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A trip to Mexico is more exciting than 
a trip to Europe, because the country is 
not standardized or touristed, and even 
the most inexperienced traveler makes 
his own discoveries. It takes away that 
tenderfoot feeling that Europe gives us 
to realize that the first Americans started 
homesteading on the Mexican Plateau 
some two thousand years ago. Mexico is 
the source of our oldest native culture, a 
purely American civilization, complex 
and sophisticated, untouched by Europe 
for centuries, the structure of which is 
still plainly visible in art, architecture 
and economic life through the Spanish 
overlay of the Conquest. 

This cultural richness makes Mexico 
particularly interesting to scientists and 
artists, but you don't have to be a special-
ist to enjoy it. In three weeks or a 
month's visit you can see such a variety 
of climate, scenery, races and human be-
havior that you feel as if you had visited 
a dozen countries and run through nine 
lives. 

If you go, take it easy like the people 
and the burros. One of the refreshing 
things about travel in Mexico is that it 
changes the machine speed of life to a 
quieter and more primitive rhythm. It is 
pleasant to ride on slow little trains full 
of flowers and baskets and guitars and 
people who don't care when they get 
there, to sit in the green Alameda in 
Mexico City, to eat avocados in a sunny 
patio full of flowers and birds, to walk 
in tropical gardens that look like Eden 
before they stored it away, and simply to 
lean back on the climate. 

There are three climates in Mexico, all 
within a few hours' ride of one another. 
It is not tropical except in the region 
along the coast, called tierra caliente. 

Vera Cruz and Tampico have an average 
temperature of eighty to eighty-eight. 
The tierra templada (temperate land) lies 
between three thousand and sixty-five 
hundred feet high and has one of the best 
climates in the world. There is every 
kind of semitropical fruit and plant. 
There are no insects, no malaria in the 
dry season, no quick temperature changes. 
It is washed in June sunlight and soft 
winds. Cuernavaca is in this district, also 
Cuautla and Oaxaca. Mexico City is 
officially in tierra fria (cold land) which 
runs above sixty-five hundred feet. Ac-
tually it is very mild in winter and a little 
more bracing than tierra templada. The 
altitude makes you tire easily, but it is 
exhilarating. The sun shines all the time 
but every day is fresh as a new nickel. 
The mornings are like spring, the after-
noons like summer and the evenings are 
early fall. You need a topcoat and light 
woolens as well as silk and linen. It's a 
good idea to go with much the same outfit 
you would take for a summer in the 
north. 

Mexico has two distinct seasons. It 
doesn't rain at all in the dry season, from 
October to May. People generally visit 
Mexico in the winter between November 
and March. The rainy season is from 
June to September. It rains every day, 
but not for long and usually at exactly 
the same time, so you can be prepared. 
Everything dries off and sparkles as soon 
as the sun comes out and the country is 
deliciously fragrant and cool and bloom-
ing. 

If you enjoy fiestas—and the Mexicans 
do them almost better than anyone else 
in the world—you will find them going 
on whenever you go, but the important 
national festivals are mostly in December 
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and at Easter. In Holy Week especially 
nearly everybody in Mexico goes some-
where to celebrate so that it amounts to 
a vast joyful migration and pilgrimage 
of the entire nation. There are so many 
fiestas, however, that I am going to talk 
about them later, after you get there. 

There are several ways to go. The 
quickest is by airplane. You can fly down 
from New York in two days. From 
Brownsville, Texas, you can fly to Mex-
ico City in five hours, and there are com-
binations of train and airplane, depending 
on where you start from. 

A way that shows a fine stretch of 
our own country, men and cities is by 
train. There is a luxurious fast service 
from St. Louis, landing you in Mexico 
City the third day after you leave, with 
stop-overs at Hot Springs, Arkansas, and 
in San Antonio. You can start from New 
Orleans and run through a beautiful 
stretch of our own South. There is also 
the scenic west-coast route down through 
Mexico to the capital. 

The most venturesome way to go to 
Mexico is by car. Don't attempt it in the 
rainy season unless you want to travel by 
ox-team. The Laredo-Mexico Highway 
is officially open but I wouldn't advise a 
friend to try it without spare tools and 
spare nerves and a pretty good knowledge 
of Spanish. Mexico City is about seven 
hundred miles from Laredo, and the 
highway is a great engineering feat ; but 
part of the road is narrow, graveled, and 
twists over violent and hazardous moun-
tains, with sheer drops of several thou-
sand feet so that you look down on roll-
ing clouds, and a skid or a blow-out will 
precipitate you instantly into the Great 
Beyond. Mexican roads are very care-
less of human life and the Mexican 
driver, intoxicated with speed, lives only 
for the moment and is completely indif-
ferent to catastrophe. The scenery is 
wonderful. Gasoline is very high, in re-
mote sections as much as forty cents a 
gallon ; lodgings are primitive but agree-
able. No matter where you stop you can 
generally find a little hotel with a flower-
filled patio, sometimes a bath but oftener  

none or a cold and uncertain shower, a 
clean bed, and always fresh eggs, coffee 
and hot milk, delicious bread and chicken 
and frijoles. Prices run from a dollar to 
two dollars for food and room. You can 
learn all the latest road conditions from 
the Mexican consulate and it's important 
to do this, for they are apt to change. 

A car entering Mexico must be bonded 
at the border. If you ship on the boat a 
permit can be arranged for you. You 
don't need a passport—only a tourist card 
which costs fifty cents at the Mexican 
consulate. You can bring back things for 
personal use up to a hundred dollars' 
worth, which is a great boon, for the 
duty is high and the native handicraft 
irresistible. 

If you are going for the first time, I'd 
take the boat trip. There is a regular 
service between New York and Mexico 
City. The voyage is a rest and a frolic. 
It takes between five and a half and six 
days. The sun shines, the salty wind 
tastes good, the sky is blue, the sea is 
bluer, you feel lazy and happy and far 
away from home. The first port is Ha-
vana with a stop-over if you like— the 
next is Progreso in Yucatan. From the 
port you can sometimes arrange to visit 
the ancient town of Merida, and be back 
in time for the boat's sailing. Or you can 
take a colossal trip to the Mayan ruins. 
The temples of Chichen-Itza and Uxmal 
are only a few hours by railroad from 
Merida, and a week's stop-over service 
has been arranged to visit the Ruins. The 
boat remains in port four days and there 
are two other trips from one to four 
days. The Mayan temples are the most 
dramatic ruins in America and it is only 
recently that they have been easily acces-
sible. 

From pre-Columbian civilizations the 
boat goes straight to Vera Cruz, hot but 
interesting, full of the vivid turmoil of a 
harbor town. The hotels on the plaza are 
comfortable, costing from a dollar and a 
half to three dollars. There is a night 
train up to Mexico City but it is too bad 
to miss the trip by day. You leave in the 
morning and arrive in the evening, after 
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one of the most sensational rides on the 
American continent, through a gorgeous 
variety of jungle mountains, deep gorges, 
tropical forests and old Mexican towns. 
You can't look away from the windows, 
but the strain of such scenery is light- 
ened by a gay Indian bazaar at every sta-
tion. Women in blue rebozos come aboard 
with hot enchiladas, little fat yellow 
bananas, chicken and round white cheeses 
on green leaves. They sell trinkets and 
great bunches of flowers. 

The question of eating is a disputed 
one, depending on whether you like Mex- 
ican dishes. They are hot but heavenly. 
I am going to take more time on restau-
rants than churches, because the un- 
charted mondonguerias are hard to find 
unless you know the city, and the 
churches are all plain in the guidebooks. 
For breakfast many people walk down to 
Sanborn's, The House of Tiles, on the 
Avenida Madero, or to the Lady Balti- 
more, just across the street. The coffee 
is fine and you see everybody, Mexicans 
and visitors, reading newspapers, talking 
folklore and politics, gossiping and gaz-
ing. 

There are many Mexican restaurants 
serving inexpensive and inspired food, 
but for a first dinner in Mexico City 
you'll enjoy Prendes. It's a famous old 
place and they have anything from a 
thick grilled steak to a mole de huajolote, 
which is turkey in a divine sauce. The 
people there are fun to watch. 

For specialties the best place is the 
Guadalajara in Avenida Obregon. The 
sopas con crema are wonderful. For au-
thentic French cuisine, Sylvain's in Ave-
nida 16 de Septiembre. Cafe Colon across 
from the Imperial is the only place where 
you can get Spanish mountain ham. 

Agapito Croce's Restaurant Roma in 
Calle Uruguay has first-rate Italian food, 
and wine. Jederman's in Calle Bolivar. 
Baumgarten in Calle Liverpool and 
Styria in Calle Salvador are the sole Ger- 
man restaurants in Mexico City where 
you can get good Bismarck herring, Ba-
varian red cabbage, and saurbraten. 

A small place that has marvelous sea 
food is El Torito Veracruzano (The Lit-
tle Bull of Vera Cruz). It is on Dr. Beli-
sario Dominguez, near Calle Bolivar. 
The hauchinango (red-snapper) Vera-
Crlf f(7710 here is delicious, and so are the 
tamales estilo costefio (wrapped in ba-
nana leaf). Another good sea-food res-
taurant is El Puerto de Alvarado in Calle 
Allende 3. Turtle soup and oysters ! 

La Mestiza in Calle Medinas is a Ta-
basco style restaurant with sea foods, 
asados de carne and black mashed frijoles. 
Across the street is the Cafe Yucatan, 
where they have a variety of Yucatan 
foods as well as Nanche, the Yucatan 
brandy made out of Nanche berries. 

The Mitla (Republic de Chile) and 
Tonatiuh (Avenida Juarez) are designed 
for tourists and well-to-do Mexicans. 
The food is not so wholesome as in the 
plainer places, but the decorations leave 
little to be desired. 

Pache's in Plaza Santos Degollado is 
a balcony restaurant, mainly French. 

El Retiro, in front of the bull ring, is 
a fine Spanish-Mexican restaurant. Here 
Sunday is, of course, the big day. It 
serves a gargantuan comida corrida of 
three soups, three meats, fish, a demi-
tasse, two desserts and no finger bowl. 
There is music and singing all afternoon 
and a merry crowd of bullfight fans. 

There are few cafes in the European 
sense. Indians visit the pulque parlors. 
Tea lovers go to Sanborn's or Lady Balti-
more, but tea is not compulsory. There 
is the Opera Bar on Cinco de Mayo 
which is worth seeing for its woodwork 
and its old-time flavor. There is the Ritz 
Bar, always crowded and lively. There 
is Los Monotes (The Monkeys) just off 
Republic de Chile. The highly seasoned 
caricatures and drawings on the wall were 
done by Covarrubias, Inclan, Clemente 
Orozco and Audifred. The tostadas are 
fine and the tequila is genuinely old. At 
the Salon Bach on Avenida de Madero 
people sit for hours and drink beer or 
highballs and nibble tacos (Mexican turn-
overs). An amazing card-trick artist goes 
about the tables. The Salon Bach is ac- 
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quiring one of those queer cafe personali-
ties that are so entertaining. 

For plain sight-seeing the visibility of 
Mexico City is very high. In three or 
four weeks you can see not only a great 
deal of the city, but the provinces as well, 
for there are fine roads just built and 
good country lodgings. In Mexico City 
itself the architecture is what most strikes 
you. It is Colonial Spanish in style, but 
executed by Indian craftsmen with their 
marvelous sense of design and decora-
tion, and the combination has an abso-
lutely unique charm. Many of the older 
buildings are made of pink lava rock 
called tezontle, which has mellowed to a 
lovely rose and wine. There are over 
fifty churches, too many to write about, 
though some of them deserve books all 
to themselves. They are all easy to find 
with any good guidebook. If you care 
for architecture you will spend hours just 
wandering about the city looking at domes 
and doorways and carving. The public 
buildings are beautiful, and even if you 
aren't a museum-lover be sure to go to 
the National Museum and see the Gallery 
of Monoliths, and the Aztec Calendar 
and Sacrificial Stone, and the Aztec 
sculpture that is the envy and amazement 
of artists today. There is the beautiful 
old Palacio Nacional with a new mural 
by Diego Rivera, and you will want to 
see the National Preparatory School and 
the Secretaria de EducaciOn 
where the huge walls of the patio are 
covered with the most dynamic painting 
of our time, Diego Rivera's tremendous 
frescoes and the great murals of Clemente 
Orozoco. Since the Renaissance there 
has been nothing like this explosion of 
painting that followed the Revolution in 
Mexico. It is revolutionary, national, 
Indian, and political. There are some 
murals of Rivera's at Chapingo, a short 
trip by rail from Mexico City, and there 
is a huge decorative mural just completed 
at Corres' palace in Cuernavaca. 

It is impossible here to catalogue all 
the Mexican artists who are painting and 
drawing in an electric flare-up of creative 
energy, but there are many exhibitions,  

with the work of such men as Carlos 
Merida, Aljaro Siqueiros, Louis Brunie, 
Miguel Covarrubias, to name only a few, 
and in the open-air schools, such as that 
at Xochimilco and the Escuela Sarmiento 
at Valbuena, there is a great deal of in-
teresting painting. And it would be hard 
to find more brilliant photography than 
the work of Edward Weston, Tina Me-
dotti and Augustin Jimenez. Look at 
their photographs at Hugo Breheme's. 

The Market of San Juan, in the plaza 
of San Juan Letran, is one of the liveliest 
in the city. The Merced Market in the 
old part of the city south of the Plaza 
Mayor has fine sombreros and textiles 
and baskets. The Old Thieves Market 
sells everything — particularly antiques, 
books, china and iron, and lovely plaited 
shoes in all colors. It has been moved 
recently and they say it is not so good 
as it was. 

All the markets have flowers, but the 
flower market itself is just a walk across 
the Alameda—a great splash of white and 
violet and pink between the two old 
churches of Santa Cruz and San Juan de 
Dios. The Alameda itself is one of the 
pleasantest parks anywhere, kept like all 
Mexican parks, in perfect grace and 
order. It is lovely to walk there in the 
morning. Chapultepec Park is another 
delightful place to walk. The trees are 
superb and on Sundays the charros ride 
there on their horses, all glittering with 
silver. 

The best bullfights are on Sundays and 
saints' days. They aren't so splendid as 
in Spain, but they are a great popular 
spectacle. There are some very brisk 
pelota games in the Fronton Mexico, 
with visiting Spanish champions. It's fast 
sport to watch and the bidding is like 
Wall Street in the old days. Another 
gay local sight is the Salon Mexico, a 
much frequented dance hall. 

And one Mexican diversion you must 
not miss is the Lyrico Theater. Go there 
to see Roberto Soto, one of the great 
comic artists of our time. His take-offs 
on the politicians, the folklore experts, 
popular arts, American tourists, local 



THE MID-PACIFIC 
	

507 

The best bullfights in Mexico City are held on Sundays and saints' days. 

characters and events are marvelous. 
Even if yon can't understand the Spanish, 
the pantomime makes up for it. 

Much of the lovely glass that is sold in 
the Mexican markets and shops is made 
in a little factory in Mexico City. It is 
run by two brothers, and one of them is a 
maestro who works in glass like an artist 
in paint. The glass designs are beautiful 
and it is fascinating to watch the glass-
blowers. 

These are just everyday sights in 
Mexico City, but not many days will go 
by before a fiesta comes along. Decem-
ber twelfth is the fiesta of Our Lady of 
Guadalupe, the patron saint of Mexico. 
This is the greatest religious festival of 
the country, and Indians come to the 
shrine from all over the provinces. There 
are processions, dancing, feasting, fire-
works, shooting galleries, lotteries, merry- 
go-rounds and a big market. On Decem-
ber sixteenth the Christmas fiesta begins, 
lasting till Christmas night, when the 
Christ doll is put to bed. New Year's is 

a festival, and February second, La Can-
deleria, when the Christ doll is taken up 
and dressed. In February, three weeks 
before Lent, the Carnival opens. This is 
the great secular festival of the year, a 
lavish rout of costumes, fireworks, 
masked (lancers and pageants. 

Holy Week, in mid-April, is celebrated 
all over Mexico, and is exceedingly in-
teresting in Mexico City, where the stalls 
turn the Alameda overnight into an 
Arabian Nights Bazaar. All the treasures 
of the country are brought to market 
here, heaped in wicker cases on burros 
or on the backs of the Indians. Only at 
this fiesta can you find so many kinds of 
handicrafts. 

The most Indian of all the festivals is 
the Feast of the Dead on October thirty- 
first. There are candles decorated with 
flowers and black wax, and incense and 
bells and music and torches burning in 
the streets. The dead come back to feast 
with the living on this night, and the 
ceremonies, deriving from the Aztec, are 
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very beautiful and impressive. This festi-
val is best seen in a village or remote 
town ; though all the national fiestas are 
celebrated in Mexico City, the minor 
regional fiestas are very intimate and 
charming. 

Your first trip out of Mexico city really 
ought to be to the pyramids of San Juan 
Teotihuacan, because they are almost the 
most exciting thing in the country. It 
takes only an hour on the train to get 
there. When you stand below these huge 
masses and look up they seem astonish-
ingly like our own skyscrapers, and you 
have a strange thrill of kinship with those 
early Americans whose building was so 
beautiful and so bold. Teotihuacan was 
four miles long, and even its ruins are 
incomparably rich in decoration and 
carving. The day goes fast, but when 
you are exhausted by monoliths there's a 
cool little restaurant in a cave where you 
can get a delicious lunch, and there is 
time left to visit the Convent of San 
Augustin de Acolman about ten miles 
south of San Juan. 

Other ruins near Mexico City are at 
Tenayuca, and Xochialco, about eighteen 
miles from Cuernavaca. Cuernavaca 
should have a week-end trip of its own. 
You can go by train, but it is only a two 
hours' drive over a fine road through 
splendid scenery. The climate here is 
perfect. Cuernavaca is four thousand five 
hundred feet above the sea level, and is 
something of a health resort for people 
who feel the altitude of Mexico City. 
There are several hotels, costing the same 
as or less than those in Mexico City. 

The handsome old town is a mixture 
of old and new Mexico and it has become 
fashionable since Ambassador Morrow 
and his family lived there. On Sundays 
it is a sort of Mexican Hollywood, very 
much stepped up with local color. The 
square is filled with intelligentsia from 
the capital, and English, German and 
American travelers are all swimming in 
the clear green ink of the Swastika pool, 
strolling, drinking, arguing and eating 
out of doors. 

From Cuernavaca the road, just fin-
ished last year, runs to Iguala and Taxco 
—about five hours from Mexico City. 
Iguala is hot, but the town and market 
are very interesting. Here they sell 
charming painted baskets, and pure gold 
earrings in the marketplace. Taxco has 
great architectural charm. It is built into 
a mountainside and the white houses with 
red tile roofs rise in a maze of arches, 
steps and terraces. There is a jewel of a 
square, dominated by the cathedral, a 
towering lovely mass of warm pink stone, 
richly sculptured, with enormous moun-
tains behind it. There is always a mar-
ket in the square and on fiestas it some-
times has extraordinary things. In Holy 
Week I saw a booth in the marketplace 
there festooned with jaguar skins, iguana 
hides and snake skins eight feet long 
from the Balsas. It didn't look any less 
fantastic because an English peeress was 
sitting under the tiger skins in a tweed 
suit sipping a tequila. The square is 
always full of Indians—men in white 
with big hats, and soft-voiced women 
with blue shawls over their dark hair. 
There are two pensions and you can live 
for three dollars a day complete. 

The new road goes from Taxco to 
Acapulco—an old tropical port, with fine 
bathing and fishing. They warn you of 
malaria, though. 

A fine drive is the trip to Puebla, with 
wonderful views of woods, mountains 
and valleys. By train it takes five hours—
by car, four. The city is crowded with 
beautiful churches, their domes and fa-
çades jeweled with glazed tiles. There 
is a vivid market crammed with native 
goods. The Talavera ware of Puebla is 
still being decorated with the old designs 
—some of them Chinese—and they are 
very fine. A glass factory here makes a 
beautiful dark green glass, which is not 
at all expensive. It is hard to leave, but 
you are so near you must see Cholula, 
which is only thirty minutes by train. A 
great flower garden of tiled churches 
rises among the corn and maguey fields 
of Cholula, three hundred and sixty-five 
of them, and above them all towers the 
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ruined temple of Quetzalcoatl. Climbing 
up the knife-like steps of the pyramid 
and looking out over the incredibly an-
cient valley is a formidable experience 
for a mortal. Take time too to see the 
Franciscan church and the church of San 
Francisco Acatepc, and Santa Maria 
Tonantzintla, which is painted inside in 
enchanting bursts of pink and gold 
cherubs and scrolls like a glorified candy 
box. 

A drive almost as fine as the road to 
Puebla goes from Mexico City to Toluca, 
a two-hour run over a smooth but scary 
mountain boulevard. Toluca is nine hun-
dred feet higher than Mexico City, and 
you can certainly feel it. The market is 
particularly gay and the black and 
white serapes they sell here are unusual. 

And, of course, with a car you can 
travel as far as you like on the new 
Mexican highway—through lovely old 
villages and Indian towns that have just 
been made accessible after centuries, but 
there are many pleasant trips nearer 
Mexico City than these, which are easily 
reached by walking or by street car. San 
Angel is a charming suburb, full of old 
Spanish houses, and the Carmelite con-
vent is very interesting. The Casa Alva-
rado, which was built by Cortes' lieu- 

tenant, still stands here. Coyoacan is a 
pretty suburb, too, the oldest in Mexico 
City ; the original palace of Cortes was 
built here. But the most typically Indian 
and the most attractive of these is Xochi-
milco. Go there on Sunday or on a fiesta 
and have a halcyon day rowing in an 
Indian gondola along canals banked with 
flowers, among little boats filled with 
happy people, eating and singing and 
making love. It is the last relic of the 
lovely Venice of the Aztecs. 

One more place you must not miss, 
most holy and important to all Mexicans. 
It is Guadalupe-Hidalgo, and you can get 
there in fifteen minutes by street car. 
This church and its Virgin are the center 
of religious feeling in Mexico. The 
miraculous picture of the Virgin in her 
starry mantle is reproduced all over the 
country, in silver, wood, painting and 
weaving. The devout believe the picture 
was never painted by human hands, and 
there is a pretty story about it. The 
church is rich, but less beautiful than 
many. After you have seen it, go down 
to the Chapel of the Well, which shelters 
another miracle—the miracle of the 
waters. Whoever drinks of this spring 
must return to Mexico.—Wonian's Home 
Companion. 

The floating gardens of Mexico City. 
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No other tree in the South Seas can wave so graceful a welcome to the visitor to Rarotonga, or 
so fond a farewell, as the palm, the tree 'which supplies the natives with meat, drink, fuel, and 

apparel. 
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On a South Sea island, such as Raro-
tonga, in the Cook Islands, time, as or-
dinarily understood, does not seem to 
exist. Days slip by with disappointing 
rapidity, whilst the importance of regu-
lar hours ceases to matter. Sunny days, 
tempered perhaps with passing showers, 
are followed by velvet nights, though 
even these are almost as light as day 
when the moon shines. 

Early in the morning, a swim is de-
lightfully refreshing, the warm sun 
sparkling on the lagoon. The water is 
tepid, except in places where the fresh 
water from the Avarua Creek strikes 
one as distinctly cold. Then it is pleasant 
to sun-bake and watch the clouds moving 
over the mountains, whose features are 
thrown into sharp relief by the early sun. 
There are generally some natives fishing 
on the reefs with rod and line, spear, or 
nets, though some may be building stone 
fishtraps or laneways or poisoning pools 
with grated Barringtonia nut or pulped 

"New Guinea root," which make the 
water milky and kill all the fish. 

After breakfast, a walk inland seems 
inviting, so, with some native friends, we 
follow the meanderings of a creek 
through coconut plantations to a fertile 
valley. On the hillsides, now overgrown 
with dense grass and lush vegetation, 
can still be traced the terraces of the irri-
gation system of the old Rarotongans. As 
the valley deep en s, the creek runs 
through conglomerate rocks, here and 
there forming a little waterfall or scoop-
ing out a rounded pool. In one of these, 
we have another bathe. The native girls 
jump into the water, sometimes from a 
great height, but land with a plonk on 
their legs and hips, making a great splash 
but not sinking. Others slide down a 
rock into the water, but none dive head- 
first. Little shrimps glide along the bot-
tom and nibble our toes and legs. An-
other kind, of a beautiful steel-blue color, 
crawl up the wet rocks or swim against 
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The Rarotongan's climbing ability is highly developed. 
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the current, and many millipedes swarm 
over the moss. Some of each species I 
collected, and then proceeded homeward, 
sampling en route all sorts of berries and 
other bush morsels smilingly offered by 
my Polynesian friends. 

It is a custom amongst most of the 
white people in Rarotonga to have a 
siesta after lunch and then drive around 
the island in the cooler part of the after-
noon. I dispensed with the midday nap, 
however, as time was precious on such 
a holiday. Accordingly, after lunch we 
proceeded to lovely Ngatangiia, near the 
place whence the Maori canoes sailed for 
New Zealand, to picnic on the picturesque 
moto, or tree-clad islets beyond the la-
goon. Borrowing a native outrigger 
canoe, we paddle and pole across the coral 
waters, when on a near-by beach a whole 
fleet of outriggers is seen leaving the 
mainland on a fishing excursion. To 
right and left are the leaders, shouting 
instructions, whilst amongst the other 
canoes are two lashed together and car-
rying a large seine net, which, at a given 
signal, is lowered into the lagoon and 
payed out in a large circle enclosing many 
pinnacles of coral. This being completed, 
natives paddle their canoes over the float-
ing part of the net into the enclosure and 
then dive overboard to spear fish. The 
Rarotongans can remain under water 
very much longer than I. How fasci-
nating to dive below and watch them 
practically lie on the bottom or thrust 
the head and neck well into some coral 
grotto in their search for fish to spear. 
Every movement is unhurried and the 
whole scene would serve as a subject for 
a most attractive and unusual picture, 
were there some submarine artist capable 
of painting it. 

Finally the catch—not a very large one 
—is completed, and the nets hauled 
aboard. The fishing fleet moves on for 
several miles, whilst my friend and I, the 
only white men there, keep pace with 
them. Fortunately our canoe skims along 
like a bird, though our shoulders ache 
painfully from the unusual exercise, but  

we do not capsize, run aground on coral, 
or bump paddle or pole against the out-
rigger, to do any of which would invoke 
roars of laughter from our critical native 
companions. As a reward we are given 
two large mullet, which we bear back in 
triumph to the moto, where some girls 
have commenced to prepare a meal. The 
fish are laid on palm swathes placed over 
hot ashes till cooked, their heads being 
boiled over another fire. Whilst the billy 
boiled, the girls gave me various native 
foods to see how the papaw would eat 
them. What a meal ! First the spaghetti-
like eggs of the sea slug (eaten not with-
out preliminary trepidation, which I did 
my best to hide), then periwinkles or 
nerites (spitting out the operculum), 
bananas broiled in their skins and eaten 
off a leaf instead of a plate, raw cockles 
or kai (Asaphis tahitiensis) and a large 
pipi (Tellina), which an old man scooped 
out of the sand with his feet. The mantle 
of a small clamshell (Tridacna) com-
pleted the hors d'oeuvre, after which we 
proceeded to eat the delicious mullet, our 
table being the soft carpet of leaves, be-
neath the towering toa trees, a species of 
Casuarina, like the Australian she-oak, 
but known as ironbark in Rarotonga. 

