent sport with rod or gun. We first rode
ten miles down to Pinjore, where Patiala had a beautiful
garden, modelled on the lines of the famous Shalimar, with
fruit trees, fountains, cascades, shaded walks, and rectangular
grass plots bordered with flowers, with a delightful summer-
house in the midst, where we put up for the night.

Next day we had a very rough march across the wide,
stony beds of several small rivers, and camped on the bank of
the farthest one. Early next morning we set off for the lake,
which was another ten miles off, across a high ridge. By noon
we had reached the crest, where there was a fine old castellated
Sikh fort, whence we could see the lake, still four miles distant
and some 2,000 feet below us, shimmering in the sunlight and

surrounded by jungle.
E
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A Sikh policeman came out of the post in the little village,
and, when he heard our kit had not come along, very kindly
made us some tea whilst we waited forit. He told usthat there
had been much fighting round about the castle in bygone days,
and, amongst other things, that it was full of ghosts.

The baggage ponies did not turn up till nearly three o’clock,
and were very tired, the delay having been caused by the loads
having to be man-handled over some ticklish parts of the
road, so, as we saw that we should get in very late if we con-
tinued the journey, we decided to stay where we were and
see what sport we could get near at hand. The fort was in
very fair preservation, and two rooms had been kept in repair
in one of the towers for the use of travellers, so we were able
to make ourselves fairly comfortable.

The Sikh informed us that there were a good many gural in
the cliffs about a mile away, which we might get a shot at in
the early morning, so while our kit was being unpacked we had
a look round the place. A small orange grove had lately been
started close by, and as we were going to it we realised that
what the policeman had said about the fighting wastrue enough,
for from the side of a small cutting made for the path a mass of
men’s ribs were sticking out, just as if a lot of old baskets had
been buried in there.

The only local man who could show the ground for gural
was the old sweeper, who looked after the rooms we occupied,
and when he appeared for that purpose next morning, clad in
a red serge jumper and a pair of tartan trews, I thought our
chances of bagging one of these little Indian chamois would be
small. However, after we had gone about a mile, he suggested
that my companion should go down the hillside through the
jungle to the lower part of the cliffs, whilst he and I kept on
along the top. After some distance we came to what seemed
to be the edge of a cliff, when, just as I was going to look over
cautiously, I heard a sharp whistling sound, which was the
gural’s alarm signal. A careful peep over in the direction of
the noise revealed three alert little animals standing about
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sixty yards down amongst the rocks, looking out below them.,
Selecting the one which seemed to be the biggest, I pressed the
trigger, but for some seconds the smoke obscured everything,
though a rattling of stones made it seem probable one was hit.
When the smoke cleared away, no animal could be seen, so I
told the sweeper to go down and prospect.

He looked over the edge, sat down at once, and said in
English, *“ Your highness, I no hill man. I fall down and get
killed."”

It wasn’t a nice place, almost a sheer drop, and covered
with loose stones, but I put down the rifle and proceeded to
climb down. The ground was very steep, but I got to the
place where the gural had been standing without much difficulty,
and there found a good patch of blood and hair on the stones.
twenty yards below this the little beast was lying dead under
a rock. Tying his legs together and passing my head through
them, I got him on my back, but climbing up again was not so
easy. The old sweeper was lying on the top with only his head
showing, and kept calling out each time a stone slipped, *“ Mind
yourself, Sahib, mind yourself!” On reaching the top I
made him take the gural, and went back to the castle.

My friend came in soon afterwards, and said that the shot
had evidently scared everything in his neighbourhood, for
he had seen nothing, and as it was such vile walking he gave
it up; so we had breakfast and went out again afterwards, but
had no more luck that day or the next. The following after-
noon we returned to our last camp, had a good bathe, and caught
a nice lot of sturdy roach-like little fish, which took the fly
and fought very well for their size. Next morning we sent
on the baggage ponies, and had a beat for peafowl. Neither
of us had shot these birds before, and were astonished to find
how fast they flew, and how easy it was to miss them in spite
of their size ; still, we got half adozen. A youngone wasa most
excellent dish, quite as good as roast turkey. We reached
Pinjore that evening, and Kasaulinext day. Onthistrip I had
two Gurkhas with me, and as we were passing through some
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heavy grass at the foot of the hills we came on some camel-dung.
The men pointed to it and said, * Rhinoceros.” The mistake
was not unnatural, for they had never seen a camel, the jungle
was just like that a rhino. lives in, and the dung is very similar.
Years afterwards, when in camp not ten miles from this very
spot, on looking at a very, very old temple, I saw a rhinoceros
carved on the wall, from which it is to be inferred that at the
time the temple was built, some hundreds of years ago, rhino.
did exist in these parts.

