
TO PANAMA AND THE CANAL

after the canal is opened their number will be in-

creased. At present the Panama Railroad Company,

owned by the government, maintains a line of ships

mainly for the carriage of supplies and employes of

the Canal Commission. There is already discussion

of the wisdom of abandoning this line after the con-

struction W'Ork is over, on the ground that the

United States government has no right to enter into

the business of water transportation in competition

CANE RIVER FALLS

with private parties. If sold by the government,

however, the line will doubtless be maintained under

private ownership. The United Fruit Company, an

American corporation with an impressive fleet of

ships all flying the British flag, also carries passengers

to the Isthmus from New York and New Orleans,

as does the Hamburg-American Line, from New
York only. My own voyage was by the Royal Mail

Steam Packet line, an historic organization chartered

in 1839 for the express purpose of bringing England

into closer touch with its West Indian colonies.

The excellent ships of this line, sailing fortnightly

from New York, touch at the little port of Antilla

on the northern shore of Cuba, spend twenty-four

hours at Jamaica and reach Colon on the eighth day

of the voyage. Thence the ship plows along through

our American Mediterranean, touching at Trinidad,

St. Kitts, Barbadoes and other British colonial out-

posts until at last she turns into the open ocean,

buffeting her way eastward to Gibraltar and South-

ampton, her home port.

A real bit of England afloat is the "Cruba" with

officers clad on festive occasions in full dress uni-

forms closely resembling those of the Royal Navy,

and stewards who never dropped dishes in a storm

but dropped their h's on the slightest provocation.

" 'E's in the 'old, mum," explained one when a lady

inquired for the whereabouts of a missing dog. It

is wonderful after all how persistent are the British

manners and customs in the places the English

frequent. From the breakfast tea, bloaters and

marmalade, to the fish knives sensibly served with

that course at dinner, but which finicky Americans

abjure, all about the table on these ships is typically

English. In the colonies you find drivers all turning

to the left, things are done "directly" and not

"right away," every villa has its tennis court, and

Piccadilly, Bond St., and Regent Street are never

missing from the smallest colonial towns.

But to return to the voyage. For four days we
steamed south along a course as straight as though

drawn by a ruler. For three days the wind blew

bitter and cutting, the seas buffeted the weather

side of the ship with resounding blows, and the big

dining saloon displayed a beggarly array of empt}^

seats. Betwixt us and Africa was nothing but a

clear course for wind and wave, and both seemed

to suffer from speed mania. Strange noises rose

from the cabins; stewardesses looked business-like

and all-compelling as they glided along the narrow

corridors. Hardened men in the smoke room kept

their spirits up by pouring spirits down, and agreed

that the first leg of a voyage to Colon was always a

beastly one.

But by the morning of the fourth day a change

comes over the spirit of our dreams. The wind

still blows, but it is soft, tempered to the shorn

lamb. The ship still rolls, but the mysterious organ

called the stomach has become attuned to the mo-

tion and ladies begin to reappear on the deck. The

deck chairs so blithely rented at New York are no
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longer untenanted, and we cease- to look upon the

deck steward who took our money as a confidence

man. A glance at the chart at noon shows us off

the northern coast of Florida and the deep blue of

the water betokens the Gulf Stream. Next morning

men begin to don their white suits, and the sailors

vessel plainly visible—for this is believed to be the

first land sighted by Columbus. Of that there is

some debate, but there is always debate on ship-

board and any event that will furnish a topic is

welcome. Everything about the ship now has

turned tropical. The shady deck becomes popular,

wander about barefooted. A bright girl suggests and the 240 pound ship's doctor in immaculate

THE ROAD TO MARKET

A typical highway of Jamaica, followed by natives going to Kingston

that a voyage from New York to the tropics is like

a shower bath taken backwards, and we all are glad

that the warm water faucet is at last turned on.

The first land we sight after the Jersey coast

has faded away is Watling Island, in the Baha-

mas. Everybody looks at it eagerly—a long,

low-lying coast with a slender lighthouse, a

fishing village and the wreck of a square rigged

white linen with the cutest little shell jacket after

the Royal Navy pattern becomes a subject for

wonder and admiration.