The Rarotongans, like all Polynesians, 
are excellent musicians and dancers, al-
though most of the old dances and songs 
have been replaced by modern steps and 
tunes. A big native dance was to have 
been held in the moonlight after our 
picnic, but unfortunately this had to be 
postponed, as it began to rain steadily. 
So, laughing and singing in their soft 
Maori harmony, our friends pack our 
belongings and we proceed to an indoor 
festivity, the fancy dress ball at Avarua, 
which was then heralded by the continu-
ous sound of native drums. Here mod-
ern music and dancing are in full swing. 
The harmony is exquisite as the flower-
laden native orchestra plays, but the air 
is difficult to distinguish, through being 
"flattened out" by the thrumming guitars. 
This music is largely Tahitian, but Ameri-
can jazz tunes are often introduced. By 
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not placing emphasis on the syncopation, 
the latter loses its "pep" when played by 
the natives, but it more than makes up 
for this loss by gaining in quality as 
regards harmony, whilst it is still ex-
cellent for dancing. 

The fancy-dress competitors are all 
Rarotongan boys and girls, wearing 
masks, and each attired with natural 
artistic taste. Several of the boys have 
chosen grotesque roles : one a sort of 
gollywog, another a staggering drunkard, 
whilst two, armed with net and fish-
spear, give a realistic pantomime of catch-
ing fish which are supposed to be swim-
ming all over the floor. They end by 
catching Mr. Gollywog in their net and 
roll him under one of the forms on which 
the audience is sitting. Shrieks of laugh-
ter greet each burlesque, but the actors 
are not in the least self-conscious. The 
girls have adopted less boisterous poses. 
Two of them represent a newly married 
couple and walk demurely around, em-
bracing one another and holding a large 
green banana leaf over their heads. An-
other pair represents a Boy Scout and a 
Girl Guide. The prize, however, goes to 
one of the girls in native costume, attired 
in exquisite taste, with strings of some 
kind of nut over her brightly colored 
clothes and a headdress of upright croton 
leaves over her glossy raven hair. 

The next item is a Highland fling, per-
fectly reproduced by two rows of native 
girls, each with a flower behind one ear, 
a shawl over the shoulders, and bare feet. 
Even the cry towards the end is given, 
and the orchestra plays the Scottish music 
with a peculiar native charm. I asked my 
friend, Captain Campbell, if the ancient 
Polynesian dances were ever performed 
at these functions, and he replied that 
they were not, as a rule, the natives being 
rather shy of doing so. The famous hula 
was originally a kind of rhythmic series 
of muscular movements, displaying the  

strength of the men and the grace of the 
women of olden times. The dancer com-
menced by standing rigid. Then the 
muscles of one foot would move slightly, 
followed by those of the calf, thigh, hips, 
and body and arms until eventually the 
rhythmic movements, impossible to most 
Europeans, would extend to the very 
finger tips. Gradually the legs would 
bend so that the writhing dancer would 
almost sit on the ground, then would rise 
erect again. With the advent of black-
birders and other low-class whites, the 
muscle-control dances of Polynesia be-
came invested with unpleasant features 
which were probably not a part of the 
originals. Thus nowadays, although every 
native from babies to ancients can per-
form the movements of the hula (Raro-
tongan ura) more or less expertly, they 
are diffident about dancing thus in public. 

In response to my request, however, a 
native dance was announced. For this, 
an augmented orchestra stood in the 
middle of the floor, and set up a native 
tune with a quickly pulsing tempo, and 
the ura piani or circular dance com-
menced. Youths and girls in pairs 
formed a circle around the dense group 
of musicians, took a few steps, then 
faced one another and laughing gleefully, 
performed the hula movements. These 
were regarded as rather a joke and not 
carried out according to the strictest tra-
ditions, but the effect was most strik-
ing as the dancers moved around the 
circle, stopping frequently to rotate the 
hips and wriggle the legs in a manner 
incapable of imitation by a European, 
but rather more reminiscent of the negro 
dancer "Snake's Hips" in the talkies. 

Further ballroom dancing followed 
upon this good-natured hilarity and the 
proceedings (and incidentally our day in 
Rarotonga) closed at midnight with the 
national anthem. 
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A typical street scene in a Peruvian town. 
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Cuzco, the Most Romantic City 
of the Americas 
By ALEXANDER HUME FORD 
Director of the Pan-Pacific Union. 
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At last I have found a use for the 
llama, the vacuria and the alpaca in Ha-
waii; they are cousins and each carry a 
hundred and ten pounds of luggage—and 
no more. I saw them trooping into Juli-
aca, a bundle of faggots on either side, 
and I thought of the times I had bur-
dened myself with faggots for burning, 
as I climbed the last thousand feet of 
Haleakala. Now, the llama is built for 
this work, costs nothing to feed, and 
loves the high elevations. He could 
graze on the slopes of Mauna Loa and  

create a regular packet line from the 
Volcano House to the summit. Children 
up to 110 pounds could ride, and, with 
the very large llamas, a man or woman 
of 140 might get a lift. The others 
could walk beside the llama and hold on 
to his load, and don't think this is not a 
help. I once climbed a mountain in the 
New Hebrides with a lady in the saddle 
and I clinging to the horse's tail, but 
don't monkey with the rear end of a 
llama. He has St. Vitus's dance in his 
heels. 
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Well, who wants to go into the llama 
canning industry ? It costs less than 
five dollars to raise a llama, you get his 
wool and five young llamas before he is 
ready for the vat. Any meat boiled for 
five hours is tender—ask Libby, McNeill, 
they know. Then, if the flavor isn't just 
to the taste of the American palate, use 
enough beef extract to give the llama 
that fine flavor of canned beef. In Ha-
waii the upper ranges of Mauna Loa and 
Mauna Kea will make fine grazing 
grounds. They will fatten on what cat-
tle refuse. 

The guidebook says you can get the 
little knitted dolls and llamas, etc., from 
the Indians here at a trifle of a few 
pence. You cannot. The Cholo has 
learned to spot the tourist and, I am 
glad to say, charges him a fair price, so 
that today in Juliaca there are fewer 
empty bellies. 

I visited the Juliaca market ; out on 
the wet ground sat Indian women (I 
don't think the men work) each with a 
pint to a quart of some grain on the mat 
before her ; a few coppers would buy all. 

Under the market shed and under the 
eye of the uniformed guard, bits of 
country produce were laid on tables. The 
prices were pitiful ; the purchasers more 
so. A number of birds from the lakes 
were brought in, but the meat on the 
stalls was evidently from portions of the 
animal you and I never see on the table. 
If only modern Nordic enterprise could 
really get a foothold in this country, 
wages instead of rations would be paid 
to laborers, and the country would have 
a purchasing power. 

Even the dogs at this elevation grow 
wool, or a long, shaggy hair that is very 
akin to it. 

As I look out of the car window, there 
are herds and herds of llamas feeding on 
bunch grass that a goat would scorn. I 
have not gone into the llama milk field 
yet, but, remember, there is the alpaca 
and the vacufla on which we can fall 
back. You can't tell them from the 
llama, but they produce a fine wool that  

makes the famous blankets, and the la-
dies all know alpaca. Then their hides 
make wonderful rugs. 

We are getting into a rich, grassy 
country now. As I again look out of the 
window, the herds of llamas have been 
joined by cattle, horses, sheep, and hogs. 
The llama feeds on the bunch grass, the 
cattle on the soft grass growing in be-
tween. 

The Cholos at the stations now spe-
cialize in pottery, very much the same 
kind as their forbears turned out in the 
days of the Incas. I don't think there is 
any money in importing this pottery, but 
I do wish Hawaii would import the clay 
tiles of every description, used even by 
the humblest here. Great Scott ! we are 
stopping at a station covered with cor-
rugated iron—oh, progress, how many 
crimes and abortions are committed in 
thy name! 

This day's ride from Juliaca to Cuzco 
is a wonderful trip. You hover between 
12,400 and 14,000 feet elevation most of 
the way, then to the end drop to a little 
over 11,000 feet, the elevation of Cuzco. 

At Ayavin, 13,000 feet elevation, we 
stopped for lunch. Now at these high 
elevations I don't mind eating, and even 
walking a bit, but at night a weariness 
creeps on ; you long for bed but do not 
sleep. A blinding headache approaches, 
and at daylight I arise to go out to walk 
the headache off, and become acquainted 
with the life. It is the best part of the 
day. 

Now to return to Ayavin, which I 
shall never see again. There is a quaint 
little Indian village I would gladly give 
a day to. At the outskirts is a cemetery ; 
over each grave is a small church, or 
cathedral, perhaps but six feet high. It 
is gaudy in blues and greens and reds. 
Such a village there is in Hawaii—Lei-
lehua, where the soldiers have built a 
doll house village for the children, and 
these are children. A section of the vil-
lage is built of mud, walls and mud 
houses thatched with a kind of pili grass. 
There are two restaurants in the village, 
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Descendants of the ancient peoples whose home was in Peru before the Spanish conquest. 

that at the station where I tried it out, 
and what I could eat was good, but my 
palate is not trained to native Peruvian 
food. The beautiful big shaggy dogs 

-wander in and are friendly, so my lunch 
found a good resting place. 

The other restaurant is outdoors, just 
little tables and Cholo waitresses, and 
here the Indians traveling feasted. I 
think it was the same that we had in the 
hotel, but at less than half price, and, 
gracious knows, the hotel lunch was 
cheap enough, fifty-eight cents gold, 
with several courses and real coffee. The 
dinner on the train at a dollar is, how-
ever, far superior. 

Put the Leilehua plains in grass, and 
this journey is very like a ride between 
our two ranges of mountains on Oahu, 
save that on one of the far-off moun-
tains here is a bit of snow. Our eleva- 

tion, however, is in thousands of feet, 
where on Oahu it is hundreds, but other-
wise this part of the Andes, in Peru, is 
very much the same. 

I think I had llama for lunch, which 
reminds me that the llama might well 
take the place of the pig in the imu; he 
would luau well, and at one-fourth the 
expense of pig meat. Think it over. 
Automobiles are common on this great 
mesaland. 

At Laraya you look out of the window 
on one side of the train—a stream comes 
down from the snows and flows in one 
direction. On the other side of the train 
a twin stream flows in the opposite di-
rection, and finds its way to Lake Titi-
caca, and the Pacific—the other to the 
Amazon and the Atlantic. We are go-
ing down-grade now to Cuzco, which is 
on the Atlantic side of the Andes. 
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Everywhere there is cultivation now, 
little patches up the mountainside and 
primitive mud huts everywhere. These 
people exist ; they don't live. In the 
final analysis will we have an overpopu-
lated world, everyone striving to exist, 
or a happier, more contented world, 
where fewer live ? As they say in this 
country, "Quien sabe ?"—who knows ? 

As we draw nearer Cuzco many of the 
mountains are terraced to the tops by 
actual occupants. It is the llama that is 
the Cholos' friend ; he marches up these 
almost perpendicular garden mountains 
to bring down the produce. If there is 
but a hundred pounds of produce one 
llama will do the job ; if a ton, then a 
herd of a score of llamas may merely be 
started on their way ; they know the 
trail, and when the landed proprietor 
finally .gets down to the marketplace at 
the railway station, his herd of llamas is 
standing or lying there waiting to be un-
packed. 

I would like to see in Honolulu a 
great marketplace where the producer 
and the consumer might meet. Had we 
the llama in Hawaii, just before day-
light every morning Chinese and Japan-
ese truck-growers might load their lla-
mas, and they could take back a respect-
able load of fertilizer. I'm strong for 
the llama. He has his uses, but he is not 
edible, he does not yield wool nor is he 
picturesque. In Hawaii a llama in the 
front yard would keep the grass close-
clipped and would be an attraction. 

The llama will eat from the human 
hand. At the last station a young llama 
nosed his way through the crowd of 
Cholos to see what I had to offer him, 
and gently licked my fingers. 

In Peru the mud huts are all roofed 
with clay tile. It must he wondrous 
cheap. 

The towns are so close together now 
that it is like riding on the New York 
elevated—a stop a minute. No wonder 
the Incas chose Cuzco in this valley for 
a capital, and runners brought fish from 
the sea! But, more wonderful, the Span- 

ish, in their armor, climbed through a 
hundred miles of desert, crossed moun-
tain passes 16,000 feet above the sea and 
captured Cuzco. I think they used 
horses. 

And to think that there are thousands 
of torrents such as this below my car 
window that are rushing to join the 
Amazon, for the little streamlet we start-
ed from the summit with is now a river 
with arched bridges that span it. 

This writing on a rattling train in the 
Andes is not to be commended, but it 
is the only way to record first impres-
sions of such a trip, and they are the 
most valuable. 

Yes, and here we are at Chuquicahu-
ana, a whistle station, and at the station 
beyond, Youcat, a train has fallen over 
the side of the scenery into the river be-
low, and our engineer has gone on to 
investigate. How thoroughly American ! 
I have been through this before. In 
this village there is ample water power, 
if anyone cared to use it, but I suppose 
from now on waterpower is a nonentity. 

We are rescued ! It was only a freight 
train after all, but it will make us an 
hour late in Cuzco, arriving after dark. 

We are not rescued ! Our engineer 
has gone somewhere for an engine for 
the freight train. It was the freight 
train's engine that went over ; the freight 
train was brought back here by our en-
gine, and he's on the siding. We have a 
few hours here—I will explore. 

There is no Station, the hovels are one-
story, some only one room, cobblestones 
for walls and grass for roofs, yet an 
entire family lives in this structure. It 
is always dark within, for there is no 
window. The Cholos have never had 
windows, only a low, narrow door 
scarcely three feet high, and not a door, 
just an opening. Within, along the 
sides of the wall sit men, women, and 
children. In one corner are sleeping 
blankets and skins, in another the little 
mud stove and the few cooking utensils, 
and home-made pottery in which to 
store the food. 
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Other homes I visited were little dif-
ferent ; sometimes a house is built with 
two rooms, a family in each. In another 
hovel I find a Cholo cooking, then eating 
his humble meal while around his feet 
run tame guinea pigs. It is not an in-
viting village, but it is typical. What 
wonder the Cholo youth who can runs 
away to the city—any city—to get away 
from drudgery of the soil that offers so 
little. Grass abounds everywhere, yet 
here comes a long row of men and boys 
bearing great bundles of yellow daisy 
plants on their shoulders. They march 
into a great mud-wall enclosure and 
(lump their loads. Some of the fields 
are worked with wooden plows. You 
may see them leaning up against the 
mud walls of the hovels. Yet over this 
door, or opening, of the humblest but 
you are apt to see the cross. 

There are men on the train who were 
born in Germany. They have forgotten 
their language. They are Peruvians 
now. A few speak a little French. We 
match our words and guess each other's 
meaning. It's even more interesting 
than working out a crossword puzzle. 

The kitchen on this car is about four 
feet by eight. Enough food is carried 
for one meal. We had that at noon, and 
Cuzco is three hours away, and darkness 
grows apace. 

At last our engine returns with infor-
mation. We are going back a few sta-
tions to spend the night. We make one 
station back and stop ; then it is decided 
we will go five stations forward and 
stop for the night, going on to Cuzco at 
five in the morning. There is so much 
rain at Cuzco we do not dare. There are 
no sleepers run on this section ; it is all 
daywork and only Peruvians are em-
ployed. 

We move forward five stations, stop, 
learn that the rain is no longer falling, 
so go on. We arrive after midnight, 
eight hours late on a ten-hour trip. Why 
didn't I hire a llama? 

Cuzco is dismal at night. Only one 
auto at the station. Raining pitchforks. 

I pile in, pay double price, and am 
dumped at a hotel that is full and, like 
the wandering Jew, told to move on. I 
do, in the wet, finally rescued by another 
taxi, and find the Hotel Colon on the 
next block. The proprietor apologizes 
for the room he gives me. I tell him to 
put me under a washtub, but get me out 
of the rain, and I have a big room to 
myself. Tomorrow I see Cuzco, the most 
romantic city of the Americas. 

* * * * 

Cuzco is the most undisappointing 
city I have visited in either of the Amer-
icas. I turned the corner from my ho-
tel, an old palace, and stepped into Peru 
of Pizarro. To the right of me, to the 
left of me, and in front of me were ca-
thedrals, wonders of Spanish art, mel-
lowed by centuries of weathering. A 
step further and I was abreast of a nar-
row street ; the walls on either side of 
massive stone had been the walls and 
boundaries of this street before Colum-
bus discovered America or Pizarro came 
to Peru. 

The ancient stone doorways left by 
the pre-Inca buildings still serve for 
stores or monasteries. I cannot believe 
that I am in the twentieth century. The 
people I meet dress as the pictures tell 
us the Indians dressed when Pizarro 
reigned. They are the same Indians 
and they have not advanced a step. I 
speak my few words of Spanish but am 
not understood. These people speak the 
tongue of the Incas, who have long gone 
to rest, lo ! these hundreds of years. 
These people who put these massive, 
squared stones in place, the slave-own-
ing Incas, have passed, but the Cholo 
goes on forever. His houses seldom 
outlast a few years of rain ; they are 
washed to the ground, but the work they 
did for their Inca masters will last for- 
ever. Even earthquakes cannot mar 
them, and the work they did as slaves 
for the church lives in some of the 
grandest cathedrals. Massed together 
almost in clusters, the architectural mas-
terpieces in the new world, without and 
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within, for within them are altars like 
none other in the world. Sheet gold 
seems to have plastered everything, 
while Van Dycks and the old masters 
hang on the gloomy walls, forgotten. 

I have but a day in Cuzco and already 
I long for a month. Sunrise, and I was 
up and out, a new world dawned on me 
and for hours I wandered the narrow 
streets of bygone ages, and crossed the 
cathedral-bounded plazas. I could al-
ways tell where my hotel was, for oppo-
site is a cathedral, and it is evidently 
that cathedral's saint's day, for, while 
their elders attend mass within, children 
shoot off pack after pack of firecrackers 
on the cathedral steps and the band 
plays ; so I wander around the town with 
the big noise in the center and become 
oriented. 

My good friends, the llamas, enter 
town in droves, loaded with produce. 
and I follow to the marketplace, a build-
ing that covers a good-sized plaza, filled 
with fruits and vegetables. Figs there 
are, and paltas, green corn, and small 
but delicious cherries, and, without, 
squatted on the bare street, are scores of 
men and women in gaudy costume sell-
ing pottery to those who will buy, and 
all kinds of strange things and people 
greet my eyes. There are cathedrals 
about the marketplace, too, and far off 
in the distance. I snap them all ; a hun-
dred pictures an hour is nothing in this 
wonderland of art and architecture. I 
even snap the one destroying demon 
that has entered, beckoning others to 
follow. It is a concrete building going 
up as the cement is poured into casts. 
So will vanish old Cuzco and its beauty 
of the ages. The utilitarian North 
American will conquer the world with 
his efficiency, but will a perfectly per-
fect and efficient world be worth liv-
ing in ? 

I wander up a narrow street, between 
the massive walls of the pre-Inca people, 
and the way leads to the Inca fortress 
above the city. It is a climb of nearly 
a thousand feet beginning with an  

11,000-foot elevation. I did not run up; 
on the contrary, I acted very sedate, 
permitting even elderly Cholo ladies 
with their burdens to pass me, merely 
snapping them with my camera. I was 
really quite glad to pretend every few 
moments that I could hold the camera 
more steadily if I sat down on a rock ; 
so every few moments I got a picture of 
the great fortress of the Incas, who held 
this as a fort when their city below had 
a population of 200,000. At every step 
the great rocks in the fortress seemed to 
grow larger. Halfway up, with the 
looming fortress above, I wandered to an 
arched bridge and the ancient stream 
and viaduct that carried water to the 
Inca capital. The series of cascades still 
come tumbling down, and the ancient di-
version canals cut in the rock are still 
there, and there are square-stone con-
duits even underfoot. It is a wonderful 
trail climb after you leave Cuzco be-
hind and many pictures I snapped of the 
yellow-tiled city with its cathedral tow-
ers rising everywhere. There were pic-
tures taken with the viaduct bridge of 
the Incas in the foreground, there were 
pictures through the massive stone doors 
of the fortress and pictures of Cuzco 
with the fortress in the foreground, and 
Cuzco is beautiful from whichever 
standpoint you look at it. It is the most 
congruous city I have ever known. 

But the Inca fortress—for an hour I 
panted and climbed, for I soon scorned 
the well-worn trail and followed the 
Cholo tracks. They can run up to the 
fortress ; in this atmosphere I cannot. I 
tried it. I know, and so does the Cholo 
I tried to race with. But I can keep up 
with the alpacas. I did that. These 
Cholos climb from Cuzco miles up in 
these mountains to bring down a bit of 
produce for the market, or even a load 
of hay on their hacks, or ice from the 
great height. 

I was soon among the colossal squared 
and oblongated boulders that fitted each 
other so closely that you could not get 
your knife blade between. I should say 
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that some of these carved boulders were 
fully the size of a street car ; only slave 
labor and lots of it could ever have got-
ten them in place. There are acres of 
the fortress, great square blocks of 
stone weighing many tons and sitting in 
majesty. There is tier above tier, and 
each one harder to climb. But oh, the 
running down. One moment I was seat-
ed at the summit panting for breath, and 
perspiring in every pore, my heart beat-
ing like a trip-hammer, and then I began 
to descend—no fatigue there. I did not 
permit my sixty-three years of youth to 
interfere with leaps and bounds, which 
gravely carried me down. There was no 
exertion, no heartbeats, and no panting. 
I was young again, but age crept on as 
I crossed the big, level, grassy plain 
that separates the fortress from a nat-
ural pile of rocks, on which the Incas 
carved an altar or a throne, and above 
this the church has erected a stone cross, 
but an arm has fallen from the cross, 
and no one cares. The fortress is falling 
apart, and no one cares—not in Peru. 

It was a glorious run down until I dis-
covered a Cholo trail, faintly discernible 
on the side of the hill below the fortress. 
I tried to negotiate it, and soon found 
that it had been deserted because of land-
slides, but I scrambled across the bare 
places. It was a bit of the old days 
again, with the Trail and Mountain 
Club in Hawaii, and finally I came to the 
auto road. You can go up by auto, but 
oh, what you lose ! 

The walk back into the city was with 
a guide, a small boy who picked me up. 
He was proud of the fact that he was a 
descendant of the Incas—no Spanish-
blood boasting for him. He spoke Cholo 
and was glad of it. He showed me the 
temple of the sun and got the sacristan 
of the monastery built on the ruins of 
the older temple to show me about. It 
was a crime—this most wonderful of 
Inca buildings all but destroyed for a 
monastery, one building built on the 
ruins of another. In this case I don't 
care if the efficient American structural  

engineer does walk in and pour a mold,  
ed concrete building on top of the mon-
astery. Serve 'em right, and efficiency 
in America at least promises to be the 
new mad religion that will undermine 
all the others. What magnificent and 
worthy ruins it will build on ! What art 
it will destroy and is destroying! I am 
glad the Catholics got a grip on Cuzco 
before the efficiency Yankee engineers 
came along. But the fight is on and the 
church will lose. 

But to return to my guide. He lives 
opposite the temple of the sun and 
promised to show me his real Inca rel-
ics. He unlocked a door to a garage, 
took me up the narrowest steps I have 
trod, and as I emerged on the second 
floor I was back in the days of the Incas. 
Every bit of furniture was Inca-made. 
The cloths that hung on the walls in 
gaudy color, Inca. No stage setting I 
have seen gave such a perfect picture of 
days gone by, and this Cholo boy, des-
cendant of the Incas, lived here drinking 
in a glory of his race, and, mind you, the 
foundation and lower walls of this build-
ing were pre-Inca, of immense cut 
stones that none can duplicate today, 
and, oh, the irony of it ! a gap had been 
made in the Inca wall for a modern 
Studebaker to pass through into the 
wonderful patio beyond, and when my 
young Inca prince put out his hand to 
firmly shake mine in farewell it was with 
no desire or intention of receiving any 
reward for his services. 

There are old Spanish families here, 
of pure blood, a few. At 11 o'clock I 
was passing the universitad, and the great 
century-old carved double doors flew open 
and a group of mostly fair-haired chil-
dren clashed out to run across the street 
to the great cathedral plaza. I took them 
for Nordics, and snapped these dainty, 
supple and proud sons of Spain. They 
were of the ruling race in Peru and would 
allow no one to forget that fact. 

My eyes have seen more beautiful pic-
tures today than they have seen renowned 
paintings in a lifetime, and I have seen 
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the paintings of the Louvre and Paris, 
and I have tried to be impressed by them. 
But these pictures gave me more of a 
thrill than can all the old masters with 
their musty paintings. I snap two Cholo 
women knitting, as they are seated, with-
out losing dignity, on the sidewalk. Now 
two men pass by bearing a palanquin on 
which there is a coffin, and the mourners 
follow them. Next it is a row of Indian 
Cholos carrying their burdens on their 
backs, trunks, bales of hay, every conceiv-
able burden, and amid a coloring that is 
perfect. There is an archway across the 
street. There is none more beautiful than 
this in all Paris. The people pass beneath 
it, the life of the town, for the road leads 
to the market. I stand and watch the 
color, and snap my camera. The group 
and life will be there and the beauty of 
composition, but not the color, and what 
color in Cuzco ! Its Spanish hanging bal-
conies over the streets are art work, 
cathedral, palaces, plazas and color of 
costume. It is a moving panorama of life, 
the old masters at their best with faded 
colors restored, and the whole picture 
moving. Give me life. Half my time in 
the Louvre was spent in looking out of 
the windows at the trees beyond, and the 
moving life on the Seine, quite unmindful 
of the six-breasted lady as painted by the 
greatest of masters, and hung within six 
feet of me. There are old masters in the 
cathedrals here, but I have spent one of 
the outstanding wonder days of my life 
in the streets of Cuzco that breathe the 
life of centuries ago, when chivalry was 
at its height, and today I can take off my 
hat, bow and shake hands with whoever 
passes, priest, gorgeous Cholo or Span-
iard, and I do. Oh, the kindness with 
which I am received, and once I address 
one of these people he greets me with a 
happy, welcome smile the next time I 
pass. It pays, oh how it pays, to be polite, 
even to strangers, and how you can in-
dulge in politeness in a Spanish country 
with absolute assurance of a tenfold re-
turn. There is something about the Latin 

I love. Perhaps it is his lack of executive 
ability and his love of life as he finds it 
today. I do not wish to leave Cuzco. I 
wish I could move it to Hawaii. The 
sugar planters would never forgive me, 
however, for its Cholo population would 
never do more than one full day's labor a 
week on the plantations. I fear these 
people never will. They are happy to 
exist all day long. They roll up in a 
blanket at night and sleep where God 
wills. My all-day happy friend, the gate-
keeper, lies rolled up in his poncho at 
night, sleeping athwart the big oaken door 
that no one may go in or out save over his 
body, and my hotel, it is across the street 
from the Pullman Club. All you discern 
of either is the name on the plastered wall, 
"Pullman Club," and "Gran Hotel 
Colon" (Colon is Spanish for Christo-
pher Columbus) yet my hotel occupies an 
entire block, one side faces the great 
plaza and two others cathedrals, or great 
churches at least. You enter the hole in 
the wall and find yourself in a flowering 
garden, with balconies looking down upon 
it. A tame native fox roams about at will, 
and children play, children of Spanish 
guests at the hotel, and Cholo children. 
This hotel charges but one-fourth as 
much as does the railway hotel, with its 
running hot water in every room, but here 
it is Peruvian, and I like some of the 
food. For lunch we had a number of 
courses beginning with half a palta (avo-
cado) then something in corn husks that 
aroused your suspicion, but I nibbled at 
it, and it was soon gone. I had really liked 
it. Then a soup, a real soup, a potage 
such as the French make, then poultry 
and rice fried in tomatoes, a meat course, 
green corn and other things that were 
strange to me, but it was an adventure 
and he who does not come to Cuzco for 
adventure had better stay away. Bangkok 
carried me back to the days of the 
Arabian nights, Cuzco takes me back to 
the days of Columbus and the brave thiev-
ing scoundrels who followed him with 
cross and sword. I am back in the days 



524 	 THE MID-PACIFIC 

Hundreds of flashing torrents rush down the slopes of the Peruvian 
Andes, some to help swell the Amazon and some to reach the Pacific 

Ocean. 
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of romance and I am happy. Real life is 
too often a nightmare anyway. 