I remember very distinctly a conversation with these same
men in Amballa, where I had taken them to show them British
cavalry, infantry, and artillery, none of which was ever seen
in Assam. Indeed, till we landed at Basra during the war my
regiment had never formed part of a complete brigade on
parade, or stood in the line with guns and cavalry, in all the
92 years of its existence. Such are the disadvantages
of being a local corps in an out-of-the-way part of the world.

When they saw a parade of all arms they inquired the
object of the little flags the cavalry carried, meaning the lances,
and, lastly, asked me if it was true that the Russian Army was
so large that a steamer could float in the water that ran from
the water used in washing their cooking utensils. During the
late war I was asked if it was true the Germans had a gun so
big that a hundred men could sit inside it.

One could not expect men who had never seen other troops,
except on small frontier expeditions, to know very much. Our
men were highlanders, who, before enlisting, had never been
out of their own hills. They had always served in the hills,
and knew pretty well all that was required in jungle and
mountain warfare, subjects which used to be considered so
special as to require separate manuals of instruction. The
regiment had taken part in four jungle and hill expeditions in
the three years preceding the war, therefore, so as to give them
the full benefit of their recent experience, they were sent to
fight in a flat country, where there was scarcely a single wild
tree, whilst regiments consisting of plainsmen, who had always
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lived and served in flat, open country, were sent to be chawed
up in the bush in the only theatre of war in which there was
jungle where Indian troops were employed.

When the signalling class was over, the Maharajah invited
me to go and shoot with him in Patiala, and did me like the
prince he was. If there was pig-sticking, he sent out about
fifty ponies for me to choose a mount from, and when we went
to beat for small game, he turned out one of his battalions of
infantry and a cavalry regiment as beaters. The guns rode on
elephants in the line, and there was precious little game that
wasn’t flushed. We killed lots of partridges and hares, besides
a few snipe, peacock, quail and duck.

The polo was splendid to watch, for at that time the best
players in almost the whole of India belonged to Patiala. Per-
haps the finest player of all was a Sikh, who had been a non-
commissioned officer in the 12th Bengal Cavalry, whom the
Maharajah had induced to leave our service, and made a
general officer in his own. In the evening there was roller-
skating, theatricals, and, of course, a nautch, which last was the
least amusing of all.

When the day of departure came, the Maharajah asked me
to choose a memento of my visit from his treasure house, where
there were all sorts of watches, jewels, guns, swords, and every-
thing imaginable. I told him I would prefer to anything else
three of the tiny gold coins which he had specially struck to drop
into a bowl of melted butter, as a sort of religious rite, when he
first went out of his palace in the morning, so that I could have
them made into front studs. He at once turned to his secre-
tary and ordered him to get them for me, and bring them down
to the train.

When we arrived at the railway station, the secretary was
there to see me off, but made no reference to the coins; so I
asked him for them, on which he said he had forgotten them, but
would send them on by registered letter. A few minutes later
the Maharajah and his brother turned up to say good-bye, and
he at once asked if I had got the coins. On hearing that I
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hadn’t he turned round and asked why his orders hadn’t been
obeyed. The secretary said he had forgotten to give me the
coins, put his hand in his pocket and produced them, thus
showing that, though he was drawing a salary of {120 a month,
he wasn’t above stealing something worth, at the outside, ten
shillings, and lying about it as well. What he must have
looted his prince of in a year baffles the imagination ; and, of
course, everybody who had any petition to make would have to
pay through the nose before the secretary would even look
at it.

I then started on my eight days’ journey back to Shillong.
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CHAPTER X

TRAVELLING IN ASSAM—CROCODILES—RIVER STEAMERS—EDU-
CATION OF BENGALIS

A JOURNEY to Upper Assam from any part of India was a
considerable undertaking even in the latter part of last cen-
tury. One encountered the difficulties soon after leaving
Calcutta, particularly if one elected to follow the mail route,
when time was an object. The simplest way was to leave
Calcutta at night by train, strike the Brahmaputra at Goalundo
early next morning, and there embark on a steamer, which
took one 200 miles up the river to Gauhati, where one got off for
Shillong, to Nigriting another 150 for Kohima in the Naga hills
and Manipur, or to Dibrugarh, which was another 100 miles
further up. Beyond this the steamers did not go. Between
all these places were numerous ports, or ghats as they are
called, from which one journeyed into the interior of the
province.