Antilla, the first stopping place on the way south,

is a cluster of houses on a spacious bay on the

northern side of Cuba, connected with Santiago and

Havana. Doubtless some day it may become a

notable shipping point, and indeed the shores of the
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bay are dotted with great sugar houses

with fields of shimmering green cane.

only a lighter load of timber and a

products are shipped

—

that is if we except a

bunch of tourists who

have come this far on

the way to Colon by

rail and the short sea

trip from Florida to

Cuba. Most of them

were in doubt whether

they had improved upon

the discomfort of four

rough days at sea by

and carpeted mended by people who don't get sick, now pines

But today for exercise and entertainment. Young men nor-

few tropical mally sane, bestride an horizontal boom and belabor

each other with pillows

until one or both fall

to the hospitable mat-

tress below. Other
youths, greatly en-

couraged by the plau-

dits of fair ones, permit

themselves to be trussed

up like fowls exposed for

sale, and, with ungainly

hops and lurches, bunt

into each other until one

SPORTS ON

electing twenty-four
hours of rough riding on

the Cuban railway in-

stead.

Past the quarantine

station which, with its

red-topped hospital,

looks like a seashore

resort, we steam, and

the boat's prow is again

turned southward. Ja-

maica, our next port of

call, is thirty-six hours away, and at last we have

placid blue water from which the flying fish break

in little clouds, and a breeze suggestive of the isles

of spice. The ship's company which two days back

w^as largely content with cots, and the innumerable

worthless remedies for seasickness, always recom-

THE URUiiA

SHIPBOARD

is toppled to the deck.

The human cockfight

brings loud applause

which attains its apogee

when some spectator at

the critical moment with

a shrill cock-a-doodle-

doo displays an egg. A
ship in the tropics is the

truest of playgrounds.

We are beginning to

feel the content of just

living which characterizes the native of the tropics.

Indeed when the deck is cleared and waxed, and

the weather cloths and colored lights brought forth

for the ball, most of the men who left New York

full of energy find themselves too languid to

participate. I don't know whether the Royal Mail
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exacts of its officers an aptitude for the dance, but

their trim white uniforms were always much in evi-

dence when the two-step was in progress.

Early on the second day out from Cuba a heavy

gray mass showed clear on the horizon to the south-

west. It is reported by the historians that when

Queen Isabella once asked Columbus what Jamaica

to the water. In early morn the crests of the hills

are draped with clouds, and from the valleys be-

twixt them masses of white mist come rolling out

as the rays of the sun heat the atmosphere. For

forty miles or so you steam along this coast with

scarce an acre of level land between the mountains

and the deep until in the distance you descry the

BOG WALK, JAMAICA

There are no bogs along this beautiful drive. The name was originally " Bocas del Agua," and has been corrupted to its present form

looked like he crumpled up a sheet of stiff paper in

his palm, then partly smoothing it displayed it to

the Queen. The illustration was apt. Nowhere does

a more crinkly island rise from the sea. Up to a

height of 7000 feet and more the mountains rise

sheer from the sea with only here and there the

narrowest strip of white beach at the base. For the

most part the tropical foliage comes unthinned down

hollow in which Kingston lies embedded. A low lying

sand bar runs parallel to the shore and perhaps a

mile out , forming the barrier for the harbor which is

indeed a noble bay well fit to shelter navies. But

the barrier, though but a few feet above high water

now, is sinking gradually, and the future of King-

ston's harbor is somewhat distressing. Once this

low sandbar bore the most riotous and wicked town
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of history, for here stood Port Royal to which

flocked the pirates and buccaneers of the Spanish

Main, with their booty—doubloons, pieces of eight,

beauteous Spanish senoritas and all the other at-

tractive plunder with which the dime novels of our

youth made us familiar. A right merry spot was

Port Royal in those days and a pistol bullet or a

wildest of the reckless lot, a baronet and appointed

him governor of Jamaica. Now Port Royal has

shrunken to a fishing village, bordering upon the

abandoned British naval station at the very har-

bor's mouth.

One sees there the emplacements for guns, but no

guns; the barracks for marines, but no men. Even

GOVERNMENT BUILDINGS, KINGSTON

The special type of reenforced concrete buildings with broad arcades is well adapted to the tropics

swift stab in the back, though common enough,

only halted the merriment -for one man at a time.

But fire purged Port Royal, and the pleasant pursuit

of piracy began to fall into disrepute. Instead of

treating the gallants who sailed under the Jolly

Roger as gentlemen adventurers, civilized govern-

ments began to hang them—England being the last

to countenance them in making Henry Morgan,

the flagstaff rises dismally destitute of bunting. No
sign of military or naval life appears about the

harbor. The first time I visited it a small British

gunboat about the size of our "Dolphin" dropped

anchor and sent four boatloads of jackies ashore

for a frolic, but on my second visit the new Gover-

nor of the colony arrived on a Royal Mail ship,

unescorted by any armed vessel, and v/as received



KINGSTON, THE COLONIAL CAPITAL 15

without military pomp or the thunder of

cannon.

