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Harmony & Discord
A biography of James Marquis Chisholm
From my early youth I have been a musician. I have had many glimpses of interesting countries far
away, and have passed through a catalogue of dangers and difficulties sufficient, in my opinion, to
satisfy any ordinary lover of adventure. Of course there was plenty of the annoyances and even
hardships which every traveller must look forward to. There cannot be harmony without discords, yet
these discords are necessary to the tout ensemble.

The Adventures of a Travelling Musician in Australia, China & Japan by James Marquis
Chisholm is an account of his three years travelling as a pianist from 1862 to 1865. Extracts
were serialised in the Glasgow Weekly Herald in 1865 and the following year Chisholm
published a version as a private limited edition.
Chisholm's journal is a fascinating account of a musician's travels in Australia, China and Japan,
and particularly significant from a musical perspective as Chisholm was the first to take a piano
into Japan and the first pianist heard there. He also is one of the first Western musicians to
explore Japanese music.
In this book I include significant extracts of Chisholm's journal (sections in itallics). I have added
in other material from those three years to provide context and fill in some gaps, including his
role in introducing the famous Chang the Giant to the world. His book gave no details of his life
before and after his travels, so my main contribution has been to flesh out a full biography.
Both Chisholm's journal and life deserve to be better known, and I hope readers will be as
fascinated by his remarkable life. as I have been.

Barclay Price
2020

3
Proof Copy: Not optimised for high quality printing or digital distribution

4
Proof Copy: Not optimised for high quality printing or digital distribution

Building A Career (1837 to 1862)
James’s father, Daniel Chisholm, was born in Ireland in 1808, the son of a private in the Cameron
Highlanders. William Chisholm’s regiment was stationed in Ireland for ten years and during that time
he married Margaret Adams. When his period of service ended, the family returned to live in Cathcart
in Renfrewshire, Scotland.
One son, Daniel, became a weaver in one of the
large cotton mills in Neilston, a village ten miles
southwest of Glasgow. In 1828, he married
Marjory McClintock who had fled to Scotland from
Ireland as her two brothers had been killed during
an uprising. They lived in Grace Street in Neilston
and had five sons: William (b. 1830), Alexander (b.
1831) Thomas (b. 1832), James (b. 1837) and
David (b. 1841).
Neilston c. 1900

Like other mill workers’ children, James and his elder brothers became cotton mill workers. In the
1851 census, fourteen-year-old James is listed as being employed as a ‘factory worker, cotton’. The
1833 Factory Act stipulated that children aged under nine could not be employed, those aged 9-13
years could work no more than nine hours a day and those aged 13-18, no more than 12 hours a day.
Mills and factories had to provide two hours of schooling a day for employed children and the firms in
Neilston, like others elsewhere, created ‘half-time’ schools on site. These varied in quality but if that
was where James received the bulk of his education, it seems to have served him well. In the 1851
census the youngest son, David, is recorded as a ‘scholar’ and it may be that James had a full-time
education until the age of thirteen.
Daniel Chisholm was a proficient amateur musician, playing with a band that performed during the
summer months at Rothesay, a popular tourist destination for workers from Glasgow, and a relative
recalled that in the Chisolm house ‘there was no decent furniture, but there was a piano’. Given
James’s later keyboard expertise it seems certain that he must have been given private tuition as
music was not taught at schools in the area. There is a reference in family records to James having
been a pupil of Sigismond Thalberg, a Swiss piano virtuoso. This is extremely unlikely as after briefly
visiting London in 1850, Thalberg moved to America. Yet there is a local link to Thalberg that offers a
plausible answer to the question of who taught James. From the 1840s, until his death in 1870,
William Charles Galloway lived in Glasgow and taught piano there and in Greenock.
5
Proof Copy: Not optimised for high quality printing or digital distribution

In the 1830s Galloway performed at a variety of concerts in London and the North West of England
before moving to Glasgow in the late 1840s. In 1851 Galloway announced that he had returned to
Scotland from London where he had ‘the advantage of studying with M. Thalberg’. This claim became
part of Galloway’s regular advertisements:
Advanced and Finishing Pianoforte Tuition. Mr W. C. Galloway, Pupil of Thalberg and
Moscheles, respectfully announces that he purposes resuming tuition on Tuesday 2 August
and that he will be at his residence, No. 1 Ardgowan Square, Greenock on Monday 1, from
eleven till two, for the purpose of making arrangements with intending pupils. Per quarter (one
lesson weekly) £2.12s.6d. [Greenock Advertiser – 15 July 1853]
At some point during the 1850s the Chisholms moved to Glasgow as Daniel was working as a Cotton
Power Loom Warper in one of Glasgow’s mills. They lived at 147 Stobcross Street, close to the mills
and docks. While living with his parents, James began courting Jessie Thomson Wallace, the
daughter of a tailor, who lived in the same street. In 1858 James and his younger brother, David,
established a firm of ‘pianoforte tuners and repairers’ at 296 Buchanan Street. While David saw pianotuning as his future career, becoming one of Scotland’s most respected piano-tuners, James wanted
to play the piano for a living, so also advertised as a pianist. It was at this time that James changed his
name to J. Marquis Chisholm and later he omitted the ‘J’. As there is nothing to indicate that Marquis
was his middle name, this may be an early indication of James’s recognition of the power of promotion
as he would have considered ‘Marquis’ more memorable. Having established his business, Chisholm
proposed to Annie and they married on 14 April 1858.
By 1859, he was giving teaching lessons and taking freelance jobs as an accompanist, and the first
newspaper mention of him is in March of that year and this indicates his determination to make a
name for himself:
J. Marquis Chisholm, Pianist, respectfully announces that he will give a Grand Concert in the
Court-House, Stirling under the distinguished Patronage of The Provost and Magistrates, and
of Colonel Muller and the Officers of the Depot Battalion, Stirling Castle, when the following
celebrated Artistes will appear: Miss O'Conner, the unrivalled Soprano. R. M. Walker, the
favourite Scottish Tenor. Alfred Milner, the renowned Comic Vocalist, from the Glasgow City
Hall Concerts. G. Vernon Knowles, the celebrated Humourist, from London, Dublin, and
Glasgow. The Infant Sable Wonder. James Wood, the accomplished Cornet-Player. Mr
Chisholm, Pianist.’ [Stirling Observer - Thursday 10 March 1859]
Whether the upfront costs of organising the concert were covered by the ‘patronage of the Provost
and Magistrates’ or Chisholm had to risk his own money is not known, but if the latter, the risk appears
to have paid off. The concert received a glowing review:
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On Wednesday evening last, a concert was given in the Court-House by Mr J. M. Chisholm, the
able pianist from Glasgow. The attendance was numerous and highly respectable. Miss
O'Connor was in excellent voice, and sung Tacea La Notte (from Trovatore) with brilliancy and
distinctness of tone which fell sweetly and fascinatingly upon the ear, as all music ought to do.
….Mr Chisholm presided, of course, at the piano. We particularly admire his extemporaneous
playing, a style which is peculiar to himself, and evinces a thorough musical education. …From
the very rapid progress he is making in his profession, we venture to predict that Mr J. Marquis
Chisholm will soon occupy an eminent position in the musical world. There can be no doubt that
it was the best concert given in the present season, and gave great satisfaction. [Stirling
Observer - Thursday 24 March 1859]

If Chisholm organised his grand concert in an attempt to bring his name to the attention of existing

promoters he was successful. By the autumn he was regularly appearing in concerts in Falkirk,
Greenock and other of the West of Scotland’s small towns. That year, Jessie gave birth to a daughter,
named Annie. Two more daughters swiftly followed: Lucy in 1860 and Jessie in 1861.
Chisholm often took unpaid engagements to support charitable causes and a number of these events
offered the opportunity to develop his contacts. One such event was given for ‘the lunatic inmates’ of
Glasgow’s City Poorhouse.
The dining hall of the City Poorhouse Hospital was elegantly adorned for the occasion,
festoons of evergreens being suspended between the pillars from the roof. The inmates had a
very cheerful appearance, and enjoyed themselves in a lively and agreeable manner. Several
of them sang a few songs very prettily, and most of them danced with great order and in good
time, and many of them with much neatness. We are sure that such meetings as these cannot
be without a lasting effect on some at least of the unfortunate persons for whose comfort and
amelioration they are intended; at least one end is served; if, by bringing them - again, as it
were, into contact with the great world from which their affliction has excluded them, a ray of
happiness, or a joyful recollection, is let in upon the gloom and monotony of their lives. ….Mr.
Marquis Chisholm presided at the pianoforte, and an instrumental band, led by Mr. Heron, was
also in attendance. [Glasgow Herald - 7 February 1860]
In the late 18th and early 19th century, freemasonry expanded in Scotland. There was a general
interest among men in forming clubs and societies, and the masonic principles appealed as they
appeared to reflect the Age of Enlightenment aspirations for a society of intellectual equality. For
Chisholm, who would have been looking at all opportunities to become better known in the city,
becoming a Mason would have been an appropriate move given masonic connections.
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In 1867 he is recorded at a meeting of the St Clair Lodge No. 382: ‘Brother Marquis Chisholm
presided at the piano.’ [Freemason’s Magazine and Masonic Mirror - 23 February 1867] He may have
joined this lodge in the early 1860s as it was based in Buchanan Street where Chisholm lived. Also, in
May 1860, Chisholm performed at a charitable fund-raising concert in Glasgow City Hall on behalf of
Giuseppe Garibaldi’s planned expedition against Sicily and Naples and this lodge was especially
active in its support for Giuseppe Garibaldi, the Italian general and nationalist. ‘The Lodge St. Clair
(Glasgow), No. 362, who seem ambitious of taking the initiative among the "Lodges in the West of
Scotland" in "paying a tribute to Brother Garibaldi," designate him "the Most Worshipful Grand Master
Mason of Italy." [Ardrossan and Saltcoats Herald - Saturday 23 April 1864]
Throughout his career, Chisholm composed music. One of his earliest compositions was the music to
accompany words by William Sinclair, a poet and journalist. The song was created in response to a
competition for a song to mark the laying of the foundation stone of the Wallace Monument in June,
1861. The song of Sinclair and Chisholm commemorating the Battle of Stirling Bridge was the winner
and was sung at a banquet following the laying of the foundation stone:
New National Song - The Battle of Stirling. Written by William Sinclair. Music composed by J.
Marquis Chisholm. The Battle of Stirling, fought 11th September 1897, when Wallace defeated
a superior force of English, has inspired both poet and composer, and they have produced
something that both may proud of. The former, dwelling at “Stirling’s rocky base,” has toned
the lyre amidst the scenes he has made its theme, and got his song “married to music,” like
itself equally expressive and animated. [Caledonian Mercury - 21 April 1860]

Soon after, Chisholm wrote music with similar Scottish national appeal; a fantasia entitled
Homage to Wallace.

Perhaps the mix of paid and unpaid piano
performances was insufficient to feed the growing
family, and pay the wages of the one servant they
employed for, in September 1860, Chisholm
advertised:

Recording of The Battle of Stirling
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Pianoforte, Harmonium, and Singing. J
Marquis Chisholm, Professor of Music, begs
to intimate that he has made arrangements
to visit Ardrossan and Saltcoats once a
week, during winter, and will be happy to
receive a few pupils to take finishing lessons
in the above, at Miss Cruickshank’s'
Academy. [Ardrossan and Saltcoats Herald
- 22 September 1860]

By 1861 Chisholm was obtaining regular engagements in the West of Scotland. However, the
Edinburgh musical establishment appears to have ignored the ‘Eminent Pianist and Composer’, as he
often was dubbed in the West of Scotland press. Given Chisholm’s later aptitude for PR, perhaps this
was an appellation he himself had coined. One regular appearance was playing harmonium in a lecture
series delivered by a Dr Hamilton entitled 'The Opera and Its Composers':
The lectures were illustrated by the admirable manipulations of Mr Marquis Chisholm on the
harmonium. His first rendering was the overture to William Tell, which was played with
consummate taste and energy. We have indeed seldom heard the pianissimo passages of that
popular piece given with so much expression and feeling. Among the other musical fragments
performed were Happy Pair from Handel; The Shadow Dance from Meyerbeer's Dinorah, a
melody which thaws the soul; selections from Don Giovanni &c. The Falkirk Iron Works'
Instrumental Band was also present, and throughout the evening discoursed some Jacobite
music, together with a variety of operatic pieces. [Falkirk Herald - 7 February 1861]
One of the main performers at the Garibaldi Fund-Raiser Concert had been Miss Margaret Edith Aitken
and during 1861 and into 1862 she regularly employed Chisholm as her accompanist.
Miss Aitken, the celebrated tragedienne and
elocutionist, delivered some of her popular
readings to a large audience. Miss Aitken’s
fine voice and power of rendering the true
ideal of the poets are unrivalled. The feeling
and pathos in her realisation of the May
Queen, her force and heroic energy in
rendering the Evening Dream of the Battle of
Inkerman, and the humorous, brusque
delivery of Jock Johnston, the Tinkler were
perfectly irresistible and entirely won her
audience. Miss Aitken was aided by Mr
Marquis Chisholm, the eminent pianist and
composer, who presided at the grand
harmonium, and charmed the audience by
discoursing some of the most popular airs in
his usual masterly style. [Glasgow Morning
Journal - 25 January 1862]
Margaret Edith Aitken

By this time Margaret Edith Aitken was a celebrated actress and reciter within the West of Scotland.
Her portrait confirms a description of her as ‘a tall, fine woman’ and while she possibly lacked classic
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looks, her intonation and articulation clearly were top-rate. She later stated to have been born in 1835
and to be the daughter of a doctor in Glasgow, but neither claim was accurate. Her parents were
James Aitken, a Scottish comedian and actor who for a number of years worked at Drury Lane Theatre
in London, and Mary Smith. Unusually for the day it was she who abandoned her husband and child to
go to sea, becoming a shipboard hostess with P&O Oriental. Matthew Mackintosh mentions her in his
book, Stage Reminiscences [1866];
I shall now endeavour to entertain the readers of the Citizen (newspaper) by relating an
episode in the life of Miss Aitken, an actress in whom Glasgow playgoers in especial were wont
to feel interested. …. In 1833, James Aitken, then a leading member of the Drury Lane stock
company lived at that time near to the Mother Redcap, at Camden Town, where, with his little
daughter Maggie, he occupied the first floor of a very nice house rented by a Mr. Howat.
This would date Margaret Aitken's birth around 1830, a more likely date as she first appeared on stage
in 1845. It no doubt was through her father’s theatrical connections in Scotland that she was given her
first acting roles but it was her skill that ensured her career developed. In 1849,Aitken appeared in a
production at The Theatre Royal in Paisley:
The manager, however, has had able assistance in Miss Aitken, a lady of considerable
attractions, and of no mean genius as an actress. Miss Aitken is a daughter of the late Mr
James Aitken, of Drury Lane, and inherits much of her father's beauty of expression in the
personation of the more intellectual personages of the British drama. She is young and, no
doubt, destined to occupy a niche beside the celebrities of the stage. [The Era - 23 September
1849]
Miss Aitken and other women, natives of this country, indicate by their performances that
Scotland has the materials of dramatic excellence, as well of the sterner matters of intellect.
[Greenock Advertiser - 20 June 1856]
Aitken worked with Edmund Glover, an actor and theatre manager, who owned the Theatre Royal in
Glasgow, presented seasons at the Theatre Royals in Paisley and Dunfermline, and built the Theatre
Royal in Greenock. It may have been Glover who encouraged Aitken to perform recitations:
Edmund Glover has the honour to announce that the Antigone Of Sophocles, with
Mendelssohn's magnificent music will be given in Glasgow City Hall. The poem will be read by
Mr Edmund Glover and Miss Aitken. One hundred and twenty highly trained voices of the
Glasgow Choral Union will lend their powerful aid, and the entire band of the Glasgow
Orchestral Union, with its eminent London artistes will be engaged in giving effect to this
sublime work. [Glasgow Herald - 17 Nov 1856]
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In late 1861 it was reported that Aitken had been offered a three-year contract to perform in Australia,
although from subsequent events such a long contract seems to have been unlikely. Whatever the
offer was, Aitken decided to accept and from December through to March 1862 a series of ‘farewell’
events were arranged on her behalf. James Hedderwick, who had founded The Citizen newspaper in
Glasgow, wrote a farewell address which Aitken performed at the Theatre Royal on 8 December 1861
to a packed, appreciative audience:
As for the voyage, that will soon be oe’r
'Tis but some fourteen thousand miles, no more.
Then, hail Australia! there new friends will greet me —
Not chattering cannibals to cook and eat me
But friends whose pride it is to "speak the tongue
That Shakespeare spake" and Burns so sweetly sung.
Aitken’s performance of Tennyson’s poem The May Queen was one of her staple crowd-pleasers so
there were cheers and loud applause as she delivered the poem’s final lines:
Or with the "Queen of Scots," or the "May Queen" Until, with travel weary, back I come
To the dear shelter of my native home.
Chisholm accompanied Aitken at a number of these farewell concerts alongside appearing at other
concerts in Hamilton, Kilmarnock, Irvine, Stirling, Coatbridge, Dunfermline, Ayr and elsewhere. These
often had audiences of 500 or more common. In April, when Aitken’s round of farewell events was in its
fifth month, another performer’s ‘farewell’ concert was advertised. ‘Farewell and Last Appearance in
Glasgow of Marquis Chisholm previous to his departure for Australia….Miss Aitken will at Mr
Chisholm’s request sing the popular ballad, Home, Sweet, Home.’ [Glasgow Morning Journal - 31
March 1862] One line from Home, Sweet, Home is ‘An exile from home splendour dazzles in vain’ but
clearly Chisholm was more dazzled by the offer to accompany Miss Aitken to Australia as her musical
accompanist.
Perhaps Chisholm saw his musical career in Scotland as being somewhat constricted. Or as many of
his recent engagements had been for Aitken he was worried that his earnings might fall and, thus,
welcomed the opportunity of a single contract as it would provide regular income. More likely,
Chisholm just longed for an adventure.
Chisholm later wrote that his wife and children spent the time he was abroad ‘residing at a pretty
watering-place within an hour’s ride of Glasgow’ but where this was is not known. However pretty it
was, it is hard to imagine that Jessie could have been completely happy being left there with the three
young girls while her young husband disappeared abroad. With the journey time between the two
11
Proof Copy: Not optimised for high quality printing or digital distribution

countries around sixty days, at best, even a contract for three or four months would see him gone for
almost a year. Any anxiety she may have had could only have been intensified by the fact that her
husband would be travelling for months in the close company of a fashionable unmarried actress.
While there is nothing to indicate that the relationship between the 32 year-old Aitken and 25-year-old
Chisholm was ever anything more than professional, there must have been many who imagined the
worse, given their view of the low morals of stage performers, and no doubt Jessie was aware of such
gossip.
In early June, Chisholm said goodbye to his wife
and children, and set off with Miss Aitken for
Liverpool where they were booked to sail on the
SS Great Britain.
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Aboard SS Great Britain (June to August 1862)
Accompanying Aitken was her female servant, and they and Chisholm spent an evening or two in
Liverpool before boarding the SS Great Britain on 12 June 1862. On the passenger list Chisholm is
oddly described as ‘a labourer’. The ship was the wonder of the age when launched in 1843.
Designed by the great engineer, Isambard Kingdom Brunel, it was the largest and most advanced
passenger ship of its day, and designed for the Trans-Atlantic luxury passenger trade. However, it
failed to gain sufficient passenger trade and when it ran aground on the sands of Dundrum Bay in
Northern Ireland in 1846, its engines were so badly damaged that the ship might have been left to rot
had it not been for Gibbs Bright and Company who bought it. The company fitted a new engine,
added an upper deck and marketed it to the thousands emigrating to Australian as a result of the gold
rush. The refurbished ship could transport 750 passengers in three classes and by the time Chisholm
and Aitken boarded had carried around 10,000 emigrants to Australia.
Next to New York, I do not know worse place for the traveller than Liverpool. Land sharks are waiting
for him at every corner, and every landing-stage, and he finds them hand in glove with respectable
shopkeepers, whom it is the emigre's fate of necessity to deal with. They particularly torment those
who have to go to tin-shops and hammock-shops. The day of departure seemed as if would never
come to a close. In the morning we had to look after our luggage, to see it stowed away in the hold, to
say good bye to our friends, and to settle in the best way we could with our creditors. These creditors
made most exorbitant demands, and craved payment in language which only “duly licensed” cabmen,
“duly licensed” porters, and “duly licensed” runners can employ. By-and-by Liverpool may be able to
boast of a corps of ‘‘duly licensed” pickpockets.
Although whoever had paid the fares for Chisholm and Aitken to travel Australia had treated them to
one of the fastest, most elegant and luxurious emigrant clipper ships - the year before, the ship had
carried the first ever English cricket side to tour Australia - Chisholm was booked into steerage. Thus
he was travelling in a cabin of four. One passenger in the 1850s recounted the travel arrangements:
‘Our berths are pretty well ventilated, but very confined and dark. The distance between our berths…
is 2ft broad and 6ft long, so confined that only one can dress at once.’
The Reverend Buck addressed us. Scarcely ever was sermon listened to with more appreciation. His
allusions to the homes we had left, and the old familiar faces we may never see again, brought tears
to many eyes. Those amongst us were to be pitied who could hear that hallowed word home
mentioned without feeling the slightest emotion. After tea most of the passengers came on deck, and
gazed wistfully at the lights on the Lancashire side of the river. What our feelings were we don’t intend
to tell. Everything cannot be set down in our log. The passengers retired early. By ten pm fat people
had contrived to stow themselves away in narrow bunks, long people had contrived to coil themselves
in short ditto, and little people had dropped off to sleep.
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Next morning we had become perfectly nautical. Sunday, June 15th - Weighed anchor at 9.30 a.m.
Wind ahead. Passed Holyhead about 4 p.m., and the Skerries at 7 p.m. Wind veering round in our
favour. The order was given to slack out sail, and we had the pleasure of seeing the noble ship under
full canvas. The exact number on board, 853 passengers, and 144 crew.
Monday, June 16. Fine day. Wind fresh. Several vessels in sight. Many of the passengers confined to
their berths with sickness.
June 17. Off Brest. Porpoises playing near the vessel, much to the amusement of the juveniles.
Promenading the order of the day. Sighted several flirts in the evening. Wednesday.
June 18. Vessel proceeding under steam against a heavy sea. Sickness has become more prevalent.
The roast beef of Old England at a discount. An accident, which might have been attended with fatal
results, occurred about four p.m. in the saloon. Just as the passengers had sat down to dinner, a
boiled leg of mutton, startled by the pitching of the vessel, sprang from the table and took refuge in a
lady’s lap. The lady’s nerves received a severe shock, and the old gentleman who was presiding and
carving as well as he could under the circumstances, exclaimed, without altering a muscle of his face:
‘Please, Madame, I shall trouble you for the mutton.’ This was his first speech, and also his last. We
wished to hear something equally epigrammatic from him, but he evidently believed for the rest of the
passage in the old adage, ‘Conversation is silvern, but silence is golden.’
Thursday, June 19. Off the coast of Brittany. Seas shipped at port-hole window, the soup disturbing
the lady before-mentioned worse than the mutton did, the log simply but graphically stating that the
lady lost her balance. Next day we were off the last bit of land, a piece of the southern part of
Portugal. It brought us nothing affectionate in the way of reminiscences, because Scotsmen cannot
help remembering that some of their best blood was expended there, and they got no thanks for it. A
few of us started music in the evening - two singing Paul Dombey’s song, 'What are the wild waves
saying'. The waves responded by telling us that the best place we could be in was under hatches.
There is difference between singing sentimental songs on the deck of a ship amidst a breeze and the
swell of the Atlantic and quavering the same in a carpeted, immovable, and well-heated drawingroom.
June 21. In the hands of ocean. No land; only sky and water. Rain as plentiful as in Greenock of late;
and the steward raising his prices at the bar - beer one shilling a bottle. Next day off the Canary
Islands, but did not hear the Italian finches, which are popularly supposed to have their habitation
there, but which are more at home in gilded cages than in those vaunted groves. Some imaginative
passengers averred that they heard them, but I fear it was the wind whistling through the smaller
rigging.
June 24. Within a few hours of the tropics, with the Tenerife and Tueto Ventura on our lee.
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25 June. Under the scorching tropical sun, and our glasses were directed towards Blanco, where we
knew that our countryman, Dr Livingstone, was pursuing his grand and heroic missionary work. We
were now in the trade winds, and experienced their soothing influence.
June 27.Off Cape de Verde; the air stifling. We crossed the line at half-past five the second of July, but
without ceremony and to our wondering eyes was now revealed for the first time in their clear brilliancy
and magnificence, the constellations of the Southern hemispheres. North of the equator the stars only
glitter, but in the southern latitudes they positively shine, with a splendour that only those who have
seen can describe. The sadness that touches one the disappearance of the stars with which he has
been familiar from boyhood, and under which he was born, is dashed away by the new sensation, the
new heavens that are spread to the pilgrim heralded the advent of the Southern Cross.
Our religions services on Sunday were not neglected. Earnest was the worship and in many instances
affecting. The congregations met, except in bad weather, under an awning on the upper deck. The
Church of England service was conducted by the Doctor and the purser, and I humbly assisted in the
psalmody on the harmonium. The Roman Catholics met an hour previously in the same place and
several other zealous men of our number also conducted evening services, the sermons being simply
readings from the discourses of well-known divines. There is something touchingly solemn and
impressive in the worship of God at sea. In looking at the congregations, situated as they were on the
floating oasis the desert of sky and water, I was reminded of the old patriarchs in the Arabian wastes,
who were in their loneliness called the more to commune with their God.
On June 28. We were all told that we were off the coast of Senna Gambia. Serious people were mildly
enquiring for Robinson Crusoe, which they believed a true story. Next few days whales, sharks and
Cape pigeons were seen, and all those animate landmarks, thrilling us with delight.
Chisholm recounts that he saw little of Aitken as the ladies were berthed in a different part of the ship,
although there were a number of occasions when they got together to provide entertainment for the
amusement of their fellow-passengers.
My friend Miss Aitken brought back home reminiscences in a flood by her inimitable 'Auld Robin Gray'.
Many a weary night from saloon to steerage was lightened by the kindness of this lady, who was
always ready to face even the most stifling atmosphere of the ’tween decks, and by her urbane manner
and sweet voice, whether declaiming poetry or warbling the loved songs of fatherland, brought comfort,
cheer and solace when often such was much needed indeed. In my conversations with Miss Aitken
after those entertainments, I found her, as indeed she always was, expressing herself amply repaid for
her trouble and exertion by the delight of which she saw herself the cause amongst her fellowpassengers. I am sure that she felt as warm a glow when applauded by her motley audiences on board
the Great Britain, in all manner of costume, squatting, lying anyhow, as from the plaudits and bravos of
the most refined audience. To give pleasure to her neighbours seemed to be the keynote of her
actions.
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I will never forget the literary and musical entertainment on the 20th July, in lat. 41.5 south, long. 30
41 east, when after discoursing our programme, Mr Glassford Scott of Edinburgh proposed a vote of
thanks to Miss Aitken and myself. Perhaps flattery is induced on board ship, but I will quote part of Mr
Scott’s speech: ‘As Miss Aitken came to our mess-room tonight in the character of friend, and not in
that of a professional reader, it would ill become any of us to criticise her performances, but I may be
permitted say that, her reading of the May Queen touched many hearts and was worthy of the poem
- nor will we soon forget her animated recitation of the Battle of Inkerman - or her rendering of The
Cottar’s Saturday Night. (Cheers.) Of Mr Chisholm I may speak more freely. Since he came on board
he has raised for himself troops of friends, and his name is familiar in the mouths of all the
passengers, and he has always shown himself willing to do whatever lay in his power to promote
harmony among his fellow-voyagers.”
Another great day was the 10th of July, the anniversary of the launching of the Great Britain, when
your humble servant was elevated to the chair, the said chair being a water-barrel, into the contents
of which several practical jokers hoped I would plump. That was reserved in after part of the evening
for another acquaintance. Suffice to say, practical joking seems to me an unavoidable adjunct of life
on board ship.
The captain on the voyage was John Gray, a man renowned as somewhat eccentric, and who
climbed each mast of the ship at least once a week.
Our captain, John Gray, a thorough Scotchman and thorough seaman, is stalwart and brave, and the
presiding genius to us all. Perhaps the first thing that struck fresh-water sailors was his wonderful
command of his ‘sea-legs’. While we were tumbling and tossing as if chaos had come again, he
swung on those remarkable supporters of his, his frame never losing the perpendicular, and tripped
about when the waves were, as the ladies called it mountains high, as daintily and as surely as on
the carpet of a drawing-room. We were in his hands - he was the visible representative to us of
Providence, and as such we looked up him; and our confidence was not misplaced.
July 10.One of our firemen got his leg broken. I wonder those firemen do not get their legs broken
and smashed oftener than they do. It is enough for emigrants, very smart in their way, to keep their
feet on deck, but how these hardy sons crawl through hissing valves and quickly-revolving cranks, all
within an inch of their beads, is a mystery to me.
I cannot pass over July 12, however, without recording an episode in real life. On that day we passed
the Black Douglas, sixty-five days from Melbourne, which was now on her return from a voyage
which she commenced in leaving the Victoria Harbour, Greenock. A son on board that ship had sent
to his mother in the rural districts in Scotland a letter asking her to join him in Australia. The letter
contained the usual remittance which mothers delight to receive from sons in foreign parts; but as the
old lady took a long while to get the letter read, longer time to reply to it, and the longest to follow the
behests of the letter, the son lost heart and left in the Black Douglas to join his parent in the old
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country. Thus the two that loved one another so much passed on the trackless ocean ‘unknowing and
unknown’ and I did not hear the story, which affected me very much, until months afterwards, when
the old woman was wandering about Melbourne in a state of heart rending destitution.
July 24. Passed the Cape of Good Hope with the same wind that caused the Cape to gain its title. So
calm was it that we got up entertainments. The famous Australis borealis was visible on the evening
of August 5, lightening up the heavens like an hundred magnificent rainbows bursting through the
darkness, and the next day we gave a lecture on Robert Burns, our great Scottish poet. The lecture
was well planned between my fellow passenger, Mr Melvin and myself, and at intervals the
harmonium illustrations almost took the words out of his mouth, so eager was I to pay homage to our
great bard, whose deep flowing soul of song tender and grand, melt the lone traveller in distant lands
into sympathy, admiration and a new and undreamt of love of his native land, his beloved Scotland.
A tradition on board the SS Britain’s voyages was for
passengers to produce a ship’s newspaper. As there
were no printing facilities on board, the paper was
handwritten and read out to passengers. Often
different ones were produced for saloon passengers,
second class and ‘third cabin, steerage and sailors’.
In a few cases the handwritten version was printed
in port on arrival and sold as a memento. Each
edition had an account of the ship’s progress
provided by officers, including latitude and longitude,
distance run, work of engines, and weather
conditions.
Most included reminiscences of
passengers, information about the journey, articles
on distinguished passengers, spoof advertisements,
etc. In October 1862 the Caledonian Mercury
reported:
By the Australian mail we have received a
publication, entitled Our Voyage; being notes
of incidents on board the steamship SS
Great Britain, with original miscellaneous
articles by the passengers, chronicling all
that was said, sung and sung. A pianist well
known in Glasgow – Marquis Chisholm – and
Miss Aitken, the accomplished tragedienne,
more extensively known, seem to have been
the great entertaining favourites, as we find
no end of speeches in their praise.
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It is wonderful how much news, poetry, sketches, and other bits of journalism can be obtained in such
a comparatively small community, and quite as wonderful with what avidity the same is read. Our
Voyage consists of ten pages, literary, social, and scientific. Here is specimen of how the elements
were described by a clever hand. ‘A word about our little world on board the Great Britain. Truly it is a
little world; typical, indeed, of the great world without, a miniature picture of it, with everything reduced
to a scale which our limited senses may grasp and comprehend. Let us look into it and examine it. …a
fortuitous concourse of atoms. Zingaris of many nations, climes, creeds, and callings; English, Irish,
Scotch, French, Italian, Swiss, Jews, Australians by birth, Australian settlers, New Zealand colonists,
barristers, soldiers, sailors, merchants, Californian gold diggers. Australian ditto. Roman Catholic
priests (curiously enough, the Church of England is unrepresented), rough, honest, home-spun
specimens of English middle class life, the marrow of English strength, going out to seek their
fortunes. Enterprising younger sons of good families who have burst the home ties, and are
determined to carve out an independent path for themselves, and fight “the Battle of Life” on their own
resources; authors, elocutionists, magistrates, tourists in search of pleasure and fresh fields of travel all are here, from the brave, hardy Shetlander, our Captain, down to the simple-minded, honest,
lionhearted Maltese - a motley, and apparently somewhat incongruous concourse, but, with a little
arrangement, forming a charming Mosaic and an harmonious whole.
What a book of life is here! Nay, what a living library! Someone to suit your every mood, be you grave,
gay, sober, or severe. Look at yon fine sample of self-help and self-reliance, an early South Australian
colonist, 6 feet 2 inches in height, bearded, with blue eye set deep beneath a shaggy eyebrow; walk
with him for an hour or so on the deck, and hear his life; how he literally hewed his way through early
days as settler. Look at his arms, brawny like the gorilla’s and as big; they tell their own tale of what
they have done. He, never fearing, never despairing in the darkest hour of trial; passing many a day
with nothing but flour and water for his food, a log of wood for his pillow, and the open sky for his
canopy. But still onwards, with all the perils of the bush of former days and its outlaws to confront
alone, with only his own strong arm (to aid him, and a clear conscience, to support him, yet rewarded
at last, and as happy as the day is long, with his pastures, his flocks, his herds, his homestead, at
ease, in affluence, and, what is worth all, respected. Saunter with the Californian gold digger there,
when the worst scum of mankind were flocked there. You won’t envy him I’ll warrant you, how for
months he has slept, or rather not slept, with a revolver under his pillow; not knowing when his hour
might come - listening for each footfall, yet prepared {companions having disappeared -no question
asked but gone), and yet he seems to have come out of that human hell untainted and unscathed. He
knows it is God preserved him. Drink a glass of wine with the Swiss gentleman, and you will find that
the conversation warms you as much as the ruby. But choose for yourself. We have given you a
catalogue. It is your own fault if you don’t make use of it. Rude men as we are, we had nearly
forgotten woman - too charming woman - in all the variety of her tints and colours. In all ships there is
the staid old dowager wrapped up in her consequence and her shawl, harmless coquettes, incorrigible
flirts (as essential articles of ship furniture as the piano), pretty faces with amiability behind them ;
demoiselles on the way to the altar beyond the sea, quiet and proper of course, as they ought to be,
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with their intended doubtless awaiting them on the pier; the good, old Scotch lady going out with her
husband to gather in the “belongings,” as she calls them (like a hen gathering her wandering chickens
under her wing), and bring them home that they may hear the bagpipes once more; and last, not
least, the charming beau ideal of the Anglo-Saxon lady, married or unmarried, of any kind, gentle in
manner, graceful, at her ease with every one, and with a kind answer and smile for the humblest that
addresses her, thus winning esteem from all.
To the above cheerful description I may add that we had on board what the editor of Our Voyage
satirically called distinguished passengers. It seems that amongst the saloon passengers were two
who came under the above title, and who were named respectively Martin and Patterson. Mr Duncan
Cathcart Patterson was, on the arrival of the ship Melbourne, charged in the said city, on a remit from
Bow Street, London, with forging a receipt for £l86 4s 6d, for money pretended to have been paid to
the Bank of Victoria upon Government account, and with other forgeries and embezzlements to the
amount of £400 committed by him as clerk in the office of the Commissioners of Roads and Bridges
Melbourne. It seems that this young swell had vamoosed with his plunder, and a lady of course, to
England, by the SS Great Britain, but he was apprehended there and sent back by the same ship to
take his trial. He got two years at the lively occupation of road-making.
As meat went off easily on these long voyages, large numbers of live animals were carried for food,
including over a hundred sheep, thirty or more pigs, 420 fowl, 300 ducks, 400 geese and 30 turkeys.
Also on board were cows to provide fresh milk. For the last twenty or so days of the journey, Chisholm
had been confined to his bunk with illness and lying there he heard a sound that made him realise the
ship was close to the coast of Australia.
It happened that two representatives of the traditionally stupid race of quadrupeds knew two days
before the intellectual bipeds on board that the land of promise was on our lee. Two Ayrshire cows,
the last of drove that had supplied milk and fresh meat during the passage, and who even in the
roughest gale kept a most melancholy silence, set all once most into joysome lowing as they smelt
the sweet acrid scent of land, and with it no doubt bovine visions of pastures green and cooling
streams, which were I fear never to them to be realised.
Notwithstanding all that sea novelists write about the pleasure of being board ship, and which is all
very fine to read of with your slippered toes on the fender of an evening, I confess that I consider
these sixty days something akin to, if not worse, than detention for the same period by breakers of
their country’s laws! Thus the delight when at six o’clock on the morning of the August 14, 1862, the
good ship completed the voyage from land to land in 59 days and four hours. Great was the
excitement which prevailed as we entered Hobson’s Bay at noon on the same day, with 700 souls, all
well. On the passage we had no deaths, two births, and the number of marriages which resulted must
have been numerous.
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Melbourne (August 1862)
On 14th August, 1862, SS Great Britain docked in Melbourne. Whoever had arranged for Aitken and
Chisholm to come to Australia was already hard at work promoting their forthcoming appearances.
Their planned visit had been trailed and now their arrival was announced: ‘Arrived per Great Britain,
Miss Aitken, the great Scottish Tragedienne and Reader, accompanied by Mr Marquis Chisholm, the
eminent Pianist; for grand opening night see future announcements.’ [The Melbourne Herald – 18
August 1862] Today, travellers from Britain to Australia may suffer from jet-lag, whereas Chisholm, and
his fellow passengers, after 60 days at sea, experienced a rather different disorder.
The first impression of the emigrant is by no means inspiring as one has the difficulty in balancing your
head, your body, and your legs in the style most approved in land ethics. For the first fortnight of the
three months’ voyage you are the laughing-stock of the sailors, because of your many mishaps in the
way of falling and looking very fish-eyed. During the last fortnight, you have acquired the regular sailor
swagger, and when you land there is the repetition of the laughter, from quite a different cause. It is the
resumption of an old habit in order to throw off one recently acquired. How difficult it is to get sea legs
on board ship, and how much more difficult to get land legs!
The clamours of importunate hangers-on at the wharf are something frightful. This was my first
experience of the kind; but travellers most get used to it. ‘Chum’ is a word imported by convicts, and
indelibly retained in the Australian vocabulary. There, I am sorry to say, it means, in some cases, victim
or victimiser. The new ‘chum’ is the victim; the ‘old chum’ the victimiser; and a ‘new chum’ must be
smart indeed to watch and escape all the devices set by the old one. On Melbourne Quay, at all
events, the latter is a dangerous fellow to meet. He has been through all the ups and downs of rough
life, has been prey to older ‘chums’ than himself, and, in his turn, he revenges himself upon society.
The confusion attendant upon the landing of a crowd of passengers is his grand opportunity. Unless
you be very wide-awake, he has you whisked off in a broken-down carriage, drawn by a brokenwinded horse, to some dilapidated garret, where you are charged with every disappearance, from a
sandwich to a wood-faggot. Unless you have much of the Scotsman’s birthright – caution - ten to one
but you are taken in and done for. The police have enough to do in keeping back the crowd which is
waiting from a variety of motives upon the arrival of passengers. Amongst it can be particularly noticed
the wistful faces of those expecting some loved one. Then rise the screams of recognition as the one
falls into the other’s arms. Brothers meeting sisters, lovers their betrothed, husbands their wives,
parents their children, all the relations of life in a microcosm. It does not do on entering a new land to
have anything seen or felt to darken your hopes; but how can I forget, after I had escaped from the
landsharks and had returned to see after some trifling affair of luggage, the forlorn few - those who had
come out with cheering anticipations—but did not meet the one whom they expected. As a general
rule, the successful Australian emigrant is he who goes out with humble notions, and depends nothing
else but God’s blessing and his own right arm. Those who go out depending on somebody who is to
meet them there, turn out failures, and are likely to become pests in society.
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Melbourne c. 1860