Shillong, Kohima, and Dibrugarh were the military stations
of Assam up to 1891; the two first were 63 and 98 miles from
the river, and Dibrugarh wason it. After the rising in 1891,
Manipur was made into a garrison, and it was 100 miles across
country beyond Kohima ; the cart road was not opened till
1894.

The shorter route was more uncomfortable, because there
were several large unbridged rivers to cross, including the Teesta
and the Ganges. The distance between the two permanent
railway stations on the opposite banks of the Ganges was
13 miles, and in the dry season the rails were laid on the
sand as far as possible, and then one had to walk some distance
from the train to the ferry steamer, when the actual crossing
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only took about twenty minutes. In the rains, when the
river was full, it took a couple of hours. The other rivers were
crossed in country boats, poled or rowed by natives, and
little uncomfortable trains linked up with them. The mail
went this way, as it was over a day shorter between Calcutta and
Jatrapur,where the railended, than by going round by Goalundo.

At Jatrapur a steamer was always supposed to be awaiting
the train, but if it was not, there was a rest house where one
could get food of sorts. In this, asin all similar establishments
throughout India, was kept a book in which visitors recorded
the period of their stay and the amount paid for rent, but at
Jatrapur they often filled in the time by making sketches or
writing what they considered poetry. Four entries I remember

very well, which were :

*“ With a fasting dawn, we came at morn
And this good hostel tried,
And I declare, as we all do here,

That we were really quite satisfied.
—C. B., October 7.”

The next man, evidently not feeling so pleased with himself,

wrote :

*“ Thou hungry lout, thou senseless wit, who taught
thee words in rhyme to fit ¢
Why agonise thy fellow man with worthless verse that

does not scan ?
—L. C. B,, October 12.”

A missionary then came along and wrote :

‘“ Sume come and like to write their verse, and some to strut

about and curse,
I wean (sic) it is the better plan to act the part of a

gentleman,
And if you will of my words take heed, I am sure you

always will succeed.
—C. D., October 17.”

Number two, on his next visit, wrote below :

** Your rhyme is poor, your grammar worse,
And words that jingle don’t make verse.
—L. C. B,, October 25."”
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To these scintillations I felt bound to contribute my spark :

‘“ One would think from wit so neat
That Byron had been here to eat.
—A. W, November 2."”

The constant changes in the beds of the Ganges and other
rivers caused frequent alterations in the positions of the rail-
way stations, necessitating removal and relaying of the railway,
and were for many years a puzzle to engineers and a source of
anxiety to the financial authorities, but the difficulties were
overcome by bridging the rivers, and now the railway runs
through from Calcutta to a point three miles or so short of
Gauhati, where there is a ferry steamer, and then continues
along the left bank of the Brahmaputra up to Dibrugarh.

Before the steamers came it took anything from two to
three months to reach Dibrugarh from Calcutta in a sailing
boat.

Up to Jatrapur the scenery along the river is uninteresting
and monotonous, but after that, on the left bank, the wooded
ridges of the Garo, Khasia, and Naga hills succeed one another,
and on the right, at a distance of 30 or 40 miles, rise the hills
of Bhutan, Aka, and Daphla, with the snowy peaks of the
Himalaya in Tibet behind them.

On the sandbanks, when the water is low, one sees scores of
crocodiles basking in the sun, with their jaws agape. These
are all of the narrow-snouted, fish-eating kind, often 20
feet or so in length, and quite harmless to cattle and human
beings.