* * * * 

It was raining in Cuzco when I got up 
at daylight and it was still raining and I 
was still taking pictures at 8 :30 when the 
train started. 

I took the first-class coach and not the 
cam car as a young missionary and his 
wife were traveling first and they had a 
story to tell. Moreover, my companions 
are half a dozen nuns, a couple of padres, 
two soldiers, and a number of Peruvians 
picturesquely garbed ; in the parlor car 
are half a dozen drab tourists like myself ; 
I can see them anywhere in the world. 

My young missionary has a farm some 
ten square miles in extent, and on this he 
is endeavoring to teach the Indians to be 
self-supporting and to live up to higher 
standards. He is succeeding very deliber-
ately and can now go still further into the 
back country of the Andes and be of 
service to mankind. He is a primitive 
Christian, and has a wonderful collection 
of pictures of native life. I made a de-
posit and will receive a select hundred, 
and the young people in the public schools 
of Hawaii will see how the Indians of 
Peru live today, just as they did when 
Columbus discovered America. 

The scenes at the railway stations are 
picturesque, but stop—there is one excep-
tion. The railway station and hotel at 
Cuzco, and it is one of those two-story 
poured-concrete atrocities, and the sur-
roundings are those of a new American 
settlement, while just beyond the stone 
archway is glorious Cuzco, the real. Two 
of my friends stopped at this squat little 
hotel on arriving after midnight. They 
left after breakfast, coffee, toast and 
fruit. Their bill was fifteen sols ($6.50 
gold) each. It runs from this up to twen-
ty-five sols a day, New York prices in a 
land where six sols ($2.40) is the stand-
ard hotel rate, and where the meals are 
the best in Cuzco, although there is not 
running water in each room of these 
Cuzco hotels, or in any room for that 
fact, but you know you are in Peru, and  

that's what you came for. At least the 
railway company might have built the 
hotel in keeping with the architecture and 
the beauty of the country. I sincerely 
thank Providence and the good God Bud 
that I arrived at night. That poured con-
crete atrocity would have dampened my 
first ardor for Cuzco, which still remains 
unabated and ever will. Cuzco was a 
dream of ages ago, when chivalry was in 
flower. 

As we stop at a station, boys and wom-
en board the train with native loaves of 
bread, strung on a stick, and through the 
car windows are thrust peaches and chile 
peppers, in wicker baskets and ridiculous-
ly cheap. The Peruvians bought the pep-
pers and ate them. For days longer I 
travel in this air of a 12,000-foot elevation. 
Lake Titicaca, which I cross tomorrow, 
is 12,500 feet above the sea, and La Paz 
in Bolivia even higher. I shall travel above 
the 12,000-foot level now until we reach 
the region of Argentine. This is one cli-
mate in which Americans do not drink 
after they have tried it once. There is a 
gasping for breath and pledge-signing at 
once. Drinks are advertised in every 
hotel, but not intoxicating drinks. I was 
explaining to the young missionary a mis-
take I made. In every restaurant and 
hotel dining room I found great signs, 
"Jesus," and concluded that the Salvation 
Army had found a foothold, for they are 
demonstratively unashamed of their Sav-
ior, but no, it was merely the name of a 
mineral water bottled at Arequipa, which 
everyone was advised to drink. In Cuzco 
there was bright crystal water on the 
table, and I noticed that two mining en-
gineers from America always reached for 
it, so I did ; they had had one experience 
with a good old cocktail, at this elevation, 
and it was morning before their hearts 
were beating normal again. You can en-
force prohibition at this altitude. No, it 
enforces itself. 

Anyhow, out from Cuzco it ceased rain-
mg. The sun even shone. Four to six 
months of the year the sun hides itself to 
the people of Cuzco. No wonder their 
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most important temple was that of the 
sun, the bringer of crops and food. The 
deserted terraces near many mountain 
tops tell of the vast population that once 
peopled this region. The Japanese might 
make it a garden of Eden, but they can't. 
not at this altitude. They have been tried. 
There are no snow-capped peaks in the 
vicinity of Cuzco. A few hours away they 
make their appearance again, but we never 
come nearer than a few hundred yards 
of the lowest snow line. 

The valley broadens, the river becomes 
less turbulent, and cultivation is as in-
tensive as that in Japan. Each little farm 
of an acre, perhaps, is fenced in with high 
mud walls, and the houses are of mud 
with clay-tile roofs. Perhaps the people 
of this valley are among the least unfor-
tunate of those of the upper Andes. The 
soil is here and the potential possibilities, 
but alas, the people are content with their 
lot and their mother church teaches them 
to be so. Oh, for some young American 
who would instil the desire of an auto in 
the hearts of each of these people. Men 
may not work very hard for the actual 
necessities of life, but oh, what efforts 
they will put forth to attain life's lux-
uries, once they know them. I think Presi-
dent Leguia * is trying to awaken his 
people to a desire for luxuries ; such a 
consummation would create a new Peru. 

Those mine owners I met in Cuzco, 
they believe in paying good wages and 
training their men to desire more than 
the mere necessities of life. I hope they 
get the mines they are after. Peru needs 
such men. And now the four nuns and I 
seem to have the first-class car to our-
selves. I miss the Peruvians. We dine at 
a railway station, and if there is one dish 
over which the Peruvian is master it is 
soup, or potage, as the French call it, a 
meal in one dish. There are other courses, 
some of which I dislike, so that I think 
this is a safer way of eating than in the 
parlor coach, where I devour every dish 
and regret it afterwards ; you do, at this 

* This account was written in 1930. 

altitude. I seemed to know when we had 
risen above 14,000 feet, for the drowsi-
ness came over me, but now that we are 
again descending, and 12,000 feet above 
sea is to be my altitude for a week, I am 
content. It might well be worse and 
higher in these Andes. 

I have said that there is no hard drink-
ing at these heights, no, but at lunch the 
Peruvian next me warned me against 
drinking the water and ordered a bottle 
of kola. Kola is the curse of the country. 
Everywhere the kola leaf is seen for sale. 
The Indian workers chew it when they 
are hungry, or take half an hour off from 
work to chew this leaf that is the basis of 
cocaine. At one time it was used in our 
bottled coca cola, but the drug laws 
caused a change in ingredients of manu-
facture. 

This is a beautiful valley. We have 
crossed over to the Pacific side, and be-
tween the mountain ranges roam herds of 
sheep, cattle, llamas, horses and swine. 
Sometimes they graze separately, some-
times together. There are houses and vil-
lages always in sight, even if some of the 
villages are composed of hovels. It is the 
custom on the greater ranges to turn the 
cattle loose for the year, then at the an-
nual round-up each man pays his tax for 
pasturage. 

With slave labor this region would 
come into its own again, a vast population 
would breed. The great terraced moun-
tains would blossom again under enforced 
labor and a few mighty families would 
build great cities here and there in the 
valleys, and to tell the brutal truth there 
could not be more misery. Does anyone 
doubt but that, when the world grows 
hungry, enforced labor will return ? Does 
anyone doubt but that there would be en-
forced labor here, did the world permit, 
and some day again it may grow hungry 
and unable to prevent, and perhaps even 
undisastrous. Queer thing, this world, 
and we residents. Today in Peru sugar 
is raised by men who receive no wages, 
but rations only, and they build their own 
huts. If this train travel lasts much 
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longer, I shall turn moralist and write a 
book. 

I do wish the Indian hucksters would 
pick their peaches ripe. You don't have 
to invite colic at these altitudes, it just 
drops in without an invitation. 

There are a thousand Indian-Peruvians 
at the station to bid farewell to the year's 
quota of soldiers in the district. There is 
no car for them. They won't travel sec-
ond, and there you are. 

I have looked into second ; it has four 
benches running lengthwise and is always 
crowded. If there is a little room, some-
one stretches out full length for a nap, 
but is soon routed out. 

Take it by time, railway travel is cheap 
in Peru. Four days first-class for fifty 
dollars and one of the great sight-seeing 
trips of the world, Arequipa, Cuzco, Lake 
Titicaca and La Paz, then if you go on to 
Buenos Aires it is a hundred dollars, in-
cluding meals and sleeper. 

Merciful heavens, they have marched 
that year's quota of soldiers down the 
track, piled it in an empty freight car and 
our train has backed up to it. I believe 
we are going to get away with it, but 
there is certainly a demonstration from  

the families. Well, anyway, these are sons 
of Leguia now, and will not have any 
empty stomachs for the next couple of 
years. 

I pity the lone person who has never 
traveled, making this connection at Peru 
on the shore of Lake Titicaca. You arrive 
long after dark and if you don't know 
enough to travel up into the compartment 
in front you are left at Puna town when 
you should go to Puna wharf. There you 
are deposited beside the tiny lake steamer 
on which you spend the night, as she sails 
early in the morning for the Bolivian 
shore. 

I study the time table and scratch my 
head. I can't understand the combination. 
The time table seems all wrong until I 
find a German fellow passenger who 
speaks a few words of English, and he 
enlightens me to the fact that mentally I 
was traveling on the Wednesday schedule, 
and that it is Saturday. I had merely lost 
two days, that is all. We are given a 
sandwich and something hot on Lake 
Titicaca, where water boils at one hun-
dred and ninety-two, which passes as 
coffee. I go to bed in the tiniest, daintiest 
doll house cabin in all the world, and 
that's that. 

The end of a wonderful trail discloses a view well worth the climb. 
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Olannor, Mongolia, Feb. 4.—An un-
believable contrast. Fifteen hundred 
miles away from sophisticated Shanghai 
with its American night clubs and jazz 
bands, I sleep in a Mongol yurt after hav-
ing dined on freshly slaughtered sheep 
in company with Mongol killers and 
torturers. 

During that eventful meal which we 
ate squatting on the felt-covered ground, 
I listened to an ex-Chinese bandit argue 
Christian doctrines with a Mongol trader. 
Their common language was Chinese, 
and the Mongol was obstinate when it 
came to the miracles, especially the chang-
ing of wine into water. 

"I refuse to believe anything I have 
not seen,” said he, sipping warm Chinese 
wine from a diminutive cup. 

For the first time in Chinese railroad 
history it is possible to travel from 
Shanghai to Kweihua in first-class coaches 
equipped with excellent sleeping and din-
ing cars. The distance is 1,421 miles and 
the route passes through Nanking and 
Peiping. 

The Peiping Suiyuan railway really 
ends at the frontier town of Paotou, or 
"head of bundles." The name was de-
rived from the Mongol. The famous 
Yellow river passes near by, demar-
cating the bandit-dominated area from 
that of more comparative safety. How-
ever, that is merely a matter of degree. 

Caravan leaders wear sheepskin coats, with 
fleece inside in winter, outside in summer. 

To go into Inner Mongolia the train 
is left at Kweihua, a city centuries old 
and fascinating for its mixed Chinese and 
Mongol traditions. It, like Paotou, is an 
important trading post for sheep, camels, 
horses, skins, and wool. 

A sturdy American motor truck is 
filled with sheepskins, sleeping bags and 
every warm garment available. 

Then it goes bumping over river beds 
and roads badly cut into solid rock of the 
pass over the Ta Ching Shan range until 
the rolling land of the vast Mongolian 
plateau is reached, five thousand feet 
above sea level. 

During the past years the Chinese 
farmer has been encroaching upon the 
grazing land of the Mongol, gradually 
pushing the cultivated strip further and 
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further. This accounts for the definite 
break that is visible between ploughed 
fields and natural grass land. 

Once the Chinese village and military 
post of Kuku-irhgan is left behind, the 
motor truck bowled along over terrain 
that was deserted except for grazing 
sheep, horses and camels. The road goes 
most any place, since the plain is flat and 
unencumbered by houses or villages. 

After seven hours of jouncing in the 
truck while a fierce wind drove a mixture 
of sand and snow into the skin, the trad-
ing post of Olannor is reached. Two 
compounds, surrounded by mud walls, 
above which the felt yurts peeped, was 
all there was to see. Later the herds of 
sheep were brought in and the camels 
came back with tinkling bells. 

Nothing else seemed to contribute an 
answer as to why this forsaken spot on 
the endless plain was chosen by the small 
Mongol group for its temporary abode. 

The Mongols are most hospitable, and 
a yurt was put at my disposal. Not unlike 
an American Indian tepee, the yurt is 
made of heavy felt supported by a lattice 
of thin wood. The sides rise vertically 
from the ground for five feet and then 
the roof slopes from there to a peak at 
the top. The felt rolls back at the peak 
to release the smoke from the sheep-dung 
fire which burns in an open brazier in the 
center of the floor. 

Over this the cooking was done and life 
of the Mongol family rotated. In squat-
ting on the floor, care must be taken not 
to point the feet toward the Buddhist 
shrine arranged on a chest along the wall. 
In other wooden chests clothes and jew-
elry of the women are kept. 

Great masses of wrought silver inlaid 
with coral, tourmaline and turquoise are 
the native headdress of the women. For 
my benefit the women and little girls 
adorned themselves. 

The stray traveler in Mongolia carries 
his own wooden bowl, into which the 
host pours a concoction of tea boiled in 
milk, to which is added a section of thick 
cheese made from goat, cow, sheep, or  

mare's milk. For substance, a handful of 
roasted millet is thrown in. 

Since the Mongol in all his life never 
takes a bath, and obviously but rarely 
washes his hands, the yurt and its hos-
pitality is no place for the finicky one. 
All the while food is being served the 
host keeps piling cakes of sheep dung on 
the brazier. Now and then he uses a 
pair of tongs, but generally the transfer 
is made in his hands. Naturally, the air 
is filled with particles of dung. burned 
or unburned. 

For the special feast in honor of the 
visitor, a big meal was prepared. When 
the herds had been driven in for the 
night and the fierce dogs unloosed, a beast 
was singled out and slaughtered by a 
quick slit into which the Mongol pressed 
his hand to hold the severed artery, thus 
retaining the blood in the meat. 

Great sections of mutton were tossed 
into a cauldron over the brazier and 
there boiled without seasoning or vege-
tables for several hours. Curious Mon-
gols kept coming into the yurt, until at 
one time there were sixteen in the small 
space waiting for the meat to cook. 

At the right moment the pieces were 
fished out and handed around. Nothing 
but a knife, with which one cuts slices 
from the meat held in the hand, and with 
which the food is conveyed to the mouth, 
is used. Politeness demands that the 
bone be stripped clean of meat, fat and 
gristle. 

Surfeited with food, the party stretches 
out without fuss and sleeps fully clothed. 
The top of the yurt is drawn closed and 
the fire dies out. 

Cha Ho, Mongolia, Feb. 8.—The ut-
most political importance attaches to this 
section of Asia. 

Here I was but four days motor cara-
van journey from Urga, the sealed capi-
tal of Outer Mongolia from whence 
Soviet Russia directs its policy of Mon-
gol absorption. 

China has so far encroached upon 
Mongol sovereignty and soil that this 
part of Inner Mongolia is officially known 
as the Chinese province of Suivuan. 
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21 pass near the Great Wall of China through which Inner Mongolia may be reached. 

Added to that, I listened to Mongols 
seated beside me about the sheep-dung 
fire burning in the open brazier of the 
yurt, discussing the Japanese seizure of 
Manchuria and their armed penetration 
into Mongol territory not very far to the 
east. 

All hands agreed that evening that it 
is but lack of a leader which prevents 
the Mongols from rising and reasserting 
the birthright which is theirs and which 
the historical Khans, Kublai and Genghis, 
carried to the very gates of Vienna seven 
centuries ago. 

The Mongols are tough fighters today. 
They look down on the Chinese, and 

the latter fear them when they get on 
the loose. 

No Chinese bandit will enter Mongol 
bounds, and in recent scraps between 
Mongol and Chinese troops, it was the 
latter who lost out. However, China has 
its way with Mongolia today because the 
Mongols are too scattered to care. 

At Cha Ho my host was Frek Jun, 
commander of the Merchants' Protection 
Corps. A mud wall with crenellated top 
is his garrison headquarters, looking very 
much like the forlorn and isolated out- 

posts of the French Foreign Legion in 
Africa. 

It is his duty to escort rich camel cara-
vans from Kweihua into Central Asia 
and protect them from raiders. It is not 
uncommon for such caravans to be 
worth millions of dollars. 

It is hard to believe the young Mongol 
who kept feeding the fire across from 
me could have clone the things which 
he has. 

The flames threw his flat, high cheek-
boned profile into soft relief. He seemed 
more girl than bandit raider, killer and 
torturer. Victims sliced and burned are 
attributed to him. 

Like the others squatting on the floor 
of the yurt with me, he was temporarily 
leading the life of a simple herder and 
trader. The moment will undoubtedly 
come again, however, when he will turn 
back to his calling. In the meantime, he 
is a considerate, gentle, intriguing host. 

The Chinese pioneers in this high spot 
of Asia are no less doughty. 

As a guide for the trip there was a tall 
Chinese, whose exploits as a bandit leader 
and ex-Christian along the Sino-Mon-
golian border were no less stirring to 
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listen to than those of the Mongol host. 
While they do not come as armed in-
vaders, it is the knowledge that the Mon-
gols are for the moment easy-going and 
that the Chinese government is behind 
their encroachment, which carries the 
Chinese farmers into this area. 

Symbolic of this occupation was the 
caravan of camels and ponies which I 
passed going over the pass. The Chinese 
were carrying lumber for their houses, 
supplies, and most indicative, boards 
fashioned for coffins. The latter was the 
signpost : "We are settling down forever. 
We have even brought the coffins in 
which we will eventually sleep in Mongol 
soil." 

The Chinese bring their own civiliza-
tion with them. Farms and houses are 
just like those of their ancestors away 
to the south. When the villages spring 
up and the fields are ploughed, the Mon-
gols retreat further into Mongolia. 

However, after many years, the Mon-
gols on this borderland have in a small 
measure attempted to hold their own. 
They, too, have given up the nomadic 
life and built compounds with Chinese 
houses. 

The spirit of the open spaces is not 
relinquished though, and in every such 
compound the Mongol keeps his yurt as 
a symbol of what he is. Part of the year 
he lives in the house and part in the yurt. 
He still refuses to cultivate the land. He 
enjoys the leisured life of the gentleman, 
buying grain and the like from the Chi- 
nese. The Mongol even goes so far as 
to hire Chinese to tend his herds for him. 

These Tumet Mongols are pressed be-
tween two hostile political forces. The 
Chinese government and the land-ava- 
ricious Chinese peasants are to the south. 
To the north he is menaced by the Rus- 
sian-dominated Mongols of Outer Mon- 
golia. Under the Soviets, his fellow 
Mongols have established an armed patrol 
which daily covers every mile of the 
border between Inner and Outer Mon-
golia. Ruthless punishment is the lot of 

anyone happening across into Outer Mon-
golia without permission. 

Despite these factors of political 
struggle and raiding, the Tumets remain 
a generous, hospitable lot. At the im-
posing Buddhist temple here at Cha Ho, 
the Pan Shan Lama, or Living Buddha, 
from Tibet, spent one night while en 
route to Peiping. Fifty thousand dollars 
was used up in that brief time for his 
entertainment and in presents to him. The 
money had been collected during many 
years from among the nomads and was 
lavished on the holy man without reluc-
tance. 

When our motor pulled away from 
their yurt, one of the Mongols inquired 
whether he could lend any money for 
the return journey. He draws a monthly 
wage of less than two United States dol-
lars for caring for the camel herd of an 
American traveler. That scant treasure 
he was ready to share. 

Kweihua, Suiyuan Province, Feb. 11. 
—This ancient provincial capital is flav-
ored with American interest due to the 
construction of the near-by Saratsi irri-
gation project with funds collected by 
the China famine relief in the United 
States. 

Several millions of dollars have been 
poured into the region, and the natives 
were quick to sense the becomingness of 
courtesy in the presence of visiting 
Americans. 

This newer interest is in decided con-
flict with the older and more permanent 
American phase, namely, that of many 
missionaries from the United States who 
have been captured by local bandits. 

My companion here was a foreigner 
who is a veteran at rescuing Americans 
and others when kidnaped for ransom. 

Scores of villages were pointed out to 
me as being the homes of bandits. How- 
ever, the moment was one of harvesting, 
and labor was well paid. It was too early 
for the general run of banditry which 
comes during the idle days and nights of 
winter when the peasant who is f ortu- 
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nate to possess a gun or pistol goes out in 
search of easy wealth. 

It is a rough pioneer country, this dis-
trict which the Chinese have been wrest-
ing from the Mongols over a period of 
years. Many missionaries, American and 
European, Catholic and Protestant, have 
paid the supreme penalty of martyrdom 
in addition to those who were lucky 
enough to be released on ransom to 
bandits. 

The Belgian Catholic fathers are strong 
in this Chinese Mongol area and, unlike 
their Protestant colleagues, they go about 
armed. 

The villages with a Catholic church 
are the outstandingly prosperous ones. 
Trade and farming go on in them with 
less fear of raids. 

The Catholic mission maintains its own 
arsenal and, when the bandit attack 
comes, the fathers deal out guns to the 
faithful and even lead in the defense 
behind the village fortifications. 

Catholicism is militant and far-seeing 
here. There is little wonder at that when 
meeting the clergy. 

In probably what is the largest estab-
lishment in the city, there is housed the 
Catholic General Hospital with 100 beds. 
General Fu Tso-yi, the new progressive 
governor of the province, resides in one 
of the modern style homes within the 
mission walls, although the governor is 
not a Catholic. 

When I called on the aged father, he 
was seated at the head of a long table in 
his study, which was filled with keen 
young Chinese lads. Together they were 
smoking cigarettes and listening to a 
broadcast from the Nanking station. It 
was coming in over the latest of Ameri-
can radio models. 

In Belgian and Chinese we talked over 
the affairs of the country as we sipped 
a pleasant red wine made in the mission. 

Although the Father had not been out 
of China since he came here in the last 
century, he spoke with accurate knowl-
edge of the American presidential elec-
tion. Reminiscing, he described his flight  
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from Kweihua across Inner and Outer 
Mongolia into Siberia when the Boxers 
were in revolt back in 1900. 

Thirty-two years after he is head of a 
great missionary endeavor in closest rela-
tions with the highest authority of the 
province. Thus swings the wheel of fate 
in Asia. 

Outside the mission walls came the 
melodious tinkling of camel bells as long 
caravans started on their trek which after 
months would bring them up in Chinese 
Turkestan. Once they were clear of the 
settled districts, these bells would be 
stilled. The danger of attracting raiders 
is too great and the caravans move in 
silence save for the heavy plod of camels' 
feet on the earth. 

A mild form of police martial law has 
been declared in Kweihua, and streets 
were deserted that night. The recent ar-
rival of the mysterious Christian general, 
Feng Yu-hsiang, at Kalgan, and certain 
rumors centering about him, caused an 
air of uneasiness. 

Kalgan, which is a night's railway 
journey to the east of Kweihua, marks 
the beginning of the territory in which 
Chinese settlers have been driving the 
Mongols from their homeland. 

General Feng once ruled with a drastic 
hand over this country back in 1926, and 
the common view is expressed that the 
disaster wrought by his taxes and re-
treating soldiery is still felt. His return 
has therefore caused speculation. 

Rumor mongers immediately set to 
work. The story got as far as the central 
government at Nanking that General 
Feng was to lead a monarchical restora-
tion movement from Kalgan which would 
turn this Mongol borderland into a buffer 
state between Japanese-dominated Man-
chukuo and China proper. 

While I was there General Feng wired 
the Nanking authorities denying such a 
plot. He pointed out his act of forcing 
Henry Pu Yi from the Forbidden City at 
Peking. where he had resided since his 
abdication as emperor, as proof of his 
feeling toward the imperial Manchus. 
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The Mongol still refuses to cultivate the land, and often hires Chinese to tend his flocks 
and herds. 

Despite this, observers are wondering 
what will happen. 

Nominally the former Mongol prov-
inces of Chahar and Suiyuan have gov-
ernors appointed by Nanking, but with 
full consent of Marshal Chang Hsueh-
Hang, the real ruler of North China. 
However, Governor Fu Tso-yi and the 
troops along the western Peiping Suiyuan 
railway are all from the neighboring 
province of Shansi, which in the past 
fought both Nanking and Marshal Chang. 

Whether it will be a struggle aimed 
to support a Japanese occupation of Inner 
Mongolia. or merely revolt to enlarge the 
governmental sphere of the Shansi ele-
ments, no one can say, but it is feared 
sooner or later the clash will come in 
this area. 

Kweihua, Suiyuan Province, Feb. 11. 
—The special race course had been built 
and training was under way for the first 
horse show and races held under the 
auspices of the Provincial Governor, 
General Fu Tso-yi. 

On the track Mongols and Chinese 
will gallop their sturdy animals in a sort 
of catch-as-catch-can competition. Just 
outside the city, and paralleling the trail 
which carried me over the Ta Ching 
Shan pass into pure Mongol territory, a 
stretch of some two miles had been 
cleared, and there on an avenue of dirt 
the horses will race between two lines 
of stakes. 

There are no rules. Any and every 
horse may be entered and raced by its 
owner. Chinese riding in their long 
gowns and soft cloth shoes were trotting 
abreast of Mongols in gay coats of ma-
roon, yellow or purple, under which 
showed the knee-high leather boots with 
curled-up toes. The Mongol pony is many 
hands smaller than the western horse, 
but he is a powerful beast. 

The rider sits high above the animal's 
head on a small arched saddle with rising 
pommel. The seat is made of solid wood 
with a thin covering of gaudy-colored 
leather. Iron stirrups often worked in 
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bright enamels, and reins and bridles 
studded with stones or decorated with 
enamels complete the picturesque trap-
pings. 

All the while the ponies are cavorting 
on the course, the endless camel caravans 
headed for Central Asia plod quietly past, 
hardly disdaining a turn of the haughty 
head to this lighter side of Chinese-
Mongol life. 

Kweihua is famous as the market 
place for Mongol ponies, which are 
brought there from the high plateau be-
yond the pass and sold to dealers from 
all over China. 

Most of the racing ponies, which have 
made the records on the tracks at Pei-
ping, Tientsin and Shanghai for their 
American and European owners, passed 
through the market here. 

This winter has been a bad one for 
the trade. Good Mongol ponies have 
gone for as low as 60 or 70 local dollars. 
Should any of them prove good racers, 
they will fetch in the thousands down in 
China proper. 

The camel business is likewise an im-
portant phase of life in Kweihua. A 
full-grown specimen of these two-humped 
beasts this year brings about the same 
price as a pony. Camel wool plays a 
profitable part in the local trade, too. 
Everywhere are sold garments made from 
it, although the men of the camel and 
cart caravans universally wear full-length 
coats made of long-strand sheepskin. 

The fleece part is worn next to the 
body while the white skin is turned out 
and is not covered, giving a rough and 
uncouth appearance to the caravan men. 
In summer, when it rains, the coats are 
reversed. Water sheds more readily from 
the wool than from the hide, which merely 
gets soft and sticky. 

Even in summer it is necessary to wear 
these warm sheepskins on the Mongol 
plateau for, although the days are hot, 
the temperature falls after the sun goes 
clown. 

Added to the intriguing pioneer life 
of this Chinese-Mongol borderland, there  
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is an abundance of game. My motor 
truck passed several large herds of ante-
lope standing grey against the brown 
hills this side of Olannor. 