As Chisholm and Aitken travelled to the Duke of York Hotel in Collins Street they must have been
impressed by their first view of Melbourne. From a population of 30,000 in 1851, the city had grown to
125,000. This population explosion had been fuelled by the discovery of gold which attracted huge
numbers of immigrants, most of whom arrived by sea at Melbourne. The combination of significant
population growth and the enormous wealth of the goldfields fuelled a boom that transformed the city.
By the 1860s Melbourne had acquired a railway, gas supply, hospitals, university, churches, learned
societies, libraries and art galleries. It also was the capital for the recently created State of Victoria,
which through the wealth of gold and wool was known as ‘the working man's paradise’.
Here, as in almost every second and even first-rate hotels in the colonies, I marked the great simplicity
and total absence of pride on the part of the host and hostess. They were the first to salute you in the
morning - you could not be too early for them - and the last at night. They visited their lodgers’ rooms
personally every day, and even solicited complaints, so anxious were they to their utmost for your
comfort. They dived down into the kitchen for the preparation of every meal, and, altering their
costume undertook every duty, they took their places at the head and the foot of the dining table, and
conducted themselves in a manner which compelled every one not only to pay them the highest
respect, but, what is better still, to pay due respect to each other. A dinner in the colonies is much the
same as dinner at home, but it took a long time to stand colonial breakfast and tea, when potatoes and
other vegetables are as rule substituted for our delicate cup of tea; but I found that short residence in
the country not only accustomed to the change, but the three dinners day became almost a necessity.
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Melbourne Exhibition Building 1854

The two performers had a week to acclimatise before their first concert on 26 August:
Miss Aitken, an elocutionist who has recently arrived in this colony with a favourable reputation
from England, will make her first appearance before an Australian audience on Tuesday
evening, in the Exhibition Building. Mr Marquis Chisholm will accompany Miss Aitken in her
literary and musical entertainment, and the programme, which includes selections from Burns,
Tennyson, and Scott, appears likely to attract a good audience. [The Melbourne Herald, – 23
August 1862]
While Melbourne’s early theatres had provided rough entertainment that often saw members of the
audience leap on stage in the middle of performances and performers appear the worse for wear from
drink, the increasing number of middle and upper class settlers, who brought with them evangelicalism
and Victorian moral values, demanded theatre that aimed to intellectually stimulate or promote
Christian morals. Thus, by 1860, audiences for classical music, opera and ‘classic’ drama such as
Shakespeare were well-developed, although popular music and theatre continued to flourish
alongside, offering farces, music hall variety, minstrel shows and circus. The week Chisholm and
Aitken arrived, Melbourne’s entertainment venues offered Shakespeare’s A Midsummer Night’s Dream
‘with new scenery’ at the Royal Princess’s Theatre; the well-regarded British actor, Thomas Barry
Sullivan, ‘impersonating Richelieu’ at The Theatre Royal; The Court Minstrels performing a selection of
songs ‘in the costume of King George II’ at Coppin’s Apollo Music Hall; a viewing of ‘the Swiss Bearded
Lady – Madame Ghio – the celebrated Swiss warbler’, and 'an experiment with laughing gas to
appropriate music' at the Philosophical Society. And by coincidence another Miss Aitken, an
equestrienne, was performing with Burton’s Circus in the city; ‘she rides gracefully and boldly’.
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The venue for their first concert was the grand Melbourne Exhibition Building. Opened in 1854 to
house Australia's first industrial exhibition, the venue was used for orchestral concerts, art exhibitions,
meetings, etc. The concert was packed and of the six hundred attending, ‘the majority were
Caledonians’ and included ‘many of the elite of Melbourne and its suburbs’. The many ‘Caledonians’
was no surprise as many Scots settled in Australia. The first immigrant ship to arrive in Port Phillip in
October 1839 was the David Clark from Greenock and its passengers included men named McArthur,
McFarlane, Menzies, Stewart, Macdonald, McLachlan, etc. By 1862, there were a number of Scottish
societies in Victoria, including a Caledonian Society, although one early organisation, the St Andrew's
Society, died in infancy, the chief complication being a dispute about whether Englishmen and
Irishmen should be admitted to the dinners.
Thus many of the Scots in Victoria who, while proud of their adopted country, retained great love for
their native land and were keen to hear the two Scottish artists. At the concert ‘several gentlemen
members of the Victoria Caledonian Society’ dressed in their kilts sat on the stage alongside the
performers. The concert was introduced by Dr John Macadam, a Scottish-born chemist and medical
practitioner who had travelled to Melbourne eight years earlier to take up the post of lecturer in
chemistry and natural science at the city’s Scotch College, and become a significant figure in the
political and social life of the city. Chisholm performed music on the harmonium he had brought from
Scotland and his playing of The Grand Fantasia from Donizetti ‘s Don Pasquale ‘was so cleverly
executed as to elicit a call for an encore’ although when he performed a Rossini overture, one critic
thought the harmonium ‘ill adapted to that class of music.’ Although these musical pieces and Miss
Aitken’s recitation of the balcony scene from Shakespeare’s Romeo and Juliet, were well-received, it
was the Scottish works, including Robert Burns’ Cotter’s Saturday Night’ and Sir Walter Scott’s Young
Lochinvar, that brought the loudest applause from the Scots in the audience.
They then gave a number of performances at the Melbourne Mechanic’s Institution, entitled ‘Evenings
at Home’, and special Saturday morning concerts for pupils from local schools. Possibly as the
number of locals with Scottish blood was insufficient to supply large enough audiences for subsequent
concerts Aitken decided to accept an offer from the manager of the Melbourne Theatre Royal to return
to act in a variety of dramas for six nights. As well as portraying Mary, Queen of Scots, Aitken played
the role of Madge Wildfire in a theatre version of Sir Walter Scott’s Heart of Midlothian and reviews of
her performance were positive:
Miss Aitken’s impersonation of Madge Wildfire, the poor distraught gipsy girl, is one of the most
remarkable dramatic creations that ever challenged public admiration. Standing out in the waste of
vapid mediocrity, and the inane and lifeless chatter with which the stage abounds, it is one of those
performances, so seldom to be witnessed, which root themselves in the memory…..In the visit to the
grave of her child with Jeanie Deans, she rose to sublimity, carrying the audience with her in the
delirium of her passion and surpassing sorrow to such a degree that after the cadence of her last
words died away, there was a long pause. [The Argus – 3 December 1862]
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The theatre also booked Chisholm to play music between the two dramas. ‘After the first piece, Mr.
Chisholm executed, upon the harmonium, a fantasia, founded upon airs In Don Pasquale and, in
answer to a demand for their repetition, gave some selections from II Trovatore, and an imitation of the
bagpipes.’ [Bell's Life in Victoria and Sporting Chronicle – 13 September 1862] Unfortunately, the
week did not draw good audiences - ‘Miss Aitken was dispirited by the thinness of the house’ - and
Chisholm still was not fully recovered from the fever he had on the last part of the voyage.
I was told in confidence that I looked very ghostish before the brilliant foot-lights and one night Mr Neil
Warner, the tragedian, advised me to make a judicious use of paint; but I objected to this, having never
once used such a thing in my life. I, however, went and proceeded with my performance, and the
audience were pleased very boisterously to express their satisfaction, when suddenly an almost
overpowering sickness seized me, and I had to steady myself on the harmonium to avoid falling. At this
moment a rough but hearty Scotchman exclaimed from the top gallery—‘Aye, chappie, tak my word for
t, twa or three het winds ’ill blaw you awa’. Every one present laughed at the joke, which gave me fresh
nerve, and I went on with my performance with more energy than I could possibly have mustered had
it not been for the interruption.
In the early part of September, the duo played venues in the surrounding suburbs, including St. Kilda,
Emerald Hill, Brighton, Richmond and Williamstown, and had sizable audiences, thanks again to
attendance by local Scots, many of whom who attended the performances dressed in their kilts. Next
stop for Chisholm and Aitken was the goldfields of Victoria.
When in Melbourne, we were deluged with offers sharing terms by the proprietors of Theatres Royal
and Mechanics’ Institutions all over Victoria, but we determined to adventure on our own account.
Bidding sincere adieux to our friends, principally the members of the Caledonian Society, who cheered
us as only Scottish lungs can cheer, when we took our departure, we left Melbourne behind us, and
had the land of gold as our goal in the meantime. We were four in number - Miss Aitken, her maid, our
agent, and myself.
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The Diggings (September To October 1862)
The short two week tour began in Geelong and then
headed up country, taking in the towns of Ballarat,
Kyneton and Castlemaine. The unnamed agent
mentioned as one of the party was Robert Sparrow
Smythe. Born in London, as Robert Smith, he immigrated
to Australia in 1855 while in his early twenties. He became
parliamentary reporter on the South Australian Register in
Adelaide and developed a successful career at a number
of newspapers. In early 1861 he became involved in
theatrical management when he steered two opera
singers around South Australia. He later promoted a
concert tour involving two French musicians - violinist,
Horace Poussard and cellist Rèné Douay – that included
a young Australian soprano, Miss Amelia Elizabeth Bailey.
However, that concert tour had more than its share of
problems and eventually came to an abrupt end due to a
contractual dispute between Smythe and Poussard. It may
have been at this time that Smythe began an affair with
the eighteen-year-old Amanda Bailey.
Robert Sparrow Smythe

She was born in London in 1843 and her father, George
Bailey, a saddler, immigrated with his family to New South
Wales in 1846. She grew up in Melbourne where at school
her singing talent was spotted and she received singing
lessons from Herr Carl Gotfried Elsasser. When only
fifteen, Bailey was nominated as principal soprano in the
Philharmonic and gave her first professional concert in
1858. One review commented:
She has a melodious soprano voice of more than
ordinary compass, of much flexibility and power.
Her style of singing is easy, graceful, and
altogether unaffected and in addition to this her
enunciation is remarkably distinct. [Adelaide
Observer – 31 May 1862]

Amanda Bailey
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As the tour agent for Aitken and Chisholm, Smythe’s role would have included booking venues,
arrange adverts and broadsheets, organising ticket takers and booking hotel rooms. Whether he acted
as manager for Aitken and Chisholm in Melbourne, or just for the later tour, is not known, although
someone must have been responsible for the advance arrangements and promotion before Chisholm
and Aitken arrived in Australia.
Smythe was keen for Bailey to join the tour. However, she was contracted to sing in Adelaide with the
Philharmonia until mid-October, so it was agreed that she would join them for the Tasmanian dates
planned for later. In Geelong, as in a number of the small towns they performed in, the concerts took
place in the local Mechanics Institutes as few theatres yet existed outside Melbourne. The first
Mechanics’ Institute was established in Edinburgh in 1821, and a year later, a second was opened in
Glasgow. These provided education, particularly in technical subjects, to working men, through
lectures in scientific, technical and other subjects, and lending libraries of inspirational and vocational
reading matter. Many also included halls for meetings and entertainment. Similar Institutes opened in
other British cities and the idea was actively positively taken up in Australia, with over 1200 being built
in Victoria.
We made a first halt at Geelong, situated 45 miles from Melbourne, on Port Philip Bay and the River
Barwon. It has the advantage of a plentiful water supply, which, I suppose, caused it to be first settled
on, after that its capabilities as port had decided it as a landing place. Geelong is essentially the most
Scottish town known in Australia; in fact, all Australian towns have the Scottish element
predominating. In the colonies, as a general rule, Scotsmen are more Scottish than when their feet are
upon their native heath. In some districts, I am credibly informed, Gaelic is spoken as purely as in
Beauly. Our first entertainment in this place, was, in theatrical parlance, ‘a frost, a bitter frost’, the
rumour having got abroad that it was not the Miss Aitken and party who had announced themselves,
but a set of impostors trading on her name. No doubt they had been well bitten before. Our faces must
have looked very blank indeed when we made our appearance before such a beggarly hall of empty
benches. It is difficult indeed to overcome a prejudice of that kind, but our antipodean Scotsmen are
less dogged and more readily open to conviction than, I think, the Scotsman firmly planted on his
native soil. When it was known that it was the real Miss Aitken who was to appear, the next evening
was one of the most brilliant successes our career. The Mechanics’ Institution was crowded, and an
ovation, such would have gratified prima donna on the stage of La Scala, Milan, was the result.
Bouquets of indigenous and exotic flowers were showered upon us, and cheers and applause rang
through the building. It was emphatically a Scottish, if not a Glasgow night, for in the theatre at the
same time was Mr Sam Glover, son of the late Mr Edmund Glover, playing a round of Scottish comedy
characters, made famous in the old country.
Reviews continued to be positive: ‘It is rare indeedthat an elocutionist of the finest intellectual powers
can attract an audience at all, and it must be surely talent of no common order that Miss Aitken can
keeps a large assemblage spell-bound for an entire evening by her mere force of language.'
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On our farewell night at Geelong the local Caledonian Society gave their patronage, and made the
entertainment a great event. They in full Highland dress met in their rooms and marched in procession
to the hall. The conditions of admission to the platform were Highland garb indispensable. I was the
only exception, for although a true Inverness Highlander I have never sported bare shanks in hose
since the days of babyhood. There a peculiar if not delicate contretemps occurred which - without
offence - I may be permitted to relate. The chairman was a Scotchman to the backbone - hard-headed,
short-sighted and deaf. He made a very flowery speech introducing Miss Aitken, and in recalling the
associations of the old country the tears were absolutely trickling down his cheeks. But the last
sentence of his peroration struck artists and audience all of a heap. ‘Now, ladies and gentlemen,’ said
he, ‘I have to call upon Mrs Marquis Chisholm to give us Sheriff Bell’s glorious piece, Mary Queen of
Scots.’ Miss Aitken was dumfounded; but the audience, I fear, enjoyed the old man’s stupidity. I went
over to him and explained that I was only Miss Aitken’s pianist. All the response I got was his putting
his hand to his ear trumpet-wise and asking, as only deaf men can ask, ‘Eh?!’ I thought in the difficulty
of the moment Sydney Smith’s epigram about a surgical operation being required to get a joke into a
Scotchman’s head, and that it would require at least a screw-driver to get sense into the head of this
one. At length he seemed to comprehend, and in the distress of the moment saw brawny chests
heaving and bonnets bent down with suppressed laughter. A gleam of intelligence glanced over his
face as he rose: ‘Ladies and gentlemen, the lady does not want to be kent by her ain name, but by her
professional ane.’ Miss Aitken led off the laughter herself, and the audience joined in a roar, in which
the chairman sat immobile as a lighthouse in a south-westerly. We left Geelong with feelings of the
deepest gratitude. Scarcely ever have I met with kinder or more open-hearted people; and we were
escorted to the then but a few days opened, railway station by a troop of friends on our route to
Ballarat.
While in Ballarat they visited a mine
where they saw gold being crushed
out of quartz by machinery, and
Aitken was encouraged to pick out
a few grains of gold. In his journal
Chisholm describes some of the
fauna and animals, and writes
about the Aborigines he came
across.
While
his
physical
descriptions are well observed and
factual, like almost all Europeans of
the day he judged the Aborigines to
be ‘on a lower scale of humanity’
than the civilised British. Yet, as a
musician, he recognised the power
of their corroboree.

Ballarat Mechanics Institution c. 1860s
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Aboriginal corrobee
c. 1860

The men with their bodies fantastically painted, dance, while the women are the musicians. The
music must to them seem very sweet, but to us it was terrible. Like the Chinese they play a sort of
tom-tom drum which they keep tapping with their fingers and singing in unison, and in perfect time,
their monotonous ‘Malay-malayma-a-ma’. The leader of the corroboree, as this evening dance is
called, is a man in puris naturalibus striking two sticks together to mark time, and in wild gestures
putting me in mind of the late Louis-Antoine (a French conductor). I don’t say anything about the
dancing in general, but metaphysicians may get a hint from this fact that these dances are imitations
of kangaroos, frogs and other animals. One of the dancers usually acts clown, and excites mirth by
his antic capers; and the precision with which the dancers all move together, the lurid glare of the
fires, the droning rhythm of the song, and the quick, animated beat of the drums, produce a wild
effect, pleasing when you have got accustomed to it, and witness it from a little distance. The natives
are very fond of games, and the throwing of the boomerang is their chief pastime, and the manner in
which they make this rude piece describe its orbit a great distance in the air, and come back to their
hands again is really wonderful. I was told that they killed birds with it; but I never saw such a feat
attempted.
In spite of the unfortunate start at Geelong, the two week tour of the gold mining towns proved a great
success. The three got on well, audiences were sizable and appreciative, and, most importantly, they
returned to Melbourne ‘with pockets pretty well lined’. After a few days rest in the city, they were
joined by Amelia Bailey and they left Melbourne on 15 October on the steamer, Tasmania, and arrived
in Hobart the following day. Smythe had gone on ahead to finalise the Tasmania tour.
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Tasmania (October 1862 to January 1863)
Smythe was certain the tour would be successful as there were many Scots in Tasmania, particularly in
Launceston, and he took out adverts and promoted the concerts to the local press. On the island there
were still town criers who would promote shows but in Launceston this promotion went awry. The
elderly Town Crier, never having heard of the word, elocutionist, roamed the town announcing that
Aitken ‘the celebrated executioner’ would be performing. At least Smythe was spared having to find
serviceable, in-tune pianos in each town they visited as Chisholm travelled with his trusty harmonium.
The three performers arrived in Hobart on 17 October and after settling into their hotel met up with
Smythe to visit the office of the local newspaper to seek appropriate advance publicity. In the evening
they strolled around the city and Chisholm was impressed with its wide, well laid out streets, many of
them macadamised, and the number of impressive public buildings. Smythe had booked the Del
Sarte’s rooms for the opening concert as this was the preferred venue among Hobart’s music-lovers.
The hall had been built by Camille Del Sarte, a Parisian who arrived in 1855 and established himself as
the island’s number one teacher of music. Such was his success, that a year after arriving he was able
to finance the building of the Del Sarte’s rooms as a venue for dramatic and musical events.
Smythe’s presumption that Tasmania’s
Scottish settlers would make for full
houses sadly proved mistaken as the
opening night review indicated: ‘The
audience was not so numerous as might
have been wished.’ Although audiences
were smaller than hoped, they were
enthusiastic and the reviews favourable.
In spite of Smythe’s optimism, even in
Launceston
audiences
were
disappointing as one reviewer despaired:
We regret that these literary and
Launceston c. 1860
musical entertainments are not
patronised by the great body of the people. We regret this because it is only such talented
artistes as these, who are able to refine and elevate the public taste until the majority may be
capable of properly appreciating sterling intellectual amusements…. That Wednesday
evening’s attendance was very small, was due to several churches and places of worship being
open and well attended, and there was a large audience listening delightedly to the strains of
the artillery band in the beautiful Horticultural Gardens.
[The Cornwall Chronicle (Launceston) - 20 December 1862]
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In his journal Chisholm blamed the people of Tasmania: The musical and histrionic tastes of the
dwellers in Hobart Town were so far from elevated that Aitken and myself, strive as we might, failed to
obtain satisfactory appreciation of our performances.
Finding an appropriate venue in smaller towns was sometimes problematic. In Oatlands, the only
space large enough was the local court-room that adjoined the prison. Although this attracted one of
the few full-houses, the cost of hire, arranging chairs and lights, and the borrowing and carriage of the
nearest piano to the court house, meant there was no profit. The audience was swelled by the
prisoners listening through the wall that enjoyed an unexpected entertainment and added to the
general applause.
Back in Hobart with no concerts planned Aitken agreed to take the stage with the Hobart Amateur
Dramatic Society, playing the leading role in The Lady of Lyons. a five-act romantic melodrama written
in 1838 by Edward Bulwer-Lytton who at the time of writing his play was a Whig Member of the British
Parliament. The amateur cast were judged to have performed with credit and the audience, no doubt
including many relations and friends, were lavish with their applause, and there were many curtain
calls and bouquets, the latter being ‘very liberally distributed.’ On that same evening, Chisholm and
Bailey took part in a Sacred Concert with members of the local choir at the Mechanics Institute.
Due to the non-appearance of a theatre company that had been booked into Hobart’s Theatre Royal,
Smythe was offered the venue for five nights. In hope of making good their losses to date the group
agreed to perform. However, unfavourable weather and a number of counter attractions meant the
first concert again played to a small house. With the group’s finances ‘in anything but a flourishing
condition’ Chisholm racked his brains to come up with an idea that would attract a larger audience.
It occurred to my professional mind
that I might improve the existing
state of public feeling by composing
a musical poem which should body
forth, as far possible, the progress
and fate of the Burke and Hare
exploring party. I set to work, and
soon composed piece this kind
suitable for the harmonium, which I
called The Dead Heroes.

Theatre Royal, Hobart c. 1870
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The exploits of the early European explorers in Australia were greatly celebrated and one expedition
became legendary due to its tragic conclusion. In 1860 the Royal Society of Victoria funded an
expedition consisting of 19 men led by Robert O'Hara Burke and William John Wills, with the objective
of crossing Australia from Melbourne in the south, to the Gulf of Carpentaria in the north, a distance of
around 3,250 kilometres. At that time most of the inland of Australia had not been explored by nonIndigenous people and was largely unknown to the European settlers. Having made fair progress into
the centre, the group established a depot camp. Wills, Burke, Charles Gray and John King set off to try
and complete the journey and the men who remained were asked to wait 13 weeks. Due to mangrove
swamps barring their way Burke and the others could not actually reach the coast. The delay in trying
left them very short of supplies and Gray died on the journey back to the depot. The men at the depot
had waited an additional five weeks but with their supplies running low they finally left. By a cruel twist
of fate it was just several hours after they had started back to Melbourne that Burke, Wills and King
staggered into the now deserted depot. Both Burke and Wills died, but King managed to return alive

to Melbourne.

Between the tour of the diggings and leaving for Tasmania, Chisholm had been asked by the
Caledonian Society in Melbourne to play piano at an event at which John King, the lone survivor of the
ill-fated exploration, and other celebrated explorers were to be dined and acclaimed. On 9 October,
about 100 men sat down to a haggis supper at Grant's Bush Hotel in Elizabeth Street. The many toasts
included one in memory of brave Burke and Wills, and after the formal aspects of the evening, ‘the
company went in for jollity with Mr Marquis Chisholm presiding at the piano, and playing several Scotch
airs during the evening.’ [The Argus - 10 October 1862] Thus, while it would have been no surprise for
Chisholm to have come up with the concept of a musical tribute to Burke and Wills, it is unlikely that he
did not know of an earlier musical drama with the same format and title. And if he had not, Smythe
certainly knew that a musical poem entitled The Dead Heroes had been created in 1862 by Horace
Remi Poussard and Henri Douay, whom he had earlier managed.
The version Chisholm created was quite
different from the earlier one, although
clearly he thought the title too good not
to use. The following day an advert
appeared in the local paper:
For Monday, a general holiday, an
important novelty is announced.
The Dead Heroes which purports
to be a kind of musical picture of
the progress and disastrous
termination of the Victorian
Exploring Expedition.

Burke & Wills
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The attempt to portray the leading events of such an enterprise by music only without the aid of
words is a bold one, but we are assured that it has been successfully executed, and that a
musical treat of no ordinary character may on this occasion be expected. [The Hobart Mercury
- 1 November 1862]
I composed the piece for the harmonium. The opening movement was intended to convey an idea of
the preparations for the departure, and from this I proceeded to carry the explorers on their way. Next
came the parting, a little snatch of sad melody, then the start, a bold march, which, as it died away in
the distance, saddened into The girl I left behind me, and then melted into Home, Sweet Home in the
quivering die-away powers of the instrument; and it was indeed thus that those 32 brave-hearted men
went out on a mission of civilisation amidst a burst of enthusiasm on that great holiday in Melbourne,
one only of their number to return in life. Next I had to portray in my little musical drama the first
evening in the bush - recollections of home, when Home, Sweet Home burst forth again, but this time
with keen and acute heart-felt power. Then morning - the songs the birds, the route, the work
accomplished, Carpenteria reached - Rule Britannia. Part Second—The return home, the route, the
storm, sufferings, hope, Cooper’s Creek gained at last (where aid and provisions were expected, but
their friends who had waited long had lost heart and left), the deserted depot, despair, the approach of
death, the heavenly music, the prayer, the closed eyes - thus endeavouring to give connection and
beauty to these movements. I laboured specially in giving a fitting ending to the poem, studying to
realise, in the gradual subsidence the music, the poet’s lines— ‘So fades a summer’s cloud away, So
sinks the breeze when storms are o’er, So gently shuts the eye of day. So dies a wave along the
shore.’ Well, the poem without words gave a turn to our fortunes. On the second night we were
honoured with the presence of the Governor in the vice-regal box.
The Dead Heroes was well-reviewed on its first showing:
Of the performance we can only say that the constant changes afforded full opportunity to Mr
Chisholm to exhibit his artistic skill and finish, both and the rapid and brilliant, and the sweet,
soft and slow. Unquestionably the finest part of the composition is the closing scene. It's
pathetic power must be heard to be appreciated. The performance is an extraordinary one and
a remarkable feat of memory for no score is used although taking as it does some thirty-five
minutes in execution.’ [The Hobart Mercury - 4 November 1862]
Yet Chisholm was not satisfied. He decided to add a final tableaux to illustrate the poem’s sorrowful
end. He hired several out of work actors but as none of these resembled Burke and Wills , whose
portraits were all over the country, asked the manager of the theatre to find two look-alike local men to
play the dead heroes.
Fortune increasingly favoured us; the tableaux created quite sensation, and everything went
prosperously. I was, of course, highly elated, but I was soon to have a lesson in the fickleness of
fortune.
On the fifth night the members of the company received payment for their services, and the
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two chief representative men were given a sum of money which I afterwards found it was most
imprudent to trust them with. On the following evening, when the hour of assembling in the green-room
arrived, my two leading heroes, on whom I chiefly relied, presented themselves in a state of apparently
hopeless inebriety; they were actually standing against the wall for support when I first looked upon
their expressive countenances. Here was a mess. We had a full house, but my leading heroes - for the
scene in which they appeared was the centrepiece - were gloriously fou. The only course which we
could adopt, it seemed to was return the money to the audience and apologise for the indisposition of
two of the leading performers, for I thought it better to lose a good night than to risk the failure of our
whole hit. Our agent, however, quite differed and insisted that the performance should go on and as the
drunken fellows had little to do we began to think that we might run the hazard after all.
This course was finally resolved upon, and the prompter’s bell having rung, I went upon the stage. All
went well till we reached the last scene. I was so afraid of what the rising of the curtain would disclose
that my fingers trembled on the keys of my instrument. The construction of the ‘sensation’ scene, and
the disposal of the corps dramatique, were as follows. Beneath the stage Miss Bailey took position
immediately under the harmonium at which I was to play, and a gentleman armed with big stick went
down with her, to keep off the rats, which were rather numerous. She sang a hymn, while I softly
accompanied her on the harmonium; and as the audience was being prepared for what was to follow,
the curtain was drawn aside, and the tableau presented itself. In front was a party of explorers, chief of
whom were our two knights of the bottle. If anything, one was more incapable than the other, and I
found he had been wisely selected to represent the prostrate and already supposed-to-be-dead hero,
who lay with his face turned towards the audience, while his companion was propped up behind. The
latter only required to give a few inclinations of the body as indicating approaching death, after which he
was at liberty to fall beside his companion and wait for the closing of the curtain to get upon his legs
again, if he found himself able to do so without assistance. It so happened, however, that hero No. 1
was not content to lie perfectly still, but twice lurched over, as if he felt that this recumbent position was
unworthy for a person of his active habits.
Still, this might have passed harmlessly off, because the audience appeared charitably to suppose that
it was intended to increase the effect. But when he rolled back into his old position, No. 2., whose
conscientious solicitude for the verities would not allow him any longer to countenance the total
disregard of a dramatic rule, suddenly dropped his hands, which were formerly clasped as in prayer,
and grabbing his companion by the hair of the head, thumped his unlucky cranium two or three times
on the stage. My leading hero immediately struggled to his feet, and, seizing hold of No. 2, they both
fell and rolled over in the direction of the footlights.
The audience meanwhile, being in perfect uproar. While this was passing, the clouds at the back of the
stage opened out, and, like a vision of light, a pretty girl (she was a boy, by the way, dressed as a girl)
slowly descended upon the stage, bearing in one hand a wreath of evergreens, symbolising the wreath
of immortality, which was to be placed on the brow of the dying hero. This ethereal visitant gazed with
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wondering eyes upon the strange scene in front, and seemed rooted to the spot. His mother, a
decent old Scotch woman, was working the lights behind the screen, and at this representation she
was expected to produce an illumination in the form of blue light. In consequence of the confusion
she ignited an excessive quantity of the illuminating material, the fumes of which reached the nostrils
of her hopeful son in front, so that he took a violent fit of sneezing. This so annoyed him that, in an
interval of relief, the little wretch, lost to all sense of theatrical propriety, screamed out, ‘Oh! mother,
it’s up my nose !’ This tilled the cup of misery. I had been sitting in torture at the harmonium, trying to
produce the heavenly music, trusting that its strains might recall the drunken rascals to a sense of
their situation, but could stand it no longer, and, starting up, I called for the curtain to be lowered,
which was accordingly done. Never did I attempt bring dead heroes on the stage again.
This unfortunate last night at the Theatre Royal was not their last engagement. On New Year’s Eve
Aitken, Bailey and Chisholm participated in a local ‘Fête champêtre’, named after the popular form of
outdoor garden party entertainment mounted at Versailles in the 18th century. This evening event
took place under the moonlight in Hobart Horticultural Gardens and attracted an audience of 1,200.
Given the takings from the Tasmanian tour had been far less than hoped for, Chisholm’s money may
well have been running low as presumably he was sending some money back to his wife in Scotland
during his time away. So needing some regular income he decided to return to Melbourne. As did
Smythe and Bailey but Aitken decided to stay on in Launceston for a further two weeks. On 16
January 1863 Bailey, Smythe and Chisholm sailed back to Melbourne on the steamer, Royal
Shepherd.
A few years years later, when a copy of the Glasgow Weekly Herald containing Chisholm's account
of his travels arrived in Tasmania, the Hobart worthies were outraged. Their fury was partly at
Chisholm’s slur on Hobart's musical and dramatic taste, but more due to his mention of the rats
being fought off from below the stage. A letter was despatched from Hobart to the editor of the
Glasgow paper:
Mr Chisholm’s ability appears to consist of a thorough rejection of facts. He is a genius who
relies solely on his inventive powers as the best means for securing a hearing. We believe if
he had stated clearly what he saw and heard; if he had depicted Tasmanian society truthfully
as it existed when he was honoured by its liberal patronage and enlightened appreciation of
his own abilities as a musician, he would have furnished the readers of the Glasgow Herald
with a far more interesting record of his visit and at the same time have avoided the
commission of that, hateful crime - ingratitude. He came poor and needy, and went away on
board one of our steamers with a well-filled purse, bade farewell by numerous kind-hearted
Tasmanians, who, heartily wished him well. We are no advocates for Lynch law, but we
should feel strongly inclined to make an exception to our rule if Mr Chisholm should have the
audacity to pay another professional visit to Tasmania.
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Melbourne And Sydney (January To May 1863)
Once back in Melbourne, Chisholm found work as a piano tuner for Matthew Stewart, a music
publisher and seller of music, in East Collins Street. Chisholm was advertised as ‘the eminent pianist
and harmoniumist, and for six years principal pianoforte tuner to the firm of D. Monti and Co.’ [The
Argus – 4 February 1863] While this latter claim appears to be fictitious PR, Chisholm certainly was
skilled at tuning pianos.
When Aitken arrived in Melbourne at the end of January she informed Chisholm that she had been
offered, and accepted, performances in New Zealand. It is not known if she asked Chisholm to
accompany her, but if she did he said no, having decided to remain in Melbourne. They agreed to go
their separate ways and Chisholm records that they, ‘parted from each other with the most sincere
expressions of good wishes.’
Aitken performed in New Zealand and Australia until the mid-1870s. She then returned to Scotland
with a husband; John Bunten, a Scotsman, whom she married in 1866. They had at least one son,
Charles. After her husband died in 1876 Aitken returned to performing in Scotland, although her earlier
fame appears to have faded in audiences' memories: 'A literary entertainment was given by Mrs
Bunten (Miss Aitken), a lady who was a great public favourite a good many years ago. The hall was
not well filled as it ought have been. A few introductory remarks recalled the successes of Mrs Bunten.’
[Kirkintilloch Herald - 2 November 1892]. She died in Glasgow in 1909 ‘after a lingering illness’.
In Melbourne Bailey secured singing engagements while
Smythe offered his theatre managerial services to a British
magician who had recently arrived in the country. John
Simmons, who performed under the name of Washington
Simmons, and later in his career, as Professor or Doctor Lynn,
took up Smythe’s offer and his new manager advertised his
client’s availability: ‘Professor Washington Simmons, the worldrenowned Wizard, has arrived from England, with a variety of
the most startling illusions ever witnessed. Communications to
be addressed to the office of this paper.’ [The Argus - 21
January 1863]

John Washington Simmons - Professor Lynn

Simmons was born in Britain and joined the Royal Navy. While
serving he honed his conjuring skills by performing for fellow
seamen and decided to leave sea-faring for the stage. He
worked for a time as assistant to Dr Shaw, ‘a chemical conjuror,’
who used the chemical advances of the day to amaze
audiences, and afterwards, Simmons decided to launch his
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career as a magician in Australia. His act consisted of a variety of card tricks and illusions, including
recreating the effects spiritualists at the time claimed as the work of ‘spirits’. He promoted his shows
with a photograph that showed him headless, holding his head under his arm.
While working as a tuner for Stewart, Chisholm published a new composition, The Starlight Polka,
which Stewart helped to promote. One review of the work said:
The composition is written in three flats, and though somewhat short, is nevertheless one of
the most spirited pieces of dance music we have seen for some time, and will doubtless find a
prominent place, not only in the ball-room, but also in the repertoires of all lovers of the
terpsichorean art. [The Age - 19 March 1863]
I was frequently being called away to musical festivals at the towns I had formerly visited, chiefly on
the diggings, so that a run to Geelong, or Ballarat, or Castlemain, was always productive of some new
adventure. That pretty little seaport Geelong was my favourite town, and I never went there without
contriving to arrange my business so that I could throw aside the anxieties life, and dream away day
or two’s existence by the quiet sea-shore… looking across the sea the more my mind’s eye sought the
same picture - the faces of the beloved ones at home. On one occasion, I had gone down play at the
opening of a new organ in one of the principal churches. The organ was excellent one, by one of our
English makers, and great interest was attached the event.
Yet, in the early months of the year the events at which Chisholm was being asked to play appear to
have consisted almost solely of similar church events or fund-raising bazaars, such as one for the
Ladies Benevolent Association in St Kilda. Following a request in mid-April to play piano for a concert
by Bailey at the Hockin’s Rooms, Melbourne’s most reputable the venues for serious music, Chisholm
decided to try and return to more professional appearances. 'Circulars have been issued containing a
proposition for giving four monthly subscription concerts in the Mechanics Institution, under the
direction of Mr Marquis Chisholm commencing in June next. It is proposed to secure the services of
some of the country’s leading musicians.’ [Geelong Advertiser – 27 April 1863]
Meanwhile Smythe was working on a plan for a concert tour of the European ports in China, beginning
in Shanghai and moving on to Hong Kong and Macao. He already had interest from his new client,
Simmons, and his paramour. Miss Bailey. Two other musicians, Edouard Boulanger, a pianist, and
Agostino Robbio, a violinist, had also been approached and agreed.
Edward Desirée Boulanger was born in France and after studying in Paris, performed in London
before travelling to Australia with his wife, Katherine. They arrived in Sydney in early 1855: ‘The
celebrated pianist, M. Boulanger, who has lately had the honour of performing in London before the
Queen and Court, and also with great success in Europe and America, has just arrived here.’
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Boulanger's first performance was a critical success: ‘The
brilliancy of his touch, the rapid execution of most difficult
passages, the astonishing left-hand movement in harmony
to the upper range, the surprising management of the
pedal, in fact, the tout ensemble of this prince of pianists
must be heard to be duly appreciated.’