When young and thoughtless, and when the old Snider
ammunition could be bought for about eight shillings a hundred
rounds, I often used to shoot at them, but they were seldom
killed outright, and if they were, could not be got, for the boat
might not be stopped. On one occasion, however, I did secure
one, by accident. On being hit it lashed about a great deal,
but as its spine was broken it could not get into the water.
The man at the wheel was so interested in this that, not looking
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where he was going he ran the ship on to the sandbank, and
there she stuck and no amount of back-paddling would move
her. The skipper (a native) then had a boat lowered, put the
anchor into it, which was taken down-stream to the length of
the cable and there dropped. The donkey engine commenced
to wind in, and slowly the ship was dragged off. I then
suggested, hinting that buckshish would be forthcoming, that
as the boat was afloat it might be taken a few yards further
and the crocodile brought on board. So we got the beast which
took six men to lift. The steersman also received a trifle to
compensate him for the whack on the head he got from the
skipper when the ship ran aground.

Usually, if one ran on to a bank, especially when going
down-stream, it was a more serious matter, for one had to wait
till another boat came to pull one off ; and instances have been
known when this occurred, if the river was falling after the
rains, of a boat being stuck for days. In years gone by little
was done in the way of buoying or lighting the main channel,
and one always tied up at dark.

These steamboats only drew four or five feet of water when
fully laden, and two men used to sit on either side of the bows
with leads or poles for sounding, calling out the depth they
found. When the cry was ““Tin bom milla nay” (three
fathoms not touched) all was well, but at ‘* Kalli ek bom "
(only one fathom) the engine was slowed, for sometimes the
next cry was ‘“‘ Lugga "’ (struck), and there would be a bump
which shook the vessel from stem to stern.

In later years the channel was marked where uncertain
with poles and lamps by night, and as the boats carried large
acetylene searchlights, they ran continuously and did not tie
up.

One extraordinary effect of the searchlight was this. In
warm weather it naturally attracted crowds of insects, large
and small, from the jungle on the banks. These glowed like
fireflies in the direct beam of the lamp, and continued to do so
for some yards after they had passed out of it into the dark,
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though they were not luminous at any other time. One night
I remember, in the cold weather, a lot ot wild geese flew at the
light and got mixed up with the chairs on the foredeck, where
two or three of them were caught.

When the boats used to tie up at night, the crew used to
let down lines from the stern and sometimes caught quite
large mahseer with bait, but more often got broken. The
photo of one of these, weighing 70 pounds, which I sent
to Cummins, of Bishop Auckland, has adorned his catalogue
for many years. This very handsome fish was taken by the
engineer of one of the boats, who could hold most things he
hooked as he had 500 yards of line on his reel. He invariably
fished on the bottom with about a pound of lead on to keep the
bait down, and a chunk of paste as large as his fist on the hook.
Occasionally a tiger might be seen swimming from bank to
bank, and once I saw a herd of wild buffalo crossing, with nothing
but their horns and heads showing.

It will be easily realised that in the old days few people
went to Assam, except for a long stay, unless they had to go on
duty or business.

However, officers going on leave out of the province were
allowed to report their departure and their arrival on returning
at Jatrapur, which was practically on the border. This was
a considerable concession, as it prevented one losing pay
through overstaying one’s leave if the steamer ran aground.

One commanding officer we had, who seldom took leave,
said he thought this a rotten rule and would allow no one to
avail himself of it ; but not long after he got stuck himself,
and then did not hesitate to do so, therefore afterwards he
never could object to others doing the same.

Leave, however, was not very easy to obtain when I first
joined. I was eight yearsin the Army without any leave at all,
except for week-ends and an occasional ten days,and on one
occasion, when I got enteric on service. The regiments in
Assam, owing to the numerous detachments we had to find,
were always short of officers,
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When going up or down the river on duty, officers were
allowed to get their actual food on the boats at about half-rates,
provided they obtained a certificate from the master of the
boat to the effect that they had been fed on board. Where
else one was to feed on a moving boat had evidently never been
considered. Most people would think it would be less trouble
to all concerned if the officer were allowed to pay direct for
his messing at half-rates on production of his ticket to prove
he was travelling on duty, but that would have been far too
simple a procedure for the Indian Government. He therefore
had to pay at full rate, get this certificate from the skipper,
who was usually an almost illiterate native, then claim a refund
from the pay department supported by the certificate and a
copy of the order authorising him to travel, when he was
lucky if he got the money in a month or two without any further
question being asked.