The Mongols rarely kill wild game for 
food. They much prefer their mutton as 
diet. Likewise they do not eat vegetables 
and do not add salt to the meat when 
cooking or after. Instead, they drink a 
variety of tea which is boiled with salt. 
This fact leaves the visitor thirsty if he 
does not like tea boiled in milk with 
cheese added, or this salt tea. There is 
nothing else to drink except the more rare 
mare's milk wine, which is equally un-
palatable to the uninitiated. 

In the compound of my host at Kwei-
hua there are two strange but beautiful 
pets. A fine specimen of the mountain 
sheep (ovis argoli) had heavy curled 
horns that came to my shoulders. It was 
tame and "nozzled" for cigarettes, which 
it ate with great relish. It contested for 
my favor with a smaller but equally 
friendly roe deer. 

In other ways Kweihua depends upon 
animal trade. I visited a Chinese house 
in which hand-woven cloth was being 
made. This industry had been taught to 
an old Chinese by a Swedish missionary, 
now dead. Three varieties of cloth, pat-
terned after occidental clothing and de-
sign, are produced there. A combination 
of cow's hair and cotton is used for the 
first. Then there is cloth, half cotton and 
half wool, and lastly pure woolen ma-
terial. This is strongly woven and pleas-
ing in appearance. Sufficient for coat, 
vest and trousers costs less than two 
American dollars. My host, who was 
wearing a sack suit made from it, ex-
plained that it would wear for years. 

The ways of trade in this part of Asia 
are frequently diverse, as witness the 
return of American missionaries to their 
stations in far-off Chinese Turkestan. A 
jolly Mongol, with whom I had sat about 
the sheep-clung fire in the yurt at Olan-
nor, had just returned from guiding a 
party of American men and women who 
had left the railway at Kweihua and 
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started across Mongolia for Chinese 
Turkestan. 

Their conveyance was a new American 
automobile. That was likewise their stock 
in trade, for upon arrival at Urumchi 
they planned to sell the car to the pro-
vincial governor for enough above cost 
to pay for their journey back. 

The governor has a monopoly on motor 
transportation, and the trade is both com-
mon and legitimate. The Mongol jok-
ingly admitted he had seen his American 
party as far as the bandit-infested regions 
and then bid them good luck on that 
dangerous road home. 

The diet of the Mongol is mutton, almost exclusively. It is eaten without salt or 
vegetables. 
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The aborigines of Justralia near the northern littoral, besides being hunters of everything 
that runs, flies, creeps or crawls, are great takers and consumers of fish. 
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The Australian "black," when trained, makes an ideal cowboy. 
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The above title rather suggests that 
hunting is merely one phase of aborig-
inal life. This, of course, is not so. 
With primitive man, hunting has a ninety 
per cent importance in his scheme of 
things because hunting means food. Civ-
ilized men (apart from trappers and 
those who kill for gain) hunt for tro-
phies or for diversion, although the 
atavistic impulse to slay is always present 
or is very easily aroused. In the case 
of the savage, there is not the slightest 
suggestion of sport in his hunting. 

The absence of the large carnivora, 
the big pachyderms and other animals 
whose capture demand great guile on the 
part of the native hunter, has made for 
relatively simple methods in the case of 
the Australian black. He is always the 
superior force, and of him is required 
no more than the ability to track and 
an intimate knowledge of the habits of  

his prospective victims. He is always 
the pursuer or the ambushed menace, 
and his technique, though different from 
the natives of other lands, lacks noth-
ing in completeness. 

The Northern Australian ranks with 
all other Australian blacks as one of the 
most primitive types of mankind. Yet, 
he has exhibited remarkable ingenuity in 
the invention and development of his 
weapons. The womerah (or woomera) 
is an example. This is the spear-thrower 
—a stick about two to three feet in 
length, hooked at one end. The hook 
fits into a crotch at the end of the long 
spear. The womerah gives the arm 
greater radius, and the distance and 
force of the throw is much increased 
beyond what is possible without such an 
implement. 

The spear is not the universal weapon 
that the kirra is. The word "kirra" is 
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the Northern Territory name for what 
is generally known as the boomerang. 
The latter word was, in the native form 
"bumarin," the name of the implement 
amongst the Botany Bay natives. 

Kangaroos are full of curiosity, and 
the natives take full advantage of their 
weakness. When a group of the marsu-
pials is sighted, a number of blacks 
break away from the main body of na-
tives and walk on openly and careless-
ly. The kangaroos follow these at a 
distance of about 200 or 300 yards. 
Meanwhile the second batch of natives 
creep up within throwing distance. 

The emu is hunted in manner similar 
to the kangaroo, but, if in the open, 
dogs are put on, and these run the birds 
to a standstill. The men then close in 
and slay the exhausted birds. The clogs, 
though usually half-starved, always drop 
retrieved game. The fear of the kirra is 
superior to the pangs of ravenous hun-
ger. 

All Australian blacks regard the 
snake as a delicacy. Particularly do they 
favor the carpet and other restricting 
snakes. The size and, no doubt, the 
sluggishness of these make them easily 
captured and well worth the candle 
when taken. 

The adaptation of the methods of the 
aboriginal to the capture of the rabbit is 
an instance of his ingenuity and quick-
ness. Here was an animal entirely new 
to him, yet, in relatively a short time, he 
has devised a quite efficient plan for 
the rodent's capture. 

The wary wild turkey is enticed by 
means of a lure made from a hollow 
root. The hidden hunter sounds a call 
on the lure until the bird is drawn 
within striking distance. 

The aboriginal of the North never dis-
embowels or skins game. He regards it 
as spoilt if opened. When food is plen-
tiful only the limbs and the flesh along 
the backbone are eaten—that is, by the 
epicurean bucks. The rest goes to the 
gins and, more i emotely, to the dogs. 

The blacks living near the northern 
littoral are, of course, great takers and  

consumers of fish. The riverine tribes 
vary their diet with fresh-water fish. 
Practically everything that runs, flies, 
swims, creeps or crawls is food to the 
native. The larval form of some of the 
big moths is esteemed a great luxury. 
Turtle eggs and the ova of all saurians 
rank high in the dietary. (Rank is un-
doubtedly the correct verb.) 

Just before the dry season in Central 
Australia, the frogs burrow into the mud 
and settle down for the period of their 
aestivation. To provide moisture during 
their long sleep, the frogs conserve a 
quantity of water. It is said that the 
aboriginals dig up the batrachian and 
rob it of its store of water. The opera-
tion is always a success, but invariably 
the patient dies! 

Water is the paramount problem in 
the lives of desert dwellers, and the 
acuteness of one of their "sixth" senses 
is remarkable to the artificialized ob-
server. All primitives are necessarily 
very observant of the habits of birds 
and animals, and depend on their guid-
ance for the discovery of hidden waters. 
There is no cooperation in this matter 
as is the case of that remarkable bird, 
the honey guide of Southern Africa, 
which is a case of distinct partnership 
between a wild creature and the human 
being. 

It is not only the clans and the sexes 
that have totems ; individuals also have 
special totems, i.e., classes of objects 
(generally species of animals) which 
they regard as related to themselves by 
those ties of mutual respect and protec-
tion which are characteristic of totem-
ism. Marriage between members of 
totems whose name-animals would, in 
their living state, be hostile, are not per-
mitted. A man may belong to a clan 
totem of the kangaroo through his 
mother. His secret or individual totem 
might be the tiger-snake. Snakes of that 
species, therefore, would not hurt him 
(at least, so he would think). In return, 
he must abstain from slaying the creature 
symbolic of his totem. 



Giant conifers guard the base of Mt. Rainier. 
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Mt. Rainier is an immense extinct vol-
cano located in the State of Washington 
out near the west coast. Properly 
speaking, it is a part of the Cascade 
Range though really set apart from it 
and at a distance seems to rise from a 
barren plain. It is during the winter 
that it stands out silhouetted in all its 
majesty against the blue, or partly en-
veloped in cloud, facing the terrible 
storms that rage about its summit, and 
nowhere can there be a grander sight 
than to watch the gales as they seem-
ingly play with one and another around 
the mountain. 

Although known to scientists as an 
extinct volcano it still retains its heat 
within, and through the drifted snow 
and ice on its summit, wreaths of smoky 
steam curl and twist grotesquely, send- 
ing phantom figures up to join the storm 
clouds. As recently as a day in Decem-
ber, 1929, the offices of the city papers 
in Seattle were bombarded with tele-
phone calls from excited residents stat- 

ing : "Mt. Rainier is in eruption !" Hur- 
ried investigations from nearby sky-
scrapers through telescopes showed an 
unusual phenomenon. Although a pleas- 
ant day, a great storm was raging on 
the summit of Rainier. The glow of a 
sunset on the storm clouds turned them 
a bloody red against a black back-
ground and the rising steam through 
the whirling snow made the deception 
perfect. It took the papers several days 
to make the people believe that the 
mountain was not in eruption. To fur-
ther confirm the theory that there is 
heat in Mt. Rainier, boiling hot springs 
ooze from its base. 

Since the dawn of history men have 
worshipped mountains ; those towering 
sentinels hurled heavenward by Mother 
Nature in ages long forgot ; fire-moun- 
tains, which, like beacons once blazed 
along the Pacific Coast, now dormant, 
like great candles standing in their 
grease. Savages with pagan minds 
sought Mt. Rainier to worship the 
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Omnipotent. The native Indians called 
the valley at the mountain's base, Sag-
halie, Illahe, which, translated, means 
"The Land of Peace." Here, all war-
like tribes gathered to worship, but with-
in the sacred precints all were at peace ; 
the gods frowned upon them and woe to 
the tribe that broke the peace pact. 
With the passing of the red man came 
the white. He, too, sought a name, and 
called it Paradise ; Paradise Valley. And 
as the summer comes and the snows 
meet and race to the broad Pacific, the 
white man presses onward toward the 
mountains which he worships ; not like 
the Indian, silently and at a distance ; 
that is not the white man's way. In 
these mighty peaks he finds a newly 
awakened interest in the life about him ; 
in this majestic mountain he sees some-
thing to conquer, and that is why on this 
hot July clay we are here in Paradise. 

Above looms Mt, Rainier, "The Moun-
tain That Was God," its vast glacial 
mantle crawling downward, moving 
slowly from the pressure of its own 
weight and giving birth to rivers, spark-
ling and foaming, racing through for- 
ests primeval. Virgin forests of great 
trees grow at its base and up its slopes 
clear to the snow line : immense conif- 
ers, always green, always beautiful, but 
gradually dwindling into smaller trees 
as they reach the higher altitudes, where 
they look like an army of old men bent 
and broken with the storms of time, 
leaning heavily away from the prevail- 
ing winds. 

But clown in the valley all is warm, 
quiet and beautiful. My tent is pitched 
under a giant conifer high up on the 
side of Mt. Rainier. The first gray-
green streaks of dawn are stealing 
across the sky. If anyone were near to 
watch he would see the tent flaps thrown 
back and a figure step forth ; a pair of 
powerful binoculars sweep the valley 
and lake below as the varied colors be-
gin to appear in the eastern sky. The 
Tatoosh Range stands out white and 
cold against the flaming sunrise, range  

on range, peak on peak, summit on sum-
mit, each great pinnacle seemingly 
climbing higher than the other, until 
from this high lookout it seems as 
though the whole world lies just below. 
Now the variegated colors tinge the 
snowy mountain peaks towering almost 
three miles up. Softly I drop the tent 
flaps behind me and slip away like a 
thief in the night. None of the others 
care for a stroll at dawn with me so 
my camera is my only companion. As I 
reach the flower fields, squirrels scam-
per over the pathway. This magnificent 
zone of wild flowers lies between the 
tree line and snow line and is over 50 
miles in circuit and 2 miles wide. The 
flowers are massed in red and white and 
blue ; no wonder it is a National Park. 
It seems as if Nature were trying to see 
how many of her wild flowers she could 
crowd into a small space. So close are 
they packed that they overlap petal on 
petal. Each footstep crushes them to 
earth. 

Suddenly there is a great whirr as a 
number of ptarmigan fly into the air 
for I have blundered onto a small covey 
of them. As they rise on rushing wing, 
they disturb another morning visitor, 
for only a short distance away a great 
brown bear rises on its hind legs and 
gazes about scenting the air trying to 
place the cause of the sudden eruption. 
A moment later, a young cub, then two 
others imitate her and there they all 
stand staring and sniffing, and as I move 
slightly in an attempt to take their pic- 
ture, she mutters something low down 
in her throat and they all lumber away. 
A beautiful mountain lake soon conies 
into view, and as I gaze out over the 
placid water it is broken by a great 
ripple as trout lunge on its surface. 
While I am watching the trout I hear 
the whirr of a blue grouse, and as I turn 
to follow it in its flight I find I have a 
companion ; a young man who has de-
cided to try fishing in this same lake. 
Standing aside so as not to interfere 
with the proceedings I watch him catch 
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three magnificent eastern brook trout 
and drop them into his creel. 

Generally speaking, Mt. Rainier is 
not easy to climb. The great altitude 
of its summit, almost three miles above 
sea level, and the low level at its base, 
combine to make the ascent an exceed-
ingly long and exhausting one. Mt. 
Rainier can not be climbed without a 
guide. Dangerously crevassed ice cov-
ers a large portion of its flanks, while 
the sharp ridges between the glaciers 
are composed of treacherous, crumbling 
lava and pumice. There is no choice 
of routes, and should one lose one's way 
there is no hope of extricating one's 
self by another way. A number of lives 
have been lost on this mountain, nearly 
all of them due to not having a guide. 
There is no definitely marked path, as 
the trail is over snow fields on which 
footprints melt away from one day to 
the next. Such a trip should not be at-
tempted unaided by experienced moun-
taineers. Then again the fickleness of 
the weather conditions on the moun-
tain must be considered. Only those 
familiar with the mountain's moods can 
presume to foretell whether the day 
will turn out favorable for a climb or 
not. What may look to the uninitiated 
like harmless, fleecy vapors on the sum-
mit may be the forerunners of a sudden 
snowstorm which none could hope to 
survive. Such storms may occur at any 
time, even in midsummer, and are al-
ways attended by fierce gales. A ma-
jority of those who have perished on 
the mountain have been overcome by 
these terrible blizzards. 

Only those in the pink of physical 
condition should attempt this climb or 
that of any other high mountain. The 
rarefied atmosphere of these high alti-
tudes is hard on the heart and lungs, 
therefore one should accustom oneself 
by preliminary climbs to lesser peaks 
before attempting the greater mountain, 
or they will suffer the consequences ; 
either come back exhausted to the verge  

of collapse or absolutely fail in the 
undertaking. 

Before making the ascent do not eat 
such food as fried eggs, fried potatoes, 
hot cakes or heavy pastry. Abstain 
from coffee and tobacco if possible. 
Liquor is taboo and should be used only 
as stimulant in case of collapse. The 
proper food for such a trip should con-
sist of beef tea, lean meat, all dry break-
fast foods, cocoa, sweet chocolate, 
crackers, hardtack, dry bread, rice, 
raisins, prunes, dates and tomatoes. The 
simpler the diet, the better. Eat little 
at a time and eat often ; this is the rule 
of the mountaineers, and the more 
faithfully one complies to this rule, the 
higher one's efficiency will be and the 
keener the enjoyment of the trip. Black 
grease, better known as actor's paint, 
should be smeared over the face to 
protect it from sunburn, and amber or 
blue glasses should be worn to ward off 
snow blindness. 

The start up Mt. Rainier is usually 
made from Paradise Valley in the after-
noon so as to reach Camp Muir before 
dusk. Here, at an elevation of 10.0000 
feet, is a stone shelter cabin built by 
the government to protect the climber 
from wind and storm. Here you spend 
the night and start early the following 
morning for the summit. This part of 
the climb is quite severe, lying mostly 
over rough, angular lava blocks. About 
8 :00 a. m. the base of Gibraltar Rock is 
reached. Then comes a narrow ledge 
along the face of the cliff, part of the 
way overhung by rock masses and huge 
icicles. Then comes a narrow chute, 
the most serious difficulty of the entire 
ascent. Ropes are lowered and one is 
hauled up. Then a wooden ladder, which 
must frequently be renewed, is used, 
and the party must move one at a time 
as there is great danger of the one 
above loosening rocks, debris or ice 
fragments that may injure those below. 
From now on there remains only a long 
slope to climb, but this snow slope is 
often fatiguing. Huge, gaping crevasses 
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develop in it which must be skillfully 
avoided by detours. Freshly fallen snow 
may be so deep that one plunges into 
it to the waist, or else the snow may 
have melted out into tapering spines 
and so-called honeycombs many feet 
high, among which one cannot travel 
without considerable exertion. 

The rim of the south crater is usually 
reached about eleven o'clock. It is al-
ways bare of snow, and shelter may be 
found from the high gales behind the 
great blocks on the crest. Metal cases 
are left here in which the tourist may 
inscribe the record of his ascent. The 
crater is always filled with snow and 
may be traversed without risk ; only one  

should be careful near the edges, as 
the snow there is melted out in caverns 
by the steam jets which rise from be-
neath it in many places. Those having 
the strength may go on to Columbia 
Crest, the snow dome that constitutes 
the highest summit of the mountain. 
From this great height one looks out 
on a world unbelievable as far as the 
eye can see. Other great domes of 
extinct volcanoes pierce the clouds from 
Canada through to Oregon. Now each 
one is left with his own thoughts, for 
after attaining such a height one's ex-
pression fails. 

In about six hours you are again back 
in Paradise. 

Mountain streams, sparkling and foaming, race through forests primeval. 



546 	 THE MID-PACIFIC 

O 

O 

O 

Oi 

0 _ • 

ohi CS 

•••Z 

`,•••, 

O 
O 
© 
00 

21 

O 
0 
O 

t 

O 
■••"2 

,Z2-, 

• 
‘3,••34 

0  
O 
0 
O 

0  

0 

Ci 

•,•Q 

• ••.1 

• 

".• 

• 

• 



THE MID-PACIFIC 
	

547 

Not all the fish brought to llonolulu markets are taken by sampans. At the Hawaiian hukilaus 
the fish along the beaches are trapped in huge seines. 
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Honolulu's Sampan Fishers 	0. 
Cl . 

 
By SOUNO INOUYE R 

truntinticarcatnuninunitcantintuanclunnnitcerniniclinintinuntinunincittcdirrinunnauni,  

More sharply contrasted scenes of life, 
with diverse perils and adventures ever 
lurking, are faced by the deep-sea fisher-
men who make Kewalo Basin their ren-
dezvous, every ten days or so, than by 
any other class of active workers in Ha-
waii. From the rock pinnacles and coral 
islets of the north, tenanted only by bois-
terous birds, where shoal waters teem 
with marketable fish and sharks and 
turtles, to the Kewalo dock, populous 
with sunset hour promenaders and Sab-
bath morning spectators, is indeed 
"some" change in environment. 

But the supple and alert sampaners,  

be they gray-haired ones or mere boys, 
see nothing exotic or romantic in their 
hard, seafaring lives. They look at you 
surprised, if you tell them how glamor-
ous and venturous their daily experi-
ences in the bleak northern seas must be. 
Nights are almost freezing cold and 
middays torrid up there, they say. With 
only battalions of birds, fishes and occa-
sional egg-laying turtles on sand wastes 
to look upon them, the fishers often dis-
card all raiment on hot days, but put on 
flannel shirts on cloudy or windy clays, 
oiled raincoats in storms, and blankets 
when taking fitful slumbers at nights. 
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Immediately after their arrival at the 
Kewalo base Friday night, both the 
Kasuga and Yamoto Maru crews re-
ported "mountain-high" waves in the 
northern waters, when their crafts 
bobbed like corks. Fierce downpours 
from the lowering skies and tumbling 
billows drenched the decks. Hoisted 
sails seemed to catch more salt and rain 
water than blustery winds, the sampan-
ers remarked. But all that stormy voy-
age home was merely "a bit rougher 
than usual in summer." Wintry trips 
often are stormier and rougher. 

Only the sure footing of their bare 
feet upon the narrow unrailed decks 
prevents frequent tragedies on the toss-
ing fishing boats. And the thorough 
"soakings" received in nasty days are 
relieved fairly by radiant sun baths 
taken in "birthday outfits" when intense 
sunlight beams upon the northern seas. 

The dread of sharks, so prevalent 
among landlubbers and amateur fisher-
men, is hardly felt by the professional 
fishers. Their chief concerns are fogs in 
the treacherous areas dotted with jutting 
pinnacles and coral reefs. Occasional 
scarcity of catches is another cause of 
anxiety to master sampaners. 

Aboard the Yamoto Maru, an extra-
large sampan, a Hawaiia-born lad told 
of the tremblings and trepidations on 
his first trip to the north. The veteran 
fishermen from Nippon, including his 
uncle, openly laughed at his "softness" 
in facing the watery perils. Tipsy mo-
tions of the sampan, howling blasts, and 
green-white waves bursting on decks 
require several trips, embracing more 
than a month, to get used to, he said. 
Even now, storms rather sober him, 
whereas they only embolden and brace 
up his grizzly companions. This lad still 
wears smoked glasses to blazing sun-
light. 

Despite the presence of island-born 
boys here and there on larger sampans 
manned by crews of six to ten, the bulk 
of local sampaners are now middle-aged. 
Some are past sixty. And the small 

boats that go out for overnight trips 
netting opelus or hooking reddish or 
green-dotted shoal fishes, are invariably 
manned by old fellows, with highly de-
veloped fishing instincts. Many of them 
are operated by single fishermen. A few 
are manned by two men on each boat. 

It is strange to notice how large a 
proportion of local fishermen came from 
the county of Oshima, Yamaguchi pre-
fecture, Japan. The peculiar dialect and 
accent of their district betray their ori-
gin. And further questioning discloses 
the fact. The men of Oshima county, an 
island in the famous Inland Sea, have 
been noted for centuries as skillful and 
daring fishers. 

Tuna, maimai and ulua by hundreds 
are brought in by bigger boats. The 
Kasuga Maru on Friday unloaded at 
the dock over 40 large bucketfuls (each 
galvanized pail holding about 20) of 
tuna mixed with three Hawaiian salmon. 
The latter were slender things of grace-
ful form, around two pounds in weight. 
A Hawaiian bystander bought one of 
them for a dollar. Seventy-five-cent 
offers for others were rejected by the 
sampan master. 

Witnessing so much heavy fish 
brought in daily we wondered if they 
could be consumed locally or canned 
promptly. But by meeting two truck-
loads of big fish coming to the Oahu 
Ice storage plant Saturday morning, we 
realized how the matter was actually 
handled. 

If the departure scene at sunset hour, 
with children and womenfolk of the 
fishermen waving hands from the dock 
edge, and rice pots in the sampan stoves 
raising steam, appear rather wistful, a 
contrast is provided when the same boats 
come in with the rising sun. Some 
watchful urchins, occasionally wives and 
daughters, are on the dock to greet the 
returning fishers. No embrace and oscu- 
lations are glimpsed there, as they often 
occur on American and European fish-
ing docks on similar occasions. Mayhap 
when the new Americanized fishers ac- 
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This basket of fish represents the morning catch of two Honolulu fishermen. 

quire wives and children a decade or 
two hence, the family greeting at Kewalo 
might become more Occidental. 

Certain grizzled sampaners told the 
scribe of rather fashionable spectacles 
on Sunday afternoons at Kewalo Basin. 
Fine folk come sight-seeing there then. 
No longer may the fishermen scamper 
about the dock and boats in scanty garb 
as in the days past. Around the sunset 
hours any clay many cottagers in the 
Kewalo hinterland are in the habit of 
sauntering out to the sampan wharf for 
cool air and promenading. Nearly every 
incoming large boat attracts flocks of 
such spectators, the majority of whom 
are Hawaiians and Portuguese. 

Moreover, lads and lasses of these 
nationalities are seen on any sunny aft-
ernoons or moonlit evenings diving from 
the concrete ,dock into the confined wa-
ters between moored sampans. The 
sprightly youngsters splash around, 
shout gleefully, and hang onto anchor-
ing and mooring ropes of sampans. 

A dash of piquancy was added to their 
gambols on Friday, when a silk-shirted  

youth, who had just won goodly dollars 
in a game of chance continually run in 
a tiny, crowded booth near by, com-
menced throwing coins into the midst of 
swimming youths and maids. There en-
sued lively scrambles, with older lads 
garnering most coins. None of the girls 
picked anything ; at least, they claimed 
none. 

A few minutes later, two of the diving 
youths were promising to treat the 
damsels with the recovered coins. So 
the fair sex did eventually benefit, as 
usual. 

Whilst the silver coins were sinking 
into the depths and being recovered as 
fast as they fell, a coterie of six youths 
were playing chess and simultaneously 
eating chips of raw fish on the dock, 
with all the serenity of Buddha upon his 
lotus throne. But the players were not 
seemingly Buddhists, being non-Nip-
ponese. And adjoining the chess scene 
a medium-sized sampan was being 
loaded with firewood, pickled onions, 
matches, vinegar, oil, eggs, crackers, a 
tub of miso, bags of dried daikons and 



550 	 THE MID-PACIFIC 

sp
os

ed
 o

f  
th

e  
n

ex
t  
d

a
y
  a

t  
th

e  
c

a
n

n
er

ie
s.

  

O 

O 

0 



THE MID-PACIFIC 	 551 

flour, a brand new anchor, and the all-
important rice. All the while babes in 
go-carts glided by and slim young girls 
in calico or rayon dresses tripped along. 
Such are the daily sights on the Kewalo 
pier. 

On Saturday morning we met elderly 
fishermen in tiny sampans, bringing in 
squids, shrimps, lobsters and trepangs. 

Symbolic of a new era in local fishing 
industry is the emergence of a collegiate 
sampaner, the only one so far in Hawaii, 
who is the chief owner of a medium-
sized skiff, that incessantly seeks sword-
fish, ahi and yellow-fin tunas around the 
archipelago. 

He will display to you his reels of 
heavy twines, packed neatly in drying 
baskets, which will stretch for six miles, 
if laid in a straight line ; scores of im-
ported buoys for keeping afloat the "lead 
line," and about seventy bamboo sticks 
tipped with coconut fiber for marking 
locations of hook lines, that sink verti-
cally from the lead or main line toward 
sea bottoms. 

They are his tools of trade, and now 
he takes as much pride in them as a 
chemist in his laboratory equipments, or 
an engineer in his surveying implements. 
Yet, this honor graduate of the Univer-
sity of Hawaii had majored in com-
merce. 

The unique fishing boat is manned by 
two younger lads, both McKinley and 
University graduates and island-born, 
with an old-time fisherman as advisor 
and "first mate." The quartet have been 
doing well in a business way, and have 
practically paid for the sampan and its 
equipment within nine months. 

The scholarly fisherman, who would 
rather remain nameless in the news- 
paper notice, got his first job, .after 
leaving the collegiate circle, as a clerk in 
a prominent local trust company at a 
monthly stipend of $75. He saw little 
prospect of rapid advancement there, 
and his elder brother, who had assisted 
him through college, berated the youth 
for his slim earnings despite his educa- 

tion. 'Twas then that the university man 
asked his relative to finance him with a 
second-hand sampan and a full equip-
ment, eventually costing nearly $3,000, 
so that he might prove his mettle as an 
independent sampan fisher. He chose 
his crew with discrimination ; two lads 
for their enthusiasm and vim, and the 
seasoned old-timer for his experience 
and fishing lore. 

Now, the borrowed capital has been 
nearly paid off, and the learned fisher-
man has been earning steadily $150-
$200 a month, including, of course, the 
bountiful board and cramped lodgings 
while at sea. The younger lads are also 
earning much more than at their previ-
ous employments. The life on a sampan 
is hard, but the young trio appear to 
relish it. They are shareholders in the 
fishing craft. 