Edouard Boulanger

Agostino Robbio, was Italian and had graduated from the
Genoese Academy in 1838. He performed across Europe,
including with the Royal Italian Opera in London. He
arrived in Melbourne in October 1862 and was promoted,
and self-promoted, as the favourite pupil of the famous
violinist, Paganini, although there is no evidence that
Robbio even studied with Paganini. Whether he did or not,
he clearly was a skilled player as noted by the review of
his first concert: ‘His bowing is bold, decisive, and free,
with immense sweep. He produces the strongest and
fullest tone we have ever heard in Australia from, the
instrument. Nor are delicacy and sweetness wanting.’

The two first performed together at Sydney’s Masonic Hall in February:
The concert of Tuesday next by M. Boulanger and Signor Robbio is an event in the musical
annals of this city deserving an unusual notice. We believe it is the first time that two
instrumentalists of such high order in their profession have combined to give us an idea of
classic music - the enjoyment of which has been confined to a European home and society.
Here, we have had more opportunity of appreciating vocal than instrumental music, but classic
instrumental music has been almost ignored for want of proper interpreters.’ [Sydney Morning
Herald 11 February 1863]
Smythe approached Chisholm to join the group. Chisholm knew and admired both Robbio and
Boulanger, the latter being judged by him, ‘one of the most brilliant pianoforte artistes I have ever met
with in the whole course of my professional career’, and the offer came at an opportune time as
Chisholm had been thinking it was time to return to his family in Scotland. So he said yes. Perhaps he
was becoming bored with piano tuning and arbitrary appearances. Here was an opportunity to see a
bit of China on the way home while performing with friends. Chisholm arranged to meet the others in
Sydney to board a ship to Shanghai that was due to sail on 27 May. Although his journal states that he
arrived in Sydney three weeks before that date records show he was still in Melbourne on 19 May as
he describes the celebrations for the wedding of Prince Albert Edward to Princess Alexandra of
Denmark and performed at a celebration event at Prahran that day.
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I had never seen city thrown into such a state of excitement for the celebration of the marriage of the
fair Princess Alexandra Denmark to the Prince of Wales. I had many tempting offers be present
professionally at festivals various parts of the country at the same time, but having given word to be
present with our Caledonian Society could not accept them, and I am glad that I did not. Melbourne
was up at daylight, and till daylight again, with every fifer and drummer that the city boasted was
brought forward to head processions of loyal colonists in every street. Towards the afternoon,
Highland pipers were followed by droves of happy lads and lasses who danced and marched behind
them. Brass bands were hemmed in by living walls of grateful people, and loyal anthems were
received with deafening cheers. In one case when the players were so done up that they could play
no more, the trombone player was singled out to give a flourish for the Royal pair. The poor fellow
blew the only three notes he could play in the world, which was a pum, pum, pum, on the tonic, the
fifth and the octave, but in the downward inflection. Dusk had no sooner set in than there was a
lighting up of brilliant transparencies, which converted Burke Street, Collins Street, Elizabeth Street,
and the other principal streets into arcades of light from myriads of sparkling jets.
But the greatest event of all was the supper of the Caledonian Society, which came off at late hour.
Almost every public man of note was present, as on all such occasions the speeches after supper
were, to say the least of it, glorious. Many who were present attracted my attention, but most of all a
very delicate and retiringly-mannered man, who sat in silence near the chairman, and thrill of awe ran
through my veins when I ascertained that he was John King, the only survivor of the great Burke and
Wills Exploring Expedition. Before we parted Mr King was induced to make some statements as to the
nature of the fatal results of the unfortunate expedition, which were listened to with profound silence
and respect. I had a singular opportunity playing a kind of practical joke before we broke up. It was
late in the evening when the grand toast of the evening was proposed, ‘The Prosperity of the
Caledonian Society.’ The toast was proposed by a very able man, and by arrangement all the
members of the worthy society present stood up awaiting the fulfilling of the next part of the
programme, which was that the piper of the society should march round the room playing the Pibroch
of Donald Dhu, &c., on the bag-pipes. The piper, however, was elsewhere engaged at the moment,
and, after little silence, the whole company began to look somewhat foolish. Suddenly, it occurred to
me that I might improve the state of affairs, and I turned round to my harmonium and struck up my
imitation of the real pipes, which ere it terminated brought nearly the whole company to the middle of
the floor, kicking out as only true-born Highlandmen can kick, and, like young bucks, bound to the
exciting drone and squeal of the bagpipes. But by far the best part of all was the sudden arrival of the
piper. Considering the lateness of the night and the excellence of the Glenlivat, the piper’s vision could
not have been over clear; but be that as may, he looked a perfect picture of consternation. A couple of
the dancers skipped up to him and danced him down the room, much against his will. On letting him
go he accused his friends of making him ‘dizzy’, and, staggering up to me, sat down by the
harmonium. He looked at it intently for a little, and shaking his head, said ‘The devil’s in the box ; but
his drone’s too loud, and his chanter’s nae sae good as mine’, and with a few forward inclinations of
the head and body, he fell asleep where he sat. Truly that was great day in Melbourne.
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Thus the three week holiday in the city Chisholm describes enjoying must have been little more than a
week at most. On his arrival he discovered that Boulanger and Robbio, whom were supposed to be
sailing with the others, had already left for Shanghai. The two musicians had managed to engineer an
invitation from Admiral Popov of the Russian Navy to travel aboard the steam corvette, Bogatyr, that
was scheduled to call at Shanghai on the way back to Russia. Whether there was a link or it was
coincidental, a week or so earlier, when the Bogatyr was in Melbourne, Smythe had arranged for
Bailey to give a private concert on board for the Admiral and his crew. That Boulanger and Robbio did
not wait to sail with the others may have simply been the offer of a free berth, although Boulanger may
have been keen to leave earlier than planned as he had just been declared insolvent in the Sydney
Court. In addition, some months earlier, he had been involved in an unpleasant court case brought by
his wife, from whom he had separated, claiming unpaid maintenance for her and their child. In court,
his wife alluded to her husband living with another woman and a Sydney newspaper was happy to fuel
the gossip: ‘Monsieur Boulanger and Signor Robbio have popped off in the Bogatyr and it is reported
that the former mother of boarding school maids, Mrs. Nutt, the dear friend of M. Boulanger, has
availed herself of the same opportunity.’ [Freeman's Journal - 11 April 1863] Signor Robbio later
would have his own marriage problems as an advert appeared in London’s Daily Telegraph and
Courier in December 1870: ‘Signor Robbio desires his wife, Madame Robbio (formerly Gajo)
remember that, on leaving his house on the 2nd August last, during his severe illness, she took with
her jewels presented to him by crowned heads which are his property, and not hers, and he begs her
to return them together with others not given her.’
I took my residence at Philman’s Hotel in Sydney’s Pitt Street, and spent my leisure in visiting the
public institutions and places of amusement…. Port Jackson harbour and bay are justly ranked, for
safety, scenery and accommodation, among the finest in the world, and boatmen are all day long
plying with passengers on pleasure to and fro in and out of the romantic looking inlets and coves along
the well wooded banks. I went inland as far as Paramatta, and the sail was most enjoyable. I was
several times asked to make a professional appearance in Sydney, but stoutly resisted the temptation,
because the Academy of Music, the best room in the city, was then nightly engaged by George
Coppin, who had the Lancaster Bell-ringers ringing joyous peals to good business nightly. Of course
about this time my head was full of what on earth this wonderful, great and glorious celestial China,
the central kingdom, the garden of the earth, the kingdom of the sun and the moon and the stars (it
even more boastful than the land of the stars and stripes) was, and in going about Sydney I was, of
course, busy making enquiry, until at length I met with a gentleman who had traded between the
colonies and the Chinese ports for several years. He took out young Australian horses, and sold them
to the merchants in China, and I afterwards met him in Shanghai and witnessed several practical
illustrations of his business, which brought him large profits. He was very pleased to talk about things
Chinese, and posted up as to the precautions I should use against the rough life I should lead and the
wretched climate I should encounter, his idea of dealing with the natives, and the nature of the
currency in the Far East.
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Smythe had booked berths on the clipper ship, Moneta, that advertised ‘very superior accommodation
for a few passengers’. On the 24 May, the day before the scheduled departure Chisholm, Bailey,
Simmons and Smythe stowed their luggage on board, including a portable theatre and a new
harmonium for Chisholm that Smythe had bought. The next morning they arrived for the ship’s
departure to be told by the captain, Leonard Spear, that the ship could not sail that day as it was not
yet cleared by Customs. They were told the same the next day and were delighted by the second day’s
delay as it enabled them to attend the opening of newly built Prince of Wales Theatre and hear
Friedrich von Flotow’s romantic opera, Martha. The next morning, after a leisurely breakfast, Chisholm
and his three companions sauntered down to the wharf, excited at the prospect of the journey.
To our great consternation, we found that the Moneta was gone. On making inquiry of the people
standing about, we were told that the Moneta had put out to sea, and had gone round the Point about
an hour before. I am sure there never was seen a set of people who looked so thoroughly
discombobulated as we did, standing there upon the wharf, with almost all that we were worth in the
wide world gone out to sea! ‘What earth shall we do?’ said Simmons to me. ‘Let us take the advice of
some one more cool and collected than ourselves,’ I replied. We at once proceeded to solicit the
assistance of a shipping agent, whose first inquiry was, ‘Are your passages paid?’ ‘Yes, and all our
properties are on board,’ I replied. ‘Then you are four fools,’ said our new friend, using a colonial oath.
‘But it will only cost you £1OO each to go by the overland route.’ The truth is, I don’t suppose we had
amongst us more than a hundred shillings that was not in our boxes on board the ship. Our only
remaining course, which we at once adopted, was to take a small boat with sails, and four oarsmen,
and give chase. ‘Good luck to you, but I’m rather doubtful of your success,’ said our friend to us, as he
lifted his hat, while the boatmen pulled the little craft with a strong arm and willing heart down the bay.
‘You think you will really catch her,’ we eagerly asked of the seamen. ‘Can’t say, yer honours,’ one of
them replied, jerking out a couple of words between each stroke of the oar. ‘Try all we can. The other
day - gentleman offered us twenty pounds - or nothing - to catch a ship in this way – didn’t catch her
though - too smart for us.’
At this statement our hopes sank, but we still encouraged the men to go forward, till in about threequarters of an hour we had rounded the Point, and saw the Moneta speeding out to sea in full sail
about four miles ahead of us. ‘Can you overtake her?’ we all in breathless anxiety again inquired of the
boatmen. ‘Not unless she heaves to,’ was the reply. Still the brave fellows worked manfully their oars,
while we showered blessings upon them, our magician wizard working the rudder, and I waving my
handkerchief as a signal to the distant vessel. In this way we kept gaining little by little upon the ship till
in another hour we were within about two miles’ distance at sea, when, in recognisance of my eager
signalling, she dipped a flag. Our boatmen exclaimed in one voice, ‘Hurrah, we have got her - the
signal means she has consented to heave to at last.’ In another half hour or so, we were alongside the
ship, when, to our disgust the captain refused to take us on board, saying we were liable to a fine for
keeping him waiting on us! After a little bantering on both sides, however, we boarded the ship.
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Sydney to Shanghai (May to July 1863)
Although I must say that, for a time, our captain’s manner inclined to churlishness, and at first he
seemed inclined to be confoundedly reserved, his taciturnity becoming almost offensive. However,
as he came to know us better this reserve wore off, and we soon got on very pleasantly with him.
He was indeed a strict old disciplinarian, who would not lose ten minutes of a favourable gale
although King Solomon himself was the absent passenger, but I never knew a captain so proud of
his ship as our good skipper was of his Moneta. She certainly was a tight and trim little craft, but to
speak of her in a manner not entirely enthusiastic was a deadly insult to the ‘old man’, as every
captain is called at sea. In a few days, he and I were friendly terms enough to challenge each other
to a cigar after dinner; he was a hearty smoker, and while enjoying the pleasant flavour of the weed
would become, like almost everybody else, more than usually sociable; but no matter upon what
topic we began, as we walked to and fro upon the poop-deck, he had never finished a single cigar
until he came to a stand-still at the wheel, and squashing any other subject, however important, let
himself loose in praise of his ship. I always knew when his fit was coming on, and the thing was so
good, that you may sure I never spoiled it. He would then go to the side, and leaning over, drop the
end of his cigar into the water and follow it keenly with his eye as it shot into the distance in the
wake trail of the ship. This done, he would fix himself, and looking straight ahead, his feet apart and
immovable, and his body moving from one side to the other with the rocking of the ship, begin to
give vent his happy feelings. ‘Go it, my pet; there you are; isn’t she a beauty.’ and here he would
give long whistle, looking in the direction from which the wind was coming, ‘Bless her spars, tear
along, my darling!’
When we had a good stiff gale blowing, he would grow much more enthusiastic. ‘There she goes;
race along my beauty, there’s three big ones coming.’ (big waves in heavy sea generally come
three in succession); ‘Port.’ (to the helmsman.) ‘Port it is, sir,’ would be the reply to the sturdy old
son of brine, as he would alter his helm to bring the ship into a better position to meet the big rolling
waves. ‘Now then - there she is down like a duck and up like a swan; again, pet - there you are
once more - there’s darling’, and, having overcome the three rollers, the old man would breathe a
little more freely, and enter upon subjects less exciting. But when we had a real storm to contend
with the captain of the Moneta was in his greatest glory. He would fix himself by the wheel and
shout and yell in tones which our better tenors have never dreamt of achieving; but his excitement
always centred in his great confidence in his ship, and his favourite cry, when everyone else
despaired, was ‘Let her rip.’ And ‘This is dirty weather’, (the rain would be falling in torrents and the
wind blowing a perfect hurricane). ‘There’s a big one coming, r-r-r-r-rip it, my hearty’, and while he
prolonged this exclamation we would be riding a mountainous wave, and descending into the valley
between it and its gigantic follower.
Afterwards, when the Moneta was becalmed for eleven days off the Loo Chew Islands, the very
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cigar end, when thrown overboard, would not drift astern, I, finding the captain now free from
excitement, for the time being, pressed the question one day as to what was the meaning of the
Yankee term ‘Let her rip’, (although the old man was by means a Yankee). He said, ‘Well, sir, all that I
know of is that it is an old saying at sea, and I have heard say that it was Yankee skipper who, on
returning home from a long voyage, found that his wife was dead and gone, and in his great sore grief,
he ordered a fine tombstone to be erected her memory, but in giving expression to his estimation of
her many virtues to inscribed thereon, used too many words, sir, and when the sculptor came to the
last three words of the inscription - Let her Rest in Peace - he had only enough space left for the
initials, Let her R. I. P’.

View of Norfolk Island c. 1860

June 4. We passed Norfolk Island, an interesting little spec in the Pacific Ocean, about six miles long
and three broad, where a British settlement was first formed in 1789; but was afterwards abandoned
and made a penal colony for convicts of the very worst class from Australia. That scheme was
ultimately abandoned, and the island was thoroughly cleared of the felons and colonised by the
Pitcairn Islanders. A prominent object in its centre is a mountain rising about 1200 feet above the sea.
June 5. Still very stormy, but making great speed through the water. I am now a splendid sailor, and
can walk about in the midst of terrific gale with as much ease as the oldest sailor on board. My poor
companion passengers envy me very much, as they are all very ill still; in fact, poor Simmons* has
never been out of bed since we came on board. I truly pity him. The other two are beginning to recover,
but they always relapse when the ship begins to toss badly, which she does fearfully whenever she has
the slightest occasion.
June 6. The gale has relaxed a little, and we are all up the poop to-day, except poor Simmons. We are
now passing the Hebrides, or Cannibal Islands. How little I dreamt when as a boy I used to sing
* In his account, Marquis wrongly names his companion as Frikell but the magician he travelled with was John Simmons and I
have substituted that name. Simmons was, at times, described in the Australian press as ‘another Frikell’. This was a
reference to the famous magician, Wiljalba Frikell, although he never toured to Australia.
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‘Hoky-poky-wanky-fain, The king of the Cannibal Islands’, that I should ever live to see them.
Thecaptain, who is now turning very agreeable and communicative - l suppose because he has at last
got favourable wind - tells us that it is very lucky that we were not becalmed here, as the natives are
dreadfully troublesome. They will come out in their small boats and surround the ship day and night,
and it is with the greatest difficulty that they are kept from getting on board.
June 8. Fresh breeze all well. Simmons sat at table to-day for the first time, but looked very pale.
June 9. Very warm day - heat 85 degrees in the shade - and we won’t reach the equator for six or
seven days yet. By that time I fear the heat will be fearful. Next day I became sentimental over the loss
of a pet cat, and some hardy sailors are reported to have cried like children on account of the same
sad bereavement. Pussy met her death by slipping her foot while following one of the sailors up the
rigging, and falling back into the water. The manner of the cat’s death suggests to mind the concluding
four lines of a song which I heard warbled by a convict in Tasmania, descriptive of a fatal accident
which happened to one of the singer’s pals.
‘Oh, it’s nothing can be worser,
And it’s nothing can be sadder,
Than for to slip your foot,
When you’re going up ladder.’
I am happy to say that Sunday is kept on board the Monetta. Every man in the ship makes a distinction
when Sunday comes round. All is clean and tidy, and little work goes on that can possibly be avoided.
There is no regular service on board, but every one reads his book in silence. The sailors seem to walk
on tip-toe; the officers give orders in a quiet, kindly tone; I can hear the captain singing a hymn in a low
voice in his cabin.
June 10. Dreadfully hot. Breakfast at eight, dinner at one, tea at six, supper at nine, bed at ten, in the
intervals lying under the awning on the poop deck.
June 11. Same as yesterday. A fair specimen of life at sea, when the weather is fine, all the year round.
How welcome the smallest incident - the sight of land, or another ship, a large fish, or even a bird,
inspires us with a life which seemed to have died away within us.
June 12. I have been quoting my diary verbatim, just I wrote at the time, intending that it should only be
read by my little home circle of friends so very dear to me, and not thinking that it should be ever
scanned by others. To-day, at half-past 11, we crossed the Line. This is the second time I have crossed
it, and should I come home by the overland route, as is my present intention, I will not cross it again;
however, that rests with ‘the fates that be’. Last night I saw for the first time these eleven months that
brilliant constellation in the heavens known as the Great Bear or The Plough, which points towards the
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pole star. It was like seeing old friend again, and brought a most devotional feeling over me to know I
was even in the hallowed presence of my native stars. Nor can I well define the feeling which takes
possession of me at seeing the Southern Cross - the constellation most prominent in Australia, the land
I had so lately thought of making my adoption - going nightly farther and farther down in the heavens
towards the horizon, where it will shortly disappear, taking with it its millions of smaller luminaries which
have been associated with my late travels in the land of gold (but to how many a land of dross).
June 22. Sudden squall. You never saw a squall at sea? Then I hope you never may. Still, although I
am quite sensible to the full extent of the danger, I cannot but consider a hurricane at sea - of which I
have seen some truly grand ones - one of the most splendid sights in the world. A thrill of electricity
always seems to bound through me when I hear the captain’s sonorous voice bellowing out, ‘Call up all
hands!’ l am always the first up myself, and, as always a few minutes elapses between the call and the
squall striking the ship, I have a splendid opportunity of enjoying the excitement, which almost defies
description; but to see every man at his post, working with a nerve of steel, as for death or life, while
the sails aloft are being torn to rags, is truly magnificent.
June 23. We are now amongst the Caroline Islands. Yesterday a Bird of Paradise lighted upon the top
of the main mast, and that night I persuaded one of the sailors to go and catch it for me. What a lovely
creature! But the sailors are so superstitious of these birds, lest they bring ill luck to the ship, that, this
morning, I had to let it fly away again ; but, before letting it go, we tied a letter under its wing: ‘With
Marquis Chisholm’s compliments, to the man in the moon, the King of Cannibals, or any other man’.
June 24. It is most dreadfully hot in this latitude, and, as we are approaching China at the hottest
season of the year, we must look at this as nothing. I can give you no idea of how intense the heat is.
Even now the tar is boiling up out of the deck; everything you touch seems to blister your finger. I am
one mass of burns and bruises; the skin peels off my face and hands like paper. Every morning I rise at
half-past five, and lie in a saltwater bath for about half an hour. It is the only thing I enjoy. You would
laugh to see the contrivances devised to cool our tea at breakfast-time, for of itself it would not cool till
doomsday. One blessing, we require no blotting-paper, as the ink dries as fast as I can write.
June 25. Fine breeze (tradewinds) -9 knots direct for Shanghai. This continued for three days.
June 27. Another Sabbath, and all well, thank God.
June 28. I was indulging in a reverie, down in my cabin, when the captain’s voice thundered out, ‘Call
up all hands!’ I started up, and, saluting the first mate, said, ‘A squall coming, sir?’ ‘A very heavy squall,
sir,’ was the brief rejoinder. A great black cloud is seen sweeping along the heavens, and I am told that
in eight minutes it will strike the ship, but the brave sailors will be too smart for it. None of our canvas
will it have, for in half minute every man is at his post, preparing to give battle to the elements.
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In two minutes the royals are clewed up, in four minutes the top gallant staysails are hauled down, in
six minutes the under sails are furled, the helm is taken up, and are before the wind. The squall that
now fills one half of the heavens is bearing down hard upon us. In a minute it will strike, and tear and
rage and whistle through the bare ropes and spars till it has spent its fury; but, had it caught us
unprepared, it would have torn our sails to shreds, and perhaps have thrown us on our beam ends. It
will be bad enough as it is, but we will at least meet it manfully. Every one seizes a rope or a spar, and
holds firmly on, while watching nervously the progress of the huge black wall, when lo! as if rent
asunder by the unseen hand of the Almighty, the great cloud of warring elements opens in the centre,
and, what seems most extraordinary, just in the part of it which would have struck our ship. For the
next half hour the fevered storm cloud keeps sweeping along like immense gloomy walls towering up
to the sky, while our little craft speeds serenely through the mysterious opening. A more wonderful
sight was surely never witnessed. It seemed like the hand of the Omnipotent guiding us through the
thunder cloud. The storm spent itself by the afternoon, and we had a lovely evening. The sun went
down, leaving a glow in the heavens like a city on fire.
July 4. Not a breath of air moving, the sails hanging motionless from the yards; not a ripple on the sea,
and not a cloud in the sky, while the awful stillness which reigns around is something truly fearful.
Down stairs we are boiled, upstairs we are roasted. To stand in one position for one moment at a time
is next to an impossibility, while to sit down is still more so; thus the only thing therefore left for us to do
is to roll about from place to place, sometimes getting into the most singular positions you could for the
life of you conceive. But about 7 o’clock in the evening, just between sunset and moonrise, a most
singular phenomenon came on which lasted for above an hour; the air became thick and in colour a
mixture of blue and white, or rather a milky icy light with a blue halo round, and at the same time the
water all around turned the colour of blood, which made it loathsome in the extreme to look upon.
July 5. A slight breeze, rendering the heat more tolerable.
July 6. How uncertain the weather is on this part of the Pacific Ocean! The wind rose last night and
has kept increasing in force. This morning it blew a hurricane, the sea rolling over the ship. At half past
nine a sailor was washed overboard from the forecastle. We from the poop saw the fore part of the
vessel plunge under water and rise again; then there arose from the foaming deep as the vessel flew
past him the quick, sharp and thrilling cry of ‘Help, help, help!’ We rushed to the side, and already the
poor fellow was passing the stern, and the cry rang along from one to another, ‘A man overboard! A
man overboard!’ but in an instant our captain's clear, bold, baritone voice was heard above all shouting
out his orders in quick succession as his brave men hurried to and fro, straining every nerve to save
their poor companion from so sudden and dreadful a death. Still, even with their utmost exertion, it was
a work of time, and every moment was lessening the chances between life and death. It would be only
a minute or two, although it seemed an age, ere the ship was brought and the lifeboat afloat (manned
by the first mate and three sailors), and by this time the poor fellow was about the distance of a mile
behind us, and looked like but a little black speck rising sinking upon the vast ocean. You may then
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fancy to yourself with what intense interest we watched every soul of us the progress of the little boat
which seemed but as a duck upon the water as it tossed over the wild breakers; but, thank Heaven,
every plunge she made was in the right direction, lessening the - we feared too great - distance
between the poor man and his deliverers. He had now been about ten minutes in his perilous water,
and in two or at least three minutes more the lifeboat must reach him, when a cry is raised, ‘The ship
is going off!’ whereupon the captain throws down his telescope with which he had been watching the
painful sight, and calls all hands once more to duty.
There is again a great tumult on board. I don’t know the nature of it, for I have now taken up the
telescope and have brought it to bear upon the drowning man. I can now see him distinctly; he seems
through the glass only a ship’s length from me; thank God he yet lives; there he is on the top of a large
wave, striking the foam on each side of him; now he is down again; once more he is up, but his
motions are very quick and excited; two minutes more and they must surely reach him; there he is
once more; he seems wrestling with something under him. What can that mean? He is striking all
about him as if indeed for life and death. Brave fellow! One minute more, baffle death but one short
minute. There he is once more; he is still struggling hard; he seems to recognise the lifeboat now, for
he holds his right hand as if for a signal, and, struggling, he sinks again. Again I ask myself the
question, what can his quick motion mean? Why doesn’t he float quietly till they pick him up? When
the horrible thought flashes across my mind - sharks! And a sickness comes over my heart, and I can
look no more. But ten minutes later, the vessel had now been righted, and all hands were leaning over
the side with eager, pale faces, when the lifeboat came alongside. There, in the bottom of the little
boat lay the poor man; he yet lives, but he is very near gone. There is great gash, from which the
blood is streaming, in his right leg; there is another on his breast, and his under lip is split open. He is
taken over the side and along to his bed in the forecastle. The sails are put to the wind, and once
more we speed upon our journey across the uncertain deep.
July 7. To-day I went forward with some wine to the unfortunate man. He told me be sustained his
bruises by striking against some chains while the sea was carrying overboard, and afterwards being
dashed against the ship’s side in passing. His struggles in the water were occasioned by his
undressing himself, as he felt his clothes were sinking him. He is a German and quite a hero amongst
us now.
July 8. We had expected to be in Shanghai in four days at the most, but here we are this morning
lying quietly in a dead calm in the midst of the Loo Choo Islands (Ryukyu Islands). We are so close
the great island, which is said to be 67 miles in length, that we can see the natives moving about on
shore. We have left two other very picturesque little islands behind us, and the picture altogether is
exceedingly pretty. There is a strong smell of sulphur in the air, which is easily accounted for, since
one of the Loo Choo group at no great distance from where we are is a burning mountain, vomiting
incessantly more or less of its obnoxious fumes of sulphur. I hope, however, that we will not come in
closer contact with it than at present.
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View of the Ryūkyū Islands by Hokusai

July 10. Still in the same position.
The heat awful, the smell of sulphur
much
worse.
My
favourite
amusement is leaning over the side
and watching the large fish. The
water is so clear that I can see the
glitter of the dolphins as they sweep
along, sometimes at great depth.
They seem to be between 3 and 4
feet long, and the grace of their
movements and the splendour of
their kind of rainbow colours surpass
anything I have seen of the fish
tribe.

July 14. Still becalmed. The sails hang motionless from the spars. The sailors have spread themselves
out in the coolest places they can each find. Their occupation’s gone, and the captain, who is under
the circumstances very fidgety, looks in all directions and examines the compass, and taps the
barometer, and whistles in vain for wind. This puts an end to all our speculations as to how many days
we would run the passage in. The only one that seems to like it is Simmons. He is from early till late
working at his magic boxes - testing their concealed lids, and trap sides, and false bottoms. This is a
fine opportunity for him to get his apparatus in working order, as when the weather is in the least way
rough he is unfit for anything. His plan for knowing exactly the state of the weather is very original one.
He has his walking cane suspended from the roof of his cabin by a string, and unless it hang there
perfectly still he will not get up out of bed; and in proportion as it swings to and fro he imagines he is
miserable. He is a strange young fellow and although I have a kind of contempt for his magic (not
because he isn’t as clever as any other ever saw, but because unfortunately I know how it is done), I
am glad that I have picked him up.
One day we were talking together about poetry, when he challenged me to produce any great poem I
chose and he would produce another, and, reading our favourite passages the one against the other,
would take the decision of our little audience - our two fellow-passengers, and the captain the chief
mate. I at once took up the challenge, and we retired to our cabins, the wizard ringing a loud peal on
his magic bells, and calling the others to witness the contest. A few minute afterwards we came forth,
and, our audience having arranged themselves and ready to give us a good hearing on both sides, I
took up my stand and read off one those glorious soliloquies in Hamlet; and, on my sitting down, my
opponent rose up, brought forth a Bible, and began to read from the Book of Job. I dashed my
Shakespeare down the deck, and exclaimed, that I gave in for I have always been of opinion (ever
since I was able to form one) that the Book of Job is the one grand masterpiece that stands out, in its
profound greatness, all alone and unapproachable - the most majestic gift of holy inspiration that the
world has yet seen.
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From that moment until we quitted the ship, Simmons and I were great friends. In our quiet moments,
when we sat by ourselves of a night in some corner, we would be grave, but invariably when others
joined us we would be at once gay. He was curious mixture of the sublime and the ridiculous. He was
enthusiast in his art, and nothing delighted him more than to be asked to do a trick; but he was so full
of wit that there was generally a practical joke in the back-ground, on his part. When pressed, I have
seen him as if reluctantly consent, and say, ‘Very well, Marquis; lend me half-a crown’. I would at once
comply, and he would unbare his arm to show you (if your sight was not as quick as his manipulation)
that there was no deception. The hand would close on the half-crown, and, an instant, open to show it
was only a florin, and, closing and opening again, we found it reduced to a shilling, then to a sixpence,
and latterly to a threepenny-bit, when Simmons would hand me the small coin to inspect; and, on my
expressing myself quite satisfied that it was correct, he would walk away, and leave me in possession
of the small coin instead of the half-crown, although, next day, the good-hearted fellow would be sure
to change the threepenny-bit back into the half-crown again in a moment’s notice, and by the same
process. One day I got him to change a shilling into a guinea, which, after inspecting minutely, I
expressed my highest approval of, and put it in my pocket, saying that I was very much obliged to him;
but of course he gave me no peace until he had repeated the trick in his own favour, saying, ‘There,
now; that’s how it’s done. Don’t tell anybody the way’.
From these little circumstances we had many a hearty joke, which, always taken in good part, rendered
the long voyage much more pleasant than it could otherwise have probably been. At the dinner table he
always came out in his best nature and he mostly selected me as the butt of his humour. One afternoon
he took a penny from Miss Bailey, and pretending to throw it towards me said, ‘Presto, pass into
Chisholm’s pudding’. And when I went to eat my pudding there was the penny in the middle of it. Next
morning when sitting at breakfast, I borrowed the penny, and imitating the professor’s gestures,
exclaimed, appearing to throw from me, ‘Presto, pass into Simmons’ roll’. The wizard laughed heartily
at what he considered my burlesque of his mannerism merely, but a moment after, when eating his
breakfast roll, his teeth came in contact with the penny. He changed his tune, and the laugh turned
upon him to such an extent that I always thought afterwards he scarcely quite forgave me.
July 15. A very gentle breeze came up this morning. What relief! It is from the right quarter and we have
already got as far as the last of the Loo-Choo group - it is the Sulphur Island. It is a very imposing
looking rock, but unfit for the foot of man or beast. The volcano is in full action, a continuous stream of
smoke ascending from the top of the mountain. We are all brown and yellow in the face, like the worst
savages you ever dreamt of, and the atmospheric sulphur is sickening in the extreme.
July 16. The open sea again, thank goodness. The day fresh, the wind fair, the sails fall, and our
imaginations full of anticipations of this vast celestial China, only miles distant.
July 18. We are now at the Saddle Islands, and the pilot is on board. For the last few days we
wondered whether he would be native or a European, as the pilots are of all classes here, and the
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captain said he would take the first that came. He, however our relief turns out to be an Englishman
and we gave very hearty three cheers for the pilot as he came over the side a little ago, a little old
carpet bag and a pair of sea boots tumbling over after him. We are all eager for an opportunity to
speak to him, but the captain has him all to himself, and their consultation seems not likely to end for
some time. At length the captain goes below for some papers, and we can wait no longer. We rush
upon him, surround him at all sides, and eagerly demand news, news; but our new acquaintance is not
a news-vendor, he is a hardy sailor, but he is a good-natured fellow, and being beset thus almost every
day in his life, he knows how to meet the emergency, and has a remedy at hand. Without a word, he
coolly takes a little key from his vest pocket, and opening his carpet-bag takes therefrom a newspaper
which has appearance of being well read, it is so tattered and torn. Handing it to us he said, ‘The
Times, gentlemen’ and turned away. The next moment he was busy directing the duties of the ship,
and we, sitting altogether, set to feast upon the contents of our Times. “Simmons, you have the paper,
read aloud for all of our benefits.” So Simmons slowly unfolds the treasure - it is too emaciated to be
held upright, and so is spread out upon the deck and we all lean over it. ‘I wonder what subject the first
leader will treat on’, I said with great impatience. Simmons stared at the paper in amazement ‘What?’
Were we war with the French? Was our dear little Queen alive or dead. ‘For heaven’s sake, Simmons,
speak out, and dispel this terrible suspense.’ And Simmons read out very slowly, and with two shakes
of the head at each word, ‘Times —London—January 1 Eighteen hundred and sixty-one!” ‘Eighteen
sixty one! Why, the confounded newspaper is nearly three years old!” I exclaimed, and all got up from
where we were sitting, not blessing the pilot, who, coming along a few minutes after and Seeing his old
newspaper lying deserted on the deck, picked it up, and folding it with the utmost bare, restored it to his
little carpet bag to be brought forth to serve a similar purpose on the next ship.
July 19. This morning we awoke to find the Moneta lying quietly at anchor at the entrance to the great
Chinese river, the Yangtze. I was awakened by the bustle and noise of the crew working the ship
shortly after daylight, If we got a good early start we would easily make it before dark. At length all was
ready, the anchor taken up to the hearty song of the sailors, who never work well without singing, and
away we go. However, we had not proceeded above a mile when unfortunately the good ship took the
ground, and amidst the greatest possible excitement stuck hard and fast, and with a fearful swing
lurched over partly on her side. Both the captain and the pilot, however, assured us that we were quite
safe, as the start was only an experiment on their parts, and as the tide was now rising we would soon
be afloat again. After three hours of anxious delay the ship did right herself, and to our great relief she
came slowly to her level, and they were able set sail again. Shortly we made the village of Woosung, a
little ancient looking town, with its low flat houses all huddled together. A little farther on the captain
points out a beautiful green little island which rose out of the deep few years since, and tells you that
eight years ago ships sailed over the place where it how stands. But this is by no means surprising in
the locality, when we recollect that the Tsungming Island, at the entrance to the river, and which is 32
miles long by 5 to 10 miles in breadth, with a population of half a million people living upon it, did not
exist above water in the fourteenth century.
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Between the fort and the city the scenery is flat on every side, and but for the novelty of curious little
pagoda-looking houses here and there, and the lovely deep green which nature wears, the river would
be one of the least interesting perhaps in the world. Ancient looking barges of every conceivable size
and form, from the little san-pan (small boat) to the lumbering piratical looking junk, are sailing along,
propelled by half-naked Chinamen, who scream out at every pull they give to the oar such ejaculations
as ‘Ho-koa’, ‘Hung ka’, ‘Ho-be’, ‘Ah-yah’, etc., and which I had never heard anything so unmusical,
indeed so excruciating, in all my life.
About six or seven miles from Woosung we ran foul of a great Chinese junk. I have seldom seen such
hubbub as the accident created. Our pilot could in no way make out the Chinese skipper’s tactics. He
seemed determined to keep the wrong side of the river, and when we tried to even accommodate him
at that, round be went off on the other tack, and bang went his great lumbering, rickety, Noah’s ark
looking junk right against our broadside. There was a frightful shock, and then a crushing noise as the
stem of his junk went splinters, as a bandbox would under the circumstances. There was a terrible
yelling raised by the Chinamen, as they rushed to and fro, the over excited ones jumping clean
overboard as they preferred to swim for it even amongst the muddy impurity which constitutes the
Yangtze River. An instant longer and the mast of the old junk came in contact with our mizenmast yard,
and like a great tree, it toppled over, filling the air with shower of splinters. The poor Celestials now
completely abandoned their exertions, and retreated to the stern of their almost wrecked craft, where
they huddled together, uttering excited cries, while one of their number procured a large gong, which he
most vehemently battered, as I thought at the time, to drown out the agonizing cries of his poor fellows
in distress; but I was afterwards told that the use of such a device was to frighten away the Gods who
had caused their Misfortune. Thus, the first real old Chinese junk that I had seen, drifted away in the
distance and the clang of the gong was still faintly reverberating in our ears when another object burst
upon our sight in the other direction was the dense forest of topmasts of the thousands of native ships
which form habitations to the outcast water population of Shanghai. Then a barge came alongside, and
a personage, an +officer of the Government, climbed the side ladder, and informed us that we must
bring to, and anchor where we were until our place in the harbour further ahead was allotted ns. There
then we lay, but a stone’s throw of the Treasury and the land that for of all my youth I associated with all
that was romantic and charming.
As yet all I had seen the mighty Celestial Empire was the tumble down village of Woo-sung, whose
principal buildings looked remarkably like the tiny conjuring cups used by perambulating professors of
the black art at fairs and race courses. So what, I thought to myself, this is but foretaste of this great
land and mighty people. Although this is just a fishing place, worse than Tarbert, to-morrow we will land,
and our eyes behold wonders. A few minutes’ walk from the European settlements would bring us to
Shanghai itself, one the great walled cities of the vast empire. Visions floated through my eager fancy.
Streets scented with the perfume of the rose and the orange blossom, tinkling fountains playing even in
seasons of drought from the mouths of porcelain monsters, and falling into basins fretted with beaten
gold. Houses bricked and tiled with quaintly carved and bronzed earthenware, and pagodas glittering
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with every colour of the rainbow ascending into the heavens. The music of silver bells wafted on the
lazy summer breeze, the citizens clad in silk and cloth of gold, heavy with needlework and embroidery,
walking soberly on the mosaic pavements, or carried in palanquins draped in the richest fabrics of
Cashmere, the ladies, with beautiful transparent, olive-tinted complexions, moving about with mincing
grace their pretty little feet, gorgeous junks and gondolas fashioned in the shape of heraldic monsters,
all in the hues of gold and tinsel and floating on the clear murmuring waters of the reaches of the
rivers, and the expanses of the canals. Then the houses - luxuriant couches and carpets; tea and
nectar fit for the gods; charming conversation, where everyone is an astrologer, a man of science, and
a philosopher.
I fear that these anticipatory impressions were the repetition of those indulged in many a year gone
bye, long before I had the slightest idea of ever going forth to seek adventure. May I say that I, in
common with Scottish youth in general, “supped” or ate Chinese phantasies with the national porridge
and the kail; for was not there with every dip of the spoon revelation of the manners and customs of
the Celestials on the willow pattern ? Those flying bridges, those immense birds, those polite
mandarins, those trees growing in the air, and those boats that proceeded in the most comfortable
style. Then in warmer tints were the designs on my respected grandmother's China tea-set, over
whose beauties we gloated with a wonder and an interest. There were the landscapes of the same
willow plate pattern, but the mandarins' dresses and castles were redolent with blue, and enamelled
with turquoise; the ladies’ and gentlemen’s faces were of the most blush-rose pink, and their hair of the
most translucent purple. Then there were the gorgeous vases and canisters of the grocers’ shops, and
the nodding wooden mandarins, that the most enterprising merchants often invested in, in order to
bring more custom. Add to these the wizard power of that cloying book of wonders, the Arabian Nights'
Entertainments, and stray perusals of the goody-good books then written about foreign lands, and you
may have a fair idea of the expectations of China long dormant in my memory, and now brought into
activity by my propinquity to the Grand Canal.
It is true that I had seen Chinamen and Chinese colonies on a small scale in Australia; but these, of
course, were the off-scourings of the land, who had brought with their own ugly faces and shambling
bodies, the very worst habits of the very lowest classes. Now I was to mix with the bourgeois and the
noblesse, and get glimpses of at least next door to Imperial splendour. There was mistake about it;
fancy apart, China was a magnificent country, and I would see something beyond the realisation of all
boyish dreams, and so I did. I could not exactly see the force of the dubious smile that played about
the lips of the captain when I happened to let fall some remarks indicative of my indulging in thoughts
something like those noted above. He only nodded and said he had no doubt I would see it all by and
by; but this coldness on the subject I set down to the man’s unromantic nature, and the cynicism which
generally is donned by the seaman in tropical latitudes so soon as he has left the forecastle for the
cabin.
With something like these facts and fancies tumbling about in head, I went to bed and dreamt all sorts
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of rosy dreams, and tossed about, often getting glimpses of absolute fairyland. How wearily the hours
wore away from next morning until about mid-day, when the same official who had so vexingly
interrupted our progress the day before came board, and having conferred with the captain for a few
seconds, a single word set every man at work: up went the anchor, tight went the sails, and off went
the Moneta. In less than an hour from then she lay snugly rest in her berth, and the British
concessions of Shanghai were at once at our feet. The heat of the sun was most frightful, still the
excitement of the scene was so great that nothing would keep us in the shade. We lay close to the
point where the old tumble-down Soo-Chow Bridge divides the American from the English
Concession. The large houses (Hongs) along the Bund are entirely of European appearance, with the
exception the verandas, which form a fine protection from the great heat of the sun at this season. In
the large harbour there are lying a large fleet of the ships of almost every nation, but the life is in the
hundreds of little covered boats (san-pans) which are dashing about in all directions, the boatmen
skulling at the stern, and rending the air with their shouts at every stroke. At length we fix upon a sanpan for ourselves; have a parting glass of wine with our captain, receive the old man’s blessing, and
scramble over the side into the little boat. A few strokes of the single oar, fifty bars of a Chinese song
in accompaniment, and we step upon terra firma in China.