It is strange how the Indian Government has always treated
its officers as if they were potential thieves and swindlers. A
friend of mine once had to raise a coolie corps in the Naga hills
and take it on service in Burma. Having done this, he showed
the 600 men in the pay-return as Numbers 1, 2, 3, etc., of
such-and-such a village, as many men who came from the same
village had the same names. By this means he hoped to
avoid questions as to whether he had not paid the same man
twice, and whether Moba of Kohima was not the same man as
Moba of Konoma, for some of these tribes have only about
half-a-dozen names amongst them, the owner being distinguished
by a sort of nickname.

Imagine this officer’s delight, some time after the campaign
was over and his corps disbanded, at getting all the pay-rolls
back with the whole amount of them objected to, several
thousands of rupees being debited against him personally
because the payees’ names had not been given nor their
signatures taken against each payment. He replied that none
of the men could write, and it would now be impossible to get
their names as they had all gone to their homes ; but he stated
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that the money had been paid to them as he had certified on
the pay-roll each month. No notice was taken of this argu-
ment. He was merely told that the objection was upheld for
the reasons first given, and that the whole sum would be
recovered from his own pay in monthly instalments. On this
he sat down, evolved the names out of his own fertile brain,
and sent the amended rolls back, on which the objection was
withdrawn.

A few of the skippers of the Brahmaputra flotilla, 30
odd years ago, were white men. One of them had served on
the Indus in the Sikh wars—a very quaint old bird. I was
once in his boat in October, when the river was very high,
but falling, as the rains were over. One morning the old man
came up from breakfast and, without saying a word, gave the
steersman a clip on the ear which knocked him off the wheel.
He then walked forward, looked about a bit, and took another
turn down the deck, gave the man another cuff, and pointed
out something. Afterwards he came and sat down beside me
with the remark he was a little bit put out, but hoped I had not
noticed it. I asked what had annoyed him, and he replied :

‘“ While I was at breakfast that adjective fool has taken us
about a mile out of the proper channel, and if we stick now the
boat will be here for another six or seven months.”

Luckily we did not stick. It did not seem surprising that
the man had lost his way, for during the rains the river had
the appearance of a vast swirling lake with country boats all
over it, and only a few landmarks, such as villages or clumps
of tree jungle sticking out like islands here and there.

Another English skipper had a fearfully pock-marked face,
and of him it was told that on one of his rare visits to London he
went into a barber’s shop for a shave, for which he was charged
sixpence. He said something about the charge being very
high, on which the barber remarked :

‘I ought to have charged a shilling seeing all the trouble
I had going in and out of them holes without cutting you.”

On reaching Gauhati one had often to stay the night, because
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the tongas (two-wheeled conveyances drawn by two ponies) did
not start after ten o’clock. The journey took eight hours.
Nowadays there are motors, which make the 63 miles
in about six. The ponies were changed every seven or eight
miles, and most of them were very bad starters, rearing, biting,
fighting, and jibbing being the usual thing at each stage. Some
required to have their nostrils bunged up with a dirty clout
before they would move, others had to have their ears twisted
or bitten, some needed a rope put round their quarters and
pulled before they would stir, whilst for one or two a handful
of burning straw had to be flung down on the road under their
bellies, but when once they were off they did most of the stages
at a gallop.

In the garden of the rest house at Gauhati, which stood
on a small hill overlooking the river, were several old guns,
relics of the Burmese occupation, 1818-1824. One afternoon
I was visited here by two Bengali youths, who presented a
petition setting forth that they had received an English educa-
tion, but had failed to pass the final examination, so they
now requested the charitable to contribute towards main-
taining them. I asked what their parentsdid, and wasinformed
that the father of each was a small farmer. I inquired why
they could not work on the land, too, when both replied
that such a thing would be shameful for anyone who had
received a good education, that is to say, they would not work
but were not ashamed to beg from those who did. It is from
such men as these the agitators are made. They fail to see
that the object of education is to make a man a useful member
of society, not merely to turn him into a clerk. If they are
not able to get a job of this sort they are dissatisfied, and
pretend that Government has deceived them by not providing
them all with jobs.

Do any of them imagine now that, if the British left India,
their sort would survive and be able to govern? Do they
imagine that the Sikh or Punjabi Mohammedan would allow
himself to be bossed by a Bengali? Do they ever realise that
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the Gurkha says that, if the British Army were withdrawn, in
a month there would not be a rupee or a virgin left between
Nepaul and Calcutta ? No, they want us to provide the pro-
tection and allow them to control us, so that they can reap all
the benefit without taking the risk.