The "hired men" on local fishing boats 
are mostly paid fixed percentages from 
net earnings of trips completed each 
month. The percentages are contracted 
between the owner or operating lessee of 
a sampan and his helpers, depending on 
the latter's fishing skill, experience and 
seamanship. 

Aboard Muro Maru, bringing in over 
3,000 pounds of yellow-fin tunas, ahis 
and swordfishes (one weighing nearly 
400 lbs.) late on Labor Day, was a wiry 
and swarthy sampaner, who had fished 
all over the South Seas, and did pearl 
diving for a couple of seasons on the 
New Guinea coast. He hunted big deni-
zens of the sea at Pago Pago, Mar- 
quesas, Tahiti, Caroline and Ladrone 
groups. He labored for a spell also on 
a New Britain copra plantation after 
being shipwrecked there, and had finally 
drifted to Hawaii on a crippled New 
Zealand fishing schooner that had been 
shark fishing about 1,000 miles south of 
here. 

That oldtimer could tell of fierce co-
conut crabs and huge bananas of New 
Britain, succulent breadfruits and plan-
tains of Samoa, rich-tinted blossoms 
and belles of Tahiti, and of langu6rous 
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lives of Ladrone Islanders. But his tales 
of human skulls treasured and abundant 
on Solomon Island, whose aborigines 
are positively black and crinky-haired, 
astounded the scribe most. Materials for 
several exotic yarns from him we took 
down in notes, to be utilized later. 

The far-roamed fisherman told us that 
fine edible fish are scarcer around Ha-
waii than in any island group toward 
the south. Only sharks and swordfish 
and ahis teem around these isles. The 
Hawaiian waters have been over-fished, 
he believes. 

New Zealanders hunt sharks primar-
ily for their skins, politely termed 
"ocean leather," but here the devouring 
creatures are sought for their meat, 
turned into commercial fishcakes, known 
as "kamabuko." Flesh of swordfish is 
also utilized, although portions of them 
are retailed at local markets as fish 
"steaks," eaten fresh or salted. How-
ever, shark fin is regarded as a delicacy 
among Chinese and when properly dried 
and seasoned brings as high as $2.00 per 
pound at the market. Another valued 
by-product of shark is its oil, considered 
superior to olive oil by Oriental epi-
cures, and sells now at 80 cents a quart. 

A daily catch of 250 tuna, which is 
considered a fair average for a big 
sampan with a crew of ten, such as the 
Fuji Maru, may yield as much as $250, 
said its skipper. The current wholesale 
price for freshly-caught tuna at the fish 
market is five cents a pound. If the mar-
ket is over-stocked, however, catches 
must go to the cannery at three and a 
half cents a pound. 

Tuna caught in the neighborhood of 
Honolulu average 15 to 20 pounds, ac-
cording to several sampan captains. So. 
if sold to the market, a tuna may yield 
around a dollar apiece, but only two-
thirds as much if sent to the cannery. 

Large-size tunas were abundant right 
off Honolulu harbor and Pearl Harbor 
entrance around 20 years ago, accord- 
ing to oldtimers. Now they must be 
sought in the Molokai channel and 

around Kailua bay. Only tiny ones, 
caught by net fishers, are found now-
adays in fair quantities in the immedi-
ate vicinity of Honolulu. Veteran sam-
paners say schools of sizeable tunas ap-
proach the port only once or twice a 
month. 

The Fuji Maru is a new boat, repre-
sentative of larger sampans that com-
mute from the basin to open seas daily. 
No ice is needed on it ; all catches are 
dumped from hooks right into the boat's 
fish well, divided into compartments. If 
a crew member lands 40 tunas a trip he 
is regarded as having done a good day's 
job. 

The mode of tuna fishing was thus 
described by its skipper : "Soon as we 
clear the harbor some crew members 
unreel their lines, using artificial baits. 
Handfuls of minnows are thrown out 
occasionally from the stern to attract 
tunas. About ten miles out, usually 
when off Koko Head, all hands aboard 
excepting the one attending the engine, 
and steering, take out their poles. The 
speed of the boat is slowed down to two 
or three knots, rarely higher than five 
knots. We have three young men who 
can attend the engine ; so every member 
of the crew has a chance to do his share 
of fishing." 

It is desirable to return to the basin 
by 3 p.m. before the market becomes 
overstocked with tunas. Otherwise, 
catches have to be sent to a refrigerator 
warehouse, and probably disposed of to 
the cannery in the morning—at the 33 
cent price. The market closes around 4 
p.m. daily. 

However, when excellent catches are 
met in afternoons the boat may tarry as 
late as 7 p.m. Arid about once a week 
it spends an evening off Heeia or Kai-
lua, netting for minnows. 

The minnow netting is a picturesque 
operation conducted as follows : The 
sampan anchors at a likely place, and 
puts on all its electric illumination, 
which magnetizes the tiny fishes. Then 
a rowboat from the sampan is lowered 
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and spreads the net on right and left 
sides of the mother ship in turn. The 
nets are dragged in, and bouncing min-
nows dumped into the fish well. The 
supply usually lasts a week. Live baits 
are, however, infrequently used ; mostly 
they serve as "lures" thrown around ar-
tificial ones. 

The Fuji Maru occasionally has to be 
content with a daily catch of 100 tunas 
or less ; when they bring in 500 or 600, 
it is considered a glorious haul, worthy 
of being celebrated. Baby tunas ranging 
three to eight pounds are not much fan-
cied by either market or cannery buyers. 

The ship hardly ever visits fishing 
grounds farther than five hours' steam-
ing radius. It has a brand-new engine 
of 135 horsepower, which is worked to 
its utmost power in reaching the harbor 
before the market closes. The biggest 
sampan power plant so far installed in 
Hawaii is a 200 h.p. Atlas Imperial on a 
very large boat. And ten knots an hour 
is considered a fine speed for local fish-
ing boats. 

A big, unique sampan, manned by a 
crew of 11, carrying no ice whatever, 
and commuting daily to its fishing 
grounds, is the Kinokuni Maru. In place 
of the usual ice compartments, it has six 
"fish-pools," each about five feet square. 
with four feet depth of water at the ves-
sel's usual draught. The fish container, 
common to the Orient, is created by per-
forating the sides of a fish boat with 
screened, rectangular slits. Thus all fish 
in the pools are kept alive by constantly 
filtered salt water. 

The boat is considered the largest of 
all "short-distance" sampans coming 
into the Kewalo basin ; in specializes in 
tuna fishing, all caught within 60 miles 
of the harbor. Besides bringing in 
strictly "fresh fish" it allows the crew 
to lead normal lives. They sleep nightly 
at their own homes ; not for them the 
uneasy slumbers in the confined, almost 
oxygenless stern holds of a tossing boat. 
Anyone who peers into those sleeping 
quarters, with their narrow bunks, aired  

only through square holes from the deck 
(which must be closed in stormy hours) 
can realize the state of sampan sleeping. 

A young man of the crew, who had 
voyaged on long-range sampans, told of 
the comfortable and adventureless lives 
led by the short-range sampaners. They 
leave port at each sunrise, spread out 
their lines at selected grounds, and haul 
them in before three o'clock in the after-
noon, are back at the basin and unload 
the day's catch before dusk. Each fisher 
may sup with his family at the usual 
hour. 

The long-range sampaner coasting 
and fishing for big ulnas around Gar-
diner's Pinnacle or Laysan atolls may 
have thrills, glimpse weirer scenes, but 
they must endure the frequent hardships 
of wet garments, nightly vigils and toil, 
the lack of fresh vegetables in their sea 
diet, and uncomfortable couches for a 
fortnight or so at a stretch. And best 
of all, short-distance fishers always rest 
on Sundays, ashore with their families 
and friends. 

The method used by the Kinokuni in 
fishing for tuna is typical of all short- 
range fishers. It uses many minnows, 
always carried in one or two of its half-
dozen fish pools ; but actual catching is 
done on artificial bait, cunning contri-
vances made from fish or animal, with 
grilled edges, decked with fish skin, 
chicken feathers and tinted beads. The 
live minnows are thrown about the live 
bait as "blinds" only. 

The best place for netting minnows is 
off Heeia, windward Oahu, according to 
the Kinokuni men. Their favorite tuna 
fishing ground is Molokai channel. 

The large sampan is usually off the 
Kewalo basin by sunrise. But due to 
need for engine overhauling on Wednes- 
day it was moored all morning by the 
dock. Its Diesel power plant is of 130 
horsepower, and owing to its short 
cruising range, its fuel tank is of only 
200 gallons capacity. On long-range 
boats oil tanks may hold from 600 up 
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to 1200 gallons. Some are said to carry 
even more. 

While the short-range tuna fishing 
may seem rather tame and monotonous 
the hunting for bigger game fishes, 
swordfish and sharks provide all the 
perils and excitement any he-men may 
crave. Also there is the risks of losing 
costly fishing equipments. The big deni-
zens of the ocean sometimes wreck or 
carry away portions of far-spread net-
work of long lines, floats and sticks. 
And if they die while fathoms down, it 
is often impossible to lift them aboard, 
according to professional fishers, so 
heavy is the combined weight of lifeless 
fish and pressure of deep water. Expen-
sive twines are then sacrificed. 

There are cases of a whole fishing ap-
paratus, costing when new as high as 
$1,000 and over, being borne away by 
huge ferocious fish. Rewards are then 
offered to other fishers for the recovery 
of lost equipment. Local Japanese jour-
nals occasionally carry such advertise-
ments. 

The lighter risks of hook lines being 
ripped, and imported floats drifting  

away are so frequent that insurance 
companies hereabouts refuse to insure 
the piscatory equipment. Bad risks they 
are deemed. 

It is nowadays a trite saying that with 
the vanishing of ocean sailing ships, the 
era of wooden sailors on iron ships has 
dawned, where as the bygone marine 
regime had iron men on wooden vessels. 
The dictum, however, doesn't apply to 
the presentday fishermen who venture 
on high seas in flimsy open boats. None 
but hardy men of iron nerve could en-
dure the stormy regimen of their daily 
lot. 

Pleasure-bent "Izaak Waltons," hunt-
ing for swordfish or big tuna on sun-
shiny holidays several times a year, may 
experience memorable thrills when the 
"big fellows" are hooked, but to the 
commercial fisherman such moments are 
merely daily grinds, entailing taut sin-
ews and taut nerves. All element of 
radiant pleasure in fish catching has 
gone out of them ; but the will to con-
tinue the game remains. For it is their 
chosen career.—(In the Honolulu Adver-
tiser.) 

Honolulu from the sea. 
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Long stretches of Cambodian waterways are calm and peaceful, although rapids are many and 
dangerous. 
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The Renascence in Cambodia 
By SUZANNE KARPELES 

Aiffunargihaucktiritinucanratcainararniirrircliniinunarni 	 inthatrnth_N 

This article was reprinted in the Journal 
of the American Association of University 
Women, January, 1933, with the permission 
of the author, from the Proceedings of the 
Academie des Inscriptions et Belles-Lettres, 
of which Mlle. Karpeles was elected a cor-
responding member in 1931. The original 
article was translated from the French and 
slightly abridged for the Journal by Esther 
Caukin Brunauer. 

Mlle. Karpeles was formerly a correspond-
ent in Indo-China for the First and Second 
Pan-Pacific Women's Conferences held in 
Honolulu under the auspices of the Pan-
Pacific Union. 

Fifteen years ago in Cambodia oppor-
tunities for intellectual and cultural de- 

velopment were sadly lacking. Bud-
dhist studies throve with difficulty and 
all the religious leaders of Cambodia 
were forced to expatriate themselves in 
order to study Pali, the sacred language 
of Buddhism, and to perfect themselves 
in the Buddhist doctrine. The best ele-
ments thus left the country for long 
periods, sometimes even for a lifetime. 

In 1917 the French Administration,* 
in accord with the Court of Cambodia, 
established in Pnom-Penh, the capital 
of Cambodia, the School of Pali, which 

* Cambodia, one of the southern states of 
Indo-China, is a French protectorate. 
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brought together a nucleus of Pali 
scholars and learned Cambodians. With 
this new institution the descendants of 
the Khmers now had the means of 
studying the sacred language in their 
own country. The school was placed 
under the scientific auspices of the 
French School of the Far East at Hanoi, 
the capital of Indo-China, the oriental 
sister of the archaeological schools in 
Athens and Rome and, like them, gov-
erned by the French Institute. 

Although the seminary in Pnom-Penh 
seemed to have every promise of success, 
by 1924 the resident-general of Cam-
bodia felt that the desired results had 
not been obtained, and he asked me to 
study the situation and make recom-
mendations as to the means of remedy-
ing the state of affairs. 

I was then at the French School of 
the Far East, to which I had been ap-
pointed in 1922 by the Academie des 
Inscriptions et Belles-Lettres—the first 
woman to receive such an appointment. 
As a graduate in Indianology of the 
School of Living Oriental Languages 
and of the Graduate School of Applied 
Research at the Sorbonne, I interested 
myself naturally in the Indo-Chinese 
countries of Indian culture. Conse-
quently, I was able to consecrate myself 
wholeheartedly to the revitalization of 
the intellectual atmosphere of Cambodia 
and the renascence of the Buddhist 
religion, which should be considered 
not as a religion at all, but as a powerful 
moral force for the maintenance of 
society. 

It was not to be thought of that the 
direction of a Buddhist seminary could 
be confided to a woman, and insistence 
upon placing me in a position of 
authority there would have checked 
ahead of time the effort which we were 
about to make. Besides, it was abso-
lutely necessary to preserve in that insti-
tution, essentially Cambodian, its na-
tional character and not to introduce 
French people into the heart of the 
administration. 

In the course of researches which I 
had been sent to make in pagoda libraries 
I had ascertained that sections of im-
portant works and certain whole manu-
scripts which had been shown to me 
previously had disappeared. One defi-
nite piece of work presented itself, then—
the recovery of manuscripts in order to 
save them from a more or less rapid 
disappearance. Following a note on the 
subject, King Sisowath, with the ap-
proval of the Protectorate, founded in 
1925 the Royal Library of Cambodia. 

Immediately after the creation of the 
Royal Library a circular was sent to the 
various provinces and pagodas of the 
realm announcing that the king had 
founded what he hoped would become a 
national library. He had confided to it 
the care of his sacred manuscripts and 
desired that each province should con-
tribute to the enrichment of the collec-
tion in order that future generations 
might say with pride that they owed to 
their ancestors the preservation of their 
literary and religious patrimony. 

The enthusiasm aroused by this mod- 
est appeal went far beyond our hopes. 
Veritable crusades were organized to 
collect manuscripts and religious objects. 
In most of the provincial capitals there 
were festivals in which the whole popu- 
lation took part to celebrate the bring- 
ing together of the gifts before they 
were sent down to Pnom-Penh. There 
were solemn ceremonies at the Royal 
Library as the gifts were received there. 
Hundreds and hundreds of bonzes, 
women, young girls, and old people 
came down the river in junks adorned 
with the sacred colors or arrived in 
auto trucks decorated with pennants. 

Today the library possesses a valuable 
collection of manuscripts, a museum of 
religious objects which will take on a 
documentary value as years go by, and 
numerous statues in silver, bronze, and 
stone, among which are several interest-
ing and rare pieces, the whole having 
been presented by the provinces of the 
kingdom. At the official opening every- 



THE MID-PACIFIC 	 559 

Handicraft in parts of Indo-China is much the same as it was 
centuries ago. 

body participated in the ceremonies, the 
readers and visitors as well as the staff. 
The library became thus a house of 
living people where men and women 
enter freely. To show their gratitude to 
us for the care we take of these objects 
of veneration—manuscripts, statues, and 
engravings — many old women have 
made us gifts of money, some very small 
and some very large. 

By asking each person who entered 
the library to inscribe on a register what 
he would like to have in the way of 
reading material, we were able to dis-
cover that the Cambodians were avid for 
learning ; that all of them wanted trans-
lations of their sacred books printed in 
Cambodian characters and bound in 
volumes that could be easily handled. 
Since the copying of a manuscript takes 
much time, the manuscript has be- 

come almost a luxury ; and in any 
case it is too bulky for an individual to 
carry around with him. Having made 
the inquiry, the library was morally 
obliged to open a publishing house 
where the word of Buddha, multiplied 
by the thousands, could come forth to 
breathe a new vigor into Cambodian 
Buddhism. 

In 1926, soon after the opening of the 
library, we sent out a new circular, 
promising the publication of an illus-
trated periodical to provide the popula-
tion with the kind of reading matter 
they wanted and to open their eyes anew 
to the beauties of the Buddhist doc-
trine. We explained that we could print 
the review only if we received in advance 
enough paid subscriptions to cover the 
cost. Contrary to prediction, we received 
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/Thy mention of Cambodia brings memories of /Ingkor near the boundary of Siam, that mys-
terious city given over to the jungle centuries ago, and only recently brought to light by the 

French. 
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A street in Cholon, the manufacturing suburb of Saigon, Indo-China. 

more than five hundred paid subscrip-
tions. 

We had the means of printing the 
magazine, but lacked copy to keep it 
going. All of the highly educated priests, 
even those attached to the School of 
Pali, had completely lost confidence in 
themselves, for no one had ever pub-
lished the manuscripts which they 
offered. It was necessary, then, to 
restore their confidence in themselves 
and in us. The period of commence-
ment was relatively long and some-
times painful, but today the number of 
manuscripts brought to us is so great 
that the authors are frequently obliged 
to wait twelve and eighteen months be-
fore seeing them printed. 

In the course of my trips into the 
interior, I had been struck by the num-
ber of chromos in bad taste which orna-
mented the walls of pagodas. The image 
being very important, as much from the 
point of view of artistic education as 
from that of popular instruction, our 
one preoccupation for a while was the  

attempt to create an imagery conform-
ing to the Buddhist tradition and to 
national taste. We commenced modestly 
with small engravings representing vari-
ous episodes from the life of Buddha 
and printed in a single color. Next, we 
had them made larger and in several 
colors ; and now we put out pictures in 
editions of several thousand copies, sell-
ing them at a ridiculously low price, 
particularly compared with the price of 
Swiss, German, Singhalese, and Siamese 
chromos which flood the Cambodian and 
Laotian boundaries. 

What struck me especially in the 
course of my peregrinations was that 
nowhere, neither in a pagoda nor in a 
private house, did I see the portrait of 
the king of Cambodia, the protector of 
the national religion. It was necessary 
at all costs to make it possible for the 
Cambodian people to obtain the likeness 
of their king, and the library was asked 
to have printed in colors portraits of the 
king, of the four kings of his dynasty, 
and of the king with the queen-mother. 
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This last had so great a success that we structed in the Buddhist doctrine. 
had to print about 25,000 copies of it. Armed with a certificate, they return to 
At present, all the pagodas in the realm their own pagodas to instruct, in their 
and many Cambodian homes possess the turn. The civil and military administra- 
portrait of their sovereign, at least. 	tions have been willing to consider the 

During this period the School of Pali suggestions we have made for improv-
had become the Buddhist seminary ing the lot of the Cambodians of Cochin-
which it ought always to have been. It China. Consequently, the link between 
commenced the publication of books for these people and Cambodia has been 
study, and now forms, with the Royal forged anew and the pagodas of south-
Library, the intellectual center of Cam- west Cochin-China are rising again. On 
bodia. The closest collaboration now my last trip, in 1930, I could see that 
exists between these two institutions, the situation of the Cambodians was 
and the timid men who doubted them- already less unhappy. Certain priests, 
selves no longer hesitate to give me the by dint of energy and devotion, and 
cooperation which I ask of them and to animated by the purest Buddhist faith, 
suggest to me extremely good ideas for had been able to make of their pagodas 
our work. There is the result which we centers of Cambodian culture. In some 
achieved in less than four years, con- of them there have been opened special 
stantly inspired by our motto, "To know, classes for young girls ! 
to understand, to respect, to love !" 	Since it was evident that the activities 

When the king of Luang-Prabang, an carried on by the Royal Library in 
independent territory to the north of Pnom-Penh should be extended beyond 
French Laos, passed through Pnom- the border of Cambodia, I presented to 
Penh, he let me know that he would be the governor-general a project for the 
happy to receive me in his country, establishment of a Buddhist Institute 
where all facilities would be given me which would include in its sphere of 

activity all of southwest Cochin-China, to work along the lines on which I had 
Cambodia, Laos, and, at the request of worked in Cambodia. Then the gov- 

ernor-general of Cochin-China asked us its king, the kingdom of Luang-Pra 
in 1928 to make a trip through his south- bang. 

western provinces, where more than As a result, the Institute of Buddhist 
300,000 Cambodians live, in order to Studies was solemnly inaugurated at  
study the situation there. All this part Pnom-Penh, May 12, 1931, and the Lao- 
of Cochin-China was once part of the tian branch was established the same 
Khmer, or Cambodian kingdom, and year at Ventiane, the capital of French 
was conquered in the seventeenth and Laos. Although still in its infancy, the 
eighteenth centuries by the Annamites. Institute has already made itself felt 
They were very cruel conquerors and through its publications. For the first 
attempted to Annamitize the Cambodian time there have been put into circula-
people living in these regions. But the tion translations of sacred books printed 
inherent qualities of the Cambodian race in Laotian characters and illustrated 
are still intact, in spite of vexations of with Buddhist pictures. An exchange of 
all sorts to which the Annamites never priests between the two countries has 
cease to subject them in an effort to also been arranged. Cambodia and Laos, 
detach them from their Buddhist doe- two countries with the same culture, the 
trines and despoil them of their lands. same confession, and a common his- 

The Governor of Cochin-China now torical past, had yet ignored these ties 
sends thirty Cambodian priests each the Inustitute forged a new spiritual 
year to Pnom-Penh, where they are and intellectual bond between them. 
taught their mother-tongue and in- 	Among the most important activities 
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of the Institute should be mentioned first 
of all the establishment of reading cen-
ters for the Cambodian military guard. 
Many of the militiamen, garrisoned away 
from home and separated from the 
moral influence of the Buddhist teach-
ers, fall into habits of drinking and 
opium smoking and, to use the phrase 
of an inspector of the native guard, 
"become the prey of dangerous connec-
tions." The Institute has opened libra-
ries in all of the barracks and posts of 
the native guard and sends to each cen-
ter once a month a priest who carries 
the good word to the militiamen and 
tirailleurs. 

Another interesting creation of the 
Institute is the auto-library which now 
travels throughout Cambodia and south-
west Cochin-China. (Laos does not yet 
have highways.) In spite of our fifty-
seven depots of publications in the vari-
ous provinces, there were still many 
pagodas which we had not reached. 
With all the new roads now being 
opened to traffic, our auto-library, the 
color of the buttercup, penetrates every-
where. 

Finally, the work which from the 
moral and political point of view will 
have the greatest influence on Cambodia 
and Laos, and which is now being taken  

up, is the printing as a whole of the 
Holy Scripture of Buddhism, a monu-
mental task which will require about 
ten years to accomplish. Up to the pres-
ent, as far as we know, no other Bud-
dhist country has undertaken to publish 
simultaneously the Pali text and the 
translation. This gigantic project has 
been put into the hands of a commission 
of priests, of whom one group is charged 
with revising the Pali text and the other 
with the translation of the Pali texts 
into Cambodian. The first volume of 
this important collection was offered to 
the king by the colonial minister, during 
his trip through Cambodia in October, 
1931. This act produced a profound 
impression on the Cambodian popula-
tion, and has been commented upon 
enthusiastically by all the elite of the 
country. 

Before ending this discussion, here are 
some statistics, in which we have not 
included the often considerable gifts 
made in the course of our trips : In 1926 
the library sold 5,536 volumes ; in 1929, 
25,554; in 1930 the Buddhist Institute 
sold 27,860 volumes. In 1927 four peo-
ple offered themselves as depositories of 
our publications ; in 1930, 57. In 1925 
the library sold 870 gravures ; in 1930 
the Buddhist Institue sold 43,432. 

temple entrance in Saigon, Indo-China. 
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Although there are many evidences of westernization in the cities of Japan, her ancient 
temples and pagodas, and her sacred Mt. Fujiyama are reminders of an element of 

inscrutable silence, the mystery that is Japan. 
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Some of the buildings of the Buddhist university on the grounds of the West Hongscangi 
temple in Kyoto. 
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Explaining the Japanese 
Temperament 

By KEN KA\VACHI 
Former instructor at Doshisha University, Kyoto, Japan, and a graduate of 

the University of Hawaii 
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(In a series of articles in the Nippu Jiji 
of Honolulu, Mr. Kawachi endeavors to an-
swer the following questions arising from 
the statement that "In spite of the western-
ization of the country, Japan remains a mys-
tery to the Occident." What lies behind the 
almost impenetrable mask of the Japanese? 
What makes him so silent, at times inscru-
tably silent, even when the nation faces a 
crisis?) 

Japan's Silence a Cultivated Art: 
Japan is so different. The newness of 

it all is striking to one who has been edu-
cated in Hawaii and in America and to 
one who has traversed the immense con-
tinent of the United States from Maine 
to California in an automobile. The first  

impression is that of mystery. One in-
tuitively senses or feels this unknown 
quantity. Here is something which a 
western-trained mind has not yet dis-
sected, a something which the west has 
not yet quite understood. From the time 
one sees Mt. Fuji far up in the clouds 
pointing to the skies in cold majesty, as 
his ship slowly glides into the harbor, he 
is conscious of this feeling. 

There is in Japan a controlled and edu-
cated silence which seems to mask every-
thing. There is much that is left unsaid. 
The frank directness of an American is 
missing. A Japanese gentleman, even a 
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business man, merely suggests. The hear-
ers must understand the implications 
through their own insight and ability. 

During the early part of the Sino-Japa-
nese controversy at Geneva over the un-
settled issues of Manchuria, the Japanese 
delegate was most conspicuous by his 
mastered silence. It was not any tech-
nique to win his point. It was merely his 
national characteristic expressed. Few of 
words, he labored to present the just posi-
tion of his country. 

In a modern city in Japan such as To-
kyo, Yokohama, Kobe or Osaka, there 
are many evidences of westernization. 
Office buildings of reenforced concrete, 
street cars, automobiles, trains coming in 
and going out, and western styled clothing 
are but a few aspects of this manifesta-
tion. And like all modern cities, the noises 
which come from them are terrific. Yet 
in spite of this din and noise, there is in 
Japan an element of inscrutable silence, 
the mystery that is Japan. 

Japanese writers in English and foreign 
writers who have been in Japan sufficiently 
long enough to feel and understand its na-
ture (outstanding among them is Laf-
cadio Hearn) have tried to interpret this 
sense of mystery. Many suggestions have 
been made, but I should like to repeat in 
this paper two national characteristics of 
the Japanese which may help in under-
standing the Japanese mystery, namely, 
Japanese spirit of "seishin" and Japanese 
energy or "doryoku." 

The Japanese spirit is perhaps best un-
derstood by appreciating the feeling with 
which a Japanese subject attaches to the 
Ise shrine, to the Meiji shrine in Tokyo 
and to the emperor. The Ise shrine sym-
bolizes the beginning of the Japanese em-
pire. It is here that a loyal Japanese sub-
ject makes a pilgrimage once every year 
to pay his respects and reawakens in his 
bosom his allegiance to the glorious his-
tory of Japan. Here it is that the emper-
ors send their envoys on important occa-
sions to make reports to the spirit of the 
past, and this is where high officials of  

the nation make their vows of service to 
their country. 

There is no bringing of wreaths, no 
orations made, mere reverenced bow be-
fore the silent shrine with cleansed hands 
and mouth. But in this simple observance 
there is a contact made with the long pro-
gressive march of the Japanese empire 
since the days of Emperor Jimmu. Never 
will be broken the feeling of continuity. 
The Ise shrine symbolizes it. 