The fact of the matter is that the ties uniting

Jamaica to the mother country are of the very

slenderest, and it is said that not a few Jamaicans

would welcome a change in allegiance to the United

States. The greatest product of the island is sugar.

Thus far, however, Jamaica has refused this half a

loaf, wishing the preferential limited to her products

alone.

Meanwhile English writers of authority are openly

discussing the likelihood of Jamaica reverting to

the United States. In its South American supple-

ment the London Times said in 191 1, speaking of

KING STREET, KINGSTON, JAMAICA

Our tariff policy denies it entrance to our market,

though as I write Congress is debating a lower tariff.

The British policy of a "free breakfast table" gives

it no advantage in the English markets over the

bounty-fed sugar of Germany. Hence the island

is today in a state of commercial depression almost

mortuary. An appeal to Canada resulted in that

country giving in its tariff a 20 per cent advantage

to the sugar and fruit of the British West Indies.

the United States: "Its supremacy in the Gulf of

Mexico and in the Caribbean Sea is today prac-

tically undisputed; there can be little doubt, there-

fore, that the islands of the West Indies and the

outlying units of Spanish America will, upon the

completion of the Panama Canal, gravitate in due

course to amalgamation with the Great Republic

of the North." And Mr. Archibald Colquhoun, an

authoritative writer on British West Indian policy,
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said about the same time: " It is certain that Jamaica,

and other West Indian Islands, in view of the local

geographical and economic conditions—and espe-

cially in view of the change which will be wrought

in those conditions by the opening of the Panama

Canal—must sooner or later decide between Canada

and the United States."

This situation may lead the Imperial Govern-

ment to throw Jamaica a sop in the shape of heavy

expenditures for fortifications, a large resident gar-

rison and a permanent naval station. But it is

unlikely. If Kingston is within easy striking dis-

tance of the Canal, it is within easier striking distance

of our powerful naval base at Guantanamo. The

monopoly of striking is not conferred on any one

power, and the advantage of striking first would be

open to either.

Not impressive as viewed from the water, the

town is even less so when considered in the intimacy

of its streets. An air of gray melancholy pervades it

all. In 1907 an earthquake rent the town into frag-

ments, and the work of rebuilding is but begun.

Ruins confront you on every hand, the ruins of edi-

fices that in their prime could have been nothing

but commonplace, and in this day of their disaster

have none of the dignity which we like to discover

in mute memorials of a vanished past. Over all

broods a dull, drab mantle of dust. The glorious

trees, unexcelled in variety and vigor, have their

richly varying hues dulled by the dust, so that you

may not know how superb indeed is the coloring

of leaf and flower except after one of the short sharp

tropical rains that washes away the pall and sets

the gutters roaring with a chocolate colored flood.

Making due allowance for the tropical vegetation

and the multitudinous negro, there is much that is

JAMAICA, WHERE MOTORING IS GOOD
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WOMEN ON THE WAY TO MARKET
' The woman or the donkey furnishes transportation

'

characteristically English about Kingston. The

houses of the better class of people, however fragile

in construction, stand somewhat back from the

street, guarded by ponderous brick walls in order

that the theory "every Englishman's house is his

castle" may be literally maintained. And each

house has its name painted conspicuously on its gate

posts. The names are emphatically English and

their grandeur bears no apparent relation to the

size of the edifice. Sometimes they reach into lit-

erature. I saw one six-room cottage labeled "Bir-

namwood," but looked in vain about the neighbor-

hood for Dunsinane.

The town boasts a race course, and the triple pil-

lars of English social life, cricket, lawn tennis and

afternoon tea, are much in evidence. The Governor

is always an Englishman and his home government,

which never does things by halves, furnishes him

with a stately official residence and a salary of

£5000 a year. The Episcopal Archbishop of the

West Indies resident there is an Englishman. But

most of the heads of official departments are Ja-

maicans, which is quite as it should be, for out of

the 850,000 people in the island only about 1660,

according to the census of 191 1, were born in Eng-

land, Scotland or Ireland. Furthermore the number

of "men from home" is relatively decreasing, al-

though their influence is still potent. Even the na-

tive Jamaican of the more cultivated class speaks

of England as home, and as a rule he spends his

holidays there. Yet the keenest observers declare

that the individual Englishman in Jamaica always

remains much of a stranger to the native people.