Five miles out of Gauhati the road enters the forest, and
except for a few bits of cultivation here and there runs through
it for about 40 miles. The change of temperature at any
time of the year between Gauhati at 200 feet above sea-level
and Shillong at about 5,000 is considerable, and frequently
gives a new arrival a bad dose of fever.
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CHAPTER XI

DUCK-SHOOTING AND NATIVE FISHING IN MARSHES OF ASSAM—
LAKES IN MANIPUR STATE

IN 1897, owing to a very bad earthquake in Assam, about
200 square miles subsided on the north bank of the Brah-
maputra, and the courses of many of the small rivers which
came down from the Bhutan hills were silted or choked up, so
all this area was turned into one huge swamp. In a few years
the sites of the deserted villages and the raised parts of the
roads were practically all that remained above water. The
grass and water weeds grew apace, and the area became the
haunt of countless wildfowl, which afforded probably the best
sport of the kind in India. For Assam, the place was com-
paratively accessible. In later years, when villages sprang
up near the edges of the marsh or on some of the larger islands
which were gradually formed from the silt brought down from
the mountains, one used to camp in a place where one could get
boats and then paddle out and line up in suitable positions,
where the high grass gave good cover, for instance, along some
part of a derelict road.

A man was then sent off for a mile or so in one direction with
a gun to stir the duck up. As soon as one heard the first shot
one saw in the distance a cloud of birds against the sky, which
looked like a vast swarm of gnats, and then in a minute or two
they began coming over in dozens, in twos and threes, or singly,
at all heights and angles, affording an infinite variety of shots.
Then, after most of the duck on that side had shifted their
quarters, another man, who had gone out in the opposite direc-
tion, would open fire and the same performance would take
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place again. In the evening one could go practically where one
chose and get flighting.

Every day one got eight or ten varieties of duck, such as
widgeon, gadwall, tufted pochard, red-headed pochard, pin-
tail, sheldrake, spot-bill, shoveller, etc., besides geese and teal.
Gadwall were far the most numerous, but mallard were ex-
tremely scarce. In all the years I served in Assam I only
got one mallard, and that was the very last duck I killed
there.

The first time I went, a party of four got over 1,400 duck in
two and a half days, but the submerged area gradually grew less
as it was drained and the rivers through it cut themselves new
channels, and my last visit in 1920 only resulted in a bag of 355
for five guns in three days. Nowadays I am told that, owing to
the success of the Montague-Chelmsford reforms in stirring
up racial feeling, the natives of those parts, although they
always received a large percentage of the bag besides being paid
for their trouble, won't take a white man out at all, or even
hire their boats to him.

This great marsh absolutely swarms with fish, some of which
are most peculiar. The first one when seen in the water
seemed quite an ordinary little beast about three inches long,
not unlike a miniature gurnard, but, if carried on to the bank
by the wash of a passing boat, he instantly blew himself up
into an almost round semi-transparent ball and proceeded to
roll back into the water. If picked up by the tail, it seemed as
if he would remain puffed out indefinitely, but he deflated the
moment he touched the water.

One reads they possess this power of distention as a pro-
tection against other fish, but if this is the case they must be
able to blow themselves out with water too, which I never suc-
ceeded in making them do, even after putting them in a basin
and stirring them up, but they would instantly distend with air
when on the surface. The other queer fish was about the size of
a big minnow, and he could walk up the bank, a tree stump, or

even the side of a stationary boat on the tips of his fins, which
F
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were sharp and pointed, and there remain raised up on his fore-
fins, just like a lizard looking for flies.

The inhabitants of this district seemed to do nothing but
fish during the cold weather in every manner, except with
hook and line.

One method was the use of a basket, triangular in shape,
made of split bamboo. Three sides of it closed to a point, the
fourth side left open. It was kept rigid by a forked wooden
handle. The operator holding this wades in, presses the bottom
of the basket on the ground, and then tries to drive fish into it
by trampling on the weeds all round it. Sometimes two rows of
women, facing inwards, will drive a creek, or form a circle in a
marsh, gradually closing in and pushing these baskets along
the bottom in front of them, when the result is much better
than one would expect, and the operation is quite amusing to
watch, for the participants thoroughly enjoy it.