If the Ise shrine represents to a Japa-
nese subject the past of Japan, the Meiji 
shrine represents the present. There is 
dedicated here the spirit of Emperor 
Meiji who was instrumental in building 
Japan to its present position. Here, too, 
a Japanese subject makes his first point 
to go when he comes to Tokyo. When 
the Olympic representatives from Japan 
returned to their native country, the first 
place they went to was the Meiji shrine. 

Emperor worship is the rallying point 
of Japanese patriotism. Emperor worship 
in Japan, however, does not mean the 
choosing between Yahweh and some man 
as God as the words suggest to a west-
erner. 

No living emperor has been deified. 
Loyalty to the emperor is simply the loy-
alty to the spirit of which he is a repre-
sentative. Personal devotion to the ruling 
emperor means devotion to the ideals of 
the nation, the personal symbolism of 
which is the emperor. This loyalty and 
devotion to the emperor is the unifying 
spirit of the Japanese and Japan. It is 
that which gives Japan continuity, confi-
dence in its present and faith in its future 
growth. 

There is an energy which is inexhaust-
ible in the soul of every Japanese. 

The resourcefulness and quality of Ja-
panese energy are best exemplified by the 
unparalleled transformation in half a cen-
tury of Japan to a modern power. There 
were many conditions which made such 
development possible, but back of them 
all was this energy, fresh, willing and 
ready. There is also a fine example of 
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The bridges of Japan are of marvelous architectural beauty. 

this energy in the labor produced in the 
last 40 years by the Japanese immigrants 
to Hawaii and to California. Where the 
other peoples have failed, the Japanese 
have braved heat, rain, cold and physical 
fatigue to change the wild guava fields of 
Hawaii into verdant cane fields and the 
desert plains of California into fruit and 
vegetable yielding acres of land. Unf or-
tunately for the Japanese, this very capa-
city for labor brought them total exclu-
sion as a reward. 

Then, again, what a soul-testing, heart-
aching task it was to rebuild most of Yo-
kohama and a large part of Tokyo after 
the great earthquake and fire of 1923, 
which laid waste and turned to ashes 
these two cities, the pride of Japan. There 
is now no trace of that disaster in the new 
Yokohama and Tokyo except in the 
memories of those who lived in the very 
midst of that conflagration. A tremendous 
energy was needed in this reconstruction 
and it was there again at its best. 

Once more that inexhaustible energy 
of the Japanese people is tapped. It is 
responding again. This time it concerns 
with the solution of the Manchurian prob-
lem and with the regaining of economic 

stability. Japan is hopeful, confident, and 
has faith in her future. She has the spirit 
and the energy, the mystery that is Japan. 

Some Thoughts on Bushido: 

In masterly style, Dr. Inazo Nitobe has 
given us an insight into the ethics of "Bu-
shido." If we are to know the basic moral 
conceptions behind the motives and con-
ducts of the Japanese people, we can find 
them by reference to this ethics of "Bu-
shido." 

Though "bushi" as an institution is 
gone, the ethics of "Bushido" is still the 
ethics of the Japanese people. "The heart 
of the nation is still swayed by `Bushido.' 
It commands and guides us and, con-
sciously or unconsciously, we follow," 
writes Dr. Nitobe. 

Central in the ethics of "Bushido" is 
"Honor." It is the safeguard of public 
morals, check on private conduct and the 
one foundation for loyalty and patriotism. 
It is so binding that it is even called an 
inborn race instinct. 

Honor in the "Bushido" sense is not 
utilitarian, not something held sacred for 
the sake of reward or for some higher 
estimation. Honor is a keeping of an ac- 
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count with one's self, with his conscience 
or called by the Japanese in that more 
comprehensive term "kokoro." The voice 
of conscience, the voice of one who has 
mastered himself, is the voice of honor. 

It is this consciousness of honor which 
maintains in one an equanimity of temper 
under conditions most trying, whether in 
war or in peace, of composure and pres-
ence of mind in sudden danger, and forti-
tude in times of calamity and reverses. 

Again it is that which makes one 
ashamed of one's self when wrong is 
done, "kokoro ni hajiru," as is said by the 
Japanese. Often a "samurai" was willing 
to commit "harakiri" to atone for the 
error committed. 

Honor approves courage but courage 
which is right. Courage which is mere 
ferocity or blind valor is discounted. "Bu-
shido" courage is moral courage. An act 
to be brave must first be right. 

"Bushido" honor holds benevolence as 
the highest attribute of a noble spirit. 
There is a call for pity in the heart of a 
"samurai," a manliness which checks him 
from harming a fallen enemy, and a sym-
pathy which helps the weak, the women 
and the children. 

Honor demands filial piety, a proper 
appreciation of his debts to his parents 
and to his ancestors, an expression of 
gratitude for his existence and for all that 
it involves. 

Politeness is required by honor. Polite-
ness has for its motivating idea the mak-
ing of one's company and companionship 
agreeable to others irrespective of the na-
ture of feeling he is experiencing within 
himself. 

Then, again, it is this consciousness of 

honor which has built up the womanhood 
of Japan. The inuring of nerves to hard-
ships ; the stoic self-control even in the 
face of danger or suffering ; the loyalty to 
husband, to children and to her adopted 
family ; and the art of acquiescence were 
the characteristics of a "samurai" woman. 

Each of the above concepts requires a 
lengthy discussion, a more detailed inf or-
mation is necessary, perhaps, for com-
prehension. Dr. Nitobe has written a 
book on it. Other writers have done the 
same. I merely mention the above to 
suggest the important part the sense of 
honor has played in the ethics of "Bushi-
do." 

If we of the second generation in Ha-
waii can acquire this sense of honor which 
is inherent with the racial consciousness 
of the Japanese, there is no doubt that we 
shall have better self-control ; and that we 
shall enjoy better harmony with our par-
ents, a clearer conception of our duty to 
our parents. In business, we shall strive 
to be honest, not only because of its utili-
tarian motive, namely, it pays to be honest 
in business, but due to the inner voice of 
his better self. In family and social life, 
we shall willingly accept our respective 
responsibilities with due cognizance of 
our obligations to the past, present and 
future and to the United States of Amer-
ica, the country to which we owe our alle-
giance. If honor is an inborn racial in-
stinct of the Japanese, may we not strive 
to understand it, appreciate it ; yea, ac-
quire it though in a new environment ? 
That "Bushido" spirit which still sways 
the heart of the Japanese may yet be the 
stern voice of our conscience, ennobled by 
the concept of Christian love. 
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Millions of trees are yearly planted in Korea to supply future.demands for timber. This Korean 
is taking home a load of faggots for burning. 
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Korea, the Stepping-Stone to Asia 
girihnncoCuninn.nnnffininiii xnuat 	utinucalannununthatj  

(The following paragraphs are summar-
ized by the Japan Society, New York City, 
from the report made in December, 1931, by 
the Government General of Korea.) 

Korea, with an area of some 85,228 
square miles, constitutes one-third the 
area of the Japanese Empire. The pen-
insula extends southward from Man-
churia and the Maritime Province, being 
washed on the east and west by the Sea 
of Japan and the Yellow Sea and on the 
south by the Strait of Korea, across 
which is the western coast of Japan. 
The coast line measures over 10,000 
miles. The east coast is but slightly 
indented and has few good harbors. The 
south and west coasts are deeply in- 

dented, are fringed with islands and 
have many good harbors. 

The country is largely mountainous, 
a lofty range extending southward from 
the Manchurian border and forming the 
backbone of a watershed. This range 
clings closer to the east coast than to 
the west, so that on the latter side there 
is more gently sloping land with wide, 
open, fertile valleys and fairly large 
rivers. The southern section of this 
eastern part is fairly level and lends 
itself to agricultural development ; the 
northern part is hilly, is rich in timber 
and minerals, and holds possibilities for 
industrial development. 

The 1930 census sets the population 
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Korean houses of the peasant class are one-story thatched buildings of clay and stone. 

at about 20,000,000, of which about 
500,000, or 2%%, were Japanese, and 
69,000, or 0.34%, foreign, 97% of the 
latter being Chinese. Of the entire popu-
lation, over 80% were engaged in agri-
cultural pursuits. 

Korean houses, for the most part, are 
small, one-story, thatched structures 
built of clay and stone. The better 
houses are of brick with tiled roofs, are 
two stories high, have several rooms, 
and are usually surrounded by a wall 
pierced by an inner and outer gate. Ex-
cept in the humble dwellings, the main 
building contains a large middle room, 
which serves as office and parlor, with 
smaller rooms at either end for the men 
of the household, the women being in 
an inner apartment in accordance with 
the old custom of keeping the sexes 
apart. 

Perhaps the most singular feature of 
the Korean house is the manner in 
which it is heated. The floor is made of 
flagstones, plastered over with clay and 
covered with thick, oiled paper. Under-
neath runs a series of horizontal flues 
connecting with each other. A fire is 
made in an adjoining room, which 
serves as a kitchen, and the smoke and  

hot gases of the fire are led through 
the flues under the floor of the main 
room to a chimney at the other side. 
The floor of a room heated in this way 
is very comfortable in a Korean winter. 

Rice is the principal food of the Ko-
reans, although millet and barley are 
substituted when the price of rice is 
high. Fish, meat and a variety of vege-
tables complete the diet, with strong 
spices, red peppers and leeks added as 
often as available. A pickle made of 
white cabbage, radish, certain fruits and 
red peppers is considered an indispens-
able adjunct of a Korean meal. Meals 
are served on low tables, one for each 
person ; both spoons and chop sticks 
are used. Brass vessels are as much in 
use as poreclain ones for containers. 
Sool, made from rice, and similar to 
the Japanese sake, is the main drink. 

Brides usually join the husband's 
family and enter his home, although 
occasionally the groom makes his home 
with the family of his wife. Marriage 
between near relatives is forbidden. 
Monogamy, taught by Confucius, has 
been observed from of old, although the 
importance attached to perpetuity of 
one's line meant the sanction of concu- 
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The country around Seoul, capital of Korea, is rough and mountainous. Here is a portion 
of the old wall surrounding the city. 

binage in the case of childless marri-
ages. Concubinage is, however, illegal 
and seems to be on the wane. 

The marriage of young people is 
usually arranged by their guardians 
without consulting the principals, al-
though the tendency now is to at least 
respect the wishes of the young folks. 
Under the old system an engaged couple 
might not meet prior to their wedding 
day. Since 1915 no marriage of a boy 
under seventeen nor of a girl under fif-
teen is legally recognized ; prior to 1915 
the recognized legal ages were respec-
tively fifteen and fourteen. 

Ancestor worship is general along 
with its allied tenet, animism, the belief 
being widespread that spirits pervade all 
nature. Hideous images intended to 
frighten away evil spirits are a common 
sight. Should a house take fire or a 
person contract some disease, it is 
ascribed to the malignant act of some  

evil spirit and sorcerers are called in to 
expel the spirit by weird music and 
dancing. 

Funerals are performed by relatives 
and close friends without the aid of a 
priest. The idea of cremation being re-
pugnant to the Koreans, the body is 
interred, the choice of a burial site being 
of great importance, in which the aid 
of geomancers is often sought. The 
period of mourning ranges from three 
months to three years, according to the 
degree of relationship. 

"There is no nation in the world which 
prospers without giving due regard to 
forestry." That statement in the report 
of the Government-General shows the 
importance the Japanese attach to ade-
quate attention to forests. Prior to Japa-
nese intervention in Korea, annual floods 
destroyed great quantities of foodstuffs, 
ruined farms and brought famine and 
desolation to the Koreans. Instead of 
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fL Korean fishing for "snake heads," a fish that spawns under a floating nest in stagnant 
waters. 

each year contributing food, fuel and 
money to aid the sufferers, the Japanese 
started on a wide program of reforesta-
tion, planting the denuded hills and 
mountain sides with trees of many kinds 
from various countries, many firs com-
ing from our own State of Maine. Mil-
lions of seedlings have been planted in 
recent years, and by the end of 1930 
there were eighty-two public nurseries or 
seedling plantations in Korea. The 
nurseries maintained at national expense 
are raising 13,670,000 seedlings ; those 
maintained at local expense provide for 
10,669,000 seedlings, while private under-
takings account for an additional 267,-
549,000 seedlings. The third of April is 
set apart as Arbor Day in Korea and 
universal planting of trees on that day 
is encouraged. 

The demand for timber for building 
material, fuel and pulp is growing greater 
each year. Among the trees that are 
grown are spruce, birch, larch, red and 
black pine, oak, alder, bamboo, chestnut 
and poplar. Under the Japanese regime  

from 1910 to 1930, more than 3,000,000 
acres were reforested with over 3,000,-
000,000 trees. The upper reaches of the 
Yalu and Tumen rivers penetrate one of 
the best forest regions in the Orient. In 
1930, 3,000,000 cubic feet of lumber, val-
ued at 4,000,000 yen, were seasoned and 
sold from this district. 

Korea being essentially an agricultural 
country, with over eighty per cent of the 
population engaged in agriculture, it is 
of vital importance to do everything pos-
sible to maintain this industry for Korean 
welfare. So the Japanese have estab-
lished Model Farms in the outskirts of 
country towns, where experts in farming, 
sericulture, horticulture and stock farm-
ing engage in research and experimenta-
tion and make the fruits of their labors 
available to the Korean farmers. Accord-
ing to the latest returns, the total area of 
arable land in Korea is 4,466,000 chobu 
(1 chobu equals 2Y2  acres), of which one-
third is taken up by paddy fields for the 
growing of rice. This arable land is 
about twenty per cent of the area of 
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Korea. It is estimated that about 1,000,-
000 chobu not now cultivated could be 
used profitably for farming by terracing, 
draining or irrigating. The work of re-
claiming some of this land is already 
under way, and when completed it is esti-
mated that the production of rice alone 
will be increased by some 10,000,000 
koku (1 koku equals 5.12 bushels) at 
least half of which will be available for 
export, thus doubling the present amount 
exported. 

The total value of Korean crops in  

1930 amounted to 750,000,000 yen, of 
which 187,000,000 yen (or 94% of Ko-
rean export trade) was exported. Barley 
and wheat, soya beans, millet, cotton and 
sugar beets are grown fairly extensively, 
mostly for consumption within Korea. 
Apples to the value of 3,194,000 yen 
were grown in Korea in 1930, with pears, 
grapes and chestnuts adding to the far-
mer's income. Native fruits and nuts 
were not of the highest quality, and so 
imported species have been cultivated 
with good results. 

Some of Korea's distinctive scenery. 
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The New Zealand Southern Alps abound in towering peaks down which glittering glaciers 
slowly move. Here is shown Mt. Burns and Douglas Glacier. 
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A New Zealand Glacier 
By N. E. COAD 1  
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"Franz Josef Glacier, one of the 
seven wonders of the world—unadver-
tised," announced the commercial trav-
eler, pointing to a huge mass of ice gleam-
ing in the distant mountains. It burst on 
our view suddenly, just as we rounded 
the corner. It was a most wonderful 
sight, but for the life of us we could not 
describe it, although our minds were filled 
with a big vague impression of almost un-
earthly beauty. We had just completed a 
long journey to the New Zealand South-
ern Alps for the express purpose of scal-
ing this glacier. 

Next morning we assembled bright and 
early in front of the hotel, wonderfully 
arrayed in the regulation mountaineering  

rig—plus fours, jerseys, thick boots full 
of nails and clinkers, provided by the 
management. The bright sunshine, the 
keen mountain air, exhilirated us. The 
large turn-out of guests to speed our de-
parture added to our importance. They 
made sapient remarks about the weather. 
They rallied round with good advice, 
culled, it appeared, from a long and varied 
experience of climbing glaciers. We were, 
in short, the heroes of the hour. 

We were lucky, too, in our guides. 
These were two university students who 
were improving the shining hour by earn-
ing an honest penny in the vacation. But 
the chief among them, by far, was Peter 
Graham, a prince of guides, an intrepid 
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Ice pinnacles and ice fall, Franz Josef Glacier, New Zealand Southern 
illfis—impossible of adequate description, but giving the mind a sense 

of unearthly beauty. 

mountaineer who has been scaling moun-
tains almost since he could walk. What he 
cannot tell you about New Zealand's 
Southern Alps is not worth knowing. No-
body in the world so adept at negotiating 
an avalanche. He is big in build, with 
dark, handsome countenance, through 
which breathes the spirit of the mountain. 
Reliable and cautious, too. It is his proud 
boast that he has never yet lost a person 

in all his perilous expeditions. Rightly has 
the fame of the Graham brothers, Peter 
and his brother Alick, spread through 
New Zealand. 

The approach to the glacier lies through 
three miles of magnificent bush—a regu-
lar conservatory of tree-ferns, Prince of 
Wales' ferns—ferns in every imaginable 
shade of green, growing in the thickest 
profusion. We passed shady glades 
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through which the sun poured a softened 
light. Then, emerging suddenly from the 
bush, we found ourselves on a narrow 
path running between white flowering 
manuka shrubs. The air was redolent with 
sweet scents, and alive with the intoxicat-
ing notes of the bell-bird and tui, while 
every now and then the mischievous kea 
would provide a raucous accompaniment. 

It seemed hard to imagine that less than 
one hundred years ago this serene spot 
was, most likely, ringing with the fierce 
war whoop of savages. Where are they 
now, those brown-skinned warriors? 
Gone, all of them, or rather evolved into 
a being on an equality with the true-born 
Englishman. Such has been New Zea-
land's colonial way with her natives. 
True, the older generation of Maoris still 
live in the glorious past when they were 
savages fighting the Pakeha for their 
country. But the younger generation have 
waxed prosperous, fat and civilized, and 
know little, and apparently care less about 
the history of the race. A wonderful peo-
ple, the Maori, with extraordinary powers 
of adapting themselves to civilization. 

This is the place in which to steep the 
senses in glorious sounds and sights—to 
luxuriate in the wonderful solitude of 
mountain, primeval forest and mountain 
brook ! What a blessed relief after the 
noises, vanities and futilities of the town. 

At such moments as these, the peace 
that passeth all understanding enters the 
soul. For about eight glorious minutes 
I lagged behind the rest, reveling undis-
turbed in the perfect beauty and solitude, 
tasting a little hit of Heaven. All too 
soon did a guide, one of the university 
students, return to look for me. "Visit-
ors," he explained, "are requested to keep 
with the party. It is easy to get lost. The 
place is full of pitfalls for the unwary," 
so I rejoined the rest. Safety first ! 

Then the glacier itself. There it was : 
eight and a half miles of solid ice gleam-
ing in shades of white and delicate pastel 
blue. Towering above were snow-capped 
mountains, flushing a delicate pink in the 
rays of the early morning sun. On either  

side flourished luxuriant green bush, lit 
up with bright patches of crimson rata. 
The rich coloring, the changing lights, de-
fied description. 

The approach was by way of a moraine, 
which consisted of a large heap of dark 
earth and stones. From the base of it 
trickled small streams of water from the 
melting ice. We began the ascent in 
silence. Progress was difficult. The guides 
dodged about hither and thither, assisting 
us over dangerous parts and keeping a 
wary eye on all of us. Ice, we discovered, 
was not the easiest thing to negotiate, with 
its slippery surfaces and yawning chasms. 

"Franz Josef, what ?" called out a lan-
guid youth, with a sudden burst of anima-
tion. "Rotten name, why not the Graham 
Glacier ?" 

"Not at all," said the university profes-
sor. "That would be destroying historic 
tradition. As a matter of fact, the glacier 
was first discovered by a celebrated Aus-
trian explorer and geologist, one Hock-
stetter. The then Emperor of Austria 
took an interest in his work, helped to 
finance him, I believe. At any rate, he sent 
out chamois to stock the ranges. And so 
Hockstetter did a very proper thing when 
he named the glacier after his patron, 
even though it is in a British country." 

"But," contradicted an informative lady 
loudly, "wasn't it Hockstetter's friend 
Von Haast, a German explorer and geol-
ogist, who discovered and named the gla-
cier? Von Haast did a lot of exploring 
in the New Zealand Southern Alps." 

Whereupon ensued an argument be-
tween the wise professor and the learned 
lady, and much was said on both sides, 
but nothing conclusive. 

"Watch your step," said the guide, 
busily hacking out a pathway on the ice 
with his ice axe. The guide was right, for 
we were now on a very dangerous part. 
Beautiful, cruel crevasses seemed yawn- 
ing to engulf us. They glistened in deli-
cate cool shades of pale blue. Deep down 
in their depths were still pools of blue 
water. A false step, a slip, and that would 
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There are glaciers in the New Zealand Southern Alps that are unsurpassed, and they are 
approached with ease and safety from all the centers of population in the country. 

be the last of us. A glacier is no place for 
vain disputations. 

Ahead the guides were busily hewing 
out the ice. The informative lady devel-
oped symptoms of nervousness. Some-
body dropped his alpenstock. Down went 
the guide to get it. We watched his peril-
ous descent, but he came up smiling, and 
nonchalantly restored it to its discomfited 
owner. Rounds of applause for that 
guide. 

Slowly, painfully, upward and onward 
we went. Ever and anon we had to park 
on one leg between two crevasses, while 
the nervous lady was helped on. There 
were thrills, thrills, all the way. We for-
got all about the scenery. The color 
scheme was nothing to us just then. Self-
preservation is the first law of Nature. 

Then the scene began to change. The 
sky grew overcast. Ominous clouds envel- 

oped the tops of the mountains ; the mist 
began to descend. Was that thunder ? The 
guides looked anxious and insisted on an 
immediate return. We were all for it. No-
body relished descending in darkness ; so 
slowly and fearfully the return journey 
was accomplished. 

But luck was with us ; the guides were 
skilful and experienced. "Never had any-
one lost on the ice here," was the com-
forting assurance of one of them. 

At last we reached the moraine—all 
perils passed. 

Rain began to fall as we took to the 
bush. We came to a clearing, in the midst 
of it was a hut, where tea was provided 
by the management. What tea that was ! 
What cakes and scones ! Never was a 
meal so delicious. We resumed the jour-
ney feeling like giants refreshed. (In 
United Empire.) 
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AIMS OF THE PAN-PACIFIC UNION 

From year to year the scope of the work before the Pan-Pacific Union has 
broadened, until today it assumes some of the aspects of a friendly unofficial 
Pan-Pacific League of Nations, a destiny that both the late Franklin K. Lane and 
Henry Cabot Lodge predicted for it. 

The Pan-Pacific Union has conducted a number of successful conferences ; 
scientific, educational, journalistic, commercial, fisheries, and, most vital of all, 
that on the conservation of food and food products in the Pacific area, for the 
Pacific regions from now on must insure the world against the horrors of food 
shortage and its inevitable conclusion. 

The real serious human action of the Pan-Pacific Union begins. It is following 
up the work of the Pan-Pacific Food Conservation Conference by the establish-
ment of a Pan-Pacific Research Institution where primarily the study and work 
will be along the lines necessary in solving the problems of food production and 
conservation in the Pacific Area—land and sea. Added to this will be the study 
of race and population problems that so vitally affect our vast area of the 
Pacific, the home of more than half of the peoples who inhabit this planet. The 
thoughts and actions of these peoples and races toward each other as they are 
today, and as they should be, for the welfare of all, will be a most important 
problem before the Union, as well as the problem of feeding in the future those 
teeming swarms of races, that must be well fed to preserve a peaceful attitude 
toward each other. 

The Pan-Pacific Union is an organization in no way the agency of any Pacific 
Government, yet having the good will of all, with the Presidents and Premiers of 
Pacific lands as its honorary heads. Affiliated and working with the Pan-Pacific 
Union are Chambers of Commerce, educational, scientific and other bodies. It 
is supported in part by government and private appropriations and subscriptions. 
Its central office is in Honolulu, because of its location at the ocean's crossroads. 
Its management is under an international board. 

The following are the chief aims and objects of the Pan-Pacific Union : 
1. To bring together from time to time, in friendly conference, leaders in all 

lines of thought and action in the Pacific area, that they may become better 
acquainted ; to assist in pointing them toward cooperative effort for the advance-
ment of those interests that are common to all the peoples. 

2. To bring together ethical leaders from every Pacific land who will meet for 
the study of problems of fair dealings and ways to advance international justice 
in the Pacific area, that misunderstanding may be cleared. 

3. To bring together from time to time scientific and other leaders from Pacific 
lands who will present the great vital Pan-Pacific scientific problems, including 
those of race and population, that must be confronted, and, if possible, solved by 
the present generation of Pacific peoples and those to follow. 

4. To follow out the recommendations of the scientific and other leaders in the 
encouragement of all scientific research work of value to Pacific peoples ; in the 
establishment of a Research Institution where such need seems to exist, or in 
aiding in the establishment of such institutions. 

5. To secure and collate accurate information concerning the material resources 
of Pacific lands ; to study the ideas and opinions that mould public opinion among 
the peoples of the several Pacific races, and to bring men together who can under-
standingly discuss these in a spirit of fairness that they may point out a true 
course of justice in dealing with them internationally. 

6. To bring together in round-table discussion in every Pacific land those of all 
races resident therein who desire to bring about better understanding and coopera-
tive effort among the peoples and races of the Pacific for their common advance-
ment, material and spiritual. 

7. To bring all nations and peoples about the Pacific Ocean into closer friendly 
commercial contact and relationship. To aid and assist those in all Pacific com-
munities to better understand each other, and, through them, spread abroad about 
the Pacific the friendly spirit of interracial cooperation. 
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A Day With White Russian Boy Scouts 
By ALEXANDER HUME FORD, 

Director, Pan-Pacific Union. 

"Kak vaches sdoravie—I knew you in 
Harbin two years ago. Don't you remem-
ber me ?" These were the first and unex-
pected words of welcome to me in Tient-
sin. I had just crossed the ferry to the 
Russian concession and as I landed one 
of four boy scouts seated on a bench 
under the trees, waiting for the ferryboat, 
leaped to his feet and came toward me. 

Two years make a great change in a 
boy scout, but not in a man in his sixties. 
So, of course, I did the polite thing, and 
said, "Of course, I remember you," but 
he had his doubts. 

"Don't you remember me ?" he per-
sisted. "You used to throw silver in the 
Sungari River for us to dive for, and you 
used to tell us about Buster Crabbe when 
he was a boy in Hawaii, and now he plays 
with lions in the cinema. I was the small 
boy at the end of the line." Then I did 
remember and we became friends again. 

How this chance meeting changed all 
my plans in Tientsin. My Russian boy 
scout told me it was Saturday and St. 
George's Day, and, of course, a Russian 
church holiday; I believe there are 153 of 
them. That is old Russia, of course ; the 
present-day Soviet Republic is not recog-
nized by any generation of White Rus-
sians. They live in the past, as I do. So 
my boy scout Russian friend told me that 
"today and tomorrow are our great scout 
days. Now we are going to the National 
Russian Clubhouse, then to church. You 
will come with us." What could I say ? 
So we recrossed the ferry and I was es-
corted to the Russian clubhouse and 
received a Russian welcome. 

Did you ever receive a Russian wel-
come ? There is none like it. I had been 
vouched for by a White Russian boy 
scout. I could say "Kak vaches sdoravie" 
("How do you do"), and I was "sym-
patica" (a Portuguese word I picked up 
in Brazil, that means aloha forever, sym- 

pathetic companion, some friend, etc.—I 
like the word). 

All the scoutmasters and directors of 
the Russian club were gathered to do 
homage to the flag of old Russia—the last 
relic of a lost cause. I told them of my 
reception by the new Chinese Soviet am-
bassador and his Chinese friends at the 
International Club in Nanking the day 
before. It was an inverse ratio, for I had 
strayed into a Red meeting of about a 
hundred, and when asked if I were a 
Communist, replied in my choicest explic-
atives "not by a hades sight" or stronger 
words to that effect. I was soon out on 
the highway. That story, and a true one, 
as it happened, endeared me to my audi-
ence. So I could go on and preach par-
ables with impunity. 