View of Shanghai foreign settlements 1864
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Shanghai (July 1863)

Map of Shanghai in 1860s

China’s defeat in the 'Opium Wars (1839 to 1842) led to
the restriction that foreigners could only reside in the port
of Canton being lifted and so non-Chinese settled in a
number of cities on the China Coast. In the 1840s
merchants from Britain, France, the USA, Germany and
other foreign powers began to move into Shanghai, and
created sovereign ‘concessions’ on the waterfront where
they were not subject to Chinese laws. In 1863 the
American concession officially joined the British
Settlement to become the Shanghai International
Settlement, and its waterfront became the internationallyfamous Bund. The French concession, to the west of the
old town, remained independent, and the Chinese
retained control over the original walled city and the area
surrounding the foreign enclaves. By 1863 Shanghai’s
importance as a centre for trade was significant.
Whereas, during 1844 the number of foreign ships that
visited the port had only been 44, by 1863 that figure had
increased to 3,500. Of the 5,000 or so foreigners living in
the city in 1863, roughly half were military personnel and
the other half merchants and their employees trading in
silk, tea and opium, or governments' officials.

From June 1861 to July 1862 Shanghai had been threatened by Taiping forces and this threatresulted
in almost no entertainment taking place in the settlement, in spite of the European and American
population having expanded from around 500 in 1859 to over 5,000. Of these, only about 150 were
women. The Taiping forces were rebuffed by British and French troops using modern artillery on a
large scale for the first time in China and although skirmishes continued afterwards, by the time
Chisholm and his associates arrived in July 1863 the situation was relatively peaceful and
entertainments were resuming.
Although sport was the main leisure pursuit, there was an interest in theatre and music, although
almost all was performed by resident amateurs. Few Western professional artists were prepared to
risk the lengthy, hazardous journey to China given the financial prospects were uncertain. Before 1863
only one professional theatre company had visited the city, performing ‘a grand Ethiopian musical’. On
occasion, foreign military bands gave concerts when their ships were docked in the city and a few
professional Western musicians had visited though few were considered of much worth, as indicated
by the local review for a visiting pianist: ‘We are sorry to say we have no great opinion of his powers
the skill and artistic feeling which would be highly respectable in an amateur but reflect no special
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credit on a professional player.’ Ali Ben Sue, a musician of Turkish descent who studied in Paris and
made a career in France and England as a clarinettist, played the saxophone in Shanghai, although
he named it the Turkophone. This was the first time the instrument had been heard in China and some
hoped never to hear it again: ‘We trust our Scottish friends will pardon us for pronouncing it as
something worse than the bagpipe’. In the year before Smythe’s party arrived the only musical event
of any note had been an amateur concert in at which Beethoven's Egmont and Weber’s Freischütz
overtures were played on the pianoforte. [Information from Thalia and Terpsichore on the Yangtze, A
Survey of Theatre and Music in Shanghai, 1850 – 1865. J.H.Haan. Vol 29 (1989) Journal of the Hong
Kong Branch of the Royal Asiatic Society]
Presumably, Smythe had heard that the situation was now more settled and that there was a dearth of
quality music in Shanghai and so organised the visit. He and the performers must have anticipated
their concerts to be met with great success. Unfortunately, their arrival in Shanghai coincided with a
cholera epidemic.
We landed opposite the Custom House in the centre of the British settlement, and there we had to
stand for more than hour in the sun until our luggage came in the lighter. When it came, a multitude of
coolies surrounded us, and finding us deaf to their jargon, they set upon each other for the privilege
and small profit of carrying our luggage the hotel. We were indeed at their mercy, for within reach
there was no human soul we could make comprehend us. Outside of the rabble of coolies stood
Parsees, Malays, Manilla men, Portuguese and Cantonese, all jabbering away in their own fashion.
So, latterly, we found it best to let the roaring swarm of rascals take possession indiscriminately, and
like hive of buzzing bees they fell on our poor properties. My piano and harmonium were at once
encaged in a network of cords, through the spider-web like notches of which sundry bamboo canes
were inserted, and away went my precious treasures before me. As we went along my dear friends’
Boulanger and Robbio’s concert bills blazed on the walls every corner. I had at last made up with my
friends. This would indeed be a happy evening in their congenial society, but when I got to the hotel,
and felt so exhausted that, when shown my bedroom, I tumbled into my bed and lay there in a
comparative stupor until the waiter called me to dinner at six o’clock.
The epidemic of cholera was raging, and during my short stay of fifteen days this fell disease was
slaying all around. According to a Hong Kong paper, the tables of mortality represented a thinning of
the population at the rate of something like 1,000 per day. The first thing that struck me as remarkable
at the dinner table was the death-like paleness every face around me, and the subdued tone in which
the people spoke to each other. About thirty young men, seated themselves the table, and the ruddy
hue of our healthy cheeks seemed to gain for us a very large share of the attention. All eyes were
upon us and it seemed to me that the glances were those of pity, as if the observers were thinking,
‘What on earth brought these strangers here at this season?’ Behind almost every chair a Chinese
stood plying a fan to disperse the mosquitoes. Dinner over, everyone secured a seat on the veranda
and there they formed in little parties of three or four persons and entered into conversation, carried
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generally in a whisper. As far as I could gather from stray observations which reached my ear, the
only subject of conversation was the gloomy one of death, and the lost friends and companions who
had been cut off with fearful suddenness. I had intended taking advantage of the cool of the evening
to go down to see my friend Boulanger, whom I had found out was living at the Imperial Hotel in the
French concession, but my spirits were so entirely broke down that I could do nothing but stagger to
bed; and there I lay in kind of dreaming, hovering, wondering, wandering, soaring and saddening
sleep during the entire night. And thus passed my first night in China. Next morning I obtained a copy
of that day’s newspaper. The paper was printed only on three sides, the fourth page being blank, and
in the editor's column there was brief notice of the arrival of our little party by the Moneta, followed by
this paragraph: ‘We regret that, in consequence of our editor having been seized with a sudden
illness yesterday we cannot furnish our readers with a leading article in to-day’s issue’.
After breakfast I readily found my way to the French concession. The heat was terrible even at that
early hour. The very ground seemed to burn under my feet; understand that l am considered to be a
little odd in appearance at the best, but I could not help chuckling to myself as I went along at the
roar of laughter that would be sure to burst from my dear friend Boulanger the moment he saw me,
for I had allowed my appearance be entirely altered to the pattern most approved by young British
settlers here. So thus, under a huge Chinese umbrella, went your humble friend, in a pair of white
cloth shoes, which any of our spirited advertising townsmen in that line would have at once
announced ‘our own make, and as worn by Dr Abercromby, who kept his feet at all times dry’. The
hat I wore defies description, beyond the fact that it resembled a two-storied helmet, and was made
of the pith of reeds; my coat was the thinnest black silk, a light flannel shirt to absorb the perspiration;
trousers ditto, and a red silk scarf round my waist (for braces had also gone out of fashion),
completed my odd appearance. ‘Does Monsieur Boulanger live here’, I enquired, and the hotel waiter
replied with much hesitation, ‘Yes - that is, he did live with us, but he died of cholera yesterday!’ ‘And
Senor Rubio, the violinist?’ I asked. ‘Gone to Japan this morning’. If this was not enough to make me
sincerely desirous to bid adieu China, the additional motive was amply supplied when, the day after, I
was myself seized with illness resembling the premonitory symptoms of cholera, but, under the
doctor’s prompt attention, I was better in few hours. Not so, however, a poor French gentleman who
took sick in our hotel and died within two hours after he was seized.
As a result of the city’s cholera outbreak Chisholm made plans to leave and although his stay was
short noted a few impressions of Shanghai in his journal.
Shanghai, the port par excellence of the Celestial Empire, is built on the left bank of the river
Hwangpoo or Woosung, which is in reality the channel by which the waters of the Great Lake are
discharged, first into the mouth of the Yangtze and thence into the sea. The river is very deep, and at
Shanghai, ten or twelve miles from its mouth, the depth is from 6 to 8 fathoms. This is what
constitutes the excellence of the city as a port for shipping, the largest vessels being able to come to
Shanghai, ten or twelve miles from its mouth, the depth is from 6 to 8 fathoms. This is what
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constitutes the excellence of the city as a port for shipping, the largest vessels being able to come to
the harbour to unload. The river is at this point about half-a-mile wide. The city is very large, the wall
having a circuit of five miles, and outside of this there are extensive suburbs. Brick is the material
mostly used for the houses, which are despicable, the Roman Catholic and little Protestant mission
houses being the only edifices having any architectural pretensions. Coleridge counted seventy stinks
in Cologne; in the city of Shanghai they could be counted by the hundred. Outside the city, however,
the foreign merchants, chiefly British, American and French, have erected a very handsome suburb,
the houses elegant and the streets well paved and lighted. Each has its own separate municipal
Government which has power to tax the natives within its boundaries.
The foreign Consuls are about a dozen in number, and have criminal jurisdiction over the subjects of
their several nations. The manufactures in the Chinese town are paper, glass, ivory, ware, oil cake,
and vegetable oils, and the inevitable silk and muslin. There is also a mint. The European docks,
wharves, and other accommodation for shipping are extensive, the anchorage extending for five miles
down the river, and is crowded with shipping from all parts of the world. Generally about three
hundred ships may be seen at anchor, with many native junks. The foreign Customs dues often reach
three millions of pounds sterling per annum, and the approaches to the river have been made
thoroughly secure by the placing of buoys, lighthouses and signals, and the providing of well-trained
pilots. It is decidedly the Liverpool of China. It has its reading-room and literary institutions, and two
daily English newspapers and four tri-weekly Chinese papers. There are also missionary stations,
schools, etc., supported by the foreigners. The country at the back of the city is perfect network of
canals. The population is over 150,000 souls.
Chisholm writes that on the fourth day after his arrival in Shanghai he investigated leaving as quickly
as he could but makes no mention of his three companions, who, undoubtedly, were as anxious to
leave as he was to leave. No doubt there were discussions among them all as to what would be best.
To go to Hong Kong, I was informed, would simply be to quit the frying-pan for a hotter place, as
fever was raging there with great virulence. Japan was my only hope, everybody speaking of it as one
of the most healthy and delightful places in the East all seasons of the year but, on the other hand,
there was every prospect of war breaking out there. The latest accounts were of our countrymen
being on such bad terms with the natives of Nagasaki, that a short time before, they had all to desert
their houses on shore, and for several weeks take refuge on board the men-of-war in the harbour. My
choice lay therefore, between cholera, fever, or war.
It probably was Smythe who found berths for all four on the Dolphin, a trading ship leaving for
Nagasaki. As the ship was not leaving for ten days the concerts that Smythe had arranged went
ahead. Originally, these had been planned to include Boulanger and di Robbo, but with poor
Boulanger dead and di Robbo fled, Martin Simonsen, a German violinist who was in the city, joined
Chisholm in providing the accompaniment for Bailey, and adding additional music.
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Bailey was the first non-Chinese female singer ever to appear in Shanghai and the first concert was
full, no doubt thanks to the many single soldiers and other bachelors in the settlement. She also
received dozens of gifts from admirers. The North China Herald commented: Miss Bailey could not
fail to render the entertainment attractive even had her voice been less excellent than it is.’ Yet the
next concerts were less well-attended. No doubt the fear of cholera played a part although it may also
have been due to the British in Shanghai preferring theatre to concert music. The reviewer expressed
disappointment at the relatively poor response: ‘Miss Bailey would meet with more uniform support at
Hong Kong, the residents of which are reputed to put up with a little heat for the sake of an evening’s
entertainment. [The North China Herald – 1 August 1863]
Although Simmons had travelled with them, there is nothing to suggest that he was involved in the
concerts. He went to see at least one performance by Chinese Jugglers performing a mix of
acrobatics and conjuring. His account of what he saw is somewhat contradictory. On the one hand ‘he
found the Chinese habitually dishonest, dirty, deeply superstitious and incomprehensible as
performers,’ yet also recounts being impressed: ‘I have seen Chinese jugglers cut a man in half with a
sword, and the man has then danced about the stage. I used to walk about Shanghai with my head
under my arm, to the astonishment of the natives, but I have not succeeded in discovering how the
division of the body was accomplished.’ [The Adventures of the Strange Man - Dr Lynn 1873]
Chisholm’s fever returned and he had to pull out of the last concert on the first of August. With no
known treatment, the outcome for those who became infected with cholera depended on the person’s
immune system and other physiological factors. The disease, which begins with mild but increasing
nausea, and sometimes vomiting, almost inevitably leads to severe diarrhoea and as there was no
known cure or understanding of the disease, the majority of those infected died from rapid, acute
dehydration.
The heat was so intense, and my bodily exhaustion so great, that I dared not attempt the sixth.
Deadly sickness seized me at my last concert, and for number of days afterwards I struggled with all
the painful symptoms of cholera. After lying suspended, as it were, between life and death, my illness
took the form of a fever. I had so far recovered that one day I endeavoured to find my way from my
bed to the veranda, in order to get a breath of fresh air, the atmosphere inside being overpoweringly
not for one in my condition. I was barely able to stagger along.
Such was the fear of contamination, Chisholm relates that the hotel ordered him to leave and go to
the French Hospital, but being certain this would mean certain death he gained the assistance of a
sea captain who arranged for him to be carried on a chair by four coolies to the waiting ship.
However, this account sounds shaped for dramatic effect as again, Chisholm makes no mention of
his three companions who, given his weak state, most probably oversaw the loading on to the ship of
the luggage, including Chisholm’s piano and harmonium and Simmons conjuring equipment.
In early August, all four sailed on the Dolphin for Japan.
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Shanghai to Nagasaki (August 1863)
I was much enfeebled by my illness when placed aboard the Dolphin, the trig little craft which was
conveying us to the fragrant isles of Nippon. The invigorating sea breeze soon, however, restored me
to something like my former self; and it was well that this was the case, for ere long it became
manifest that my troubles were not yet over, and that I had need of all my strength. The trip from
Shanghai to Nagasaki, whither we were bound, is accomplished, under ordinary circumstances, in
three or four days, six or seven being considered bad run. But the Dolphin encountered such frightful
weather that she only reached her destination after fifteen days' sail.
During this time we were driven off our course so far as to obliged to take refuge near the island of
Quelpart (Jeju in South Korea), where we remained tacking about for three days in a heavy gale. This
proved merely the prelude to further elemental strife for eleven days out from Shanghai, as nearly as I
can remember we were struck by a typhoon. I shall not even attempt to give a description of the
appalling grandeur of this storm. As it increased in fury we took in the sails one by one, until there was
left only one staysail on the mizenmast to steady the ship. The captain ordered the passengers to go
below, and on no account venture upon deck until allowed to do so. The scene which presented itself
when we went down was really pitiable. The other two passengers on board were a mother and her
only daughter, a girl of about fourteen. The distress of the mother, as she clung to her child, and cried
that there was no hope was such as to make one forget all our own anxieties in sympathy for her
maternal fears. As she sat there, in fear and trembling, a tremendous crash was heard above,
followed by a rushing to and fro of feet. Presently the captain’s shrill voice was heard contending with
the storm, his ominous words being – ‘Lash the men to the wheel, and put her before the wind’. The
crash heard was the rending of the staysail. For the next two days the ship was buffeted about in the
hurricane; but on the evening of the latter day so far abated that we were able to put the ship once
more upon her course, and the following morning dawned upon our little craft as with a smile from
heaven. Sailing now gaily along, we sighted on the same the coast of lovely Japan.

Nagasaki harbour - photo Felice Beato 1867
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The following morning we were towed into Nagasaki harbour. The varied beauty of this winding bay
from the sea to the inner harbour, a distance of several miles, made this one of the most charming
sails which I have ever enjoyed; and I was informed by old travellers, who had visited almost every
country under the sun, that even in their experience it was unequalled. All the grandeur of Loch
Lomond, the combined beauties of Loch Katrine, and the exquisite grace of the Cumberland Lakes,
are here in miniature. The peak of the highest hills is softened by a deep tint of green, and the sloping
land, chiefly in the form of terraces, is cultivated to the utmost extent. In every direction one can see
dwelling- houses, shaded by cedar, pine, beech, oak and palm trees growing around. At one turn we
are encircled within an amphitheatre of hills; at another winding in and out amongst a group of dwarf
islands, all as if laid down by some magic hand. Anon we pass a quiet fishing village, from which we
hear the song of the fishermen as they work away; and again a watchtower breaks upon the view, with
a temple standing high up the hill, to which pilgrims are slowly ascending a winding path, while the
great gong above is being slowly sounded. In a little while we round a sharp turning, and Nagasaki is
before us. In the background of the view stands the city, stretching in between two high mountains,
and in the foreground we have pointed out to us the Dutch settlement, the English Concession, and the
Consulate, with the ever welcome British flag flaunting proudly from its roof.

View of Nagasaki 1870s
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Nagasaki (August 1863)
Nagasaki was founded as a port in 1570 by Jesuit missionaries and Portuguese traders seeking to
trade silk and silver between China and Japan. Merchants from other European countries began to
trade there but, in the 1630s, Japan closed its borders to foreigners. Apart from the Dutch who were
allowed to trade from the small artificial island of Dejima in Nagasaki Harbour, all contact between
Japanese and foreigners was prohibited and all voyages abroad banned. In the early 1850s the
American, Commodore Matthew Calbraith Perry, landed in Japan. Using the threat of superior naval
forces, America, and later European powers, imposed a series of ‘unequal treaties’ that forced the
Japanese to open their borders. These ‘unequal treaties’ gave privileged roles to Westerners in
Nagasaki and other specially designated treaty ports, and ensured that they governed themselves and
were not under the control of Japanese courts or authorities. By 1859 foreign trade had begun and
many Westerners had arrived. Although Western trade was significantly increasing, even by 1863
there were only around 150 European and American residents, consisting of merchants, bankers,
shippers and related officials, although often there were many more seamen temporarily based there.
Rutherford Alcock, the first British diplomatic
representative to live in Japan, wrote of his
arrival in 1859: 'On my arrival at Nagasaki I
found fifteen square-rigged vessels in the
harbour. For two hundred years previously
two Dutch ships and two Chinese junks had
been the only annual visitors allowed to trade
with Japan. Fifteen thousand tons of shipping
appear to have found profitable employment
here within the last six months.'

View of Nagasaki c. 1870s

Ernest Mason Satow, who arrived in Japan in
1862, as a young student interpreter in the
British Japan Consular Service, gave his

impression of the Western communities in Japan around this time. ‘Thus it was only from around 1858
that foreign trade began but by my arrival a considerable number of merchants had settled at the ports
of Nagasaki and Yokohama. At Nagasaki most of the territorial nobles of Western Japan had
establishments whither they sent for sale the rice and other produce received in payment of tribute
from the peasants, and their retainers came into frequent contact with foreigners, whose houses they
visited for the purchase of arms, gunpowder and steamers. Some sort of friendly feeling thus sprang
up, which was increased by the American missionaries who gave instruction in English to younger
members of this class, and imparted to them liberal ideas which had no small influence on the
subsequent course of events.’ [A Diplomat in Japan - Ernest Mason Satow. 1921]
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After disembarking Chisholm was delighted to discover that Robbio was staying at the same hotel
and, in the afternoon they explored the city together.
We walked about for two or three hours, and I felt amazed by the strange scenes which presented
themselves - shopkeepers squatting on their heels (in Scotland called ‘on our hunkers’); Japanese
officers wearing two swords, and riding ponies apparelled with two rows of little bells, which kept a
merry tinkle as they pranced about; cats sitting in the doorways with no tails; golden fish, furnished
with three tails, disposing in vases in the shop windows: blind, shaven-headed doctors picking their
way along the street, and whistling for patients by blowing a little shrill pipe; women walking about
smoking pipes with long, slim stems; the unfortunate Gankiro girls (Japanese prostitutes) sitting in
rows in the Government house windows. singing and laughing as gaily as if they were the happiest
creatures in the world; the carpenter pulling his plane towards him instead of pushing it from him as
our operatives do at home and every one trying to outstrip his neighbour in the airy drapery of ‘almost
nothing to wear’. We had a peep at the book shops, rice shops, toy shops, magic shops, fan shops,
coffin shops (I have seen the Japanese bury and also burn their dead), music shops, curio shops,
bronze shops, lantern shops, tobacco shops, dwarf tree shops, female-barber shops, and the chowchow shops. Nearly half the business transacted in these various shops is attended by women (the
black-toothed ones), who fix the price to be extorted from the ‘Western Devi’ who, they say, is ‘Great
barbarian, but very generous!’ The heat in Nagasaki at this time was almost as intense as at
Shanghai, but it was tempered in the morning and evening by grateful breezes from the sea and the
mountain, whereas in the Celestial country the atmosphere was moistened with pestilential vapours
from the low marshy land.
Smythe, on the other hand, immediately went to work, swiftly arranging three public concerts to be
held in the Royal British Assembly Rooms: ‘The room was crowded. The audience included the
ministers and consuls, and nearly all the lady residents. Miss Bailey gave a second concert, which
went off with great éclât, and the talented cantatricio will give her final concert on Monday next, with
an entire change of programme’. [Japan Commercial News – 9 September 1863] Bailey was almost
certainly the first non-Japanese professional female singer to perform in the country, while Chisholm's
piano was the first ever seen in Japan and he the first pianist to perform there.
Chisholm does not give any information about the public concerts but describes two private concerts
that took place the bungalow of Thomas Blake Glover. Unfortunately, Chisholm only says of Glover
that he was a wealthy and exceedingly hospitable European gentleman and provides no other
impressions of this Scotsman, who would go on to become a key figure in the industrialisation of
Japan, helping to found the shipbuilding company which was later to become the Mitsubishi
Corporation. Glover arrived in Japan in 1859, aged 21, and initially established a tea company in the
city. He was sympathetic to the Japanese and a few months before these concerts had arranged for
the first ever five young Japanese men to travel to London to study. The bungalow where the concerts
took place had only been completed a few months earlier and combined Western and Japanese
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elements. Glover Garden, as it
became known, is today a major
tourist attraction. Glover’s guests
included the naval officers from the
Russian corvette, Bogatyr, who
had previously invited Bailey to
give a special concert when the
ship was in Melbourne. The
musical
entertainment
was
interspersed with magic tricks from
Simmons.
The first concert commenced at
nine o'clock in the evening, the
usual hour in the East, and about
Glover House known as Ipponmatsu (Single Pine Tree) from a drawing of 1863
half-past ten the first part was
brought to a conclusion. At this
time the door of an adjoining apartment was thrown open, and to my amazement the entertainers and
the entertained were alike invited to partake of an elegant supper which our host had kindly served for
us. The ordinary interval of ten minutes was, therefore, agreeably prolonged to about an hour, so that
the second part was not entered upon till half-past eleven. When the programme was wholly exhausted,
I found that our host had determined that his guests should make a night of it and the excellent band of
the Russian warship Bogatyr got fixed up on the veranda, the concert hall was cleared, and in a
twinkling, the light fantastic toe was tripping it in every corner of the room. I need scarcely say that we
did not part until the early morning part of the evening.
The four stayed in Nagasaki for about three weeks and during his stay Chisholm went to the theatre.
The orchestra consisted of three gentlemen who were partial to the banjo (aiemain), a fourth who
played a kind of clarinet, and a fifth who beat two hard ringing pieces of wood, about twelve inches in
length, upon a large stone. There was great deal of singing in connection with the piece, the
accompanying music, save for some very pretty cadences, being wild and, I must say, far from
pleasant. The little speaking which the play included was chiefly left to the comic man, the flexibility of
whose countenance was quite the equal to that displayed by many of our low comedians at home. The
ladies who took part in the drama were most fantastically dressed, and their faces were shockingly
daubed with paint. They used their hands and arms very gracefully however, and one who personated a
pretty coquette, I could gather from her arch airs and the frequent use her fan, played the part the wife.
The piece wound up with a hand-to-hand encounter with naked swords by the company. They wielded
these very cleverly; but as they happen to be a people peculiarly the reverse us in many things, so in
this display of Japanese dexterity, never did the two swords clash
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with each other, the aim of the actors being to avoid the contact of their blades. Fancy two valiant
fellows on the boards of our Theatre Royal hacking the air with swords, yet never allowing their
weapons even kiss each other! I very much fear that those in the gods would soon tire of such a tame
exhibition.
We also visited the magic shop, where, the purchase of a few spinning-tops and the expenditure of a
few tempos, we got a company of strollers to perform, and some of their tricks were really of the most
astonishing character. But the top spinning feats were the best of all. There were large tops and small
tops, singing tops and humming tops, tops that spun along a string and tops that spun along a string
from the floor to the ceiling. There they entered a small box and became instantly transformed into a
miniature cottage, with flags fluttering from the windows thereof and a large umbrella shooting out of
the roof.

Japanese women dancing

After leaving the Magic Shop we went
to native chow-chow shop and ate a
very well cooked fish dinner. By way of
an agreeable finish to our repast, the
lady of the house gave us a little song
and her three daughters danced for the
entertainment of the Western visitors. I
noted down some very clear Japanese
melodies, which, with other scraps of
the national music similarly picked up,
afterwards found to be of much
professional value to me in giving
concerts to the native gentry. I was very
desirous to ‘get up’ in Japanese music
and for the purpose I procured the

services of a music teacher, a blind old lady by name of Moo-Zio who played and sang for three hours
on practicing days while I took notes of the melodies. Music teachers are generally blind ladies and
here it should be remarked that the Japanese are entitled to great credit for the care which they take of
those who are unfortunately deprived of sight. A man who becomes blind is educated as doctor, while a
woman is instructed to take charge of the education of the young.
The Japanese have very indifferent instruments, the best of which is the Koto, a kind of dulcimer harp
of thirteen strings. Each string has a movable bridge, by shifting which the note is raised or flattened in
tuning. An idea of the scale of the Koto can be formed by touching in succession the following notes on
the pianoforte, beginning on A, the first ledger line above the treble clef, and descending A, G, E flat, D,
B flat, A, G, E flat, D, B flat, A, G, and ascending again to D, the 5th above. Numerous and fascinating
are the quaint melodies derived from this scale in the hands of a good player. The Koto is a difficult
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and expensive instrument, and is only fingered by ladies moving in the upper circles of Japanese
society. It is placed flat on the floor, and the player, sitting in the usual Japanese attitudes, bends over
it, and pulls the strings much in the same manner as our own harp players, but with this exception that
the Koto player encases her fingers in thimbles which terminate with a little projecting piece of ivory in
size and form like a finger nail, with the aid of which she manipulates her instrument without giving the
least fatigue or pain to the fingers. The cheap and popular musical instrument of Japan is the
’samisen’, a three-stringed guitar. It is not arbitrarily tuned in one fixed manner, as are the stringed
instruments of the West; sometimes the tonic, the fourth and octave, sometimes tonic, fifth and octave,
and sometimes the tonic, fourth and minor seventh. It may be imagined how difficult it is to assimilate
our ideas to theirs.
Japanese women are vocalists from the cradle. They
have no written music, but the tunes are traditional.
They play upon the Shamisen, a little banjo with three
strings, which is of universal use; and the Koto, which,
as have said, is fingered only by women moving in the
upper circles. The character of their music, which is
almost all in the minor mode, differs from any of which I
have knowledge. At first it falls very unpleasantly upon
the ear of a European, but after time he comes to feel
that has a sweetness peculiarly its own. Simplicity is its
general characteristic; but there are some pieces, the
origin of which is lost in the mists of antiquity, of most
elaborate construction. Orchestral music, even in the
theatre, where these complex arrangements are chiefly
introduced, is restricted to three or four miserable little
three-stringed banjos, a drum, a flute, and two hard
pieces of wood, wielded by fellow who holds one in
each band, and when the singer or actor is in a
declamatory mood, strikes them violently together in
quick repetitions of about a dozen strokes

Japanese woman playing the zieman
photo Felice Beato1860

As the piano had never been seen in Japan previously for those Japanese who heard Chisholm play,
the sounds would have been completely new. In the 15th and 16th centuries the Jesuits had
introduced European musical instruments into Japan, including string instruments such as the viola da
gamba, woodwind instruments such as the shawm, and a number of organs. However, when the
Jesuits were expelled in the 17th century Western instruments were destroyed. A correspondent In
Japan sent a report to the Glasgow Morning Journal:
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Marquis Chisholm has arrived here from China few weeks ago, and is giving concerts with
great success. Mr Chisholm is the first musical artiste who has visited this remote part of the
world, and the astonishment of the community, both native and foreign, was something at the
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announcement of series of entertainments of a musical description about to be given at a time when
none of us foreign residents dared venture out of doors at night unless armed to the teeth. The success
of so bold an undertaking has, however, proved beyond doubt the truth of the common saying, “Never
venture, never win” for your enterprising citizen has ventured, and won name and fame which will long
be remembered in this part of the world. The Governor of the Japanese evinced great curiosity to see
and hear “the musician devil” from the West in consequence of which Mr Chisholm gave a private
harmonium and pianoforte performance, to which Japanese only were admitted, with the exception of a
few private friends of the artiste.’ [Glasgow The Morning Journal 21 November 1863]
I'd only been a few days in Nagasaki
when I had an opportunity of playing
before the governor of the town, some
other gentlemen and three of Prince
Satsuma’s officers who just arrived
with intelligence of the storming of the
fort and town. For a time I had a very
indifferent audience as they kept
blowing clouds of tobacco smoke into
the air and maintained a constant titter
of conversation which I guessed to be
the reverse of complementary to me. I
went on playing every kind of music
but I must say candidly that I did not
create a very great sensation. I rested
a little and mingled with my audience.