Another method is the use of a dome-shaped basket about
a yard high and two feet in diameter across the base. At the
apex is a hole just large enough to admit a man’s hand. With
this the fisherman wades in and dabs it down over any spot
likely to hold a fish. If he gets one inside, which he is aware of
by its efforts to get out, he puts his hand in through the hole at
the top to catchit. Thisalsoaffords quite good results. Most
of the fish taken in these ways are very small. They are spread
out to dry in the sun, which is all the curing they get. Asmay
be imagined, neither their odour nor their appearance is
attractive, but the native enjoys them immensely boiled in his
rice. The larger fish are taken with nets or spears.

In the State of Manipur, which is also very swampy in parts,
are several shallow lakes, in which the fishermen form enormous
rafts or islands of vegatation. These they push into a spot
where they have paved the bottom with stones and there
anchor them in a depth of water sufficient to allow of the green-
stuff resting on the stones, and then they leave them till
the fish get accustomed to them and take cover amongst the
vegetation.
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After a while nets are placed all round these green masses
and the fish are driven out with much shouting and thumping of
paddles against the sides of dugout canoes, a none-too-pleas-
ing sound if one has ridden out several miles to shoot duck.

The fishing rights of one lake called the Whitok used to let
twenty years ago for an annual rent of about £700, and as the
fish used to be sold for about a halfpenny a pound, it may be
imagined what an enormous number there were in the lake.

When the rainy season ceased, the fish used to collect
at the lower end of the lake to drop down the river, but they
were kept in by a dam. Into this dam were built great wooden
pipes through which all the outflow passed, and men stood
with large conical baskets with which they covered the end of
the pipes. In a few minutes these were filled with fish, when
they were removed and empty ones put on at once. This
went on day and night for about three weeks.

About 200 yards down-strcam from the outflow was a
large, crude, very indecent representation of a naked woman
lying on her back, and to this the first basketful of fish
taken after dawn each day was sacrificed. The smell of these
fish was supposed to draw the others down-stream. It struck
me that a specially small basket must be kept for the sacrifice.

To stand on the dam and look up the lake afforded a sight
for the gods; for a couple of hundred yards up the valley the
water was absolutely black with fish, so closely packed they
could scarcely move. Hawks, cormorants, and gulls picked the
little ones off the top, whilst every now and again a regular
spray of fish would shoot into the air, indicating that big ones
were taking toll from below. Acres and acres of ground were
covered by the drying operations, the smell of which was
easily perceived at the distance of a mile.

This fishery has existed from time immemorial, yet the
supply of fish never seems to get less, of which this lake is said
to hold twenty-two varieties.

In all the rice-fields throughout the valley of Manipur, when
they were flooded during the rains, were millions and millions
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of fry. Even these were caught in neat little basket contri-
vances something like eel traps, which were placed in the irriga-
tion runnels between the fields.

When shooting snipe in August and September, one'’s
orderlies always used to shake out the contents of these traps
till they had filled their haversacks, and in the course of a
day’s shooting each would generally collect four or five pounds
of these little whitebait if no one else had been round before
them.

How these fish got into the fields, especially into those which
were not irrigated from a stream, I could never understand, and
precious few of them could have got out again, for after a while
the water dried up, and the land remained dry till the next
year.
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CHAPTER XII
ADVENTURE WITH A ROGUE ELEPHANT

SoME thirty years ago an advertisement appeared in the Assam
Gazette proclaiming that a rogue elephant * about 15 feet high
and of a light-black colour” was Kkilling people and destroying
crops between 20 and 25 miles east of Shillong, and a reward
of 50 rupees and its tusks was offered to anyone who would
kill it. The description had evidently been written by a
Bengali clerk and not been checked by anyone in authority,
but inquiries elicited the fact that a very large elephant was
on the rampage not so very far away.

The officers of the Austrian cruiser Kaiserin Elizabeth,
which had brought out the Archduke Franz Fredinand to India
in the winter of 1892-93, had presented me with a *315 Mann-
licher rifle as a keepsake when they left India, and as these
small bores were said to be highly efficient sporting weapons,
a favourable opportunity seemed to have occurred for testing
it, so I applied for a few days’ leave for myself, a Gurkha
officer, and a few men, and set off with the intention of bagging
the elephant. I also had an old double ten-bore rifle with
which I had slain a fair amount of big game, but I had had it
cut down, for it originally weighed 144 1b., and was not a pleasant
burden to carry about for long. After the alteration it weighed
ten pounds and kicked like a mule, so I did not like firing it very
much after an experience one of our N.C.O.’s had.