First the Russian troops of boy scouts, 
assisted by the cubs and the girl scouts, 
raised the old Russian flag with lengthy 
and appropriate religious ceremonies, in-
cluding prayers in Russian, which 
sounded familiar, for in the early nineties 
I helped Father Ambrose Vretta and 
Bishop Nicolai of Alaska to found the 
first Russian church organized in Chicago. 
I used to intone in the choir. After the 
flag raising we marched a couple of miles 
to the Russian cathedral where we had 
more religious services. We knelt on the 
cold marble floor, for there are no seats 
in a Russian church. 

These Russian boy scouts are, many of 
them, of extremely poor parents ; some 
have none at all, and their uniforms are 
paid for by kindly even if unknown 
friends. The little chap in front of me 
fainted and had to be taken out ; he had 
had no breakfast, or other meal for a day 
or so. 

When the religious ceremonies were 
over I was informed that I must report at 
the National Russian Club, the scout 
headquarters, the next morning, Sunday, 
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at 7 a.m. for flag-raising and religious 
ceremonies, after which a truck would 
take me with the scouts to the old Rus-
sian arsenal (now French), across the 
river where the day's events would be 
conducted. So I reported. It took two 
trucks, for the cubs, scouts, and the girl 
guides came along, all packed like sar-
dines—and happy. 

The French have been courteous to the 
unfortunate Russians of Tientsin, and in 
the old arsenal grounds, once Russian but 
now French, they have laid apart a plot 
600 meters square as a perpetual home of 
the White Russian boy scouts of Tientsin, 
and this in spite of the fact that France in 
the Far East is looked on as a friend of 
Soviet Russia. 

In this six hundred meters square are 
redoubts and rifle pits that were used by 
the foreigners to defend themselves dur-
ing the Boxer revolution of 1900, an 
unpleasant mess in China that I well recall 
during my first visit to Cathay. In a trice 
the tents were put up, the cooks at work 
and camp life and regulations in full 
force. My young friend's troop adopted 
me, and in Russian I was called "grand-
father." They never asked my name—
and I preferred theirs. 

Vladimir of Harbin told his troop 
under canvas of the wonderful things I 
had told him on the Sungari about the 
boy scouts of Hawaii, and I will say in 
all honor that he exaggerated even more 
than I did, and I did my best. So the 
reputation our Hawaiian boy scout troop 
visiting Tientsin will have to live up to 
will be Homeric. But a boy scout troop 
of Hawaii would seem Homeric in its 
grandeur to these Russian boys of Tient-
sin, anyway. There were eight prizes for 
events participated in by the scouts and 
as many for the cubs. Not a single prize 
had a value of over a dollar Mex., that is, 
less than twenty-five cents gold, and they 
felt splendidly rewarded. When I told 
them of the cups and prizes in Hawaii 
they would not quite believe it. When I 
told them that the boy scouts in Hawaii 
would send them an American boy scout  

manual and fifty second-hand books in 
English, they were incredulous ; such 
wealth was beyond their imagination. The 
entire Russian boy scout library in Tient-
sin, Russian and English, is less than 
fifty, and practically all of them read 
English. They wish English books. When 
they heard of an ukulele, or a football 
going to one boy scout as a prize in Ha-
waii, they could not believe it ; such 
prizes would be sacred troop treasures in 
Tientsin—a real baseball bat as an indi-
vidual prize was unbelievable. I gave a 
dollar to one of my troop, and he put it 
in the troop treasury, making then the 
unprecedented sum of nine dollars (about 
two dollars gold) in the treasury, and I 
offered another dollar to the scout they 
voted the most popular, and this also 
went into the troop treasury. 

Now I am going to ask Sam Robley 
and company if there is a boy scout in 
Hawaii (or an ex-boy scout) who has a 
second-hand ukulele, football, baseball 
bat, book of any kind, and preferably a 
boy scout book, he will give to the young 
White Russian boy scouts of China and 
Manchuria. Just send these to Ann Sat-
terthwaite, Secretary, Pan-Pacific Union ; 
she will do the rest. This gift of a second-
hand possession to the White Russian boy 
scouts in the Far East will, you boy scouts 
of Hawaii, make it your good deed for 
today, and believe me it will rank for all 
time as one of the best and kindliest 
good deeds you or any other boy scouts 
ever did. 

Remember, in Harbin, where I am go-
ing, fathers support young sons on a sal-
ary of seven dollars Mex. a month, less 
than a dollar and a half. Think of it, 
and some of their sons are boy scouts in 
Harbin—boys who live almost entirely on 
hard bread and tea. A dollar, even Mex., 
is wealth to these boys and a book or a 
baseball bat, no matter how old, is a 
treasure. 

I heard one of my boy scouts in the 
tent tell of the Russian children that ar- 
rived in his native city of Irkutsk, in 
Siberia, near Lake Baikal ( Joe Stickney 
and I spent a day there in 1914). These 
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boys arrived daily in groups of 60 from 
famine-stricken southern Russia, once the 
granary of the world but now perpetually 
famine-stricken under Soviet rule. They 
arrived with drawn, leathery faces and 
great, swollen stomachs. They had to be 
locked up for the first few days, for the 
sight of green grass would drive them 
mad—they would rush out and devour it, 
or if given a loaf of bread devour that 
like mad creatures, this sudden overfeed-
ing killing them. 

Irkutsk in Siberia is one of the least-
affected cities of Red Russia. In Irkutsk, 
so the boy scouts who had lived there told 
me, one got enough to eat—not plenty 
but enough. 

What wonder that several times a day 
there were flag ceremonies, prayers, and 
the singing of the old Russian national 
anthem. How these boys pray for a Rus-
sia to which they can return. Several of 
these scouts have sisters, brothers, or a 
parent, still prisoner somewhere in vast 
Red Russia. 

In our tent the boys at their rest hour 
sang old Russian songs, and the Russian, 
like the Hawaiian, does not know any one 

who cannot sing. They have no musical 
instruments ; such luxuries cost money, 
and money means food. A gift of a sec-
ond-hand steel guitar would put Hawaii 
forever on the map with White Russia. 
In Tientsin such a gift would be passed 
from hand to hand and troop to troop 
with reverence. A Hawaiian flag sent 
with it would hang forever beside the 
national anthem. 

I could write a volume on the tales 
these boys told me in natural language of 
their unnatural life in Red Russia and of 
their oft-miraculous escapes, and these 
Russian boy scouts look up to those of 
Hawaii as epic heroes of the Pacific. I 
think I must wax eloquent at times when 
describing Hawaii and her sons. 

The wonderful day was over at last, 
and I got off the big truck at my hotel 
amid a chorus of "dos we danias" (aloha 
and farewell) and a few delightful sore 
bones to remind me that as a friend I 
had been repeatedly tossed high in air by 
these boy scouts who had so given me the 
token of national love and approval. 
Please don't forget that boy scout manual 
for the Russian boy scouts of Tientsin. 

Health Work Under China's Mass 
Education Movement 

By Y. C. JAMES YEN 

About a year ago the public health 
program of our movement was reorgan-
ized to coordinate more effectively with 
the other phases of the work under the 
six-year plan, and to progress more di-
rectly toward the goals which had be-
come more clearly defined as a result of 
our previous two years' experience. The 
purpose of the experiment in rural health 
is to evolve a community system in 
which medical relief and health protec-
tion shall be unified, as it would not be 
economical to develop a separate ma-
chinery for each in China as has been 
done in the West. 

a) The Village Health Worker—The 
members of the People's School Alumni 
Associations constitute a nucleus of en-
lightened youth who are to assume an 
important role in reconstructing their 
environment, and it is from among them 
that the "Village Health Worker" is 
selected. It is true that so far as formal 
schooling is concerned, they have only 
had four months of it ; but they have 
acquired the practical knowledge and arts 
of life in the rural district, where they 
have grown up, and with such a back-
ground, a ten-day training course in 
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"health" fully qualifies them for the tasks 
assigned to then-i. 

The village health worker is expected 
to do three things : (i) record the births 
and deaths in his village ; (ii) vaccinate 
his village against smallpox ; (iii) give 
simple treatments according to the facili-
ties of his "First-Aid Box," which con-
tains a few necessary and safe drugs, 
such as aspirin and castor oil, ointment 
for the treatment of trachoma, a disin-
fectant, and some sterile bandages. With 
this box, a young farmer cand do no more 
harm in his village than the average 
Western mother in her home, and he may 
be able to alleviate much unnecessary 
physical suffering and prevent serious 
conditions from setting in, besides acting 
as the advance guard of scientific medi-
cine in rural districts. 

An important by-play of the village 
health worker is indicated by the fact that 
during the cholera epidemic last summer 
three health workers disinfected 318 wells 
weekly for a month, which resulted not 
only in stamping out the epidemic in their 
villages, but in educating the people, who 
are fearful and superstitious about dis-
ease, toward a belief in scientific prac-
tices. 

b) The Subdistrict Health Stations—
When a wise mother comes up against 
something she cannot handle, she calls a 
doctor. When the village health worker 
finds a case too complicated for him, he 
refers it to the physician at the "Subdis-
trict Health Station," who conducts a 
daily clinic besides his other duties of 
popular health education and supervision 
of the village health workers under him. 
It has not yet been determined how many 
villages should be included in the Sub-
district, but it is assumed for the present 
that one qualified physician (M.B.) must 
serve a population of at least ten thou-
sand, both because of the shortage of 
physicians, and also because of the low 
economic level in the rural districts. The 
physicians will need auxiliary workers, 
but just what type has not yet been de-
termined. As in other phases of our ex- 

periment, the system must be worked out 
with a view to its applicability throughout 
rural China as a whole, and the deter-
mination of standards of service and per-
sonnel must be made with this in mind. 

c) The District Health Center—The 
Subdistrict Health Stations practice both 
curative and preventive medicine, and, in 
order to function economically and effec-
tively and maintain a fairly uniform 
standard, a better-equipped organization 
is required at the top of the system to 
coordinate and supplement their activi-
ties. The "District Health Center," lo-
cated in Ting Hsien City, is responsible 
for administration, for training and su-
pervision, for conducting experimental 
studies in various problems of rural 
health, and it also maintains a hospital 
and laboratory intended to serve the 
whole hsien. 

During the cholera epidemic last sum-
mer the District Health Center was re-
sponsible for initiating control measures. 
The local government was entirely unpre-
pared, but responded to suggestions of 
our public health staff, and organized a 
Committee on Prevention of Cholera, in-
cluding the magistrate, the four bureaux 
of police, education, finance, and recon-
struction, the chamber of commerce, the 
richest pawn shop of the city, and our 
Movement. Posters and circulars immedi-
ately appeared on all streets, warning the 
people of the danger of drinking un-
boiled water, eating fruits and food sold 
on the streets, and urging them to take 
preventive inoculations. Twelve police-
men were assigned to field work, and our 
health center was responsible for training, 
directing and supervising them. Since 
there was no governmental machinery for 
reporting deaths or cases of communi-
cable diseases, the police made daily in-
vestigations in their assigned sections. As 
soon as patients were discovered, they 
were urged to go to the Health Center 
Hospital, which had just been in opera-
tion for about a month. We were very 
fortunate in the record of our new hos-
pital, for, of the forty-five cases admitted, 
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not a single death occurred. People on 
the streets began to call our physicians 
"Living Buddha," and any patient who 
refused to go to the hospital was con-
sidered very stupid and ignorant. 

Even more significant than the cura-
tive measures taken were the preventive 
measures. In many other parts of the 
country the authorities found it practically 
impossible to disinfect the wells because 
the people refused to allow it, and would 
say : "Strangers have come to poison us." 
In Ting Hsien education of the people 
made compulsion by the local government 
feasible. Many private wells were disin-
fected, and the results were so evident 
that toward the middle part of the epi-
demic people came from the villages to 
the police bureau begging for disinfec-
tion of their wells. 

To date the health experiment has been 
conducted chiefly in the research com- 

munity of sixty villages. The system has 
been in operation for less than one year, 
with the result that full time first-aid 
service is now available in fifteen villages. 
Any individual of the community now 
does not need to travel more than fifteen 
"li" (five miles) to secure the service of 
a qualified physician, and our physicians 
during the year have attended to more 
than 20,000 treatments. Our hospital, 
which has been functioning since last 
July, has been used by more than one 
patient per bed per month. But more im-
portant than any individual achievements 
is the fact that a system of practising 
scientific medicine is in operation which 
is built on the Alumni Associations of the 
People's Schools and is capable of expan-
sion at a very low cost. While it is still 
too early to draw definite conclusions, 
results so far indicate that the experiment 
is being conducted along sound lines. 

St. Luke's International Medical 
Center, Tokyo 

A gift of $400,000 has been received 
by St. Luke's International Medical Cen-
ter, Kyobashi, Tokyo, from the Rocke-
feller Foundation, according to an an-
nouncement recently made by Dr. Ru-
dolph Bolling Teusler, director of the 
institution. The sum is, at present rates 
of exchange, equal to almost two million 
yen. 

The gift, according to Dr. Teusler in 
an announcement to the press, was due 
not only to the very great generosity of 
John D. Rockefeller, Jr., who is the head 
of the Foundation, but also to the efforts 
of the American Council of the Medical 
Center. 

"This Council," said Dr. Teusler in an 
interview, "has been incorporated under 
the Laws of the State of New York, with 
the Hon. George W. Wickersham as 
president ; Mr. Samuel Thorne, secretary, 
and Mr. Thomas W. Lamont, treasurer. 

The members include some of the most 
prominent men in the United States. 

Continuing, Dr. Teusler said : 

"This very generous gift was pledged 
by the Foundation in June, 1929, to be 
paid on completion of the new buildings 
then under construction. The purpose of 
the gift is an endowment for the College 
of Nursing, which is an integral part of 
the Medical Center, and from an educa-
tional standpoint probably the most effec-
tive single unit in operation. The fund 
has been deposited with J. P. Morgan's 
banking firm in New York City. St. 
Luke's is fortunate in having in the 
United States an organized Council of 
highly representative Americans. 

"The interest from the Rockefeller 
fund will be used to maintain the work of 
the college and the clinical teaching in 
the wards of the hospital, the Public 
Health Service and the special clinics for 
sick and well babies. There are at pres- 
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ent approximately 175 undergraduate and 
graduate nurses in the hospital. The 
Training Center has been licensed by the 
Japanese Government as a Semmon 
Gakko, and is the only college for nurs-
ing now so recognized in Japan. The 
gift from the Rockefeller Foundation will 
be of very great value in maintaining and 
expanding the work and making this col-
lege one of the most effective institutions 
for the training of modern professional 
nurses in the Far East. 

"Of the great nations of the earth, 
possibly in Japan there is more marked 
distinction between the scientific under-
standing of medicine and its application 
as an art, than anywhere else in the 
world. The introduction of western med-
icine into Japan dates back only some 
fifty years, and the greater part of the 
emphasis has always been placed upon the 
clinical side. The realization that medi-
cine is not only a science but an art, has 
come slowly in Japan, when compared 
with the great advances made in the Occi-
dent in hospitalization, nursing, public 
health and preventive medicine. One 
fundamental reason for this delay has 
been the relatively low standards required 
for the profession of nursing and the 
limited teaching facilities in training the 
nurses. 

"This applies not only to hospitals 
where the nurse must get the larger part 
of her practical training, but to the hours 
spent in classrooms and under direction 
of modernly trained, well-qualified pro-
fessional nurses. The tendency here in 
Japan to make medicine a career for the 
physician, rather than a great preventive 
and curative agency for the benefit of the 
general public, is a part of this retarded 
development. In the large cities are hos-
pitals for the most part attached to Gov-
ernment medical schools for teaching 
purposes. These are largely charity and 
the emphasis is of necessity placed more 
upon imparting to students the theory of 
medicine than its actual practical applica-
tion for the relief of the ills of the public 
at large. 

"All through the country are small pri-
vate hospitals conducted necessarily for 
the support and profit of the physician or 
group of physicians connected with each 
institution and therefore not equipped to 
cope with the costly measures involved in 
modern hospitalization, preventive medi-
cine and applied public health. Inciden-
tally, these private hospitals, of course, 
are not in a position to offer modern 
training for nurses, and this has had its 
very definite effect in holding back the 
training of young women for this prof es-
sion in Japan. 

"It is interesting to note that even until 
the present, the training of nurses in 
Japan has been almost entirely left in the 
hands of men, because they are doctors, 
while experience has demonstrated that 
only in hands of well-qualified women can 
the nursing profession be properly ad-
vanced. Until Japan has a large number 
of highly trained women, qualified not 
only to minister at the bedside, but as 
public health nurses, technicians and 
teachers in the profession, we cannot hope 
for the progress which is so fundamen-
tally needed here in Japan, in the larger 
view of bettering the health of this na-
tion. The Rockefeller Foundation has a 
worldwide program for the advancement 
of every activity for the expansion of 
medicine in all of its many phases, and 
the reduction and control of disease. 

"The expenditures of the Foundation 
in this connection, representing probably 
the largest gifts ever known in history, 
mount into many millions, and the records 
of its years of achievement read like a 
romance. Not only have proud nations 
like Japan, Germany, France, England 
and the United States been greatly helped 
through the generosity of this Founda-
tion, but in the remotest corners of the 
earth are found scientific investigators 
and great humanitarian workers sup-
ported by this wonderful philanthropy 
and quietly and effectively given the 
means and encouragement to carry on 
their work successfully in this far-flung 
battle against disease. 
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"One very effective measure maintained 
by the Foundation is the annual giving of 
a large number of fellowships to care- 
fully selected graduate physicians, fur-
nishing them the means and the entree to 
study wherever their own specialties are 
most successfully taught. Some of the 
outstanding young medical men in Japan 
today are deeply grateful for such fellow-
ships, many of which have been given 
during the past twelve years in this coun-
try. There is no restriction where the 
recipient is to study, and the actual trav-
eling expenses as well as generous living 
allowances are provided in the fellow-
ships. Essential as the grants of money 
are for this study abroad, of even greater 
importance are the contacts that the Foun-
dation maintains with the most advanced 
seats of learning and scientific training all 
over the world, and the introductions and 
assistance which such contacts provide for 
each fortunate fellow. In addition the 
Foundation also provides fellowships for 
the postgraduate training of nurses and 
here again entree to the best centers 
abroad guarantees a type of training 
which it is almost impossible to secure 
through any other agency. 

"Special fellowships are awarded for 
scientific research and far-reaching re-
search programs are instituted in different 
parts of the world in the investigation and 
fight against disease. In the Far East 
much work has been done in the Philip-
pines, Siam, Malay Peninsula, and in 
many parts of China. The Peiping Union 
Medical College has a separate entity of 
its own, although it is directly attached to 
the central organization. Dr. Noguchi, 
one of the greatest modern investigators 
of disease, largely owes his success not 
only from a material standpoint, but from 
that of scientific cooperation and encour-
agement to the efficient organization of 
the Rockefeller Foundation. At the end, 
just when he had succeeded in his long 
fight against the scourge of yellow fever, 
he gave his life a forfeit to the dread 
disease. 

"St. Luke's is not the only institution in 
Japan to receive generous help from the 
Foundation. Shortly after the earthquake 
of 1923, the Foundation gave two million 
dollars to rebuild the library of the Im-
perial University of Tokyo ; and in 1927, 
a gift of $175,000 was made to the medi-
cal department of Keio University, in 
creating a department of preventive med-
icine. 

"In 1926 Mr. John D. Rockefeller, Jr., 
made a personal gift of $350,000 to St. 
Luke's to help in restoring in permanent 
form the buildings which were completely 
destroyed in the earthquake and fire of 
September, 1923. 

"The Rockefeller Foundation is an out-
standing proof of the genuine idealism of 
the American people. It does its work 
without one thought of material profit of 
any kind. It measures its success exclu-
sively by its progress in the elimination of 
disease and the building of the health of 
the nations, and incidentally the advance-
ment of the institutions and men to whom 
it gives its support, and fellowships and 
its moral and financial aid. In every in-
stance, the Foundation is actuated by the 
highest scientific, humanitarian, and phil-
anthropic motives. The revolutionary 
movement to bring peace throughout the 
world which is now capturing the imagi-
nation of all mankind, has probably been 
more helped by the activities of the 
Rockefeller Foundation in all of its many 
phases than any other organization in 
existence. 

"In estimating the value of great 
worldwide philanthropy like this, it is not 
sufficient to think of it in terms of money. 
Its greatest value transcends any direct 
financial expenditure, and is found in its 
scientific organization spread through 
every land, to encourage, support and 
make perfect the most needed thing in the 
world today, an intelligent and effective 
warfare against disease, suffering, and its 
destructive effects upon the human and 
economic relations of all national and in-
ternational life."—Japan Times and Mail, 
February, 1933. 
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Central Medical School, Suva, Fiji 

The Central Medical School, Suva, pro-
vides a striking example of the way in 
which natives of the Pacific Islands are 
rapidly absorbing the culture of the white 
races. Its aim is to train carefully a num-
ber of selected students as native medi-
cal practitioners in order that they may 
carry out medical and health work in 
their own group of islands, and thus not 
only bring medical help within the reach 
of their own countrymen, who are out of 
reach of other medical assistance ; but 
also, by preventive measures, to raise the 
general standard of health throughout 
the Pacific. 

A secondary, though important, aim of 
the school is to inculcate the spirit of 
friendly relationship and assistance be-
tween the various island races. 

Residents of the Pacific Islands, or at 
least those under the administration of 
the Western Pacific Commission, have 
long owed a debt of gratitude to the in-
stigators of the scheme. In opening the 
school in December, 1928, Sir Eyre Hut-
son, then Governor of the Colony of 
Fiji, said : "The proposal that the advan-
tages of the Fiji Native Medical School 
which had for many years proved to be 
a successful institution and of great bene-
fit to the Colony, should be extended to 
the neighboring territories in the Pacific 
and the doors of the school opened to 
students from those territories, had its 
origin some years ago with Dr. Lambert, 
a member of the Medical Staff of the 
Rockefeller International Health Foun-
dation. The idea and the scheme of a 
Central Native Medical School was 
whole-heartedly supported by Dr. Mon-
tague, Fiji's highly esteemed and valued 
Chief Medical Officer. The Colony of 
Fiji, my predecessor in office and the 
various administrations in the Pacific 
who have cooperated in the scheme, owe 
a deep debt of gratitude to Dr. Lambert 
for his strong faith in the scheme and his 
able and persistent advocacy of the pro- 

posal with the governing body of the 
Rockefeller Foundation which happily 
resulted in a decision on their part to 
offer substantial and generous financial 
support." 

The school stands in the grounds of 
the Colonial War Memorial Hospital, 
overlooking Suva. It is of concrete and 
provides a theatre for the teaching of 
anatomy ; a laboratory for practical 
chemistry, physics and practical physiol- 
ogy ; a lecture theatre, a museum and a 
library. The students' quarters adjoin 
and consist of a two-story wooden build- 
ing accommodating 28 students. Each 
student receives clothing and pocket 
money. 

The library and museum are well 
equipped, many medical men having pre- 
sented medical works and the school has 
the hospital autopsy theatre to draw on 
for museum specimens. 

The Central Medical School is under 
the direction of the Tutor, Mr. D. W. 
Hoodless, and all instruction is given in 
English. 

Last year there were 40 students at 
the school—the maximum number that 
could be accommodated. They are treated 
much as medical students the world over 
and not as school boys, every effort being 
made to inculcate a sense of responsi-
bility and a proper feeling of self-re-
liance. 

A perusal of the reports of the school 
since its beginning show that most of the 
students appear to regard medicine and 
surgery as a life-work, as most of them 
are successful in the examinations which 
are held quarterly and annually. Very 
few natives have resigned or been dis-
missed as being unsuitable for the study 
and practice of medicine. 

Good reports of the work of the native 
medical practitioners—the students who 
have graduated and are now practising—
have come from many parts of the Pa-
cific. The Governor of American Samoa 
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has asked for 'cooperation and that a stu-
dent from the school be sent there and 
the Chief Medical Officer of the New 
Hebrides has high praise for a native 
practitioner—a Fijian who volunteered 
for work in the Condominium. 

The School has its own journal, "The 
Native Medical Practitioner," and many 
of its articles on professional and tech-
nical subjects are contributed by gradu-
ates and students. Provision is made at 
the school for post-graduate courses ; at 
the end of 1932, six graduates had taken 
courses at the War Memorial Hospital, 
Suva. 

Owing to the generosity of Sir Mur-
chison Fletcher, the students now have a 
sports fund which is contributed to by 
the Administrations of the territories 
from which the students come. 

Thirteen new students enrolled at the 
school for the four years' course. They 
came from the Solomons, Tonga, Gil-
berts, Eastern Samoa, Western Samoa, 
Cook Islands and Fiji. Five students 
qualified as medical practitioners in De-
cember, 1932. Of these two went to Fiji, 
one to the New Hebrides, one to the Gil-
bert Islands and one to Samoa.—(The 
Pacific Islands Monthly.) 

Why the World Federation of Education 
Associations? 

The world is in a state of flux. Change 
is the order of the day. The twenty-five 
thousand miles around the earth means 
little. We flash news from the farthest 
corner in an instant ; we trade with all 
parts of the earth ; science and discovery 
are revolutionizing our modes of busi-
ness; the nations have been brought to-
gether as one people. The earth is filling 
up. A hundred years ago India had 100,-
000,000 people; now 400,000,000; Europe 
had 180,000,000 ; now 490,000,000 ; the 
United States had 12,000,000, now 122,-
000,000 ; but we still think as we did. 

We are now living in an international 
world. H. G. Wells says "Civilization is 
a race between education and catas-
trophe." Former civilizations were pro-
vincial, now civilization is universal ; we 
have international banking, international 
trade ; investors are no longer confined to 
one country. We roam at will ; American 
travel agencies issued travel cheques in 
1929 to 800,000 travelers to go into every 
part of the earth. 

The peoples of the nations have not 
learned the fine art of living together. 

They put on a great destructive war ; f u-
ture generations must be saved such a 
calamity. If we make better Americans, 
better Englishmen, better Germans, bet-
ter Japanese and all the rest, we shall 
eventually make a better world. 

There are 5,000,000 teachers teaching 
300,000,000 children of the world. There 
are many points of unity among them, 
they are the builders of the new world ; 
their work goes beyond the material ele-
ments with which the nations are now 
engaged. Education applies a spiritual 
touch to human life and draws together 
those cultural elements which make man-
kind better. The World Federation brings 
together the leaders of the world's chil-
dren in friendly and sympathetic under-
standing and cooperation for the general 
good of all peoples. Education must do 
its part it must not be neglected or 
shirked. 

"Whatever you wish to introduce into 
the mind of a nation, you must begin by 
introducing in the schools." 

What Humboldt saw long ago, the 
World Federation sees today. It saw it in 
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1923 when the first World Conference on 
Education was called at San Francisco, 
and to which delegates numbering six 
hundred and nations numbering fifty re-
sponded. It was at that time that the 
organization was born. In scope and po- 
tentiality it is one of the most significant 
of the numerous organizations for better 
understanding and cooperation among the 
nations that have been developed since the 
World War. The Federation is now a 
worldwide project in education for the 
development of world understanding. 

The Federation is a permanent organi-
zation, chartered by the Board of Regents 
of the State of New York, with specific 
functions : educational cooperation among 
the nations of the world ; the furthering 
of the spirit of harmony ; making educa- 
tional events in one country quickly 
available to the teaching profession in all 
lands ; a revision of text-book materials 
and the application of scientific principles 
of education in all nations and the relief 
through education of national jealousies, 
racial hatreds and religious intolerance. 
The Federation is purely non-politcal, 
non-sectarian, and in no wise connected 
with propaganda. 