Prince Satsuma and his officers 1863

One, who spoke very good pigeon English, entered into conversation with me and repeated all that we
said to his companions in his own language. ‘Your friends don't care much for European music,’ I
remarked to him to which he honestly replied: ‘Me think so’. ‘Do they like any music?’ I again enquired.
‘No gentleman in Japan professes to become a gookae (musician). Our girls all do and they make
plenty sing- song for us.’ ‘Do you like their sing- song?’ I asked. ‘Oh yes, their sing-song gives us
pleasure such as no Western can understand.’ After some more conversation of this kind I went up to
my harmonium, a large one by Alexandre and Sons, and combining all the reedy stops I played three
of their most popular melodies in succession. I could not complain of the indifference of my ideas now.
They crowded round me, watching my every movement with great eagerness and when I wound up
with some variations on the most lively of their tunes, they induced me to commence again. The
remainder of the evening passed pleasantly and at midnight I was escorted to my residence by about a
dozen two-sworded officers.’
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Although it appears that these,
and other, Japanese listeners
who heard Chisholm perform
were indifferent, or worse, to the
Western music he played, within
just a few decades Western
music became highly regarded
within Japan. By 1890 the piano
was
'considered
by
many
Japanese the highest and best
musical instrument of the world.’
[Shûji Izawa]
Singing by the Plum Garden by Toyohara Chikanobu 1887

It would appear that the Satsuma officers did not harbour any ill-feeling to Chisholm in spite of the
recent British attack on their homeland, and there was a similar lack of animosity when Simmons met
an entourage of Prince Satsuma at a local theatre as he later recounted: 'Here Prince Satsuma and his
suite honoured me with their presence. The Japanese wear two swords – one for self-defence, the
other for self-destruction; it is quite an ordinary occurrence for a Japanese to disembowel himself.
When Prince Satsuma entered the theatre he left one of his swords at the door, this being a polite
intimation that he felt perfectly safe in my company.'
Simmons also took the opportunity to learn from native jugglers a number of Japanese conjuring tricks,
including the top-spinning on a single thread trick. Later in his career he performed ‘the butterfly trick’,
a well-known Japanese illusion involving using a fan to make little origami butter flies appear to flit and
float like the real thing. Simmons may have tried to encourage some of the Japanese jugglers whom
he saw perform to travel with him to the West but if he did, the offer was refused. A few years later, a
circus entertainer, Richard Risley Carlisle, did manage to encourage the first troupe of Japanese
jugglers to travel to America and Europe.
It is reported that when in Nagasaki Simmons had an argument with Smythe, thus ending their
relationship, and so left before the other three. When he was in Yokohama later that year he promoted
his performances by issuing flyers showing him holding his head under his arm. One curious staff
writer of a local paper, the Nihon Bôeki Shinbun, included a sketchy drawing of the headless magician
with an extremely good translation of the announcement thus inadvertently creating the first
commercial advertisement to appear in a Japanese newspaper. Later, Simmons, under his new stage
name of Dr Lynn, performed widely in Europe and America, and it may have been one of his
performances that a young Houdini saw, and was so impressed by he chose a career as a magician.
Although Chisholm makes no further mention of Smythe and Bailey, they probably left Nagasaki for
Yokohama together after about a month.
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Nagasaki to Yokohama (September 1863)
Chisholm, Smythe and Bailey sailed on the Chusan to
Yokohama. That Chisholm voyaged on the Chusan is
appropriate as it is one of the few ships ever to have had a
piece of music composed in its honour. In May 1852 the
Chusan became the first ship to carry mail from the United
Kingdom to Australia and on arriving in Sydney was
greeted by large crowds at the dock. That evening a great
ball was held to celebrate the ship's arrival. And to mark
the occasion the Chusan Waltz was composed by Henry
Marsh, who, like Chisholm, was a pianist, composer, music
teacher and (as Chisholm would later be) seller of pianos.
Since the 1850s the Peninsular and Oriental Company had
become the main source of British steam shipping services
to the east, providing the only regular and reliable mail,
passenger and cargo service between Europe and Egypt,
India, Ceylon, Malaya, China, Japan and Australia.
Although Chisholm did not describe the sea journey the
Peninsular and Oriental Company's information for those
travelling does:

Sheet music for The Chusan Waltz

By Leaving Nagasaki, the Steamer runs along a lovely coast for 150 miles, to the Straits of
Simoniseki, the Western entrance to the Seto-Uschi, or Inland Sea, the beauty of which baffles
description. The water is deep, clear, and blue, and all the way the ship is in close proximity to
the land, passing through tortuous channels, among countless islands, all richly cultivated, and
clothed with green from base to summit, with villages, nestling in cosy nooks, while quaint junks
and innumerable fishing boats give life to the scene. The distance from Nagasaki to Hiogo is
389 miles. Hiogo is very picturesque, built with wide streets, and kept scrupulously clean and
neat - a model Japanese town of the modern type. The foreign settlement is called Kobe, built
in continuation of Hiogo, to the northward. The distance from Hiogo to Yokohama is 346 miles;
on leaving the former a run of 30 miles clears the Inland Sea by Itsumi Straits and Kii Channel.
Yokohama, the most important of the ports open to foreign commerce, is built on a plain
surrounded by low hills and a highly- cultivated country. Yokohama is the starting point whence
to visit, not only the capital but many other places of interest. [Peninsular & Oriental Steam
Navigation Company's guide book for passengers.1893]
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At the hour appointed for starting, delay was caused by a very dignified looking boat coming alongside.
There came on board a Japanese lady and two pretty little children, the eldest not over five years of
age, followed by two two-sworded officers. The lady at once threw herself down upon the deck, and,
pressing the little ones to her bosom, began to weep over them in the most heartrending manner. An
explanation now ensued between the officers and the captain. The former explained as best we could
make out: ‘This is a very excellent lady. These are her children. Her husband, and their father, left this
his native place a year ago. This was no crime. He travelled to Yokohama, where he has settled and is
prosperous. He has now arranged that his family follow him, and they are doing so; but our law is that
the mother must follow him by the way he himself went (about 700 miles by land), for no native must
travel from one port to another by ship, lest by any chance they get away or are taken away from their
own country. We have, however, granted exception in the case of the children, and leave them in your
care.’ And without further ado they escorted the poor mother, whose heart seemed breaking, down the
gangway, and left the two little innocents sitting with their countenances expressing the greatest
possible consternation on the deck. We passengers, who stood looking on, seemed every one more
surprised than another at the result, and as the native barge, with its great gaudy flag floating from the
single mast, moved off to the monotonous song of the oarsmen, the captain, in voice of thunder,
shaking both of his clenched fists at the officers in his rage, delivered one of the very most grand and
uncomplimentary speeches ever I heard in all my life. He raged so, he ranted so, he swore so hard
that the lady passengers seemed to take quite fright, especially when nearly every gentleman present
joined him, and gave their assistance to the best of their ability. The two cool officials only lit their
pipes, and. beginning to smoke, made their polite farewell and away they went into the distance. The
poor little infants had taken fright from the very beginning, and they were now almost in convulsions. I
picked up one despite its struggling, a fellow passenger followed example, and we carried the two
downstairs. We laid them both in the same bed, and we called in the lady passengers to try and pacify
them. The steamer moved off, and in time the darlings cried their little hearts to sleep.
I took much interest in these children during the voyage. I can remember that we were three days
sailing along the most lovely coast, so perpetually changing that every turning of a point opened up
new beauties – the picturesque Fusiyama, near the entrance to Prince Satsuma’s Town, which our
fleet had just the other day burned down; the burning mountain which we passed the second night that
was grand beyond measure, and sent an indescribable feeling awe through all who beheld it as it was
in full action, lightening the heavens in glow, and the waters with long streaks of light; and the Great
Mount Fuji, the sacred mountain, upwards 14,000 feet in height, which gradually grew distinct as we
neared our destination, was one of the sights which mark an era in one’s lifetime.
Yet my whole time was devoted to the poor little helpless children, and I very soon succeeded in
getting into their good graces. When I had made out that the eldest one’s name was Anna and the
youngest one’s name was Catora, and when they had ceased to look upon me as a great, big,
frightsome, strange man, and we got the feeling fairly established between that three were equal - only
that I should choose their little pastimes - we got along splendidly.
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Japanese child doll with spinning top

I had purchased some picture-books in Nagasaki to send
home to my own children, and my first duty now was to, as
best I could, superintend the economy of their destruction.
I had bought a very precious magic top, which I was never
afterwards able to replace, and, when set a-spinning,
threw out of seven little tops, which all spun round their big
mother. We played with the top with great success, and a
great many older heads than ours took interest in the
game, until dear little Anna tried her hand at it. But after
three or four fruitless attempts, which caused me much
amusement, she, in a quick and determined passion,
made the big top spin overboard, which caused me much
grief. At length, when we reached Yokahama, the first man
boarded the ship was their father. He climbed over the
side before we had even come to an anchor. He seized his
children, and, with a fond embrace, carried them away.
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Yokohama (September 1863)
Following the ‘unequal treaties’ foreign merchants sought a port close to Tokyo and Yokohama, a
fishing village, was chosen. A Custom House and rows of wooden bungalows were built in 1859. The
site offered good anchorage and the foreign settlements were made secure by the creation of wide
canals with bridges that could be controlled by soldiers. These also enabled a tax to be levied on
goods entering the settlement. The streets were laid out before the introduction of wheeled carriages
and so were inconvenient as trade grew. In the first few years, all that were built were simple wooden
bungalows, and so by early 1863 there were few two-storied buildings in the foreign settlement. Yet, by
1864, Yokohama was handling over eighty percent of Japan’s exports.

Yokohama map c. 1870

Foreigners were forbidden from
wandering more than 40 km from the
foreign settlement, although they had
special residential and extraterritorial
rights. Of the English speaking
foreigners, around three quarters were
British and the rest American. Around
half were traders, such as those who
worked for the large firm of Jardine,
Matheson & Co., while the others were
bankers, lawyers, doctors, military and
civil officers, etc. There were very few
foreign women. Money was abundant,
and ‘every one kept a pony or two, and
champagne flowed freely at frequent
convivial entertainments’.
However, Ernest Mason Satow was
unimpressed with the foreign residents
of Yokohama when he arrived in 1862:

The foreign settlements 1870s
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At
Yokohama,
(unlike
Nagasaki),
the
foreign
merchants had chiefly to do with
a class of adventurers, destitute
of capital and ignorant of
commerce. Broken contracts
and fraud were by no means
uncommon. Foreigners made

large advances to men of straw for the purchase of merchandise which was never delivered, or
ordered manufactures from home on the account of men who, if the market fell, refused to
accept the goods that would now bring them in only a loss. Raw silk was adulterated with sand
or fastened with heavy paper ties, and every separate skein had to be carefully inspected before
payment, while the tea could not be trusted to be as good as the sample. Now and then a
Japanese dealer would get paid out in kind, but the balance of wrong-doing was greatly against
the native, and the conviction that Japanese was a synonym for a dishonest trader became so
firmly seated in the minds of foreigners that it was impossible for any friendly feeling to exist.
The Custom House officials were in the highest degree corrupt, and demanded ever-increasing
bribes from the foreigners who sought to elude the import duties. Dutch was the common
medium of communication both orally and in writing, for English was as yet scarcely studied by
the natives, and the foreigners who could speak Japanese might be counted on the fingers of
one hand. Yet all knew a little. A sort of bastard language had been invented for the uses of
trade, in which the Malay words played a great part, and every one fancied himself competent to
settle the terms of a complicated transaction in this bastard tongue in which all the rich variety of
Japanese speech, by which the relative social position of the speakers is indicated, and the
intricate inflexion of the verbs, were conspicuous by their absence. Outside the settlements it
was of course not understood, and its use by Europeans must have contributed not a little to the
contempt for the "barbarian" which was characteristic of the native attitude towards foreigners.’
[A Diplomat in Japan - Ernest Mason Satow.1921]
An American missionary, Margaret Tate Kinnear Ballagh worked for the Dutch Reform Church in Japan
in the 1860s and noted the dominance of Britain among the foreign powers in Yokohama:
The English are now gaining the ascendancy. I notice in her (Japanese) commercial relations
with the different nations, that the most favoured was the one with the most warships in harbour.
England, since she brought her troops here, has had no difficulty in getting all the land she
demands. As it was the English consul who joined with the merchants in preferring Yokohama,
and really getting settled here two years prior to our consul (opened 1859), they have somewhat
the start of us in the heart of the officials; but from what I saw at Shanghai, I think the
predominating culture, thought and manners in all the Eastern ports is English. In this place,
they already outnumber all other nationalities ; they have two newspapers, a daily and a weekly,
a church in progress of construction, two banks, with the English soldiers ever present, and also
their navy. Their unrivalled civil service gives them a number of good students of this language
in their consulates; they also have most of the business under their control. The large naval
force kept in these waters, and a regiment now quartered here, while allaying our fears in times
of danger, are however, reasons why so many of their nationality have felt the vengeful sword of
the Japanese samurai. For in every injustice and brutality against the people, a “John Bull” was
sure to be at the head of it.[Glimpses of Old Japan - Mrs Margaret Tate Kinnear Ballagh. 1908]
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Such injustices led to increasing hostility against foreigners and this erupted in the early 1860s. In
Satsuma in 1862 a British subject was killed and two others wounded for not showing the proper
respect to the regent. The British demanded payment in restitution but this was not forthcoming so, in
early August 1863, a British naval squadron left Yokohama to force payment. The Royal Navy
commander seized three foreign-built steam merchant ships belonging to Satsuma which were at
anchor in Kagoshima harbour, to use them as a bargaining tool. During the same typhoon that the
Dolphin had struggled through at sea, the Satsuma forces fired at the British ships and this brought
violent retaliation from the British. There were losses on both sides and much damage to the town of
Kagoshima. Due to the British ships running low on food and ammunition its ships retreated. It was at
this fraught time in the relations between Japan and Britain, and other Western countries, that
Chisholm and his companions arrived.
We are now at Yokohama, there are two piers, or hotahas, as the Japanese call them, to land at, with
a Custom House at each. Round the whole settlement runs a canal, deep enough carry a junk at high
water, and at various points on this canal guard houses are situated, where a record is kept of all
Europeans who may have occasion pass over the bridges. The town is divided into two main districts,
one being the native and the other the European settlement. After going on shore and taking up my
quarters at the Yokohama Hotel, I went down to the wharf to see that my luggage and instruments
were brought safely from the steamer. The Custom House officers in Japan are most rigorous
excisemen and I had here a most notable instance of it. On reaching the wharf I found that no boatman
dare execute my orders, or even take me back on board the Chusan unless his services had been
engaged through the Custom House. Making my way to this place of power I came on about a dozen
well-dressed native clerks sitting on their heels, but too busy smoking their pipes and doing nothing, to
attend me. I pressed my request upon one of them nearest me, saying that I wished to bring my boxes
from the Chusan. This official turned his back upon me and entered into conversation with the others,
and I patiently awaited, thinking that their talk might relate to me. In a couple of minutes the same
fellow turned round, and, looking up, he answered ‘No’, in the coolest possible manner, and in pretty
fair English. ‘And why not?’ I demanded. ‘Too muchie rain’,he answered; although it was a bright,
sunny day. ‘There is no rain’, I said angrily. ‘Rain come’, persisted this lazy-bones. ‘By-by rain come’,
he insisted, pointing to the sky which was cloudless. He came to the door and looked out, and I
thought my troubles were at an end, when the rascal, getting upon a new tack, set out with ‘Too
muchie wind’. I pointed to the bay, which was calm as a mill pond, to falsify his assertion, but I was met
by the same official laziness, and the answer, ‘wind come’. I brought the discussion to a close by
depositing with him double the sum required in order to be entitled to hire a servant, and then sent a
coolie with me to pass the order to the boatmen. But my troubles were not yet over. On reaching the
shore again I was surrounded by a crowd of Custom House officials, who demanded a sight of the
contents of every box in my possession. There was no help for it. The boxes were opened, and after
their contents had been more than sufficiently tossed about they were allowed to be taken away.
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It seems certain that Smythe, Bailey and Chisholm gave concerts while in Yokohama during their
month’s stay, but regrettably Chisholm gives no information on any performances nor has any
information been traced from elsewhere. At this time, almost the only western music heard in
Yokohama was that performed by military and naval bands. One play that took place on a French
warship was so unusual that the performance was written up in the London Illustrated News. There
was only one venue, the Royal Olympic Amphitheatre in the British settlement, but it appears to have
been makeshift. When Professor Risley arrived in Yokohama in 1864, he built his own theatre and it
was not until two years later that a concert hall was built. If Bailey and Chisholm did perform it is to be
hoped their concerts were among the ‘special nights’ that were advertised as specifically banning
disruptive ‘rowdies’.

Yokohama street scene c. 1880

During my residence in Yokohama at this
time, I often walked at early morning to
the suburbs, the surrounding scenery
being lovely as well as varied. I also
frequently spent hours going through the
native town, as the streets had for me,
as for all strangers, an especial
attraction. One was Curio Street, where
every description of Japanese art is
exhibited, specimens being brought from
Tokyo and elsewhere, to be sold to
Europeans. The street is about half mile
in length, and consists of one and twostoreyed native stores.

The curiosities here are much finer workmanship than those which are to be had at Nagasaki; and as
the dealers in this particular department of trade all carry on business in one district, you can procure
whatever you require without hunting over whole city for it. The shops are all open to the front, and the
shop-men, when not engaged with a purchaser, sit down on the floor-matting, light their pipes, and
pass the time at a game resembling our draughts; but it must be of a much more complicated
character, because they play on all the squares, and with about 60 men each. At first they seem
indifferent to whether you purchase or not, and until you have gone to the length of pricing an article,
they seldom take any notice of you at all; but when they find that you are not a mere ‘look see’ (one
who looks at everything, but buys nothing) they become exceedingly polite, lay aside their game and
pipe, and lavish every attention upon their patron. Two salesmen almost invariably attend upon you,
chattering away all the time. They seem to have fixed price for their goods, and, I believe, never expect
to get what they at first demand. If they find you a buying customer they may call for tea and offer you
cup, but it is pretty much a matter of form, as the cup only contains about a tablespoonful of the
grateful beverage. In the silk shops, however, I have been offered not only tea but sake (Japanese
wine) and confections.
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The course of my afternoon rambles about Yokohama, often directed my steps to the temples, as,
from the elevation which I then was enabled to attain, I had a magnificent view of the surrounding
country. I was particularly struck with one prospect which in this way I obtained, made of a hill, and
sea, and valley; and making inquiry learned that this delightful scene was called ‘The Plains of
Heaven’. I got a photograph taken of the scene, which I still retain. The picture shops of the town
were for me a source of much amusement, European manners and customs being most ludicrously
travestied; and I also confess to having interested myself much in the wrestling and boxing
exhibitions. Here I made the acquaintance of the giants of Japan, some of them over seven feet in
height, and possessed of enormous strength. The feats they performed in the way of lifting heavy
weights, etc. I only refrain from mentioning because they would appear incredible.
Chisholm also includes some general observations about Japan although, as is often the way with
any traveller, these are somewhat miscellaneous, but it is interesting to see the characteristics that
caught his attention.
The women of Japan retain their beauty up till about the age of 25. They usually marry when they are
sixteen or seventeen years old at which time they have reached the full maturity of womanhood. The
girls are, as a rule, very pretty and accomplished, and stain their lips, and also their toe and
fingernails red, but when married they blacken their teeth with a particular kind of dyewood and shave
their eyebrows. They wear sandals and are a very proud to have notice taken of the feet. If it is
intended by the blackened lips and shaved eyebrows to render married ladies as uninteresting in
appearance as possible, I must say that the plan is a most effectual one. Women belonging to the
ranks are highly educated and are as remarkable for the learning of which many of them are
possessed, as for the talent in every description of fancy work which almost all do them display. They
wear loose, flowing robes, the value of which is enhanced all manner of beautiful wrought silk
designs, proportioned in costliness to the station and means of the wearer. Young women belonging
to the lower orders of society have only one dress in the world. It corresponds in appearance with our
dressing gown, bound round the waist with a sash. By any accident should this robe should be thrown
open, the wearer replaces it without a blush, not regarding the exposure, seemingly, or in any degree
immodest. Ladies belonging to the upper ranks do no manner of work, for their employment of
needlework, and the like, is merely a fashionable recreation.
The daughters of poor people, on the other hand, work with their parents in the fields, and, as far as I
could observe, live happy and contented lives. In our Poor-law sense of the term there are no poor in
Japan. If a man, innocent of crime, cannot find employment, he is supplied from a fund provided for
this purpose at the Custom House which enables him to obtain sufficient rice and fish to subsist.
Neither are there any criminals in Japan in our sense of offenders against the laws being maintained
at the expense of the State. The most venial transgressions are punishable by death; while if a
wealthy man is guilty of a misdemeanour which does not justify his execution, his titles and lands are
all taken from him, and he is compelled to beg his bread from town to town. The beggars in Japan
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are, therefore, frequently criminals. In Yokohama I have seen many of them playing a little musical
instrument somewhat similar to our clarinet, and wearing a broad-brimmed bat, as if to conceal their
countenances from passers-by. These men never ask for anything.
The laws regarding public morality in Japan are of such a nature as to give rise to this curious feature
in the social habits of the people, namely, that while, with exception to be noticed below, impurity
amongst or chastity on the part of wives is almost unknown. Incontinence is the great national vice of
the other sex. This I believe to be true, notwithstanding the fact that ladies even of the highest rank talk
familiarly in society to their male friends, themselves thinking no evil, upon subjects which in this
country would not even be hinted at; and that in the public baths men and women perform their
ablutions together, without any apparent sense of shame. The baths are open to the gaze of the
passer-by; and I have seen, when a European went along and was observed the bathers, that they
would come out, men and woman together, naked, and look down the street after him. The explanation
of this adherence to virtue, when the social customs of the people might be expected to lead to
something very different, is that, according to Japanese law, a single lapse from chastity on the part of
either maiden or wife would, if detected, be followed by death. The husband, however, may take to
himself, and keep in his house, as many subsidiary helpmates as pleases, while the unmarried man
may go to as often as his means will allow to the Gankiero.
It is a law of Japan that taxes must be paid every year; and if, when the annual period comes round, a
man in debt to the Government is unable to discharge his liabilities, he may give away his daughter if
he has one, by way of freeing himself of his obligations. The daughter shall become, for a certain
number of years, a dancing or singing-girl, an actress, or a Gankiero girl. In this last named capacity
she is simply a courtesan, although she is not considered a degraded woman, nor indeed does she
lose that social status which she formerly enjoyed. The virtue of an actress or singing girl is guarded
carefully the Government as any other woman in the Empire. It is a capital offense for a dancing or
singing girl to become a courtesan, and I have heard of cases where very large sum of money was
offered to obtain these girls, often very pretty and attractive, but so stringent is the law against such
proceedings is such that the Gankiero dare close with any such offer. If had accepted it, and the crime
discovered, he would be executed. These girls are all well cared for; they are educated in these
houses, and are taught many little lady-like accomplishments. As I said, they are kept in the Gankiero
(the shortest period being three years), and on leaving it they re-enter society without a stain upon
their character. Many them afterwards get married, and emulate all the virtues of the most exemplary
Japanese mothers.
Shocks of earthquakes are a very frequent occurrence in both and Nagasaki and Yokohama. I have
often felt him. The Japanese house is, however, excellently suited to bear these shocks, being
constructed of wood, with a very low roof, and fitted with paper windows.

After a stay of a month, Chisholm returned to Nagasaki with Smythe and Bailey.
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Nagasaki to Shanghai (October 1863)
On return to Nagasaki Chisholm found the the city’s community, both Japanese and Western, to be
apprehensive. The British bombardment of Kagoshima had increased the political unrest and antiforeign feeling again intensified. Earlier, in Yokohama, a Japanese silk merchant had been beheaded
for dealing with Westerners and his severed head mounted on a pole under a placard warning of the
same treatment for all who dealt with the foreigners. Similar killings occurred in Osaka during
September 1863 for 'trading with the foreigners who are lower than brute beasts', and promising the
same for other Japanese merchants. Soldiers in the employ of Japanese Princes were in the city,
determined to put a stop to all business transactions between their countrymen and the foreigners.
Thus, for much of that year trade at Nagasaki was almost completely halted.
The three decided the threat was too great to risk staying in Japan any longer and determined to travel
back to Shanghai. While waiting for the ship to sail Chisholm performed in a concert with the violinist,
Robbio, who had been the guest of the Russian admiral while Chisholm had been in Yokohama.
Chisholm noted that the audience were all armed with swords and pistols. It may be that Bailey also
performed as well.
Chisholm, Smythe and Bailey sailed on a Dutch barque to Shanghai in early October. Robbio stayed on
in Japan for a time, and for the next thirty years or so, toured internationally, spending his last days in
London. ‘Signor Robbio, once a favourite violinist, now, through money losses (as usual) is again before
the public, and has come to London. He is seventy years old. Few people are likely to remember one of
the most poetic artists of his day, who received the usual quantity of snuff-boxes and diamond pins from
crowned heads, long, long, ago.’ [Morning Post - 29 February 1896]
Unlike accounts of previous voyages, Chisholm's account for this journey is brief.
October 7: the open sea.
October 8: ditto and becalmed.
October 9: bad chow-chow and discomfort in every way.
October 10: another miserable day.
October 11: ditto and worse.
October 12: reached Shanghai.
Routine - Breakfast at 8, gin at one, dinner at six, flogging sailors at seven, then to bed.
Chisholm states that his brief account was due to there having been no noteworthy incidents although it
also may have been due to the voyage being an unhappy one as he noted that he wouldl avoid
travelling on a Dutch vessel in the future.
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Shanghai (October 1863 to June 1864)
Chisholm arrived in Shanghai in October 1863 with his health improved. He stayed in the old Loo
Choo Temple on the banks of the river that had been converted into a hotel. There he met William
Gilfillan Hobson, a Scot he knew from Australia, although how he knew Hobson has not been
discovered.
My dear old Australian chum, William
Gilfillan Hobson, is a jolly fellow, with a
great flow spirits that brightens everybody
near him. We at once arranged to have
apartments adjoining each other, and to
share the same sitting room. One of the
first questions I asked Hobson was if he
had yet explored the native city. He burst
out laughing, and said, ‘Yes, and we’ll go
together tomorrow morning. Oh, it’s a
grand sight, I don t think.’ Early in the
morning we were on the move, and soon

Shanghai Gate Photo by John Reddie Black

past the English and the French Concessions, and in view of the north gate of the city. The great wall
looked very imposing from the distance, but as we came nearer, real China in its tumble-down
rottenness and rotten-heartedness began quickly to surround us, and in a word the biggest check
which my, until then, sanguine imagination ever received in all my life was the beholding of the reality
of the rare and much-talked-of great city of Shanghai. We were first shocked by the sight of the heads
of executed malefactors, which were grimly exhibited in wooden ages swinging from the tops of high
bamboo poles placed opposite the residences of the relatives of the deceased, along the street to the
north gate. The wall of the city, which on coming up to it we found was fast falling into decay, was
similarly adorned, each of the heads having beneath it a placard, I suppose giving out the name of the
person executed and the crime for which he suffered. The city itself is little better than a vast pig-sty. It
consists of a complicated network of narrow lanes and closes (for I cannot call them streets), which
continue to break away from each other in abrupt angles in such a manner that it is impossible for a
stranger to find his way from any one gate to another without a guide. Indeed, at some places they
were so narrow that when a merchant’s or mandarin's chair was being carried by, we had to take
refuge in a shop. The traders are the same from one locality to another. A barber’s shop, a picture
shop, a sedan-chair shop, and next a shop that for the life of you, you cannot give a name to. Then a
coffin shop, a silk shop, a copper kettle maker’s shop, where they make an awful noise; another
nameless shop, and the next ditto only more so. Next an establishment where great big coarse jars
are piled up with labels which no doubt if we knew Chinese would mystify us more than ever. Then the
unmistakeable book shop, lantern shop, tailor’s shop, boot shop, needle makers, old curiosity sellers,
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blacksmiths, and so on. The lanes even at this early hour are thronged with gangs of noisy, clamouring
coolies, and at every turning the dozen beggars of the particular lane we enter run towards us, leaving
off their gambling, and cursing, and cheating, and fighting, and fixing their excited and dissipated
countenances into their practised looks of misery as they whine up to us, some of them exhibiting
deformities. The only people that we distribute our string Chinese cash among are the poor blind
beggars who stand at the shop doors chanting some ancient song in a monotonous dirge like strain. A
stranger cannot help extending a kindly indulgence to such as them, and besides a shilling in charity
here goes a long way.
With great persistence Hobson and I elbowed our way along, determined to gain the south gate, and
return home outside the Celestial City’s walls, but the task was hard one - the lanes so narrow, the
houses so high, the bustle so great, the screaming of the coolies head-rending (for a coolie cannot
carry a burden unless he cries out, by way of relief I suppose, at every step), the ground so filthy, and
the atmosphere so stifling. At length we gained an open space. The air was not yet free from pestilent
vapours, but there was at least the open canopy of heaven above our heads. We pulled up here for
breathing, and while I wiped the perspiration from my brow, Hobson again indulged in his jolly laugh,
exclaiming, ‘Well, Marquis, have you had enough of the great and glorious Celestial City? Oh, it’s a
great place; I don't think.’ Do you know the nearest way out was all I could say under the
circumstances. At that moment a vagabond came running from the other side of the square, and,
throwing off his jacket (the only garment he had to wear, in addition to his loose unmentionables), he
pointed to his ribs, which were forcing themselves through the flesh of his body, and cried out, ‘No
chow-chow, no chow chow’. This was too much for our sympathising dispositions. ‘Poor, miserable
fellow’, we exclaimed, and threw at his feet all that remained of the shilling’s worth of cash in which we
had invested. He quickly picked up the treasure, stowed it away in his jacket, which lay on the ground,
and in an instant stood before us in another character - this time exclaiming ‘Too much chow- chow’,
and then he swallowed quickly a few gasping breaths that by an art - which we now, to our great
disgust, saw that he lived by - caused his body to inflate until he swelled up like a frog. Then holding his
breath with an effort which seemed to nearly make his eyes start from their sockets, he walked round a
few turns, and allowed himself to relapse into his proper self.
A crowd was, by this time, beginning to gather around us so, finding ourselves the objects attraction
along with the mountebank, we moved on; but the fellow was not easily got rid of. We had not
progressed 2OO yards until he made up to us, carrying in each hand a large tile. One of these he
placed on his brow, and the other he threw up the air. It descended with great force, and smashed the
tile which he was balancing into atoms about his head. We left him clawing the dust out of his eyes, and
were making for the narrow lanes again, when he once more came running after us, this time making a
long harangue in broken English, and offering to show us the objects of attraction in the city. This was
the very thing we wanted, so we at once bargained with him to show us to the outside of the walls by
the nearest possible route, and as quickly possible. We had not gone far, however, until the rascal
tempted us into a small court, which was lined round with large cages - exactly like a wild beast show,
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only that the cages in this case were filled with human creatures. There, in misery and filth of the worst
description, grovelled on the ground poor creatures, unwashed, unshaven, and almost entirely
unclothed. About a dozen of them rushed the bars and cried out to us for ‘chow-chow’. Our guide ran
up to the front of one of the cages, and spat in the faces of the poor suppliants. Upon our
remonstrating with him he positively foamed with rage, crying out, ‘Master, He Tartar rebel; he all China
makie spoil, to-morrow he die’. Then he raged in Chinese, his whole body shaking with passion, and
wound up, ‘You come along. My, look, see your housie. To-morrow I come bring you; you look, see
Tartar rebel die.’ Here he imitated, evidently with great satisfaction to himself, the manner in which their
heads would be struck off, and it was true, for next morning at eight o’clock was execution morning.
We now managed to make the fellow understand that the next place he stopped at must be outside the
city walls, and eventually we got outside of the South gate, and, arriving at the splendid Catholic
Cathedral situated there, we, with a great deal of trouble, got rid of our mountebank.
Soon after arriving, Bailey, accompanied by Chisholm, sang in a series of promenade concerts: ‘Miss
Bailey has continued to draw crowded houses and has no reason to complain of the reception she has
met in Shanghai.’ [North China Herald – 17 October 1863] Following the final concert in November,
Smythe and Bailey left Shanghai for Hong Kong, but Chisholm decided to stay.
Bailey performed in India and South Africa over the following three years between giving birth to three
children. The Smythes returned to Australia where Smythe ran lecture tours, taking Australians to
Europe and America, and bringing scientists, explorers and literary personalities to Australasia. He also
continued to manage artists’ tours, including one by of Mark Twain.
Chisholm spent the next eight months in Shanghai, giving piano lessons and performing in a range of
events. The appeal may have been that as the only resident professional pianist he had a far greater
status than he could aspire to back in the West of Scotland.