The armourer took about a foot off the barrels and put on a
temporary foresight, so that the sighting could be adjusted
on the range, so I ordered a revolver target to be put up on
the river bank near our guard room, and went into the
adjutant’s office whilst it was being got ready.
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The rifle was lying on the table and was being examined by
some of the men who were in the office, one of whom kept
stroking the butt and drawing in his breath. Iasked him what
he thought of that for a gun.

He replied: ‘It is just like one of our 7 lber. mountain
guns.”’

I inquired, * Would you like to fire it off ? "

‘“ Such was my desire the moment I saw it, but did not dare
say so,”’ he answered.

““Come along then,” I said, and we went down to the
target, followed by a small crowd of the sepoys. We took up
position at a distance of about 30 paces, and loading the
rifle I handed it to the little man telling him to only cock one
barrel at a time for fear the other should jar off, and suggest-
ing he should sit or kneel down to aim, but he preferred to stand.

I had not noticed, but he evidently cocked both barrels,
for there was a prodigious report, and the gallant Gurkha went
over backwards like a ninepin. He picked himself up, put on
his cap, and remarked,

" Father, oh father! if that had struck an elephant it would
not have moved a pace afterwards.”

The two bullets went into the target about two inches
apart quite close to the bulls’-eye. Ithen fired the rifle myself,
being careful to cock only one barrel, and though the recoil
wasnot as much as I expected after seeing the havoc it had just
made of the man, it was quite sufficient to make one averse
from firing the rifle without sufficient cause.

So armed with these two weapons, a Martini carbine, and
a *22 Winchester for pot shooting, we started off and marched
14 miles the first day to a little bungalow delightfully situated
beside a stream under a steep bank covered with rhododendrons.

The caretaker of this rest house said he knew all about the
elephant, and asked to be allowed to come with us, saying he
would leave his brother in charge. That evening I shot a pole-
cat and gave it to this worthy, knowing that a Khasia would
eat almost anything. Next morning, on being asked how he
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liked it, he told us it was quite good meat but had a *‘ little
perfume.”’

We marched at daybreak, hoping to get on the track of the
elephant pretty soon, saying we would send back for our kit
when we had settled on a place to camp. We tramped steadily
on till noon without success, when we reached a village of
about a dozen houses on the bank of a river called the Um Khen,
and thought this was as good a place as any to stay in, so we
told the caretaker to go back and fetch on the coolies, who he
said would arrive before dark.

We arranged to occupy a hut which had just been built, and
the men began to cut grass for bedding in case our blankets
did not arrive in time, for we knew the Khasia to be a very
deliberate marcher when carrying things he is not interested in
bringing along quickly.

We wanted to buy some fowls to eat, but were assured there
was not such a thing in the place. However, on a man going
into a house to investigate, out darted quite a pretty girl with
a hen under each arm. I caught hold of one by the neck
and held up a rupee, but she could not or would not understand.
The Gurkha suddenly closed the negotiation by cutting through
the bird’s neck with his kukri, on which the girl dropped the
fowl, grabbed my rupee, and bolted.

Just at that moment a local chief appeared and said he
had come to make arrangements for catching elephants, and
when he heard our baggage coolies had not arrived, said he was
sorry he had no food to offer me that I would eat, but he had a
bottle of champagne which he was unable to open. I said I
thought I could arrange that little matter for him, and when
he produced the bottle I gently tapped the top of the neck with
the edge of a kukri till it cracked, and then pulled the cork out,
and we drank the wine out of enamelled iron mugs, which seemed
rather vandalism. He also gave me a mahseer of about three
pounds weight, which one of his followers had just caught.
The sight of it made me regret not having brought fishing-tackle,
for the river looked a likely one.
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Below the village were some rapids where the natives prac-
tised a simple but ingenious form of angling. Bamboo splinters
about four feet long were stuck into the bank at the edge
of the water at an angle of 45 degrees. To each was
attached a hook baited with a * chilli” (red pepper pod),
with just sufficient line to allow the bait to touch the water
and a foot to spare. The current carried down the chilli, and
when the line was taut the spring of the bamboo flicked it up-
stream again, and this went on automatically, giving the effect
of a grasshopper or some such insect skipping on the surface
of the stream. This was sai