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CAN THE WHITE MAN AND HIS WIFE
FLOURISH IN THE TROPICS

“H¢ belomg to that race whose obvious task it is . . to
spread civil hiberty . . . nevery part of the earth, on conti-
nent and is/e.>” Francis Lieser, ¢ Civil Liberty and Self-gov-

ernment,’’ p. zI.

Railways and Sanitation Essentials to the White Man’s Happiness
in the Tropics—Heat Itself not Dangerous

l ] P to within this generation, which we may
roughly designate as the period of universal
steam communication, white man’s efforts in

the tropics have been largely measured by English

experience in the East Indies and Africa under cir-
cumstances not calculated to give this question a fair
test. Up to 1855, British India was a practical mo-
nopoly in the hands of a vast chartered trading com-
pany, which built forts, maintained troops on land and
sea, and sent out agents, with no other object than pro-
ducing dividends for shareholders in London. Before
the general use of steam in those regions, when a jour-

ney home around the Cape meant the best part of a

year at sea, a colonial official was forced to remain at

his post, however unhealthy it might be; for it was
not possible, as it is to-day, to run off by rail for
change of air in the hills, or by the sea-side,
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THE WHITE MAN IN THE TROPICS

So it was with the Philippines. The white mer-
chants there did not dare take their wives out with
them, because of the monotonous conditions enforced
by isolation. In the early part of this century invalids
from the East Indies had the Cape of Good Hope as
their nearest recruiting station, which, though less
than half the distance to Europe, was yet a long and
costly journey at best. To-day the merchant of Singa-
pore or Manila can take an annual holiday with his
wife and children to many bracing resorts, compara-
tively near at hand; as, for instance, the hill country
about Nagasaki, the shores of the Gulf of Pitchili, or,
due south to New Zealand. Even the journey to
Europe is only thirty days, as against a hundred and
thirty at least, fifty years ago, in the days of sailing
ships.

The great Dark Continent was, in my childhood, a
land of horror, into which a few daring, if not reck-
less, enthusiasts had penetrated, only to emerge with
tales of pestilence and human savagery far from en-
couraging to would-be colonists. Here and there
along the coast were trading stations, to which men
ventured at a very high salary, with a clear under-
standing that the chances were rather opposed to
their coming home alive.

It is also notable that while the closing years of the
eighteenth century were almost exclusively occupied
in savage struggles for the possession of colonies, the
close of the Napoleonic wars left Europe, and notably
England, strangely apathetic on the subject. In the
great “ Seven Years’ War,” which closed in 1763, half
the world had been ablaze; war was waged in Canada,
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