I had as many private pupils as I could well desire, and I may say that I worked hard from early
till late, since Oriental fees were very tempting. In the course of a day I would receive at my
rooms or visit pupils representing almost every country under the sun; Chinese, Japanese,
Portuguese, Bengalese, Parsees, Dutch, French and English. My favourite Chinese pupil was
one, if I remember the name rightly, Amoy Li Chun. Her father, Chun, was a mandarin of
considerable note who had a few years before formed one of a party Celestials who paid a visit
to the United States. There he picked up a few new notions and an old piano, on which he
asked me to give his eldest daughter lessons, and notwithstanding Amoy’s great disinclination to
practise bass, or anything else left handed, we got on pretty well. In twelve lessons she had
overcome ‘The Star-Spangled Banner’ (her father’s favourite tune), both treble and bass, the
latter clinging desperately to the tonic and dominant, however; and old Chun felt so proud of the
act that he gave a little native reception party.
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I was, of course, invited that I might receive the due amount of prepared compliments, and, to my great
astonishment, a real surprise awaited me, for the pretty little Amoy, who tottered down the reception
hall to welcome me, had, it seems, been learning English privately under her father’s comprador. I
must confess that I was never so delighted and astonished as when she exclaimed, ‘Good evening. I
saluted her by shaking hands with her in English fashion, and away she tottered among the guests; but
fancy my horror when, after spending a never-to-be-forgotten evening in real Chinese style, I on
retiring was accosted by the little vixen who with true sincerity spoke the only other English sentence
she had yet learned and which she abruptly expressed: ‘Get out, Mister Chisholm’.
Another rare pupil I visited was a Parsee gentleman. He was the most impulsive person I ever came in
contact with. Having conceived the idea through meeting me one evening, he next day spent about
£l00 on a little cottage pianoforte. I at once was called in and a large sum was offered to teach him to
play. I promised him a speedy advancement if he were patient and attentive, but he would be neither
one nor the other. I called about six times and sat down and expounded the art and encouraged him to
practise. The occasion of my last visit, he, after listening to my lecture for a last time, got up in a real
passion, and demanded that I take the confoundedly impossible instrument out of his sight, nay, he
even called his servants to drag it down stairs, and ordered them to take it to my residence, declaring
that it was only invented for the like of me. A few days after that, when leaving my watch to be cleaned
at a little Swiss watchmaker's shop, near the French settlement, I saw an old original Hurdy Gurdy. It
played six old fashioned tunes by turning a handle. I bought it for a few dollars, and had it taken to my
Parsee pupil. He was more than delighted as he had at last found the royal road to music, and after
strapping it round his neck and showing him how to change the tunes, and telling him turn the handle
steadily, I left him playing away, to all appearance serenely happy.
I will only mention one other pupil; in this case a lady, and a Bengalese. Her husband was reputed to
be enormously rich, and I should suppose that he was. He called me and arranged that I give his lady
a set of twelve lessons. I went to his house at the appointed time for the first lesson, and gaining the
drawing room, a matter of little ceremony in the East, as you as often get in by one of the windows as
by the door, I was sitting quietly playing on the grand piano, when I was startled by the clang of a gong.
Then the door opened and a procession of five slowly entered. There were two Arab attendants, a little
page superintending the lady’s train, which was of considerable dimensions, and the gentleman
already referred to coming in the rear. He carried a huge pipe as long as a walking stick, and having
glanced round the room to see that all was right, he said to me, ‘I will now to my bath’, and retired. The
lady never spoke, but sat down to the piano, the little page stood close to her, the two Arabs stood
motionless each side the door, and given the great space that the lady’s gorgeous train took up, I had
to stand in the middle of the room. When I ventured to speak the lady sat dumb, and when I ceased
she went on from the place at which she had stopped. When I offered to play a portion of the lesson
over, on her showing an inclination to rise up, the two Arabs moved forward and evinced considerable
alarm. The boy managed the train, and in time we had changed places, and I am sure I am not guilty
of exaggeration when I say that her ladyship was more difficult to turn than any ordinary omnibus. At
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the end of each lesson, the dumb procession formed, and moved away, leaving me to get out as best I
liked. On the twelfth day the old gentleman remained in the room during nearly the whole hour, sitting
at a small table mixing with great care a gruel which he now and then sipped. When the lesson was
over he was the last to fall into the procession, and motioning me to follow him I soon found myself in
the money room of the house, where a Chinaman sat testing Mexican dollars. The gentleman then
wrote a few mystic characters on a piece of yellow paper. The comprador scrutinised it for a moment,
and slowly piled up the 120 dollars for which I had been engaged to give the 12 lessons. The old
gentleman then said; ‘My lady will shortly now her native country, I will to my bath’. And thus terminated
the most disagreeable engagement I ever entered into in the whole course of my professional career,
not the least remarkable fact connected with it being that my pupil never condescended to speak one
word to me during the whole term of my visits.
One day, I played before a very great personage in this part of China, the Viceroy of the Province. He
was a pleasant old gentleman, and a thorough Chinaman in conversation and manners, talking only
upon the most trivial of subjects, and paying profuse but obviously insincere compliments. When I
commenced to play in the drawing room of the hong which he visited, the old gentleman left his seat
and coming over to the piano he seemed to study it very attentively; but his love for music must have
been of a feeble kind, because, just while I was in the middle of the prettiest Chinese melody which I
knew, he came down upon handful of black keys in the bass with a great bang, and I beat a hasty
retreat to my sofa, amid the suppressed tittering of the other Europeans present. On resuming his seat,
however, the old Viceroy sought to make amends by saying many gracious things about the music, and
by paying me a compliment, which he followed up without a moment’s pause by request of quite
characteristic nature. After reminding me that in one of the state rooms in the Emperor’s palace there is
suspended banner bearing the inscription: ‘Other nations may excel in some things, but in the
Heavenly art of music we, of the Celestial Kingdoms, stand above and unapproachable’, he said that
he was proud to have met in the humble province which he had the honour of governing, a gentleman
so devoted to the heavenly art as to make it the sole aim and effort of his life, which he the
complimentary Viceroy hoped might be long one. From what I subsequently saw of my ancient friend in
the dining room, I was led to conclude that, like many of his countrymen, he was only sincere in the
matter of eating and drinking.
In November, Professor Risley, an American gymnast and acrobat, arrived with his equestrian circus
from Hong Kong. The troupe that arrived in Shanghai consisted of Risley; Mr Tate who rose bareback
on his steed, Flying Voltigeur; Italian Brothers who performed acrobatics while riding; Mr Eugenie who
did acrobatics using a ladder; La Petite Marie, billed as the ‘infant prodigy’; and a chimpanzee named
Jacko . Risley sought out local performers to augment his small company and on learning there was a
pianist in the city, engaged Chisholm to play. Risley also hired Fred Wilson, who was serving as a
Marshall in the American Settlement, to perform as a ‘Versatile Conversationalist’. However, Risley’s
circus had arrived during an intensely cold winter and their stay in Shanghai was ill-starred. Two of
Risley’s best horsemen died (of smallpox), one of them being Mr Tait, ‘a very graceful and daring rider.’
81
Proof Copy: Not optimised for high quality printing or digital distribution

The horses took ill due to the climate, Risley
himself was almost always sick, and Jacko, the
performing chimp, often was unable to appear
being out of sorts. Also ‘La Petite Marie’ was not
quite the ‘infant’ as billed, for while the company
was in Shanghai. With his troupe depleted for
most of the planned shows after just a few weeks
Risley closed the show and left for Yokohama.
I was afterwards told by some friends who saw
him off that, when he got on board ship, he was
so enraged at the misfortunes which had followed
him while in Shanghai, that he kicked off boots
and cast them into the river, exclaiming, ‘There,
I’ll take none of the dirt of that big graveyard
away with me!’
Professor Risley

In Yokohama, Risley’s health improved and he got his show back on track. He built a circus
amphitheatre for his performances and, later, imported a herd of dairy cows from San Francisco, and
sold milk and ice cream from an ice house he had built in the city. Later, Risley arranged the first ever
tour of a troupe of Japanese jugglers to America and Europe.
Not long after Risley left, the first professional theatre company ever to visit Shanghai arrived i from
Macao. Led by Mr Faylor the actors were as optimistic of success as Risley had been in spite of the
very cold weather. The company was Australian and its opening play was The Lady of Lyons, a
romantic comedy in five acts written in 1838 by Edward Bulwer-Lytton, 1st Baron Lytton, an English
writer and politician. A warehouse had been converted into The Olympic Theatre and a large crowd
arrived in advance of the doers being opened at 8pm, including Chisholm.
The doors were to have been opened at eight, but nine o’clock arrived, and still the assemblage was
kept standing outside. At length Mr Faylor appeared and, addressing the people with tears in his eyes,
said his wife had been suddenly seized with sickness, and could not appear; but, with the elastic
spirits of a showman, he brightened up, and promised that the theatre would definitely open the
following evening. Next night the performance was proceeded with, but Mrs Taylor looked pale and
weakly throughout the first piece; and, in spite of the assistance of a doctor, who was stationed behind
the scenes, she was unable to appear during the remainder of the evening.
The local critic who clearly had been excited by the company's visit was unimpressed by the
performance. Faylor had bolstered his company with locals whose input the local critic deemed
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'ludcrous.' He also lamented the audience for being ‘riotous in the extreme and displaying the worst
possible taste in exciting themselves to increase the confusion on the stage.’ As a result of the rowdy
first night, the further performances ‘were not patronised by any of the ladies resident in the settlement’.
[North China Herald - 14 February 1864]
Given this bad start, it was perhaps ill-advised that the company’s later performances included a brief
comic musical play entitled A Lady and a Gentleman in a Peculiarly Perplexing Predicament. Things
went from bad to worse, for poor Mrs Faylor, who had struggled on for almost a week, died and the
theatre closed.
The worsening situation in Japan that
had caused Chisholm to leave the
country was to a large extent the result
of Emperor Komei’s order in 1863 that all
‘barbarians’ should again be expelled. It
was this that eventually led to French
and British military action. To try to gain
French support for the expulsion of
foreigners, and in particular the closure
of the harbour of Yokohama to foreign
trade, the Emperor sent Ikeda Nagaoki to
France. In February 1864, the Ikeda
Mission, known as the Second Japanese
Embassy to Europe, consisting of 35
The Ikeda Mission
Japanese, including servants, set off for
France. While awaiting a transfer to a mail ship, the group spent six days in Shanghai and stayed at
the same hotel as Chisholm.
Their visit proved a lucky one for me, because of my knowledge of their music, and even the little I
knew of their language, seemed quite to astonish them. On three different evenings I played, while they
smoked their pipes and sipped their champagne. I trust it is no breach of confidence to say that, what
with the champagne and the exhilarating influences of their national melodies, the Japanese audience
generally got rather elevated during my two hours’ entertainment. They were a very nice lot of fellows,
but made many mistakes as this was their first entry into European society. At dinner, they peppered
their champagne because they saw us sprinkle some Cayenne on our soup; and when finger glasses
were placed on the table, along with the fruit, they drank the contents, and exclaimed ‘Moi, moi’ (more,
more). On those nights when I was not playing to them they used to come into my sitting room,
sometimes half dozen at a time, and sat conversing together, with one of the officers who spoke a little
English acting as interpreter. They made inquiries about everything English, and begged some letters
of introduction to my friends at home. I gave them a few to the leading music sellers in London in order
that they might be shown over the establishments.
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The evening of their departure they presented me with a testimonial in the form of a letter, of which the
following translation was also given me: ‘We, Ambassadors of his Majesty the tycoon’s government in
Japan, on our way to Europe, were told ere we left our native country that when we had come to
Europe we would see many great and clever men. But our amazement is great, that although only a six
days’ journey from Tokyo, we have already come in contact with one of the great men of the West. He
is a master of music, and has travelled in our country, where he has learned many of our lovely tunes,
those beautiful fragments of soothing melody that calm all feelings of strife within our breasts. He has
treated us to the best of this music, playing them with curious changes (variations) upon a wonderful
instrument he calls the piano. We give him this, praying our brother countrymen to show him kindness
and respect should he visit Japan again’. And then followed an array of unpronounceable names.
The members of the mission had the pleasure of spending a short time in Egypt, where they were
photographed posing before a Sphinx. In Paris they were feted by society, but not by the politicians and
they had to return to Japan empty-handed.
In mid-March John Roderick Black, arrived with his pianist,
Carpenter Phillips, to give a series of concerts at the
Olympic Theatre. Black, also a Scot, had travelled to
Australia in 1854 and there embarked on a singing career.
His concerts were titled 'Evenings at Home, the songs of
many lands' and consisted of performed orations
interspersed with songs. He and Phillips had arranged a
season of six, once-weekly concerts. Chisholm attended
the first and was impressed by their performances. Over
the following weeks Chisholm became friends with both
Black and Phillips. Following the third concert Chisholm
and Phillips shared a light supper before retiring.

John Reddie Black - caricature in
Japan Punch 1865

I had not been in my own room more than 20 minutes, however, until Phillips’ attendant called me to
come and see his master in great haste. I ran to his room where I found him in state of great agitation.
He complained of the same symptoms that I had the season before suffered from myself. I found Mr.
Black and arranged that he as quickly possible should bring a doctor, while I returned to poor Phillips
and endeavoured to get him, in the meantime, to swallow a little brandy; but this he stoutly resisted,
declaring that he had not tasted alcoholic liquors for seven years, and he would not now.

The doctor was long in coming, and he grew rapidly worse; again and again I pressed upon him
to swallow a little of the brandy, the only available stimulant I could under the circumstances
command, but to no purpose, and a little later when he fell upon his bed, and writhed in terrible
agony under those cramping pains that seem to tie the internals into a hard knot, and still twist
them
harder, I pressed the drink to his lips again but he dashed it from my hand.
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At length, at about half-past one (two hours after the attack), the doctor arrived, Black having at last
succeeded in hurrying him from some other dying bedside. The proper remedies were at once
applied, and after a while our poor patient rallied a little and spoke hopefully. At four o’clock, however,
he fainted away into a deep sleep, when the doctor woefully shook his head and said. ‘Poor fellow, it
will soon be o’er’. An hour later Philips died.
In spite of the shock of the death of Philips, Black decided to go ahead with the remaining three
concerts and Chisholm agreed to take over as his accompanist. Black and Chisholm also mounted a
‘Great Jacobite Night’ that included the play, The Adventures of Prince Charlie or the Rising of 1745,
along with Scottish ballads and songs.
With the death of Phillips, cholera again crept among us. Many a mile out into the country, in the cool
of the early morning, did my companion Hobson and I walk or ride, just to avoid the morning papers
and the consequent general breakfast conversation. Many a light conversation we compelled
ourselves to carry on, and many an ‘Oh, this is jolly, I don't think,’ did Hobson exclaim through his
forced laughter, when our faces were pale and wan. The Japanese had cheered us up a great deal,
but now they had gone we had to fall back on our own resources for amusement again. I took a
severe tit of fever and ague at this time, and I am certain that I am indebted to my companion for my
speedy semi-recovery. When the attack came on he immediately summoned the doctor…. For the
next three days and nights Hobson was never out of my room more than fifteen minutes at a time, but
there he stood piling on the blankets as I kicked them off in my restlessness, and eyeing the watch
which hung at the head of the bed ; and every two hours while I was awake he would jump from his
place and run across the room for the medicines, exclaiming, ‘Hello, old Marquis, it’s physic time;
what about a few physics; I’ve seen a few physics myself in my time’, and so he would continue, in an
uninterrupted flow of good humour until I had swallowed the horrible mixture. By the time I was able
to venture out again the Spanish Consul had taken up his residence in our hotel. He was a gentleman
full of good music, and one of the first invitations I accepted was to have a drink with him in his
rooms, and before I left the purpose of his asking me came out. I was to take his only daughter as a
pupil. I pled weakness in the meantime, but set an early day to give the first lesson. It would be four
days afterwards that, on going up to the Consul’s door, three Spanish attendants stopped me,
whispering, ‘Make no noise, but go away; master is very sick’. I retired on tiptoe, and went on my
other visits. As I crossed the old Loo Choo bridge about four hours afterwards, I suddenly stood still,
and with shock saw the Spanish flag on the flagstaff in front of the hotel hanging mournfully at halfmast. My new-made friend was dead. I at once made up my mind to return to Japan and remain there
during the season of the epidemic in Shanghai.
Black planned to travel to Japan and suggested Chisholm accompany him, and that they perform
together there. Chisholm agreed. However, before leaving China they decided to take a trip to
Hankow so they could see some of the country's interior.
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Hankow (May 1864)
Hankow, which is sited at the confluence of the Han
with the Yangtze River, had become a British
concession just four years earlier when Admiral
James Hope had led an expedition upriver and
instructed one of his staff, Harry Parkes, to establish
a trading concession in the city. After a lengthy
period of negotiations the concession was
established and by 1865 the foreign residents,
primarily merchants, numbered around 150.

Hankow waterfront c.1880

It was a risky trip, as the final phase of the Taiping
Civil War was taking place at Nanking, past which
their boat would need to pass. The war, that had
been waged since 1850, was between the
established Manchu-led Qing dynasty and the

Taiping Heavenly Kingdom. The latter was led by Hong Xiuquan, the self-proclaimed brother of Jesus
Christ, who sought to overthrow the ruling Manchus. He wished to convert the Chinese people to the
Taiping's syncretic version of Christianity, and transform the moral and social order of China. The civil
war was one of the bloodiest wars in human history, with between 20 and 30 million deaths, and
millions more displaced. By mid-1864 the last city held by the Taiping Heavenly Kingdom was
Nanking, and the Manchu Imperial army was about to attack it.
We boarded the pretty little steamer, the Wokee, at daylight the following morning and set off. After a
day’s sail, we entered the mouth of the Great River, the Yangtze. On the following day we lay at
anchor for about an hour at Zhenjiang. The only European-looking house here is the British Consulate,
which stands on the front of hill stretching down to the shore; on its left the once famous city lies
almost in ruins and to the right stands the pretty Golden Island, while a little way down the river, Silver
Island appears in clear relief - a sweet little spot, surpassing in beauty anything of the kind I have yet
seen in China. Another day’s sail and we reach the city of Nanking. I am truly glad to have had even
this bird’s-eye view of the old city. The Great Wall, as looked at from the river, has a most imposing
appearance. It seems to be quite 70 feet height, and, I am told, is more than 20 miles in
circumference. The aspect of the great rebel city is very dull when seen from the river, and one can
hardly fancy that it is inhabited to the extent it is. Through an opera glass the rebel soldiers are plainly
descried keeping sentry on the walls. Close to our vessel we pass about twenty of the ugliest and
most repulsive looking war craft that I ever beheld. They belong to the Imperial host, and most
villainously did the rascals grin at us as we steamed slowly by. They looked as if they were eager to
begin storming the city as soon we are out of their way but they’ll think better of it. In spite of the
evidence of the error they are at present creating, the humble fishermen are quietly fishing away
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under the very muzzles of their guns. The cormorant fisher is also here. This is the first time I have
seen one of these rare creatures. His birds sit in row along the side of his little san-pan, and at his
command they dive down into the water in search of fish. In short time we can see three or four of
them coming up with a fish each in their bills, when he pets them and gives them a little bit of chowchow. After a time, however, you can see him tugging at a long string that he has tied to each of their
legs, and polling up a lazy bird that has been down beyond the given time and got nothing, which
delinquent he gives a severe chastising to as a warning to the others.
The famous city was still in sight when a splendid barge, flying the Imperial colours, put out from
shore and signalled us to stop. The steamer was under the direction of a native pilot who recognised
the characters on the name flag to be those of a great mandarin. The captain therefore brought the
steamer to and a party of six quickly came on board. Our Chinaman was quite proficient in English,
from his having acted as pilot to the English ships on the great river since the opening of the Hankow
port. His confab with the chief dignitary soon brought us to a clear understanding with each other.
‘They only wish to proceed with us for hour or two slowly up the river, that they might be gratified and
instructed by learning news of the great Western countries’. The barge was thereupon made fast to
the steamer and we steamed on slowly. A very interesting interview then ensued, when in exchange
for such information as we could give our visitors, chiefly as to our relations with other countries at the
time, they talked freely of the real state of things on shore. They deeply deplored the conduct of the
rebels, and bitterly regretted the state of ruin that the famous old city was falling into under this rule.
They also spoke with deep emotion of the destruction the Grand Porcelain Tower, and the tombs and
the palaces.
From Nanking, we pass through the cotton and rice district, and the country, becomes more and more
interesting and picturesque at every turn of the river, which varies from 2 to 5 miles in breadth. When
between 30 and miles on from the rebel city, we passed the Western Pillar Hill which, with its
companion the Eastern Pillar Hill on the opposite side of the river, forms a fine scenic picture with
which we are at once impressed. About ten miles further on we reach WuHu, a very considerable
town, and, from the great prosperity of its commerce, much more important to China than many cities
of even the first and second order. The Yangtze here is surrounded with the beauties of varied nature,
simple, wild, and grand, which justifies its reputation as being perhaps the greatest and most
interesting river in the whole world. It is 2,400 miles in length, and sweeps through country of which
Sir Henry Ellis wrote: ‘However absurd the pretensions the Emperor of China to universal supremacy,
it is impossible to travel through his dominions without feeling that he has the country within the
imperial ring-fence of the world’.
Sailing on, we begin to enter the green tea district, and passing several little picturesque towers and
villages, we anchored for the night at Chiuchow here a party of seven of us, escorted by the captain
and our native pilot, went on shore. I never saw such a consternation in a village as there was that
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night in Chiuchow. A great crowd of
men and boys came running from
all directions, and jabbered away at
the top of their voices, but at a
respectable distance, while from
every door the little women peered
with their curious almond-shaped
eyes, as we passed along, and the
excitement was increased by a boy
running on about 100 yards in front
of us beating a gong, which brought
the natives from their houses away
Mountains Peaks at Chiuchow c. 1850
in front of us as if there was a grand
conflagration to be seen. and not
he least noteworthy fact is that the ground was densely covered with frogs. I really never had seen so
many frogs in my life, as I there saw in a heap, tumbling over each other to get out our way. I was soon
picking my steps, lest I should trample upon one the poor things, when the natives began to attribute
my humane caution to fear on my part. We waited about three hours on shore, picking our way among
the frogs around the village. At the tea houses we were received with much suspicion, but in some old
temples which we found lighted up very dimly the old Buddhist priests at once understood us, however,
and very kindly invited us to say our prayers at the rate of about 400 cash each. About midnight we
went to bed with a will, but for my part I could not sleep a wink, the mosquitoes sung so loud and stung
so sore, and caused me to slap my face so often that at last, after an hour’s vain endeavour to conquer
wakefulness, I folded my blanket around and made my way upstairs, and there spread myself out on
the poop, and would have gone to sleep under the most delightful awning of the then cool sky, had not
a monstrous flying cockroach, or roaring devil fly as the Chinese call it, bored in below my blanket,
where it commenced buzzing in its best manner, which caused me beat a hasty retreat, leaving blanket
and devil fly both behind me.
At daylight we upped anchor and were off. We steamed past the famous Little Orphan Rock in the
middle the river, with a winding pathway leading from base to summit. At the top of the rock stands a
picturesque Joss-house or Temple, out of which priests and pilgrims come crowding, and look over the
cliff at us as we steam slowly along. Opposite this island we see the ruins of a large city. The interior
seems only a mass of fallen houses grown over with moss. The wall of the city is in many places
broken down, and signs of human life are visible within or without. A little farther up the river a village
called Kin-Kang-Leaon, situated on the mouth of a creek, is pointed out to us. It also seems fast failing
into decay, numbers of the houses being already level with the ground, while from the hovels which still
remain a crowd of starved-looking people come trooping out and with open mouths stare at the
passing fire-ship. At the rear of this town, so deplorably bankrupt, stands a large, magnificent temple,
painted in the most gaudy colours, and evidently in flourishing condition. On the afternoon of the same
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day we reached the mouth of the Poyang Lake, the entrance, which is about a mile wide, being
guarded by new and magnificent fortified temple, the residence a very high priest, I was told. At some
distance beyond, the Little Orphan Rock forms a bold feature in the prospect, and afar off mountains
are discerned, which must be at least 4000 feet height.
This evening, the fifth after leaving Shanghai, we dropped anchor at Jiujiang where some gentlemen
came on board to transact business with the captain, who most considerately gave the passengers
permission to go on shore for an hour, as his business would occupy him about that time. We hurried
into a sampan, and had hardly landed when one of party of half dozen young men hurried up to me,
and, holding out his hand, cried ‘Hello, Marquis, how are you?’ I did not know the young gentleman,
but as he seemed to know me well I shook hands with him. He asked how long I was going to stay,
and when I replied, looking at my watch, forty-six minutes, he gave a naughty exclamation, by way of a
rejoinder, and asked me to have a refresher.

Jiujiang street scene

We went indoors, and the young gentleman, on
behalf of himself and his friends, communicated to
me that I would not be allowed to leave them that
night. ‘But I must, and I shall go’, I said. ‘We’ll take
good care you don’t’, and these wild young fellows,
eager for a night’s fun, concocted the following
scheme: They wrote a note to the captain of the
Wokee, requesting him to come ashore immediately
on a matter of the utmost importance. The captain
hastened to obey the summons, and within ten
minutes of my hour being exhausted was in our

presence. They received him with a victorious shout and with laughter, which the captain at first
seemed neither to understand nor appreciate. They told him he was their prisoner till the following
morning; and after the old captain had recovered from his first surprise, on explanation of the plot
being given, he entered into the joke as well as the rest of, recognising, as he did, that amongst the
conspirators was the leading member of the group for which he was making the trip. The trick was
next played upon Mr Black, after which the young fellows set out and gathered together all the
Europeans in the little settlement, numbering about forty, and with song and such we had a very
pleasant night reluctantly parting next morning just in time to proceed up the Great River at daylight.
We had still about 160 miles to make ere we reached Hankow, and progressed very slowly as there
were strong current running against us, at the rate of least five miles an hour. When we again
anchored for the night, knowing it be our last on board ship for the present, we did not go on shore, but
spent the evening recalling and recounting all the pleasant adventures of the voyage. This last day was
our very happiest. As long as the daylight lasted, the ever-changing panorama of scenery was one of
rare interest. There is something that one cannot describe, but can only wonder at with an ancient kind
of wonder, in travelling through the interior of China, especially by the Yangtze. You are almost
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compelled to give way to a kind of day dreaming - and the climate is very conducive to this sensation.
You would fain forget that you are now living in the year 1868, everything around you looks so
antediluvian. The junks and barges and sampans incessantly pass by, nothing in the world looks so old
fashioned, while the songs the sailors, who cannot move muscle of their body without singing, are
always the same, the notes long and dull and dismal in the extreme. A great towering, old black
tumble-down-looking pagoda, which you know will never be built again, is either before or behind you,
indicating your approach or retreat from a town or city. The cities and towns themselves have all the
appearance of being very ancient, and growing more and more ancient every day. ln fact, if you could
alter your period of existence under the circumstances, and put yourself 3,000 years back, you would, I
am persuaded, feel at home. During the day which I speak of we witnessed the emancipation, as it
would appear to us, of several villages. The people floated down the river on rafts composed of a vast
number trees and wood logs, which were bound together. On the largest that passed we counted no
less than 27 tents. There was a large number of livestock, principally of the swine fraternity, visible;
and, from the hurried glance at the drifting population, we estimated their number to be a few over 100
souls. In another case a smaller raft was closely followed by an immense multitude of frogs, which
completely blackened the water. This incident gave rise amongst us to great many jokes, a few
surmises, and a comic song extemporised to a rattling old Irish air, the refrain of which was: ‘They
might have left their frogs behind them’. It is a remarkable fact that, with the exception of the crew and
the pilot, us two passengers, captain, mate, and chief engineer were all Scotchmen on board the
Wokee. This many a quaint old story and song was stored for after dinner, when we spread ourselves
out in the old Indian lounge chairs under the awning on the poop, and hid our laughter behind clouds
of tobacco smoke. After another night's agonising struggle with those pests of the east, mosquitoes, we
were again under way by welcome daylight, and at three o’clock in the afternoon came to a standstill
opposite the European Bund at Hankow.
The settlement of Hankow is situated in one
of the most populous districts in China.
Adjacent to it have no less than three large
cities, and the population of the entire locality
must be enormous. The names of the two
other cities are Wuchang and Hanyang. The
cities are separated from each other by water,
and form a kind of triangle; of the three
Wuchang is generally considered the most
important from the fact of the GovernorGeneral residing there. Undoubtedly Hankow
is in many respects the most interesting of all
the open ports in China.
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Map of Hankow c. 1890

A fine row of European hongs, fronted by a well laid out and commodious Esplanade, stretches along
the river’s edge, opposite the anchorage, but in the native part that branches off into a mass of dense
confusion I took the greatest delight. Here you were at once lost in real life. What a contrast! In the
European part all was quiet and free and open, with a fine fresh breeze from the river, generally
blowing in face, and only 20 yards beyond all was bustle and jostling and closeness; and here, as near
every other European station, every door opens to another shop, and every shopman and his
customers seem to make greater noise than their neighbours. The very signboards suspended in front
of each establishment are so hung that they are set off oscillating to and fro, and indulging in a slapbanging accompaniment to the row whenever they got the slightest chance, such as the passing
mandarin’s chair, or couple of coolies carrying a load of cotton, which is sure to come in contact with
them and set them in motion.
I was very much amused at having the characters on lot of these boards translated to me one day,
when, to my astonishment, they in no case gave the name of the shopman, nor even the business
carried on. The glaring gold letters on the red ground generally set forth ‘Mutual profit’; ‘Credit here’;
‘Prices true’; ‘Gossiping allowed in this shop’; ‘Former customers always come back’; and ‘The money
stream is flowing’. But these are mild mottos in comparison to those suspended in front of the native
shops in Shanghai, where shopmen carry a vulgar and greedy competition to each other’s
disadvantage. Many of them, with a view to entrap foreigners, have even the front of their
establishments literally covered with hand-written bills, in English, French, Dutch, and other languages,
but the writing was in every case of the most rude and illiterate character. A few English specimens will
suffice: ‘This is the real Canton Joe’s shop. Have no truck with the sham Canton man over the way.’
‘Ning-poo Sam - the real Sam - brother Sally come up. He can speak little English but can’t read. Don’t
tell him it was Ned Barlow, brig Star of the West, wrote this.’ ‘Canton Joe over the way is a bad-unn. I
buy and sell English bottles full or empty.’
We had not been in Hankow long before my friend Mr Black and I were requested to give one of
Black’s ‘Evenings at Home’. We had not come prepared for that but the greater portion of the
Europeans who numbered about 100 would take no denial. The little English Church was converted
into a concert room, and on the platform set a Broadwood grand pianoforte, the property of the
American Consul. Nor did we feel ourselves out of place by any means under the circumstances, for in
warbling over ‘The Songs of many Lands’ (the title we gave to the entertainment on that particular
evening), when we in imagination traversed the wide world over we felt that we were stirring up
patriotism in one heart and loyalty in another (for our audience represented many lands) - of which we
did not fail give their national anthems - and devotion in many, and deep-rooted home-yearnings in
nearly all. And as we tenderly hovered with tremulous accents over the song associations of our own
native Scotland - at that moment oh how far remote - many present, with wet eyes and quivering
eyelids, seemed to feel keenly. And I could not but feel that one song stood out from all the rest on that
night; song of the author of which all true Scots, who possess the least flame of the religion of song in
their souls, may well be proud. He is undoubtedly one of the most true-to-real-nature bards that ever
opened his honest heart to his countrymen.
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The song did not sound to us as a mere song the time. It had more the impression of soothing and
comforting sermon under the circumstances. Its author is James Ballantine, of Edinburgh, and you
know well:
Confide ye aye in Providence, for Providence is kind.
An’ bear ye a’ life’s changes wi’ a calm an tranquil mind.
Tho’ press’d and hemm’d on every side, have faith an’ ye’ll win through,
For ilka blade o’ grass keeps its ain drop o dew.
On leaving at the conclusion of the concert I was astonished to find the little graveyard lighted up with
lanterns and converted into a picnic ground. There were dozens of bottles containing hock, cider,
champagne, brandy, and soda-water arranged on the table, flanked by little mountains of ice. How it all
got there nobody seemed to know, and without needless questioning we all attacked the good things
provided, which underwent rapid diminution. And thus ended the first concert given on this part of the
earth.
I enjoyed myself vastly in Hankow, notwithstanding that there was no European hotel there of any kind,
and I had to make out as best I could, and on many occasions had to deliver myself to the mercies of
the queerest possible ‘chow-chow’. The keeper of the chow-chow house at which I generally dined was
an original. He had no sooner seen the colour of money, and been informed that I would call to-morrow,
than he began at once to exercise his great genius on behalf of my very imperfect appetite. Before I left
the house he accosted me most graciously, making sign and gestures which it was at first very difficult
to understand the meaning of, and it not until he began clucking and moving his elbows in imitation of
a hen, and pointing at the table that I conceived the idea that be wished know if he should cook fowl for
next day’s dinner. I readily consented, and indeed be had a fine fowl done up in the most approved
style the following day. I heartily relished the dish, there was something so homely about it; and the
landlord himself, who was butler, cook, and bottle washer all one, made things quiet and comfortable,
and altogether pleasant, and was full of that true civility and sincerity which costs nothing, that I, feeling
myself so welcome, ate my second day’s dinner with enjoyment. To ensure I should have whatever I
desired, he then, to my infinite amusement, went through imitations of almost every description of
eatable animals, looking in my face at the end of each performance to see whether I approved of it as a
dish or not; the farce was so good that I let him proceed until his ingenuity was taxed to the utmost,
and when he had been down on the floor, all-fours, and running backwards in imitation of a crab, I at
last nodded approval and left.
That day I was laughing at the circumstance with a newly made friend down in the settlement, and he
was so tickled with my description of the fellow that he expressed a strong desire to see him. The
chow-chow man was delighted when he found that my companion could speak a little Chinese in the
Hankow dialect. (The difference in the dialects of the country districts in England, Ireland, and
Scotland, in the broadest sense, is nothing at all to the total change of accent - as it would seem to me
- which you encounter among the natives in travelling from one district to another in China), and when
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the two had jabbered away together for some time, I asked my friend to speak a few words to him
complementing him on the excellence of my dinners, and to say to him that in future I would leave the
matter of choosing my food entirely in his own hands, providing that be every day procured change,
and always of the best that the market could supply. The Hankowian uttered an exclamation of delight,
and danced down the passage as my friend laughingly translated his reply. ‘Ah yah, such honour, that I
in future have the entire control of a number one Englishman’s stomach. Ah, yah, l am indeed
honoured’. That day I dined alone in quietness, and on leaving I as best I could made my Celestial host
understand that my friend would dine with me next day, and I said we would need ‘Chow-chow for two’.
On the following day my friend and I walked together from the settlement, and on arriving at my hotel
par excellence we found the attendants in a state of great confusion. They ran to and fro misplacing the
dinner dishes, and tumbling against each other to such an alarming extent that it was with some
difficulty that we found our way into the large room at the back of the house, where the result of all this
row was the dinner being set. We concluded that they must have taken my friend (who was but the
custom house attendant on the steamer that arrived in the port) for none other than a real live
Plenipotentiary Extraordinary, and myself for somebody else than I really am, not an unusual
occurrence. But be that as it may, order was by degrees restored, and perfect calm was the order of
that all-important moment, when our landlord entered the room with great dignity, his face flushed to
the highest degree by the heat of the fire and the steam of the dish over which he had been
manipulating. He then retired to see to the desert. The attendants stood solemnly behind our chairs. It
was pie - a fine, savoury, deliciously-flavoured pie. We were hungry. I proceeded to carve. ‘Excellent’, I
said to my companion. ‘Strange?’ he said. What is it?” he queried. ‘Rabbit pie, perhaps?’ But he put
down his fork and made a wry face. ‘What on earth is the matter?’ I exclaimed. But he heeded me not
but instead hailed one of the boys to bring his master. The master hastily came, and my friend seemed
to demand of him to explain of what the dish was made. A short discussion ensued, at the termination
of which my guest beat a speedy retreat, and left me surrounded by the cook and his crowd. It was
now my turn to go through an imitation performance, and pointing to the dish I asked as best I could if it
was made of cow (moo, moo) or sheep (baa, baa) or rabbit, though my imitation of the latter was not so
easily defined. Then the Chinaman, with a concerned look of much injured simplicity and innocence,
pointed the pie, and barked ‘bow-wow’, and thus ended my first, and, as far as I know, last dog pie
dinner.
Our trip from Hankow back to Shanghai, drifting with the current stream, which runs very rapid at this
this time of the year, occupied only four days, and served mostly as a kind of short relaxation time,
during which we amused each other by comparing our various episodic adventures, thus far, into the
interior of the land of the Celestials. On passing Nanking again we were much struck with the altered
appearance of the place; the native fleet seemed considerably augmented, and on shore the
Imperialists were closing upon the city in every direction. There must be a great fight here shortly, and
from the vastness of the preparations going on outside, I very much fear it will prove too hot for poor
Chung-mow within. At a little distance, in the fields, a grand review of the Imperial forces seems to be
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going on, for we descry a numerous and variegated display of tents and banners, and marshalling
forces, but we smell no powder, and the pretty Celestial panorama dwindles away into nothingness in
the distance.
What Chisholm saw as they passed
Nanking was the build-up to the last
major battle of the Taiping Civil War,
known as The Third Battle of Nanking.
The three-day battle is thought to have
involved more than a million troops and
the Taiping army lost over 100,000 of
its men. Following its victory, the
Manchu Imperial troops slaughtered
many of the city's population.