The following departments, divisions, 
and group conferences are in existence : 

Character, Moral and Religious Educa-
tion. 

Country Youth and Country School. 
Health Education. 
Illiteracy. 
Industrial Education. 
International Correspondence of School 

Children. 
International Educational Exchange. 
Library Service. 
Adult Education. 
Behavior-Problem Child and Adoles-

cent. 
Colleges and Universities. 
Elementary Education. 
Nursery, Kindergarten, a n d Pre-

School. 
Geography. 
Handicapped Children. Preparation of 

Teachers for International Cooperation 
and Good Will. 

NION BULLETIN 

Secondary Education. 
Motion Pictures. 
Parent-Teacher, Home and School. 
Social Adjustment. 
Teacher Associations. 

The World Federation was organized 
at San Francisco in 1923. It has held 
biennial meetings at Edinburgh, Scotland ; 
Toronto, Canada ; Geneva, Switzerland, 
and Denver, Colorado. These meetings 
have all been well attended and show the 
interest of the educational world in an 
attempt to create friendliness and cooper-
tion in education. Regional conferences 
have been held at Benares, India, and 
Honolulu, Hawaii. These also have been 
well attended and fruitful. The activities 
of the Federation are not confined to its 
conferences but are continuous. The out-
standing activities are as follows : The 
promotion of World Goodwill Day, May 
18 ; School Health programs ; The Her-
man-Jordan Plan of Education for Inter-
national Understanding and Goodwill ; 
cooperation with the Geneva Arms Con-
ference; organized Illiteracy Commission 
of world-wide scope ; Educational Ex-
change ; letters of introduction for trav-
eling educators, and many others. 

From July 29 to Aug. 4, 1933, at Dub-
lin, Ireland, will be held the next biennial 
meeting of the Federation. Much interest 
is already manifest in this coming confer-
ence and an invitation is extended by the 
President and the Board of Directors to 
organizations, institutions and countries 
to be represented. Any educator who is 
interested in the great international prob-
lems of today, and especially in education, 
is cordially invited to be present and to 
participate in the various educational sec-
tions, giving of his experiences and 
training to the general problem of inter-
national understanding and cooperation 
through education. 

The World Federation seeks to affiliate 
organizations of educators in all coun-
tries. It is purely an educational institu- 
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tion and deals with the problems which 
concern teachers in all lands. Any educa-
tional organization interested in this 
world-wide movement and desiring to 
cooperate is invited to become a member. 
The Federation has now brought together 

23 country-wide national organizations 
and 168 local organizations and institu-
tions. We hope eventually to have every 
civilized country represented in this great 
world movement for a better human 
society. 

Why Teach Home Economics? 
By BESS GOODYKOONTZ, 

Assistant U. S. Commissioner of Education. 

(Miss Goodykoontz was a delegate to the 
Second Pan-Pacific Women's Conference 
in Honolulu in 1930 and will direct a 
project on education as a part of the pro-
gram of a third conference in Honolulu 
in August, 1934. The following talk was 
given as an NBC radio address for the 
N.E.A. hour.) 

This question is being asked all over 
this country at the present time. Reduced 
budgets for public schools have sharpened 
the need for examining every school ac-
tivity to see whether it pays its way in 
value to the children. To do so it must 
help them learn new and better ways of 
living, must really make a difference to 
them. The question becomes, then, "Does 
home economics as taught in the schools 
make a difference to people in ways that 
are important ?" Let's see if it does. 

The first home economics teacher I ever 
knew taught in a small consolidated school 
in Iowa. The first week of school she 
took her little Brownie kodak to school 
and took a picture of each girl in the 
clothing class. The pictures were finished 
and admired and forgotten, as the prob-
lem of selection of materials, of design, 
of color, and of appropriateness engaged 
the girls' attention along with making 
various garments. But toward the end of 
the year, all unannounced, the kodak went 
back to school and more pictures were 
taken, for it was the theory of the teacher 
that the study of clothing ought to make  

a difference—in fact, a visible difference 
—in her students. The pictures of before 
and after taking were exhibit A to prove 
her theory. 

Not all the things that boys and girls 
study in school can be shown to have such 
immediate effects in changing their ways 
of thinking and behaving. But home eco-
nomics, more than many other fields of 
work, consists of problems that are worth 
solving right now : selecting and prepar-
ing foods, keeping accounts, planning 
schedules, furnishing their own rooms, 
buying and making clothing, and taking 
care of children. Such studies provide op-
portunities to try new things, to invent, 
to develop one's own taste, and in some 
cases to look ahead to remunerative em-
ployment. These are what we may call 
"here and now" values ; they are presents 
to take home from school every night, to 
be enjoyed by the owner and shared with 
other members of the family. 

But important as these values are to 
boys and girls, they are not enough. They 
are only half—the receiving half. Those 
who have so generously received must pay 
back to the community as adults by meet-
ing the problems of earning a living, mak-
ing homes, caring for their children, shar-
ing in the community's social and civic 
activities better than they would have 
done without this training. This paying 
one's debts to society is part of grow-
ing up. 
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Does home economics as it is taught in 
the schools help grown-ups to meet these 
grown-up problems ? Let's see what some 
of them are : 	 • 

One of the most serious which hun-
dreds of thousands of families are facing 
right now is that of keeping the family 
well fed, clothed, and housed in spite of 
greatly reduced incomes. The buyer must 
know her calories and food values, her 
clothing materials, and make-over possi-
bilities to cut operating expenses to fit 
reduced incomes these days. Having some 
left for insurance, savings, and emergen-
cies is another puzzle. Home economics 
shows how to do it. 

A second set of complications to be 
faced by families, and particularly by the 
home-makers, is that produced by our 
own rapid change from a nation of coun-
try people to one of city folks. Fifty 
years ago 70 per cent of our people lived 
in the country ; now more than half of us 
live in towns or cities. More people are 
working in offices ; more people are living 
in apartments ; fewer people have yards 
and gardens ; fewer children have chores 
to do ; more people eat in restaurants and 
buy their clothes ready-made. Housekeep-
ing is different, and adjusting is painful. 
Home economics is a course of training in 
how to adjust to new conditions. 

The last decade presented an acute 
problem to all buyers of goods—and, of 
course, we all belong to that class. Fac-
tories and mills produced things so fast, 
inventors thought up new things so rap-
idly, that everyone who had something to 
sell started a campaign to persuade us to 
buy—right away and more than we could 
afford. They were called "educational 
campaigns," and as a general thing we 
were no match for them at all. We gave 
up and found ourselves with things we  

couldn't afford and couldn't use. The 
real educational campaigns are going on 
in home economics classes, where pros-
pective buyers are learning to stop, look, 
and sample before they buy. 

Just one more problem that belongs not 
only to parents but to all adults who deal 
with children is that of knowing how to 
get along with the young generation. Our 
theories of how to bring up children have 
changed as much as our food habits. In 
courses on child care and training, home 
economics attempts to help parents and 
prospective parents in understanding these 
relationships. 

These are only a few of the problems 
which present-day homes are facing, but 
they are enough to show that in helping 
to solve them, home economics is real 
home-making education. And the whole 
school program can help with it. Budget-
ing is part of mathematics, home furnish-
ing and decoration may be studied in art, 
textiles in industrial arts courses, and 
food values in health instruction. Besides 
the separate home economics classes in 
which all these elements are woven to give 
them added emphasis, home-making edu-
cation begins down in the lower grades 
when little children build play homes, and 
extends on through high school and col-
lege, into night schools and study clubs 
and classes of home-makers who missed 
this instruction when they were in school 
but now want it very much. 

And when all of the arguments are in, 
and the credits are all counted up, that is 
the answer to the question we started 
with : Why should we teach home eco-
nomics in the schools ? And the answer 
becomes a sort of measuring stick for all 
school subjects : We should teach home 
economics because it makes a real differ- 
ence in the lives of the students. 
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The Family From a Normal Sociological 
Point of View 

By EDNA NOBLE WHITE, Ph.D. 
Director, Merrill-Palmer School, Detroit, Michigan. 

A project outline for the Third Pan-
Pacific Women's Conference, Honolulu, 
August, 1934. 

This tentative outline submitted for 
the approval of national chairmen in the 
thirteen charter member countries of the 
Pan-Pacific Women's Association by Dr. 
White involves a study beginning with 
the war period, and covers the post-war 
period as well as the economic depression. 
She feels it necessary to have clearly in 
mind the status of the family in various 
countries at the time of the outbreak of 
the war in order that it may serve as a 
basis for the study of the effects of the 
war and war service on family life. Dr. 
White states that in connection with the 
National Council of Parent Education in 
America a study is being considered 
which is especially based on the effects of 
the depression. 

I. Effect of War on Normal Family Life. 

A. Effect of war service on men actually 
participating in war. 

1. Their attitudes toward life. 
2. Their ideals (where old standards 

scrapped and no new ones substituted). 
3. Their international point of view and 

willingness to cooperate (tendency to-
ward nationalism). 

4. Their health. 
5. Their earning power. 
6. The standards they believe worth while 

establishing in their families. General 
disbelief in old standards. 

B. Effect on the families of those men in 
service. 

1. Did the family life begin to become 
less stable at this period? 

2. Did the family income change mate-
rially (either reduced or increased)? 

3. Did moral standards change within the 
family? 

4. Effect  of anxiety, death, and readjust-
ment on the family life. 

C. What kind of homes did men and women 
influenced by war period make? 

1. How did their standards and ideals 
differ from those before the war? 

2. How had their attitudes toward life 
changed? 

11. Effect of Postwar Period on Normal 
Family Life. 

A. Effect on community programs. 
1. Building roads, public buildings. 
2. Expansion of pul4lic credits. Floating of 

bonds, addition of number men holding 
public offices. 

3. Attitude toward private debts, borrow-
ing, security for loans. Installment 
buying, expansion of industrial plans, 
railroad facilities, luxurious boats. 

4. Countenance of graft in public offices. 

B. Effect on family as a whole. 
1. Irresponsibility of member for obliga-

tions incurred. 
2. Possession of material things, such as 

houses, radio, automobile, etc., as an 
index of success, or as a gratification 
to themselves. (Could this have been 
an indirect outgrowth of the fatalistic 
attitude developed during the war and 
the establishment of the Soviet State 
in Russia?) 

3. Challenging of the old philosophy upon 
which family life had been built. 

4. Questioning of traditional religious be-
liefs. 

5. Questioning of parental authority, also 
authority of state over the individual. 

6. Intensifying of individual rights. 

C. Effect on the individuals who are mem-
bers of a family. 

1. Rights of the individual in relation to 
the family group. 

2. Glorification of mass spirit, with gangs, 
professional groups, rotary, etc., les-
sening of individual responsibility. 

3. Spread of ready-made opinions in daily 
papers, magazines, etc. 

4. Increasing complexity of living and the 
narrowing of the individual's knowl-
edge so that he must depend on sources 
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such as public press and current maga-
zines for information about what is 
happening. 

5. Loss of faith in sources of such infor-
mation (as press) induced by exposure 
of war propaganda, of control by 
vested interests in the press. 

6. Struggle for position, salary, becomes 
more acute and the individual strives 
to survive. 

III. Effect of Era of Declining Trade and 
Economic Depression on Normal 

Family Life. 

A. General Questions. 
1. Is the era of depression a cumulative 

effect and the inevitable result of the 
war and postwar period? 

2. Does its real significance lie in the 
fact that moral and ethical relations 
have broken down between nations, 
communities, individuals? 

3. Has selfishness, intense individualism, 
nationalism pervaded all human rela-
tions until poverty, unemployment and 
suffering have resulted throughout the 
world? 

B. What is cumulative effect of depression on 
1. Communities. 

(a) Attitude toward their obligations. 
(b) Attitude toward facing the results of 

their own actions. 
(c) Attitude toward public institutions 

(hospitals, schools, libraries). 
(d) Attitude toward the unemployed.  

2. Constructive planning to prevent de-
pression 

(a) Physical, mental and moral health 
of community being undermined. 

(b) Loss of property by individuals. 

(c) Crippling of industry and community 
resources 

3. Preventive programs for the future. 

IV. The Family as a Group. 

A. Physical effects of depression (on families 
either with reduced incomes 

or unemployed). 

1. To what degree has it affected ade-
quate housing, adequate food, sufficient 
clothing for the family? 

2. Is the length of unemployment the im-
portant factor? 

3. How does it vary with the different 
income groups? 

4. Are adjustments in some income levels 
more serious than dependence? 

B. Mental effects of depression. 

1. Sense of failure, of futility. 
2. Awareness of struggle with forces 

greater than individual. 
3. Relation of worry, anxiety and fear on 

the morale of the family. 
4. Effect of anxiety and fear on physical 

health. 
5. Effect of anxiety and fear on family 

relations. 

Some International Conferences 
Four international conferences are be-

ing held in the Pacific area this summer, 
the Fifth Pacific Science Conference at 
Vancouver and Victoria, Canada, May 23 
to June 4; the Fifth Biennial Conference 
of the Institute of Pacific Relations at 
Banff, Canada, August 14 to 28, and two 
Y. M. C. A. conferences in the Philip-
pines ; the first under the auspices of the 
World Committee of the Y. M. C. A., 
the third biennial meeting of the Pacific 
Area Older Boys' Conference, August 6 
to 13, and immediately following, the 
First Pacific-India Y. M. C. A. Confer-
ence, August 14 to 21. 

The First Pan-Pacific Science Con-
ference was held in Honolulu in 1920 
under the auspices of the Pan-Pacific 

Union, and following the original plan, 
has met every three years since then as 
an autonomous body, varying the locale 
of each meeting: 1923, Sydney and Mel-
bourne ; 1926, Japan ; 1929, Java ; 1933 
(changed temporarily to a four year 
period), Canada. 

The Institute of Pacific Relations held 
its first and second meetings, 1925 and 
1927, in Honolulu, the third in Japan, 
and the fourth in China. 

This year's meeting in Canada will 
feature economic relationships in the 
Pacific area, due to the prevalence of 
the world economic crisis. 

Its program appeared in the Novem-
ber issue of this Bulletin. 
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THE MID-PACIFIC 

The Royal Hawaiian and the Moana-Seaside Hotels at Waikiki 

The Territorial Hotel Company, Ltd., 
own and operate the Royal Hawaiian 
Hotel, Moana-Seaside Hotel and Bunga-
lows, and the Waialae Golf Club. The 
Royal Hawaiian has been voted the 
world's finest hotel by sixteen World 
Cruise Steamers. Rates upon applica-
tion. Cable address Royalhotel. 

The Matson - Lassco - Oceanic Steam-
ship Company maintains a regular, fast, 
reliable passenger and freight service 
between Honolulu and San Francisco, 
Los Angeles, South Seas, New Zealand 
and Australia. Castle & Cooke, Ltd., are 
local agents for the line, whose comfort, 
service and cuisine are noted among 
world travelers. 

Famous Hau Tree Lanai 

The Halekulani Hotel and Bunga-
lows, 2199 Kalia Road, "on the Beach at 
Waikiki." Includes Jack London's Lanai 
and House Without a Key. Rates from 
$5.00 per day to $140.00 per month and 
up. American plan. Clifford Kimball, 

owner and manager. 

The von Hamm-Young Co., Ltd., Im-
porters, Machinery Merchants, and lead-
ing automobile dealers, have their offices 
and store in the Alexander Young 
Building, at the corner of King and 
Bishop streets, and their magnificent 
automobile salesroom and garage just 
in the rear, facing on Alakea Street. 
Here one may find almost anything. 
Phone No. 6141. 

ADVT. 
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A Home Developed by Lewers cf Cooke, Ltd. 

Since 1852, Lewers & Cooke, Ltd., has 

been the headquarters for building ma-

terials of all varieties and has been in-

timately connected with the growth of 

Honolulu's prosperous community. From 

the beginning.  it has made a special point 

of helping the builder of small homes, 

a feature which has developed until to-

day its Small Home Service, consisting 

of assistance and advice of architect, 

drafting room, interior decorator, plumb-

ing expert and building material spec-

ialists, extends also to home owners who 

wish to redecorate or remodel their 

homes. At the present time the Lewers 

& Cooke, Ltd. organization includes de-

partments of plumbing, paint, interior 

decorating, tools, hardware, and electric 

appliances, as well as lumber and all 

other building materials. 

OAHU RAILWAY AND LAND COMPANY I 

Leaving Honolulu daily at 9:15 A. M. 
our modern gasoline motor cars take 
you on a beautiful trip around the lee-
ward side of Oahu to Haleiwa. 

The train leaves Haleiwa, returning to 
Honolulu at 2:52 P. M., after having  

given you three hours for luncheon and 
sightseeing at this most beautiful spot. 

You arrive at Honolulu at 5 :27 P. M. 

No single trip could offer more, and 
the round trip fare is only $2.45. 

SEE OAHU BY RAIL 
ADVT. 
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The Home Buziaing in tionotulu of the American Factors, Ltd., Plantation Agents and 
Wholesale Merchants 

Tasseled sugar cane almost ready for the cutting and crushing at the mills. 
ADVT. 
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Home of illexander el Baldwin, Ltd. 

 

Anyone who has ever visited the Ha-
waiian Islands can testify to the useful-
ness of the "A & B Steamer Calendars" 
which are to be seen on the walls of prac-
tically every office and home in Hawaii. 
The issuing of and the free distribution 
of these calendars is a distinct public 
service rendered for some 3o years by 
Alexander & Baldwin, Ltd., who are 
staunch supporters of all movements 
that work for the good of Hawaii. 

The beautiful new office building pic-
tured above was erected recently as a 
monument to the memory of H. P. Bald-
win and S. Alexander, the founders of the 
firm and pioneers in the sugar business. 

Alexander & Baldwin, Ltd., are agents 
for some of the largest sugar plantations 
on the Islands ; namely, Hawaiian Com-
mercial & Sugar Co., Ltd.; Hawaiian 
Sugar Co.; Kahuku Plantation Company; 
Maui Agricultural Company, Ltd.; Mc-
Bryde Sugar Company, Ltd.; Laie Plan-
tation ; and also Kauai Pineapple Co., 
ADVT. 

Ltd.; Baldwin Packers, Ltd. ; The Mat-
son Navigation Co. at Port Allen, Ka-
hului, Seattle and Portland ; and the fol-
lowing-named and well-known insurance 
companies : Union Insurance Society of 
Canton, Ltd.; The Home Insurance 
Company, New York ; Springfield Fire 
& Marine Insurance Co. ; New Zealand 
Insurance Company, Limited ; The Com-
monwealth Insurance Company ; Newark 
Fire Insurance Company; American Al-
liance Insurance Association ; Queensland 
Insurance Co., Ltd. ; Globe Indemnity 
Company of New York ; Switzerland 
General Insurance Co., Ltd.; St. Paul 
Fire and Marine Ins. Co. 

The officers of Alexander & Baldwin, 
Ltd., are : W. M. Alexander, Chairman 
Board of Directors ; J. Waterhouse, 
President ; H. A. Baldwin, Vice-Presi-
dent; C. R. Hemenway, Vice-President; 
J. P. Cooke, Treasurer; D. L. Oleson, 
Secretary ; J. F. Morgan, Asst. Treas-
urer ; J. W. Speyer, Asst. Treasurer. 
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CASTLE & COOKE 

BREMEN., 
MALOLO 
BERLIN (3k  MANHATTAN 
Wherever you travel . . . whichever route you prefer 
Castle & Cooke's Travel Bureau will arrange your reserva-
tions or accommodations and relieve you of all annoying 
detail. Information, rates, or suggestions are offered with-
out obligation and you are invited to use the travel files 
and service of the bureau. Castle & Cooke Travel Bureau, 
Merchant St., at Bishop. Branches in Royal Hawaiian and 
Moana Hotels. 

C. Brewer and Company, Limited, Honolulu, with a capital stock of $8,000,000, was established 
in 1826. It represents the following Sugar Plantations: Hilo Sugar Company, Onomea Sugar 
Company, Honomu Sugar Company, Wailuku Sugar Company, Pepeekeo Sugar Company, 
Waimanalo Sugar Company, Hakalau Plantation Company, Honolulu Plantation Company, 
Hawaiian Agricultural Company, Kilauea Sugar Plantation Company, Paauhau Sugar Planta-
tion Company, Hutchinson Sugar Plantation Company, as well as the Baldwin Locomotive 
Works, Kapapala Ranch, and all kinds of insurance. 

ADVT. 
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The Honolulu Construction & Draying Co., Ltd., Bishop and Halekauwila 
Sts., Phone 4981, dealers in crushed stone, cement, cement pipe, brick, stone 
tile, and explosives, have the largest and best equipped draying and storage 
company in the Islands, and are prepared to handle anything from the smallest 
package to pieces weighing up to forty tons. 

The Hawaiian Electric Co., Ltd., with 
a power station generating capacity of 
32,000 K.W., furnishes lighting and 
power service to Honolulu and to the 
entire island of Oahu. It also maintains 
its cold storage and ice-making plant, 
supplying the city with ice for home 
consumption. The firm acts as electrical 
contractors, cold storage, warehousemen 
and deals in all kinds of electrical sup-
plies, completely wiring and equipping 
buildings and private residences. Its 
splendid new offices facing the civic 
center are now completed and form one 
of the architectural ornaments to the city. 

The City Transfer Company, at Pier 11, 
has its motor trucks meet all incoming 
steamers and it gathers baggage from 
every part of the city for delivery to 
the outgoing steamers. This company 
receives, and puts in storage until needed, 
excess baggage of visitors to Honolulu 
and finds many ways to serve its patrons. 

ADVT. 

The Pacific Engineering Company, 
Ltd., construction engineers and general 
contractors, is splendidly equipped to 
handle all types of building construc-
tion, and execute building projects in 
minimum time and to the utmost satis-
faction of the owner. The main offices 
are in the Yokohama Specie Bank 
Building, with its mill and factory at 
South Street. Many of the leading busi-
ness buildings in Honolulu have been 
constructed under the direction of the 
Pacific Engineering Company. 

The Universal Motor Co., Ltd., with 
spacious new buildings at 444 S. Bere-
tania street, Phone 2397, is agent for 
the Ford car. All spare parts are kept 
in stock and statements of cost of re-
pairs and replacements are given in ad-
vance so that you know just what the 
amount will be. The Ford is in a class 
by itself. The most economical and 
least expensive motor car in the world. 
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Honolulu as Advertised 

The Liberty House, Hawaii's pioneer dry goods store, established in 185o; it has grown 
apace with the times until today it is an institution of service rivaling the most progressive 
mainland establishments in the matter of its merchandising policies and business efficiency. 

The Waterhouse Co., Ltd., in the 
Alexander Young Building, on Bishop 
street, make office equipment their spe-
cialty, being the sole distributor for the 
National Cash Register Co., the Bur-
roughs Adding Machine, the Art Metal 
Construction Co., the York Safe and 
Lock Company and the Underwood 
Typewriter Co. They carry in stock 
all kinds of steel desks and other equip-
ment for the office, so that one might 
at a day's notice furnish his office, safe 
against fire and all kinds of insects. 

The Honolulu Star-Bulletin, 125 
Merchant Street, prints in its job depart-
ment the Mid-Pacific Magazine, and that 
speaks for itself. The Honolulu Star-
Bulletin, Ltd., conducts a complete com-
mercial printing plant, where all the de-
tails of printing manufacture are per-
formed. It issues Hawaii's leading even-
ing newspaper and publishes many elab-
orate editions of books. 

The Honolulu Dairymen's Associa-
tion supplies the pure milk used for 
children and adults in Honolulu. It 
also supplies the city with ice cream 
for desserts. Its main office is in the 
Purity Inn at Beretania and Keeaumoku 
streets. The milk of the Honolulu 
Dairymen's Association is pure, it is 
rich, and it is pasteurized. The Asso-
ciation has had the experience of more 
than a generation, and it has called 
upon science in perfecting its plant and 
its methods of handling milk and de-
livering it in sealed bottles to its cus-
tomers. 

Stevedoring in Honolulu is attended 
to by the firm of McCabe, Hamilton and 
Renny Co., Ltd., 20 South Queen Street. 
Men of almost every Pacific race are 
employed by this firm, and the men of 
each race seem fitted for some particular 
part of the work, so that quick and effi-
cient is the loading and unloading of 
vessels in Honolulu. 

ADVT. 



8 	 THE MID-PACIFIC 

Twice a week the Inter-Island Steam 
Navigation Company dispatches its pala-
tial steamers, "Waialeale" and "Hualalai," 
to Hilo, leaving Honolulu at 4 P.M. on 
Tuesdays and Fridays, arriving at Hilo 
at 8 A.M. the next morning. From Hono-
lulu, the Inter-Island Company dispatches 
almost daily excellent passenger vessels 
to the island of Maui and twice a week to 
the island of Kauai. There is no finer 
cruise in all the world than a visit to all 
of the Hawaiian Islands on the steamers 
of the Inter-Island Steam Navigation 
Company. The head offices in Honolulu 
are on Fort at Merchant Street, where 
every information is available, or books 
on the different islands are sent on re-
quest. Tours of all the islands are ar-
ranged. 

Connected with the Inter-Island Steam 
Navigation Company is the world-famous 
Volcano House overlooking the everlast-
ing house of fire, as the crater of Hale-
maumau is justly named. A night's ride 
from Honolulu and an hour by auto-
mobile, and you are at the Volcano 
House in the Hawaii National Park on 
the Island of Hawaii, the only truly his-
toric caravansary of the Hawaiian Islands. 

There are other excellent hotels on the 
Island of Hawaii, the largest of the 
group, including the recently constructed 
Kona Inn, located at Kailua on the Kona 
Coast—the most primitive and historic 
district in Hawaii. 

The Bank of Hawaii, Limited, incor-
porated in 1897, has reflected the solid, 
substantial growth of the islands since 
the period of annexation to the United 
States. Over this period its resources 
have grown to be the largest of any 
financial institution in the islands. In 
1899 a savings department was added 
to its other banking facilities. Its home 
business office is at the corner of Bishop 
and King streets, and it maintains 
branches on the islands of Hawaii, 
Kauai, Maui, and Oahu, enabling it to 
give to the public an extremely efficient 
Banking Service. 

Interior View of Bishop Trust Co. 

The Bishop Trust Co., Limited, larg-
est Trust Company in Hawaii, is located 
at the corner of Bishop and King Streets. 
It offers Honolulu residents as well as 
mainland visitors the most complete 
trust service obtainable in the islands 
today. The Company owns the Guardian 
Trust Co., Pacific Trust, Waterhouse 
Trust, and the Bishop Insurance Agency, 
and is thus able to offer an all-inclusive 
service embracing the following : Trusts, 
Wills, Real Estate, Property Manage-
ment, Home Rental Service, Stocks and 
Bonds and the Largest Safe Deposit 
Vaults in Hawaii. 

Honolulu Paper Company, Honolulu's 
leading book, stationery and novelty 
store, is located on the ground floor of 
the Young Hotel Building in the heart of 
Honolulu's business district. The com-
pany maintains the finest stock of books, 
bridge supplies, glassware, pewter and 
novelties to be found in Hawaii. They 
are also agents for Royal Typewriters, 
Calculators and Steel Office Equipment 
and Furniture. 

The Haleakala Ranch Company, with 
head offices at Makawao, on the Island 
of Maui, is as its name indicates, a 
cattle ranch on the slopes of the great 
mountain of Haleakala, rising 10,000 
feet above the sea. This ranch breeds 
pure Hereford cattle and is looking to 
a future when it will supply fine bred 
cattle to the markets and breeders in 
Hawaii. 

ADVT. 



Ruins of an ancient Mayan Temple in Mexico. 