He is not as adaptable even as the American, and
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it is asserted that American influence in the island

grows even as British domination is weakened.

One home feature which the Enghsh have im-

pressed upon the islands is good roads. The high-

ways leading from Kingston up into the hills and

across the island to Port Antonio and other places

are models of road making. They are of the highest

economic value, too, for in marketing farm products

the one railroad is but little used. Nearly every-

thing is brought from farm to market on the heads

of the striding women, or in straw panniers slung

over the backs of patient donkeys. Amazing are the

loads these two patient beasts of burden—biped and

quadruped—bear. Once in a while a yoke of oxen,

or a one horse cart is seen, but in the main the

woman or the donkey furnishes transportation. To

the Jamaican there is nothing wrong with the

verbiage of the Tenth Commandment to which our

progressive women take violent exception. To him

there is nothing anomalous in lumping in his or his

neighbor's wife witn "his ox or his ass." So the

country roads on a market day are an unending

panorama of human* life, of women plodding to

market—often a two days' journey—with a long

swinging stride, burden firmly poised on head, or

returning with smaller loads gossiping and laughing

with much gleaming of white teeth as the stranger

passes. The roads are a paradise for automobilists

—

smooth, of gentle grade, with easy curves and wind-

ing through the most beautiful scenery of tropic

hillsides and rushing waters. Only the all-pervading

dust mars the motorists' pleasure.

If the air is dusty, the prevailing complexion is

dusky. For in this island of about 850,000 people

A YARD AND ITS TENANTS

'The huts are inconceivably small, a trifle larger than billiard tables"
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only about
15,000 are

listed in the

census as

"white," and

the whiteness

of a good
many of these

is admittedly

tarnished by

a "touch of

the tarbrush."

As in every

country in

which any
social rela-

tion between

the races is

not remorse-

lessly tabooed

—as it is in

our southern states—the number of "colored"

people increases more rapidly than that of either

black or white. There were in 1834, 15.000 whites

out of the population of 371,000; there are today

15,605, but the blacks and mongrels have increased

to more than 800,000. The gradations in color in

any street group run from the very palest yellow

to the blackest of Congo black. That is hardly the

sort of population which the United States desires

to take to its bosom.

The Jamaica negro is a natural loafer. Of course

he works when he must, but betwixt the mild climate,

the kindly fruits of the earth and the industry of his

wife or wives, that dire necessity is seldom forced

upon him. My first glimpse of industrial conditions

in Jamaica was taken from the deck of a ship warp-

ing into dock at Kingston. Another ship, lying at

the same dock, was being coaled. Down and up the

1000 feet or so of dock tramped long files of inde-

scribably ragged, black and dirty figures. Those

going down bore on their heads baskets piled high

with coal, going back they bore the baskets empty.

Of the marching figures fully two-thirds were

women. With tattered skirts tucked up to the

knees and the merest semblance of waists, barefooted,

they plodded along. The baskets carried about 65

pounds of coal each, and for taking one from

COALING TRANSATLANTIC STEAMSHIPS

the pile and

emptying i t

into the ship's

bunkers these

women re-

ceived half a

cent. There

was no merri-

ment about
the work, no

singing as

among our

negro rousta-

bouts on the

Mississippi.

Silently with

shoulders
squared,
hands swing-

ing in rhythm

and basket

poised firmly on the head, the women strode along,

working thus for perhaps eight or nine hours

and then flocking home chatting noisily as they

darkened the streets and forced the white-clad

tourists to shrink aside from grimy contact. On
the country roads you find lines of women carrying

fruit and vegetables to market, but seldom a man.

Yet thus far that weaker sex has not developed a

suffragette, although they support the colony.

There is much head work in Jamaica, even if

there be little brain work. The negroes carry every-

thing on their heads. The only hat I saw on a man's

kinky poll was an old derby, reversed, filled with

yams and thus borne steadily along. A negro given

a letter to deliver will usually seek a stone to weight

it down, deposit it thus ballasted amidst his wool

and do the errand. In Panama an engineer told

me of ordering a group of Jam.aicans to load a wheel-

barrow with stones and take it to a certain spot.

"Would you believe it," he said, "when they

had filled that wheel-barrow, two of the niggers

lifted it to their companion's head, balanced it and

he walked off with it as contented as you please."

The huts in which the negroes live are as a rule

inconceivably small. They are just a trifle larger

than a billiard table, built of wattled cane, and plas-

tered over with clay. The roof is usually a thatch