Third Battle of Nanking

When Black and Chisholm arrived back in Shanghai, they were keen to travel on to Japan as soon as
they could to escape the continued threat of cholera, but as they had just missed the weekly mail
steamer, they were required to wait seven days. Also Chisholm discovered that Hobson had now fallen
ill and so it became his turn to be nurse to his friend. He sat with Hobson day and night, administering
regular doses of the medicine the doctor has supplied. Fortunately, during the week Hobson improved
sufficiently to leave with Chisholm and Black for Yokohama.
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Yokohama (July to September 1864)
When they disembarked at Yokohama Chisholm once again fell foul of the Japanese Customs Officers
who, never having seen musical notation before, suspected the foreigners of transporting secret
documents. Eventually, Chisholm sang some Japanese melodies while pointing at the scores and they
were allowed to pass. The Customs Officers’ suspicions were no doubt caused by the tense political
situation that faced Chisholm and his two companions.
The Prince of Nagato had closed the Inland Sea to foreign vessels and established gun batteries
overlooking the Straits of Shimenoseki. The British, French and Dutch, who were determined to see the
route re-opened, jointly sent a fleet of seventeen warships to Yokohama harbour. The foreign
governments issued an ultimatum intimating to the Prince stating that if the route was not reopened they
would demolish the batteries. Just as Chisholm arrived the naval force set sail. A number of gunboats
were left in harbour ready to take the foreign residents to safety in the event of attack and Her Majesty's
20th Regiment were quartered on shore. In spite of the threat, Black, Hobson and Chisholm decided to
stay and rented a bungalow and engaged a staff of native boys.
The most alarming war rumours were raised every hour of the day, and things did really look serious
when the governor of Kanagawa sent a circular round our settlement describing a new badge to be
worn by the native night patrol and fire brigade, so that any native found abroad after certain hours not
wearing such, could be most carefully watched, and on the slightest suspicion apprehended. Our consul
also sent round a circular informing that our safety was not assured beyond the limits of the settlement.
In case of an attack during the day, a signal-gun would be fired from the harbour, and two from the
barrack’s heights, and if any disturbance arose by night, two rockets would be thrown up from the
Consulate. In the event of any of these signals being given, the Europeans were immediately to quit
their houses and take possession of the pier running out into the bay, there to await relief from the ships
in the harbour. As may well be supposed, we foreign residents of Yokohama did not feel any particular
pleasure in studying this warlike programme; but, as our safety depended upon following it out, we
established sentries, who took turn in watching for the signals by night, and got our affairs in a state of
preparedness to be off at a moments notice.
On the day following the departure of the fleet about 500 Indian soldiers who had been quartered at
Shanghai, were sent over to aid in protecting the settlement. Their appearance created a great
sensation amongst the Japanese: I was down at the hotaba (lauding place) when they landed, and the
first thing they did was to pounce upon every Japanese present, whether coolie or merchant, and
demand that they carry their baggage, and the Indians surrounded any natives refusing to do such
menial work - for Japanese won’t run away – and kicked them, knocked them on the head with sticks,
threw boxes on to their backs, and pushed them on before.
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I never saw such consternation on the faces of living men as was depicted on the countenances the
Custom house officials, who had come out of their offices, as usual, with the intention of molesting the
arrivals with their tedious matter of form examinations and questions, for even they were shoved about
with the rest, and had at length to seek shelter indoors.
Next day the Governor of Kauagawa sent some of his officers with a complaint to our Consul,
representing that the conduct of the new arrivals was that of devils rather than men. I was told that at
the wind-up of the discussion the leader of the native deputation boldly remarked: “ The men seem to
us to be not only great warriors but devils to fight, and how they came to be such fools as to be
induced to leave their own country to fight we are loss to comprehend.” All this tended to render our
position the more and more critical; and besides, the departure of the combined fleet was immediately
followed by the appearance of a band of Konins (soldiers in the employment of dissatisfied Princes),
who entered the settlement by stealth, and, assumed a most defiant attitude. We were led understand
that a large number of these Konins were kept in reserve outside the settlement, with a nice little
programme drawn up, the carrying out of which decided on the fortunes of war. It was said that, in the
event of the allied forces proving unsuccessful in the storming of Simouusaki, the Konins were to rush
into the settlement and attack the Europeans.
We were hemmed in, and if not in a state siege, we were least under war orders, for beyond the given
boundary we dare not go with safety, and even within it the natives were shy, and even the traders,
whose traffic had hitherto been entirely with us, now seemed importunate and unwilling to transact
business any kind, besides many suspicions characters, wearing the emblems, hovered about, and
without a doubt sought opportunities insult us, they, I have no doubt, feeling confident that our
combined fleet would be defeated. Gunboats were ready to assist escape in the event of attack and a
portion of the 20th Regiment were situated on the hills above the settlement, and a detachment of
Indian soldiers had possession of old wooden shed near the water’s edge. The drilling and reviewing
our forces was kept from day to day, and at night heavy field pieces were placed in the streets, and
patrols marched in all directions, in dozens, from dusk till daylight. We continued our evening visits to
the native theatre, which was within our canal boundary, although in the native locality, until one night
when, returning, I was mobbed by low class fellows, who booted, and pushed, and yelled out some of
the most uncomplimentary epithets I had ever heard until then. Three or four the crowd, who pretended
they were drunk –a disguise always resorted to when a Japanese wants to raise a quarrel – were most
offensive, pushing me from the one the other and crying out, ‘This is not your street, and you shall not
walk it; you shall walk in the water, you shall walk by the house-tops, or you shall crawl in the ditch, like
a dog, as you please, but you shall not walk in our streets.’ I had been making little headway so far, but
now the fellows threw themselves completely at me and pushed me to the side of the street, where I
came with all my force against a door, and there the rascals held me. The crowd from behind now
pressed upon us with all their might, and what with rage and rough handling I was well-nigh suffocated,
when the door was opened from within, and in I fell with several the foremost the lot a-top of me. The
shock seemed to surprise them much as it did me, for in an instant found myself standing in the middle
of a room. I drew my pistol from under my coat, where I always kept it concealed, and held them at bay
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while I regained the street. There I began to make an avenue for myself through the dense mass of
natives that had by this time assembled, and the din they made was most terrible, when suddenly a
single shout went through the crowd, a shout that even chilled my own blood, although I knew not what
it meant, so strange was the sensation which felt at that one shout, so abruptly striking every living soul
around me dumb, that I stood still with everyone else, and began to wonder this were really real.
Alas, it was too real, the unearthly shout had proclaimed the approach of the assassin, and the
multitude stood about holding their breath, waiting to see the white man murdered, and in less time
than it takes to describe it the professional assassin burst through the crowd. He then halted, looked
me keenly, drew his large sword half way out of its sheath (he was of the two-sworded tribe), advanced
a step or two, and seemed about take the fatal spring, when I raised my pistol level with his head; we
looked straight into each other’s eyes at this moment, and felt that each spoke death. There was no
wincing on either side, the feeling was determined and sudden death. He now hissed some short and,
doubtless hateful words, and let his sword fall back into its sheath, but not altering the expression of his
fane, nor taking his eyes from mine, I held up my pistol above my head and emptied one of its six
chambers in the air. This was fortunate, for the army patrolling body, hearing the report, came instantly
and the mob dispersed.
Undeterred by the tense situation Black and Chisholm mounted a
number of concerts. At one given for the local British garrison they
included patriotic songs to bolster the soldiers’ fighting spirit. They
also mounted small concerts in their bungalow and arranged for
famous Japanese jugglers (magicians) to perform. This poster is
for one of these ‘Evenings At Home’.
One of the Japanese Jugglers they hired to perform was Asakichi
San, the Imperial magician to the King of Edo.
The imperial magician, who was a comfortable looking gentleman,
on introducing himself to his European audience, saluted the
company by respectfully placing the palms of his hands upon the
floor, and bowing his head two or three times in dangerous
proximity to the ground. He first performed very cleverly one or
two the ordinary tricks of jugglers, and then proceeded to the
preparations for his celebrated Butterfly Trick. The trick was
performed with the utmost ease and elegance, and much
astonished our audience, who had heard of it, but not seen it, until
then.
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One day, I was foolhardy enough to stray
beyond the boundary within which protection
was promised by the Consul. I relied upon my
slight acquaintance with the language to enable
me to confer with and change the purpose of
anyone who might seek to molest me, and I also
derived some little confidence from the fact that I
was by this time well known in Japan, and not
out of favour with some of the native Princes. I
had not, however, proceeded more than mile
and half beyond the farthest off sentinel when a
couple of Ronins (samurais without a lord or
master) came rushing towards me. I cried out,
“Mats, mats” (stay, stay); and, thus addressed in
their own language, their charge became less
impetuous. They came upon me, however, with
drawn swords, and demanded what I had to say.
I told them that I was not a fighting person, but
was called the man of peace; that I was the
friend of the Princes, their masters, and that if

Two Ronon c. 1880

they killed me my death would surely be avenged. They told me they had heard of a Westerner whom
their masters called by this name, but that, lest I lied, they would kill me. They cared not that my death
should be avenged upon them; they valued not life, for the sooner they died they would go the quicker
to heaven. As a special mark of favour to the barbarian who could speak in their tongue, they gave me
fifteen minutes to prepare for death. I sat down on a fallen tree by the side of the pathway, and
thought over my situation although it did not in any way assist me that my two expectant executioners
were dipping their blades in the running stream, so that their weapons might be little stained by the
operation which they were about to perform. I got into conversation with the fellow s again, and one of
them expressed regret that they had drawn swords against me, but their religion, he said, enjoined
that, having unsheathed their weapons, they should not put them up in again without killing either their
enemy or themselves. It was imperative, I admitted, that, having, drawn their sword, they could not
return it without putting it to some use; but they might kill a beast, and not their friend and their
master’s friend. “Bring us a beast then,” they retorted, “and we will let you live but if you fail to do so,
in two minutes you die.” I saw that I could now break down their resolve, and it only remained for me
to provide them with an easily obtainable substitute. Emboldened by the favourable turn which affairs
had taken, I said, with as much nonchalance as possible, “Cut down that bamboo tree with your
swords and you will satisfy the requirements of your religion, while doing that which will please the
prince, your master.” The easily persuaded fellows caught at my suggestion; a minute later the
upward growth of the bamboo was effectually arrested, and in another we were the best of friends.
They escorted me to the nearest English outpost, and with a graceful sionara (adieu) parted.
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Given the perils of the time, we then kept close to our bungalow and there Black, Hobson and I did our
best kill time by keeping ourselves busy. We had a large rough garden which Hobson and I undertook
to make fine in no time, that included two ponds filled with three-tailed golden and silver fishes. We
had a cage of grasshoppers, some white mice that worked a wheel, a poultry-yard, and a tailless cat
and a broken-nosed poodle-dog that we had continually to keep from fighting. So, from one thing to
the other, Hobson and I managed to put in the day.
As for Black, he was then a most enthusiastic photographer. He had a small machine in the yard, and,
having assisted him to convert the back scullery into a dark room, and sat for our pictures about a
dozen times each, we left him alone in his glory. How he used to hunt for subjects! After exhausting the
entire household - the head-boy, the cook, the comprador, each of our private boys, the lamp coolie,
the water coolie, the gateman, and all their relations - he would go out to the street, and pounce on the
first Japanese that came by, and drag him in to be photographed. Sometimes the poor fellows would
roar ‘Murder!’ when the cloak was removed from the box, in which case Hobson and I had to run up
and hold him, for photographed he must be. One day Black brought in an old horse, and fixed it up for
its picture. The old horse stood quiet as a lamb, but the subject was too large for the lens, and poor
Black to content himself with a back and front view of the creature, and let it go.
My old Japanese teacher, Otto, had not visited me since the fleet
had left, and to our surprise he one morning turned up as usual. I
was heartily glad see him and to hear of how he had fared in Tokyo,
where he said he had been since last I saw him. After our polite
interview was over Otto said he had favour to ask. Would Mr Black
take his picture and give him a copy of it? ‘Why,’ I said, ‘Mr Black
has taken your picture a dozen times?’ ‘But I want a different picture
to-day,’ replied Otto. ‘All right,’ I said, and went and got Mr Black,
who at once cast off his coat and began to prepare a plate in his
dark room, as delighted to know that he had Otto again for a subject
as if I had brought him anybody else. Otto meantime had taken
possession of my bedroom, and when all was ready he, to our great
astonishment, came forth dressed as a two-sworded soldier. Black
took his picture and gave him copies, but when had gone we could
not help conjecturing to whether our old friend had not been playing
false to us all the time in acting as a spy and getting such
information as could from us communicate elsewhere. For, Otto and
again disappeared from the settlement.
Photo by John Reddie Black perhaps Otto
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Bloombank Cottage - the name by which we designated our bungalow- was open to all comers. On my
first visit to Japan I was called ‘the musician devil from the West’ but when I renewed my acquaintance
with them at this time, and adhered religiously to my plan of catering for lovers of music, while, at the
same time, studiously avoiding all political intermeddling, I came to be known amongst the natives as
the man of peace, who discourses in a language all can understand. Bloombank was a sort of neutral
meeting-ground for the Europeans and the native gentry, and as the war with Japan was going on
during my stay at this time, the privilege was all the more highly esteemed.
I still pursued my study of the spoken language of
Japan, and endeavoured to extend knowledge of
Japanese music. For this purpose I engaged a native
language teacher to visit me every other day, and an
old lady music teacher, who came three times a week.
I could not get them, however, to come any fixed hour,
and as they generally contrived to arrive about the
same time, I had a shrewd suspicion that this oftrepeated coincidence a matter of arrangement
between the pair. However, it suited me to some
extent also, because between the two I managed to
get the music of the songs, and also a good translation
of the words.

Japanese women playing
the Shamisen and the Koto

As to the music as played by the Japanese themselves, I could not pay it a very high compliment. They
have very indifferent instruments, the best of which is the Koto, a kind of dulcimer-harp of thirteen
strings. Each string has moveable bridge, by shifting which the note is raised or flattened in tuning.
Their scale differs from any of which I have a knowledge, and very numerous and fascinating are the
quaint melodies derived from it in the hands of a good player. The Koto is a difficult and expensive
instrument, and is only played by ladies moving in the upper circles of Japanese society. It is placed flat
on the floor, and the player, sitting in the usual recumbent attitude, bends over it, and picks the strings
much in the same manner as our own harp players, but with this exception, that the Koto player
encases her fingers in thimbles, which terminate with a little projecting piece of ivory, the size and form
like the finger nail, with the aid of which she manipulates her instrument without giving the least fatigue
or pain to the fingers.
The cheap and popular instrument of Japan is the Shamisen, a three-stringed guitar. It is not tuned in
one fixed manner, as are the stringed instruments of the West. In a song, regular accompaniment is
often played upon the Shamisen, but the melody does not appear to be confined to a certain set of
notes, but great scope is allowed to the singer to display her taste or vocal ability. Thus many will
frequently chant with a queer, monotonous, shaky drawl, while at another time they may give with a
certain amount of rhythm and variety. In all cases, however, the melodies exist, and if proper musicians
can be found and a little attention paid, their quaintness and sweetness may easily be discovered.
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It had been so commonly the habit of Europeans to pass by, with a sort of contemptuous pity, the
music that appears so delightful to the Japanese, that it seemed strange to see the bold
announcement made one morning that I would give a public recital of native music in Yokohama. The
natives and foreigners alike seemed to think I was joking, but the recital came off notwithstanding, and
it established but one opinion amongst our countrymen; that I had found beauties where hitherto they
had noticed little more than monotony and disorder.
Unless amongst the very lowest orders, gentlemen in Japan never take part what they term the
‘Ladies’ Art’. They sit and smoke their pipes, and drink their sake, while the fair ones play, sing, and
dance to them. Their songs are extremely numerous, and many of their melodies are very beautiful.
They are, however, in some cases so irregular in their construction as quite to defy our European
rules; in many melodies the changes being abrupt, and the intervals curious, that it is impossible - or
nearly so - to decide what key the music is set. My adapting of their own music to the pianoforte, being
careful not to overburden it with harmony, was a source of great astonishment and delight to the
Japanese. At one of my native concerts, a dignitary rose and broke a window with his hand. I
construed the act into an insult to me, but I had my mind speedily set at rest by my faithful friend the
interpreter, who assured me that his Highness meant high compliment in ‘seeking the cool air of
heaven to calm his fevered brow’.
The higher classes of Japanese gentlemen, as I have already said, never sing, but amongst the lower
orders you hear the native workmen, busy at their labour, singing from morning till night. On one
occasion, I asked a carpenter, who, with a dozen others, was working at a house, why they sang so
much, and his reply was to this effect: Master, if we did not sing, how can we work with spirit? And if
we do not work with spirit, how can our house be strong? The professional singing girls are often guilty
of extemporising and making their audience the subject of their warblings. When they have Europeans
for listeners they will sing their praises, and how much they love them, but the ditty generally ends with
a pecuniary reference, the girls labouring under the idea that the Westerns are all millionaires. The
most popular song was the Yokohama Girl’s Song.
While giving my performances of Japanese music to the natives, I was frequently visited by the
Princes from Canagawa and Yeddo, who gave me numerous presents. A good deal of amusement
was evoked about this time by a native drawing, which represents me as enthusiastically playing to
excited Japanese their native melodies, whilst a few drowsy foreigners are depicted as falling asleep. I
was somewhat perplexed at the translator flatly refusing to explain some little detached jottings on the
bottom of the sketch, and did not let the matter rest. Eventually I discovered it was a laconic query:
‘Mystery - The loss of one great man is a whole nation’s grief; a man of true genius should be best
known and most encouraged in the locality of his birth. Hence, if this Marquis Chisholm was a great
man in his own country, why didn't he stay there?’
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Chisholm, Black and Hobson made two excursions from Yokohama. One to visit the Taya Caves, about
ten miles from Yokohama, and a longer trip to Kamacura to view the Dai Butsu (Great Buddha).
Encouraged by the success of our visit to Taya caves, my friends and I shortly afterwards started upon a
tour into the interior of the country. It was certainly troubled times in which to venture upon an expedition
of the kind, and I can only now marvel at our want of discretion. The British man-of-war ships, the
Barossa and Cormorant, had just returned from the inland sea with bad news, and nothing short of war
was deemed the order of the day when we started on our journey of exploration. We were thoughtful
enough, however, to provide ourselves with a party of natives, and I indulged the hope that we would
not be likely to meet a larger group with hostile intent.
On the evening of the first day we reached Kanazawa, and, a halt being called, one of the boys was
sent in search of a native inn, or tea house. We had so far proceeded by sea, and by the time we had
removed our luggage from the boat a large crowd of ill-dressed natives had swarmed on to the landing
place, through which we fought our way to find poor Jerro, my private boy, crying bitterly, and hastening
to explain that he had endured a severe beating from the tea house keeper for daring to suggest that a
party of foreigners was coming to his tea-house. When we approached the Japanese rest-house. three
or four inhospitable barbarians came out and told us to leave, without giving any explanation of their
conduct. Learning, however, that there was another inn only about quarter of a mile distant, where we
would be enabled to put up for night, we resolved to be discrete and avoid hostilities. This we came to
know was the wisest course we could pursue, because I found that, in consequence of the disturbed
state of the country, it had been deemed advisable to reserve certain inns for foreigners, so to avoid the
possible exhibition of ill-feeling in the event of Europeans and natives being lodged under the same
roof.
The inn which we now entered was guarded by native watchmen, to prevent us from being molested
during the night. After dinner we were waited upon by Japanese girls, who came into our room with their
banjos, and treated us to some music. They had not been very well trained, and their singing was not of
the most finished class, but they at least afforded us much amusement; and, by way of making some
return in kind, I played upon one of their saamsings, and sang some of their own airs, much to their
astonishment. There were about a dozen of these girls in attendance upon us; and when midnight was
near we sent them down stairs, so that we might retire to rest. They kept up a noisy concert right below,
so that we could not get wink of sleep, and in about an hour and a half they came running in a body
upstairs into the room, on the floor of which had stretched ourselves, and called upon us to get up and
join in the fun. We chased them out, and as they saw by this time that we were determined upon
sleeping, they troubled us no more for the night. The conduct of these girls was in no respect improper,
and I was persuaded they had no evil thought in making so free with us. As I have before observed,
woman’s virtue is, in Japan, left to her own sense of honour, quickened, perhaps, by the consciousness
that swift-following death would be the punishment of any discovered lapse from chastity.
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Dai Butsu photo by Felice Beato 1863

Chisholm was impressed by the
massive bronze god, Dai Butsu, that
he jokingly named ‘The Dryboots’. He
recounts that one of our party, a
photographer, took a photo of The
Dryboots, the proportions of his
gigantic figure being brought out by
contrast with one of companions and
myself standing at the foot the statue.'
It is possible that the photographer
was Felice Beato, an Italian-British
photographer, who was one of the first
people to take photographs in East
Asia. His surviving photograph of the
Dai Butsu includes two men sitting on
either side. Perhaps one is Chisholm,
although there is no evidence one way
or another.

Lord Redesdale, a British diplomat, was in Japan in the late 1860s and recounts that he too journeyed
to see the Dai Butsu and stayed at a nearby inn: ‘I was left alone to amuse myself as best I might,
translating the scraps of history which I have given above, and wondering at the inscriptions with
which former travellers have decorated the inn walls. One read, “The Marquis Chisholm and a lot
more, all Dryboots". Could the Marquis Chisholm be a negro living in Yokohama?’ By the time
Redesdale arrived in Yokohama, Chisholm was back in Scotland and clearly his local musical fame
had not reached the Lord’s ears, although quite why Redesdale should imagine the inscription to refer
to a black man is hard to fathom. [A Holiday in Japan – Lord Redesdale. 1882]
After much picture-taking in Kamakura, and a
dreadful quarrel about our bill at the hotel as we
were overcharged in a most shameful manner, and
unlimited leave-taking with the priests who had
shown us round their temples, we started on our
return journey.
The 'picture taking' on this occasion was by Black
and this photograph is one of those he took in
Kamakura on that trip.
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At Kawakawa we again occupied our old quarters and the quantity of serenading that we had to
endure from strolling bands of native who had heard that we were generous was past all endurance.
We had displayed a spirit of generosity to a few strollers on the occasion of our previous visit and all
the district had heard of it; and now from their remote hiding places there came every pauper of note
to disturb our every would-be quiet moment. One evening a temporary stage was even erected in front
of the hotel, on which a few mountebanks began to kick their heels, while their followers made the din
of an earthquake on drums and other instruments of questionable harmony, until we asked their price
to go. When they accepted and went, they vacated their place to a worse lot, one which canvased a
pretty little girl for sale amongst Europeans.
After two days we sent on to Yokohama for our horses, having resolved to ride home for a change of
scene, and took our departure. Our presence must have been considerably advertised about, for now
at every wayside inn we found that we were expected and at the few that we stopped at the schemes
of extortion were sometimes of the most amusing description. In one place, a native came to us and
told us that be was the inventor of a most curious instrument, which brought far objects near, and
made near objects large. He then with great dignity unfolded from the many folds of large coloured
handkerchief a very rude specimen of a telescope - so rude, indeed, that to his horror we all laughed
at it. We, however, then complimented him, looked through it in turn, and handed him a few coins. The
genius, however, must have felt himself to be great man, for he cast the coppers on the ground and
declared that his genius bad never been so insulted. He had expected silver instead of copper.
When about six miles from Yokohama the road became almost impassable, and at one point an old
bridge had to be got over. Hobson and Black, both declared that the only way to clear the thing was to
run for it and they did run for it, and were in consequence both thrown from their horses and
precipitated over the bridge into the river. Hobson swam to the bank none the worse for his “dive” as
be called it (Hobson has the life of several dozen cats in him); but Black went over horse and all, and
was only brought to dry land with some anxious trouble, the horse having kicked him from it in the
water. From this point the journey was of the most dismal description, and all arrived in Yokohama in a
very melancholy condition, ourselves out of spirit at the mishap which had befallen us so near the end
of our excursion.
Back in Yokohama our shut up-life in the large dismal bungalow began to be irksome and as the days
crept on, the heavens began to assume a more and more dark aspect. Rain dribbled lightly for a day
and night, and next day came down in an incessant downpour, which levelled our pretty little, almost
artificial, flower beds to the earth. Our nerves were tested during that night, for such storm I have
never seen on shore. The rain and wind rattled and roared with such howling, clattering din that could
not hear each other’s voices; our slim windows were blown and battered in, and the frail old bungalow
rocked and creaked, and strained itself on its four foundation poles like ship labouring in a heavy sea;
a little later and long sheets of Iightning were quickly followed with great head-rending bursts of most
unearthly thunder, and at this moment our native servants, eleven in all, came running in from their
out-houses,
their faces strained with terror, crying out “A Blacksan, a Hobsonsan, a Chisholmean,
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protect us the great Fudsiyama who is out to-night and has come from his ‘fire mountain’ to destroy us;
hear him roaring in his anger.” We, after a little sharp remonstrance, during which another great peal
frightened them all to such an extent that they fell in a confused mass on their faces upon the floor,
hunted them out, crying on them to go back to their rooms and be not afraid. We in time got them into
their own apartments and left them, but for hours afterwards, and far into the morning, every peal of
thunder, the cry “Kami, Kami, Kami (God), save us,” was raised. Next morning on going round the
settlement, we found that much damage had been done to property by the typhoon and nearly the
whole sea wall of our long Esplanade lay in ruins.
From this time until the return of the fleet from the inland sea we rarely went out of doors, but by mutual
consent set and converted our large room into a little literary sanctum, where we all sat down for hours
at time and scribbled, and, during the long dull evenings, read to each other our productions of the day.
During this period, Black produced a sparkling little volume, full of racy adventure, on the subject of his
‘Travels during the Summer of 1862 among the Himalayas’. Hobson wrote a comic drama in which we
were brought out in bold relief as the principal characters: Don Roderick - John Roderick Black; the
Count - William Hobson; and the Marquis - Marquis Chisholm.
In October Chisholm left Japan on his own to return to Shanghai. He may have decided to leave as his
fellow performer, Black, had decided to give up his singing career and taken a job working in the
auction house of Albert Hansard, owner of the Japan Herald, one of the country’s first English-language
newspapers. Later, Black became a partner in the newspaper but, in 1867, the newspaper folded due
to bankruptcy. Black then founded his own newspapers, the Japan Gazette, and in 1870, The Far East.
The latter aimed to promote ‘goodwill and brotherhood between the outer world and the subjects of the
most ancient imperial dynasty of the world’. The Far East contained articles on the history, arts and
customs of Japan and, due to Black’s interest in photography, was illustrated with pasted-in, original
photographs.
The paper was suppressed by the Japanese Government in 1874 and
Black moved production of the paper to Shanghai and the subject matter
became predominantly Chinese. It ceased publication in 1878. Black
also founded the Far East Art Agency in Shanghai to sell art works and
photographs. In ill health he returned to Yokohama and died there in
1880, aged just 53. One obituary said of him ‘ his industry was great, but
his business enterprises were seldom crowned with success; year after
year he struggled manfully with his difficulties, but the Fates were
unpropitious.’ One of his sons, Henry James Black, became well known
in Japan under the name Kairakutei Black as the country's only foreignborn rakugoka or public storyteller.
All that has been traced for Hobson is that by 1870 he was living in San
Francisco and there married Bessie Knight. He died ten years later.
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Shanghai (November 1864 To April 1865)
I arrived in Shanghai for the third time in November
1864 and from that time till I left, worked hard at my
profession. There are about 2,000 Europeans in
Shanghai, and I may say that my business
engagements were almost entirely with them. I had,
however, half a dozen Chinese pupils whose parents
were Mandarins. I had much pleasant intercourse
with them, and found them most agreeable to deal
with but they were not very apt pupils. Life in
Shanghai is far from pleasant and the ever-lasting
dollar is really the only inducement for the European
to remain there.

Shanghai street scene c.1870

On 28 December Chisholm attended the opening of the Masonic Lodge Cosmopolitan No 428. He and
others had ensured the hall was splendidly furnished, including the inclusion of an organ which
Chisholm played. He was impressed by the ceremony that he thought was ‘conducted with princely
dignity and seriousness entirely worthy the noble craft’. This was not the first Lodge in Shanghai. That
had been the Northern Lodge established in 1849. Of its sixteen founding members, seven were
Scots. Freemasonry first reached China on the Prince Carl, a ship of the Swedish East India
Company. The Freemasons on board had a document giving them permission to hold meetings
whenever they entered a port and they did so in Canton in late 1759. The British also established
lodges in the ports in which they traded, the first being in Canton in 1768. Three further Scottish
Constitution lodges were established in Shanghai. Given that the majority of British in Shanghai at this
time were male and many already Freemasons, freemasonry played an important part in Shanghai
life. Because of restrictions imposed by the Imperial Government, it was not until 1889 that the first
Chinese was initiated as a Freemason in Canton.
Chisholm’s willingness to give freely of his time at benefit concerts continued. These included a fundraising concert for repairs of the small European church in the American Concession and a concert to
assist ‘a brother professional who had just been wrecked off Woo-Sung, losing all his effects.’ He also
performed with the Shanghai Amateur Burlesque Society. Six months or so before Chisholm arrived
there had been a renewal of amateur theatricals, with performers drawn from the merchants and the
military in the city. As men played the female roles, not all the portrayals of female characters
succeeded: ‘Clara, as represented by Mr Broom, although admirably got up in the coiffure was rather
outré in the dress, especially about the sleeves; while the manner and voice resembled more the
roughness of the father than the gentleness of the mother.’ [North China Daily – 14 February 1863]
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The greatest ‘hit’ that the Dramatic Society made was in the burlesque of Aladdin, which we had the
boldness, or rather the mischievousness, to play before an audience of real Chinese. I never saw a
mass people so astonished in all my life as the audience, as one character after another entered and
burlesqued the native manners and customs in real dresses. The old widow Twanky created roars of
laughter, especially when she appealed to them in a Pigeon-English song which they mostly
understood.
Soon after his arrival in Shanghai Chisholm
came across Zhan Shichai, a young man from
Foochow. Zhan (who became known as Chang)
was not a man easy to miss as he was at least 7
foot 8 inches in height.
I made the acquaintance of Chang in Shanghai,
where his extraordinary stature created a
profound sensation. Through Woo Kwan Toon,
who acts as his interpreter, I procured an
invitation to the house in which Chang was living
in Shanghai. He returned my visit with great
courtesy, and, listened with much interest to
some Chinese melodies which I played on the
Piano-forte. I was pleased to see him coming
every other day to sit with me, and talk of foreign

Zhan (Chang) Schichai

lands through his interpreter; and in a few weeks he confided to me his wish to make a journey to the
Western Land, on condition that I would join him there, and be to him ‘a guide, philosopher, and friend’
during his wanderings in my country.
On obtaining my consent to this proposal, Chang wrote to his relations, requesting them to take
counsel together and give their consent, according to the Chinese custom to his proposed journey.
Fychow is only about 1000 miles distant from Shanghai, yet it was four months before we got an
answer, which came in the substantial form of a whole mail bagful of letters, petitions, prayers, and
blessings, all Fychow having apparently conferred together regarding the projected journey of my
interesting friend. It took me three weeks, with the aid of two translators, to get the matter which
concerned me put into English, but at length we got it accomplished, and I breathed freely for a day or
two. Chang had written to his relations that all would be arranged as they desired, when another
shower of documents came to hand. They were this time of a legal nature, providing for my care of
Chang, and directing that I should take with me about fifty tons of rice, 20 chops of tea, 12 chests of
medicine, etc., etc. How I got over these and a hundred other difficulties I must not begin to detail; but
the stipulation which terrified me most, and which, if I remember aright, was, the 87th clause in our
agreement, ran thus: That, in case of Chang’s death in a foreign country, which Joss (God) will or will
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not decree, he, Chang, shall not complain, provided Marquis Chisholm properly and decently embalm
and preserve his (Chang's) body, and return it in safety to Fychow. Hence, the great coffin became one
of our properties, and is Chang's travelling companion wherever he goes. Shortly before he left China,
Chang met the interesting lady who is now his wife. He thought a female companion would greatly
enhance the pleasure of his journey.
Chisholm's account was clearly mainly fabricated with an eye on publicity. Chisholm saw in Chang a
chance to make money as ‘freak shows’ that displayed live human curiosities such as bearded women,
dwarves and conjoined twins had grown in popularity during the Victorian period. 'Giants’ were much in
demand and Chang was the tallest Chisholm had ever seen. That this was Chisholm's plan is
confirmed by the fact that he also sought out another young man, Chung-Mow, who was just under
three feet in height, to join the ‘act’ to emphasise Chang’s height. The stipulation that a coffin long
enough to contain Chang’s great height travel with him certainly made for an excellent newspaper story
but is unlikely to be any more true than the bogus biography of Chang that Chisholm later created.
Clearly Chisholm had to invest quite a bit of money to buy tickets for the Chinese and put them up in
Britain for as long as they were there, and it is to his favour that he was willing to engage four other
Chinese to travel with Chang and Chung-Mow in order for them to be properly looked after. Key was an
interpreter and Chisholm contracted Woo Kwan Tung, who had learnt English as a Christian disciple of
Dr Henderson, a Shanghai Missionary. Although Chisholm was described as the group’s manager, he
recognised that he required a Chinese who understood the needs of the other Chinese to handle that
side of the day to day management and this role went to Sing Ah Look. Two women also were
engaged. King Foo and Ah Ying. The former was described as the wife of Chang and the latter her
maid. In the accounts it was related how Chang had fallen in love with King Foo just a few months
before leaving for Britain. However, later, while on tour in Australia, Chang married a British woman,
and King Foo’s description as ‘Chang’s wife’ changed to ‘Chinese lady’, and it seems likely that King
Foo was in reality Chang’s concubine. Perhaps Chisholm recognised that the young Chang might be
more content if he travelled with a mistress and may even have considered the additional exhibition
value of a Chinese woman, especially with one tiny bound feet, as few Chinese women had been seen
in Britain at the time.
Over the winter months, Chisholm completed the hiring, booked six berths for the Chinese on the
Vanguard, a tea clipper bound for London in early April and initiated some early publicity that he sent to
British newspapers to gather interest in the Chinese group’s visit. On 7 April, Chisholm saw the Chinese
safely on board the Vanguard. One can only wonder what Captain Arthur Scott thought when his
extraordinary passengers boarded, although of more concern to him was his cargo of 772,528 pounds
of tea. The following day the Vanguard set sail. Chisholm did not sail with them. His decision to sail
later by the faster, more comfortable, steamer route may have been due to him having some final
arrangements to make although it is more likely he knew how limited passenger facilities on board the
tea clipper would be and its journey to Britain would take three months or more.
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San Francisco, New York And Home (April to July 1865)
Having seen his six Chinese safely on board the Vanguard, Chisholm headed for home. He had to
transfer ships at Yokohama and while there waiting for the Pacific Mail Steamship Company ship to sail
for San Francisco was asked to perform. George and Annie Yeamans, circus performers and
performers in musicals, were presenting a play and music for one night and Chisholm was delighted to
agree, especially as he received significant billing. ‘Grand fashionable night. Under the patronage of
the American Consul and Captains and Officers of various vessels in the harbour. The new London
farce, The Area Belle. Mr Marquis Chisholm, the eminent pianist, having arrived in Yokohama on a
non-professional visit – on route to Europe via America – has kindly offered to play on this occasion
some of his most animated and popular selections.’
He spent a few days in San Francisco before sailing to New York and mentions a visit to the city's
Chinatown. He must have performed while in the city for an advert in 1872 for a performance in
Greenock mentions ‘A Band of Pianofortes – consisting of six or more performers at the same time. An
effect introduced by Marquis Chisholm at his concerts in San Francisco.’ [Greenock Telegraph and
Clyde Shipping Gazette - 9 February 1872]
On 1 June Chisholm left San Francisco for New York by steamer, travelling via the Panama Canal but
does not provide an account of that voyage. In New York, Chisholm visited the American Museum. This
was the creation of the famous showman, P. T. Barnum, and combined a zoo, museum, lecture hall,
wax museum, drama theatre and 'freak show'. Barnum wanted to educate people but as he explained:
‘to make it self-supporting, I was obliged to popularize it, and while I still held on to my "millions of
curiosities," millions of people were only induced to see them because, at the same time, they could
see whales, giants, dwarfs, Albinos, dog shows, et cetera.’ Chisholm, who must have been considering
how he would present his Chinese attraction, managed a conversation with the famous Mr Barnum
who may have offered advice. He would later take Chang to America to join his travelling show.
Chisholm would have been intrigued to meet ‘the Nova Scotia Giantess’, especially as the 7’11” tall
Anna Swan was the daughter of Scottish emigrants. Swan originally trained to be a teacher but her
abnormal height had made her a figure of fun among children so she eventually agreed to join
Barnum’s museum. Unlike some of so-called ‘freaks’ Barnum employed, he treated her with particular
respect. Just a couple of months after Chisholm visited the American Museum it burned to the ground
in one of the most spectacular fires New York had ever seen. With the main stair on fire, many escaped
through the building's windows. Due to her size Anna Swan could not but was rescued and survived.
At the end of June, almost three years since he had left Britain, Chisholm boarded the Cunard Line’s
steamer, Sidon, in New York and set sail for Liverpool and home. The published account of his travels
did not extend to his later years in Britain so what follows is drawn from the writer's research.
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Presenting Chang the Giant (September 1865 to May 1866)
Chisholm disembarked at Liverpool on 10 July to be greeted by Jessie and his three young daughters.
The family travelled back to Scotland but the reunion had to be short-lived as Chisholm needed to be
in London to prepare for the arrival of his Chinese group. Although he had organised concerts,
presenting Chang and his entourage was a new endeavour and carried a significant financial risk.
Chisholm had already invested heavily in bringing the six Chinese to London and more investment was
required to provide accommodation, book a venue and attract paying spectators. The Vanguard was
due to arrive in London in early September so Chisholm only had six weeks or so to organise
everything.
Well in advance of leaving Shanghai Chisholm had placed adverts in The London Standard.The first to
appear was on 6 March: 'The Great Fychow Giant, whose appearance in Shanghai and Hong-Kong
has created such wonders, is expected in England by the early mail from China.’ Chang had never
been exhibited in China nor ever visited Hong Kong, and Chisholm would continue to invent details to
engage a potential audience. It also seems likely that he wrote the article in The Standard that
purported to have appeared in The North China Daily News:
Our readers have doubtless noticed in their walks through the settlements immense posters,
setting forth the extraordinary dimensions of the "Fychow giant". Next each of these posters is
a red placard, in Chinese, begging the curious in such matters to 'come to see an extraordinary
man, over which crowds of gaping natives may be seen pouring.' The address to the native
population sets forth that this man, whose name, by the way, is Chang, measures nine feet,
that his arm is four feet in length, his feet two, and his circumference six feet and a half. We
cannot vouch for all these extraordinary particulars, but we are justified in saying that this giant
is by far the tallest and broadest that we have ever seen. He stands about 8 feet 2 or 3 inches
in height.’ The article was repeated in newspapers throughout Britain.
On 21 April The Standard carried a much larger advert headed, 'The Great Fychow Giant’s
Bereavement' that explained, in the most flowery language, that Chang’s visit was delayed due to
‘tidings of a family calamity.' While Chisholm was travelling no adverts appeared but as soon as he had
arrived in Britain his advertising campaign was restarted. Chang’s imminent arrival was announced
and Chisholm crafted an imaginative 'autobiography' for Chang that was widely used in newspapers:
Chang’s touching autobiography states with Oriental simplicity, which has all the charm of
poetry, the reasons which have induced him to come to this far western country. His father and
grandfather were both so tall as make him appear small and insignificant by their sides…..It
was the grief caused by the death of Chang’s favourite sister, ten inches taller than himself, that
first induced him to think of acting upon the death-bed advice of his father, “Go, let your mission
be, when I am gone, to travel up and down throughout the world.”
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Chisholm needed to make sure his investment Britain paid off so took the risk of hiring The Egyptian
Hall in Piccadilly, one of London’s prime venues for popular entertainments, concerts and lectures. It
was often used for ‘freak’ shows, including the first appearance of the Siamese Twins and the American
dwarf, Charles S. Stratton, who was known as ‘Tom Thumb’. Thus, it was perfect for exhibiting Chang.
The hall originally had been built as a museum to house the collection of William Bullock, including
curiosities brought back from the South Seas by Captain Cook, and was designed in the ancient
Egyptian style. It opened in 1812 and four years later attracted over 200,000 people when it housed an
exhibition of Napoleonic relics, including Napoleon's carriage taken at Waterloo. Chisholm booked the
venue from 25 September although it is not clear at that stage how long he planned the event to run.
On 6 September, Chisholm was at London Docks to greet the six Chinese. It is hard to imagine how
they must have felt after their journey of over three months. Especially Chang, as berths on tea clippers
were not designed for someone of his length. The day after their arrival Chisholm showed them off at a
reception hosted by Thomas Whitfield, the Resident Medical Officer of St Thomas`s Hospital. This took
place at the Manor House in Kennington, at the time the temporary home of St. Thomas's Hospital. The
small number of guests included medical men, members of the press, theatrical agents and the
Scottish magician, John Henry Anderson who performed under the name of Professor Anderson. He
was renowned for exposing tricks used by so-called spiritualists, such as the Davenport Brothers, and
Chisholm may have invited him to confirm that Chang was genuine.
Apart from the Chinese sailors who crewed British ships and were confined to London’s dock area,
Chinese visitors to Britain were still rare, and the site of Chang and his companions, all splendidly
attired in Chinese robes, would have been an exotic sight. Many newspapers reported on the reception.
‘:
The gathering was of an essentially private character, and the guests limited to selected
individuals, medical men and distinguished performers, including Professor Anderson. All
assembled to do honour to the new lion. The scene was peculiar from its amalgamation of
apparently incongruous elements. A comfortably furnished handsome house, with a wellappointed drawing-room and civil servants; a courteous host, ladies making a morning call, and
a carriage or two in waiting outside; one or two of the sharpest and best known agents for
shows likely to attract the public, together with the six odd and exceptional figures, which, with
the giant himself, made up the attraction of the day. Chang is well worth seeing. He is
incomparably the best looking and most intelligent giant ever exhibited in our time, and one
almost embarrassingly gentle and polite. Seated in a huge chair in the centre of raised dias in
the drawing room, with two Chinamen, said to be his secretary and treasurer, his recently
married wife and her maid on the other, and a grotesque dwarf his feet, Chang looked like
nothing so much as gigantic heathen idol which had been suddenly endowed with life. And as
none of the six had been outside China before, most of what they saw in their early days must
have been exotic to them.’ [Bell's Weekly Messenger - 9 September 1865]
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King Foo, Chang and Chung-Mow

This publicity was surpassed the following week as on 12
September Chisholm took the six Chinese to Marlborough
House at the invitation of the Prince and Princess of Wales.
It is unclear how Chisholm arranged this royal invitation. It
may have been through the Sailors’ Home in London docks
as it often housed Chinese seamen, and one of those
accompanying the group on the royal visit was Thomas
Balding, the home’s cashier, and the Prince of Wales had
recently supported the construction of an additional wing to
the Sailors’ Home. Chisholm and the Chinese were
introduced to the Prince and Princess, who were
accompanied by the Prince and Princess Louis Hesse, and
their daughter, Princess Victoria; the Duke of Cambridge;
and the Princess Hilda Anhalt-Dessau. The account of the
visit was carried in newspapers throughout Britain:

The interview was one of curious interest, the Chinese visitors being dressed in their state
robes, and observing towards the Royal forms which would have regulated their approach to the
Emperor of China. Only once, at the desire of the Prince of Wales, did Chang remove his hat,
the motive of the request having relation only to the subject of Chang’s extraordinary height.
The Prince also desired Chang Woo to write his name high up on the wall the room and the
giant displayed amusing readiness to deface the splendid decorations. The Princess of Wales
was graciously pleased to accept from Chang a letter of compliment, after the Chinese fashion;
and Chung Mow, the dwarf was permitted to present the little Princess Victoria, with his fan
which a moment before, he had been using in true manner. Young as she is, the little Princess
did not appear frightened at this grotesque being. The greatest pleasure was expressed with the
visit all the members the royal party.
In the following weeks Chisholm kept Chang and his companions hidden away while he prepared for
their appearance at the Egyptian Hall. Chisholm’s time in China had made him an admirer of the
culture and he wanted to ensure that the presentation gave a flavour of the country. He also wanted to
mount a stylish exhibition rather than a 'freak show'. Thus he had the space decorated with Chinese
objects, no doubt some of which he had brought from Shanghai, and composed a special tune, The
Great Chang Polka, to be played at each performance. Also he engaged, firstly, J. H. Siddons, a
performer of readings of famous authors and poets, and, later, George Armitage Cooper, a well-known
lecturer, to deliver brief information on China before introducing Chang. The showings were advertised
as ‘Levees’ to give the flavour of it being a reception by a person of distinction. Four levees a day were
held, two in the afternoon and two in the evening. Admission was 1s and 2s.6d. As 1s is equivalent to
about £20 today, Chisholm clearly was targeting the well-off.
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To Chisholm’s relief, the opening levee was a sell-out. ‘On Monday night, between the hours of eight
and ten, the neighbourhood of the Egyptian Hall, Piccadilly, was thrown into state which can hardly be
better described than as one of considerable excitement. The occasion of all this extraordinary stir was
the fulfilment of long standing promise that Chang, the tall man Fychow, would appear.’
[Chelsea News & General Advertiser - 30 September 1865]
The public entered below an array of Imperial and rebel
Chinese flags and banners. Suspended from the ceiling
were Chinese lanterns and the walls were decorated with
Chinese pictures. Already present, as a form of tableau,
were the six Chinese. On a large chair on a dias sat
Chang, gorgeously attired in a brocaded robe of white
and parti-coloured silk, with a massive string of beads
round his neck, a handsome cap upon his head, and
wearing Chinese boots with the traditional thick white
soles. Sitting on a smaller chair alongside was his wife,
King Foo, and standing behind, her female attendant.
Woo-Kwan-Toon and Sing Ah Look sat writing at a table
to the left while Chung-Mow sat at Chang’s feet. Chang
sat motionless, save for light fluttering to and fro off the
fan he held in his left hand. A tinkle of bells announced
the show’s commencement. Following Simmons
explaining some of the peculiarities of Chinese manners,
dress, and surroundings and introducing Chang, there
was a crescendo of large bells. Then, as Chang slowly
rose from his seat and descended into the audience,
Chisholm played his polka: ‘a very quaint and
characteristic Chinese melody on the pianoforte, which
he plays with a crisp, sparkling dexterity’. [Chelsea News
& General Advertiser - 30 September 1865]

The Great Chang Polka
composed by Marquis Chisholm

One of the first to visit was Frank Buckland, an English surgeon, zoologist, and natural historian, and he
included an account in a section of a book discussing human giants:
When walking down Piccadilly, I saw a Chinese approaching in the distance. As the man came
nearer, I saw he was not Chinese but on the contrary, a miserable-looking sandwich-board man,
dressed in Chinese costume, and about as unlike a Chinese in appearance and physiognomy
as any one I ever set eyes on. The advertisement which this would-be Celestial placed in my
hand, told me that Chang, the tall man of Fychow, was to be seen that evening at the Egyptian
Hall, Piccadilly, and I thought that afternoon a very long one, in my curiosity to pay a visit to the
long-expected Chinese giant.
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Giants, I know from experience, are very unwilling to have their proper measurement taken by
visitors, but I had made preparations for discovering Chang's pretty accurately. I ascertained,
before going to the Egyptian Hall, to what height I could stretch my hat over my head, and a
friend was provided with a piece of red tape, which he measured out as seven feet. As Chang
passed us, my friend stood up in a chair, held up his tape, and I held up my hat, as near as we
could to the level of the giant's head. On comparing notes we made out afterwards that
Chang's real height was about seven feet three or four inches. He appeared, however, of much
greater stature than this, for the thick Chinese clump shoes which he wore gave him another
inch or inch and a half, and his mandarin cap also added greatly to his stature. His pig-tail was
a magnificent specimen of its kind, and hung from its owner's back like the pennant from the
main truck of a man-of-war. [Curiosities of Natural History – Francis Buckland]
The combination of the significant press coverage, including a lengthy article in the Illustrated Times,
with a large drawing of Chang, his wife and Ching Mow, and word of mouth, made Chang’s levees a
must-see show for the great and the good. While Chisholm had invested a great deal in his venture, it
is hard to think that he could have imagined the scale of its success. Such was the continued interest
that the levees ran at the Egyptian Rooms for five months. Interest also led to Duff & Hodgson, music
sellers in Oxford Street, advertising for sale the sheet music for Chisholm’s The Great Chang Polka,
as well as a new composition by C. Godfrey, entitled The Great Fychow Gallop, ‘beautifully illustrated
with portraits of Chang and Chung-Mow’.
On 7 October Chisholm accompanied his Chinese group to London’s Crystal Palace. Rather bizarrely
they were paraded in front of the Handel Orchestra before Chang recited one of his odes in Chinese,
although it is likely that the 'translation' given afterwards bore no relation to what Chang had said but
was written by Chisholm. Unfortunately, in the middle of this success Chisholm’s five-year-old
daughter, Lucy, died. It is not known if he heard she was ill and returned to Glasgow and was there
when she died, or heard of her death while in London, but he immediately made arrangements for the
Egyptian Hall showings to be handled by someone else and spent time in Glasgow comforting his wife
and family.
In December, the number of showings was increased:
Christmas comes but once a year, Chang not once in a life time. Entirely New Programme will
be introduced at Chang’s Levees, embracing for the first time in England, a Concert of Chinese
Vocal and Instrumental Music, in which the Tartar Rebel Dwarf, Chang Mow, will sing his new
song, “The Gay Young Bachelor from Hankow". The days have now gone by of Blunderbour
and Cornish Monsters, and every juvenile should see Chang, the most gentlemanly of giants,
with his suite Celestials, and listen to the instructing Lecture illustrative of Chinese Life and
Customs, forming altogether the most novel and instructive exhibition in London. For the
Christmas Week Five Levees Daily.’ (London Evening Standard - Thursday 04 January 1866)
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It was during the latter part of 1865 that Chisholm’s account of his travels was serialised in the Glasgow
Weekly Herald. While back in Scotland following his child's death Chisholm drew on this material for
what he called ‘a literary and musical evening’ that he performed during December. One was given
near to where he grew up, although as Neilston did not have a suitable venue, the Public Hall in nearby
Barrhead was used. A similar event was staged in Glasgow’s City Hall:
The audience was a good one, although not quite as numerous as we could have wished; but
the entertainment given for the first time last evening was one of such novelty, in the best sense
of the word, and the appreciation of the audience found such frequent expression in a manner
the most unequivocal and satisfactory, that we are inclined to think its repetition would prove a
more decided success. Mr. Chisholm, of course, personally sustained a large share of the
programme, but he had wisely drawn around him a vocal party of acknowledged ability who
gave effective service In the course of the evening; while we need hardly say that the
performances of the Glasgow Orchestra, under the leadership of Mr. Richard Adams, formed a
most agreeable feature of the musical melange. The concert was opened with Mr. Foster's
overture to "Rob Roy", played with excellent effect by Mr. Adams' orchestral party. Mr. Chisholm
afterwards appeared on the platform, and met with a kindly greeting. The central piece in the
programme, "The Return Home”, a waltz composed by Mr. Chisholm, and founded on Japanese
airs, gave the audience a first as well as a favourable impression of the music of this far-off
land. A Japanese song, The Cricket and the Butterfly, was sung by Miss Ray.’ (Glasgow Herald 8 December 1865)
In February 1866 the last of the levees at the Egyptian Hall took place as Chang and his colleagues
had been booked to tour a number of cities around Britain. However, before leaving London they
appeared for a week at London’s Crystal Palace and during that week, were invited to the Exeter Hall
Hotel, in the Strand, by the Rev. Mr. Summers, Professor of Chinese at King's College, ‘to receive
copies of the Holy Scriptures printed in their own language.
The Rev. Mr. Summer, Professor of Chinese at King’s College, who spoke to the recipients in
the vernacular with much freedom and evident command over the Mandarin dialect. They were
much astonished find themselves addressed in their own language by an Englishman. To this
address Chung made written reply, (translated from the Chinese). "I will study these books with
much care, and I trust that the teachings in them contained, will be me unto the light, and heat
of the sun, and will penetrate into the darkness of poor understanding. My humble wife, and
also the others of my party, join in thanking you for your great and most kind consideration of
us; and you may rest assured that the possession of so choice a gift as the book which rules the
morals of this great country, and in the face of the enlightenment of the western world,
recognised as the most holy all their books, will of great benefit to us." [Clare Journal, and Ennis
Advertiser - Monday 26 February 1866]
115
Proof Copy: Not optimised for high quality printing or digital distribution

Chang was now already so well known that pantomimes and music hall performers were incorporating
mention of him into their acts: ‘At the Victoria, a discerning public are presented with Harlequin Aesop
or Dr Syntax and his Animated Alphabet in which King Croesus of antiquity hobanobs with Chang the
Giant’. George Leybourne (Champagne Charlie) wrote and performed a song about Chang which,
intriguingly, has a line in ‘polari’ (the slang used by gays) ‘Varder me nibs parlardeing’ (look at him
talking). Merchants, such as a John Lucas, a tea merchant in Birmingham, purloined the giant’s fame
to sell their products: ‘Chang says, Your teas bear comparison with my own private importations.'
Chisholm joined the British tour which opened at Birmingham’s Exchange Assembly Rooms and after
showings in Manchester and Liverpool arrived in Glasgow. To bring his hugely successful event to the
city where he had begun his musical career must have been hugely rewarding for Chisholm, especially
as the Chinese were as feted there as they had been in London:
The growing public interest in the Celestial party now holding their levees in the Merchant’s Hall
is being understandably evinced by largely increasing audiences. Yesterday, at the conclusion
of the second levee, Chang was driven to the Cathedral. On alighting at the ordinary public
gate, however, the crowd was so great that his progress was completely arrested, and before
he had even entered the venerable building he had to beat a hasty retreat to his minibus – an
ordinary cab being, of course, much too limited for the giant’s proportions. Chang was
afterwards driven to the residence of John Blackie, the Lord Provost, at Hillhead, and here
ample amends were made for the annoyance experienced by him at the cathedral. The whole
party were introduced to his Lordship and lady by Mr Chisholm and after a mutually pleasant
interview of about half an hour, Chang addressed a few parting words. …”We thank you for the
honour you confer upon us in permitting us to adhere to our Eastern custom of chin-chinning
the chief mandarin of each district. Happy is the stranger from a distant land who, like us, thus
receives your hospitality. We console ourselves that we have had the opportunity of offering our
devotion to the chief fountain of law and order in the district which owns as its son our much
respected guardian, guide and friend, Marquis Chisholm.”’ (Glasgow Herald - 28 March 1866)
The tour moved on to Edinburgh’s Operetta-House. While in the city they visited Holyrood Palace and
drove round Arthur's Seat. Also performing in Edinburgh that week was Charles Dickens who was
giving readings of his works at the Queen Street Hall. Like the Chinese, he was staying at the
Waterloo Hotel and wrote to his wife from there: ‘Chang is living in this house, John (Dicken’s servant),
not knowing it, was rendered perfectly drivelling last night by meeting him on the stairs. “The Tartar
Dwarf” is always twining himself up the stairs sideways, and drinks a bottle of whisky per day and is
reported to be a surprising little villain.’
Chang and his entourage continued their tour before returning to London in mid-May where they were
booked to appear as one of the attractions at London’s Crystal Palace for two months over the
summer.
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It was in the summer of 1866 that Chisholm decided to cease managing Chang. It seems likely that he
took the decision as Jessie was expecting their fourth child in July and he thought it time to settle with
his family. Also, he may have felt he had achieved success with Chang and it was time to seek new
adventures. It is possible Chang and his group decided to part with Chisholm although there is no
indication of problems between. In August Chisholm arranged for the show's props to be auctioned:
‘Chinese curiosities and furniture, the property as exhibited by Chang at the Egyptian Hall, consisting
of life-size figures in native costume, china, vases, stools, etc. carved oak furniture, two gongs,
mechanical figures and an assortment of Chinese objects.’ Although this was the formal end of
Chisholm’s relationship with Chang, they met at least twice later. In June 1867 Chisholm visited the
Paris Exposition to view pianos and harmoniums and met Chang and the others who were being
exhibited in the Exposition’s Chinese Pavilion. In October 1868, by which time Chisholm was living in
Greenock, Chang and King-Foo appeared in the town for three nights and it seems certain that
Chisholm would have taken his family to meet their father’s famous giant.
Alexandra, the fourth daughter, had arrived safely in July and in October Chisholm advertised that he
had 'resumed his professional duties in Glasgow.’
Chang’s fame continued to grow and in 1869 P. T. Barnum contracted him to tour America. Afterwards,
Chang travelled to Australia and on the way King Foo gave birth to a baby although it is uncertain if this
was Chang’s or, possibly, the result of her affair with Chang’s new manager, Edward Parlett. Whatever
King Foo’s relationship was with Chang, the claim that she was his wife seems to have been a façade
as, in 1872, while touring in Australia, Chang met and married Catherine (Kitty) Santley, a young
woman originally from Liverpool. Chang fell out with Parlett at this point and from then on Chang, with
Kitty’s help, managed himself.
From 1875 Chang and Kitty lived in Shanghai for a few years and there had their first child, Edwin. In
1879 they returned to Britain, having a second child, Ernest, on the way. Both children were of normal
stature. Chang and his family, now called Gow, settled in Britain. Chang returned to his extensive
touring schedule although his appearances were no longer on his own, but as a part of various ‘freak
shows’. In 1880 Chang again toured America with Barnum’s Greatest Show On Earth, being presented
in a variety of guises, including as a Mongolian warrior and, particularly bizarrely, a French soldier.
Following that American tour the Gows bought a house in Bournemouth as Chang was diagnosed with
suspected tuberculosis and living by the sea was recommended as a cure. Chang continued to appear
on stage while Kitty ran a tearoom and an 'Oriental Bazaar' selling Chinese curios, bronzes and silks
and Chinese tea from their house. Kitty died in the summer of 1893 and Chang just four months later.
The warm regard he was held in by the British public was shown by the widespread reporting of his
death and the many generous obituaries: ‘In part his success was due to his amiability; he never
sulked or disappointed the public, but acted like a man of refinement and culture, as indeed he was.’
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Glasgow and Greenock (August 1868 to June 1874)
By the autumn of 1866 Chisholm was living
with Jessie and his four daughters at 104
Hanover Street in Glasgow. He returned to
giving piano lessons and accompanying
singers in concerts, and also presenting a
Literary and Musical Entertainment featuring

Japanese music at venues in the West of
Scotland. The difference from his previous life
in Glasgow was that he now possessed a
significant sum of money earned from
presenting Chang.

Galbraith's Music Store in Glasgow

Chisholm had relations living in Greenock and
he and Jessie decided to move there. In the
town, at Havelock Buildings, was a music shop
owned by John B. Galbraith. He had opened
the Greenock shop in 1865 and a little later
another in Glasgow, both selling pianos,
harmoniums and sheet music. It may be that
Chisholm approached Galbraith with an offer to
buy the Greenock shop or Galbraith had
decided to sell.

In March 1867 Chisholm bought the Greenock business for £610 - £510 for Galbraith’s stock and
£100 for the business’s goodwill - equivalent to around £70,000 today. Chisholm also employed
Havelock’s local piano tuner, John Forbes. In April, Chisholm was ‘entertained at supper by a number
of friends in the Crown Hotel, George Square, Glasgow on the occasion of his leaving the city to take
up residence in Greenock. Daniel Brown presided and in proposing the toast of the evening,
expressed for himself and the company the 'high esteem and attachment which they all held towards
the guest of the evening, and their cordial wishes for his future prosperity'. He then presented Mr
Chisholm with an illuminated tablet handsomely framed, and on which was inscribed as follows: “To
Marquis Chisholm from a few of his friends, on the occasion of his leaving Glasgow to enter on a new
sphere of action in Greenock, this testimony of their high appreciation of his great musical abilities as
a composer and pianist, his most interesting and amusing delineations of Australian, China, and
Japanese life, but, above all, his truthfulness as a man, his sincerity as a friend, and his modesty as
an artiste, and to express their heartfelt wishes for his continued welfare and success.” [Glasgow
Evening Citizen - Friday 26 April 1867]
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Chisholm and his family moved to live at Nelson Street West in Greenock. Soon after settling in the
town Chisholm was appointed as organist at St John’s Episcopal Church. Chisholm was ambitious
and determined to make his store one of the finest in Scotland. Within the year he moved his store to
West Blackhall Street. This he considered it better placed to attract the business of those in the town
with an interest in music as in the street were the Theatre Royal and two other stores selling sheet
music.
In July Chisholm travelled to London and Paris to view and buy new pianos. Paris was hosting an
International Exposition (Exposition universelle d'art et d'industrie) that included a significant display
of pianos and harmoniums by makers from Europe and America, all competing to have their
instruments awarded medals. Chisholm wrote to the local paper from his hotel in the fashionable Rue
de Castiglione:
Marquis Chisholm begs to intimate that that he is giving his best attention to the commissions
entrusted to him by his Patrons in Greenock and Glasgow, and that he will shortly return. M.
Chisholm has already been appointed Special Agent for several of the best Music Houses in
London and Paris, and he has reason to believe that very shortly his stock of music and
musical instruments at his establishment in Greenock must be recognised one of the most
select and complete in Scotland. [Greenock Advertiser - 13 July 1867]
At the Paris Exposition Chisholm not only met instrument makers but was able to try their
instruments:
This has been musical week in Paris, musical month I may say. Ever since Rossini’s great
hymn or great march, fired off at the Exhibition, we have had an endless succession of
concerts by various players and composers of repute. The crack bands of most of the capitals
of Europe compete in the building day by day, including Bilse’s band from Berlin and Strauss’
from Vienna, and lately Petersburg has sent a whole regiment of its best players. The favourite
amusement of the fashionable is a lounge at one these fine concerts, or in the musical court of
the Exhibition, while the various solo instruments are being touched by distinguished players.
The versatile Mr Marquis Chisholm has lately been giving some remarkable performances on
Alexandre’s Grand Harmonium and pianoforte, noticeable as distinguished for the unrivalled
knowledge of the instrument possessed by the player. In his fourth recital given the other day,
Mr Chisholm introduced Meyerbeer’s overture, composed for the opening of the International
Exhibition of 1862, playing it with such effect that for a moment the rather reserved manners
of the place were laid aside and he was warmly applauded. Mr Chisholm’s range is very wide;
he plays German, French, Italian, English and Scotch music with equal facility, and perhaps
the great variety his programme exhibits has not little contributed to the marked success of his
performances. [Greenock Advertiser - Saturday 20 July 1867]
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Chisholm’s
store
offered
pianos
and
harmoniums for sale or hire, and the quality of
the instruments he bought was the highest
quality. However, Chisholm’s ambition for his
music business was undermined by inadequate
business acumen. In his first year of trading his
profit of £275 failed to match his outgoings of
£466 and, unfortunately, his trading deficits
continued into the following years. Yet, to the
outside world Chisholm appeared successful
and he became a respected member of
Greenock society.
He continued his membership of the freemasons, becoming a member of St John’s Lodge No. 175,
and playing piano at a number of the lodge’s events, including a Masonic Amateur Concert held in the
town’s Theatre Royal to raise funds for the relief of the unemployed. Throughout 1867 and 1868 he
performed regularly in Greenock, mostly in a voluntary capacity to support local societies and fundraising events, and also performed with the Greenock Dramatic Society of which he was made an
honorary member. The Greenock Advertiser published an article by him entitled, The Chinese, From A
Religious Point Of View, and from March to December 1868 printed extracts from his account of his
travels abroad as the Glasgow Weekly Herald had done.
In May 1868 the four Chisholm girls were joined by a brother and the new addition to the family was
given his father’s acquired name, James Marquis. Annie, Lucy and Jessie were all attending the
Greenock Academy that had opened in 1855. As this was a fee-paying establishment, this was yet
another cost. Yet, in spite of Chisholm’s financial shortfall, he announced in the local paper: ‘Marquis
Chisholm begs most respectfully to announce that he will start his annual summer visit to London (and
probably Paris) and will be happy to receive orders for the special selection of pianofortes and
harmoniums of any class not at present in stock.’
In early 1869 Chisholm was engaged to play during the intervals in the performances by Mark Lemon
in both Glasgow and Edinburgh. Lemmon, a successful impersonator of Shakespearian characters
and the founding editor of the magazines, Punch and The Field, was in Scotland performing his
portrayal of Falstaff. Yet, from the newspapers of the day it would appear that other Chisholm’s
performances were few during that year although presumably he continued as organist at the church
and performed at informal events. For a local bazaar held in December, Chisholm lent some of
Chinese and Japanese objects as a display, including a cabinet taken from the Emperor’s Palace at
Peking. He also acted as manager for small concerts and continued to compose. In 1870, he
published King Robert the Bruce, ‘a national song that is a bold and spirited setting of the Battle of
Bannockburn and the noble Bruce'.
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In April 1870 the troupe of Japanese performers that
Risley had taken from Japan to America toured Britain and
appeared at Greenock’s Temperance Institute:
Close to three years ago, a number of Japanese
performers left their native country on an
engagement for three years, at the expiry which
they are bound by heavy securities and penalties to
return to their native land. Since their departure
they have been exhibiting throughout the
Continent; last summer they arrived in London, and
have been astonishing metropolitan and provincial
audiences with their astounding tricks. Previous to
proceeding for their native land they are presently
on a tour through Scotland. Greenock will be visited by this wonderful troupe, which numbers
eight male and female, on the evenings of Saturday and Monday week, and thus our
community shall for the first and perhaps last lime in their lives have an opportunity of seeing
the performances of these extraordinary people. That the company are legitimate Japanese
artistes is fully borne out the fact that they visit us in measure under the agency of Mr Marquis
Chisholm, whose experiences in Japan five years ago are well known, and who was witness to
the extraordinary performances of the present company in Japan. The marvellous feats
approach very near the impossible, an opinion with which all the London and provincial press
coincide. Among a number of feats, notable is the performance of one of the company, who
builds himself up into the air a considerable height on wooden bricks, the while standing on his
hands in an inverse position. Another throws a number of somersaults on the points of naked
swords, and a third eats fire in a most sensational manner, though in such a cool and agreeable
style, we are told, to divest the audience of any uneasiness. The butterfly performance is,
however, perhaps, the most interesting of all the tricks, consisting in the performer making out
little pieces of paper imitation butterflies, which find a lodgement at certain point, or flutter round
the magician’s hat at his will. Another object of interest is the appearance of three Japanese
ladies, who will sing and dance, as till three years ago were not privileged to leave their native
land under pain of death.’ [Greenock Telegraph and Clyde Shipping Gazette - Saturday 09 April
1870]
Meeting the Japanese must have been a thrill for Chisholm as it would have brought back many
memories of his time in Japan. It also gave him the opportunity to speak some Japanese, and to hear
and see Japanese music and dance performed again. April also was a special month as the
Chisholm’s second son was born. He was named Alexander Daniel Mozart Chisholm.

121
Proof Copy: Not optimised for high quality printing or digital distribution

In June 1870 Chisholm became ill. What his illness was is not known but it was significant enough for
him to have to leave his business in the hands of John Forbes, his piano tuner. After having been off
work for four or five months his doctor recommended a stay at Bridge of Allan Hydropathy Centre.
Apart from brief visits back to Greenock, Chisholm stayed there from late autumn 1870 until the
summer of 1871. Hydropathy treatments for a wide range of ailments had become fashionable in the
19th century, including as a cure for alcoholism and there is a hint that this may have been a factor in
Chisholm’s case. Yet it is also possible that his illness came from increasing anxiety about his
worsening financial position or perhaps the fevers he had experienced on his travels had weakened his
system in some way.
In spite of his illness Chisholm was involved in negotiating a major concert in Greenock. A full
orchestra drawn from German musicians was booked for a season of concerts in Edinburgh and
Glasgow, and Chisholm arranged for the orchestra to play in Greenock Town Hall on 17 November
1870.
Once more, Marquis Chisholm, with characteristic energy, presents to the inhabitants of
Greenock one of those high-class concerts with which his name is so familiar. Splendid as have
been the past concerts given under his management, tonight’s entertainment will surpass all
previous efforts. The programme is one that includes no less than 53 performers of the Grand
Orchestra from Berlin. The conductor is Mr Carl Hamilton and Herr Kuchler is to lead. From the
great success the distinguished company met with in Edinburgh and Glasgow, there can be no
doubt of their ability; and the prices being so low, cannot but anticipate they will have splendid
house.’ [Greenock Telegraph and Clyde Shipping Gazette - Thursday 17 November 1870]
The greatest want has been always felt to be that of an orchestra which could interpret with
appreciation, fullness and precision the works of the great masters. The absence of this means
that when an oratorio or other great work has been taken in hand by the best choral societies it
could never be given with the completeness which properly belonged to it. What orchestra that
could be secured in general belonged not to one company, but was drawn from all parts of the
kingdom - here a violin from Edinburgh, there a trumpet from Sheffield, and again a host of
different players from London, Besides the expense of this practice, however excellent these
players might severally be, they lack long practice together so are nothing like what is heard in
such a band as Charles Halle’s. But thanks to a host of patrons and patronesses a band of fiftyfive performers has been secured for Scotland. They will give twelve performances in
Edinburgh in the coming winter, and they intend to favour other towns in Scotland with their
presence. Among the first of these, by the efforts of Mr Marquis Chisholm, will be Greenock.
This will be event in Greenock musical circles. If the Town Hall be well filled on Thursday, not
only will the public be paying compliment to the taste they have exercised in days gone by, but
will probably secure early renewal of the visit of the great German performers. [Greenock
Advertiser - 12 November 1870]
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Throughout the first half of 1871 Chisholm’s indisposition forced him to give up most of his activities and
he had to cancel the few performances he had planned: 'Mr Marquis Chisholm who was to preside at
the pianoforte and harmonium did not make his appearance.’ John Forbes continued to manage
Chisholm’s music business until Chisholm’s period of convalescence at Bridge of Allan ended in June.
By then he appears to have recovered as in September he was the accompanist for the rehearsals and
performances by the Greenock Harmonic Society, and began performing in other local concerts:
‘Marquis Chisholm and the members of the Glasgow Glee Union, with the aid of Mr Joe David, negro
comedian, gave a grand concert in Kilmalcolm’s Buchanan Arms Hotel. The attendance was fair, and
the performance of the company such as to make us wish that more frequent visits of high class talent
might be afforded the inhabitants.’ [Greenock Telegraph and Shipping Gazette - 27 October 1871]
Although his health may have been better, his financial situation was worse. In early 1872, Friends
organised a fund-raining concert:
A short time ago, a number of gentlemen in town formed themselves into a committee for the
purpose of originating a movement having for its object the awarding of a testimonial of the
appreciation in which Mr Chisholm is held; since that period matters have assumed decided
form, in the shape of a musical entertainment of rarity and excellence in the Town Hall. Not only
the musical world in Greenock but ladies and gentlemen from a distance, have voluntarily and
without reward agreed to take their part in paying a compliment to the gentleman whom they
desire to honour; and the chief undoubtedly of these artistes is Mr Parkinson, whose splendid
tenor voice has ere now oft given the most pleasurable sensations to the public of this town. Mr
Parkinson is at present fulfilling a lengthy engagement with the National Opera Company at
Limerick, but he has intimated his intention to take part in the complimentary concert at great
sacrifice of time and trouble to himself. The other volunteers include the remarkably gifted Boyd
Family, vocalists and instrumentalists, and a large one-hundred and-fifty-strong chorus, led Mr
Walker. Novelties in pianoforte playing and other unique performances will be engaged in indeed the performers will be in such numbers and the instruments in use so many that it has
been found requisite to elongate the large platform of the hall by eight or ten feet. Apart from all
other considerations, Mr Chisholm has a good claim on the liberality of the people of Greenock
inasmuch that during his stay here he has not been slow in responding to any call made on him
by the promoters of concerts for the aid of the Infirmary and other benevolent objects, and has at
all times promptly given his valuable services gratuitously in such cases. [Greenock Telegraph
and Clyde Shipping Gazette - 15 February 1872]
While this show of support must have been gratifying to Chisholm, the money raised does not appear to
have been sufficient to resolve his financial woes. To add to his worries, in March John Forbes left to set
up a competing music shop and piano-tuning business, no doubt well aware that the writing was on the
wall for Chisholm’s business.
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Chisholm pleaded with his creditors to hold over their bills but eventually one London firm to whom he
owed money for pianos sought payment through an Edinburgh lawyer. Chisholm was arrested as a
debtor and interred in Paisley Prison in Glasgow until he could resolve his situation. After applying for
sequestration (bankruptcy) Chisholm was released. When he appeared in court in early 1873
Chisholm stated that his liabilities amounted to £1,468 but his assets were only £383. Chisholm was
declared bankrupt. Thus his stock of instruments and music were sequestered and his store closed.
Chisholm put a brave face on his position. He immediately began taking out advertisements stating
that he still was able to execute orders for pianos and harmoniums at wholesale price plus a small
commission, and to undertake piano tuning. Nor did his unfortunate business demise create a barrier
to his employment in a range of musical events. Rothesay commissioned Chisholm to provide a brass
band of professional players to play three alternate nights each week on the Esplanade during the
summer months. The thirteen performers that Chisholm gathered together all came from England,
except for one from Dublin, and a couple were ex-guardsmen. Chisholm composed a new march,
Bute, for the opening performance that took place on the sea front.
However, Chisholm’s various employments were insufficient to sustain a family of six. His capital was
gone and the opportunities in Greenock limited. Perhaps he might have considered working as
Chang’s manager again but the giant was now in America working for Barnum. Also, it is possible that
the failure of his business impacted negatively on the way Chisholm was perceived within Greenock.
He was still only in his mid-thirties and in spite of his set back and bout of ill-health, one doubts his
energetic pursuit of new opportunities had dimmed.
Chisholm received an offer of a job to help manage a new music store in Toronto, Canada. It is
unclear how this offer arose but Chisholm surely would have seen it as the answer to his unfortunate
situation. It offered the excitement of a fresh start in a new country. Whether Jessie or the children
were as enthusiastic to leave Greenock, and their relatives and friends, is doubtful
A grand farewell concert to Chisholm at Greenock Town Hall was arranged for 14 March and the
advert carried a long list of the artists who would appear. Unfortunately, the concert did not live up to
the billing. ‘Mr Marquis Chisholm took farewell to the Greenock public on Saturday. The large hall was
crowded, although the concert cannot be said to have proved a success, as many of the artists whose
names were on the bill failed to appear’. [Greenock Telegraph and Clyde Shipping Gazette - 16 March
1874]
Just before the family sailed to Canada Chisholm’s collection of objects from his travels were sold by
a raffle. These included ‘a Chinese Pagoda, Japanese Cabinet with Ornaments and Six Beautiful
Chinese Paintings’.

124
Proof Copy: Not optimised for high quality printing or digital distribution

Canada (July 1874 to November 1876
In June 1874 Chisholm, Jessie and the six children sailed to Canada. All that has been traced about
the Toronto job is a reference to a managerial position at a large music warehouse in the city. Nothing
has been traced to indicate which firm Chisholm may have worked for but the most likely would have
been A. & S. Nordheimer whose saleroom was at 15 King Street East in Toronto. At this time, almost
all pianos were imported into Canada and Nordheimer was the most significant retailer in the city. The
firm was established by brothers Samuel and Abraham Nordheimer in 1844, and sold pianos, organs
and music. In the mid-1860s the firm also began building its own pianos and organs with great
success. The one other recently established piano retailer in the city only imported from the United
States, whereas Nordheimer imported pianos from Paris made by Alphonse Blondel and English
pianos, such as those made by the London firm of Collard & Collard. As Nordheimer was expanding,
someone such as Chisholm who had contacts with piano makers in both Paris and London would
have been thought a valuable addition to its staff.
Chisholm is mentioned as playing piano on a number of
occasions and also composing. In November 1874 John
F Davis, who managed the Toronto Musical Hall and
sold sheet music, wrote the music for God Guard
Canada to words by Henry T McPhilips, and had
Chisholm arrange it for piano. It was advertised as a
‘new National Anthem’ and as music to which to dance
the Lancers, a variant of the Quadrille.

Sheet Music for God Guard Canada

What then occurred is not known. There is mention of
Chisholm struggling with ‘habits of intemperance’ and it
may be that the job in Toronto came to an end as a
result of that. In the summer of 1876 the Huron
Expositor carried a small news piece: ‘Mr Marquis
Chisholm, a celebrated musician, has received sufficient
encouragement to justify him in opening a class in
Seaforth. He also intends making Seaforth his
permanent location, and removing his family here.’
[Huron Expositor - 14 July 1876]

The small town of Seaforth was 190 kilometres to the east of Toronto and close to Lake Heron. It had
Scottish roots; its name being thought to have derived either from the Seaforth Highlanders regiment
or Loch Seaforth in the Outer Hebrides.
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Having moved there, Chisholm slotted into the local music scene. In September he performed in the
Oddfellow’s Hall at a concert given by Mr Yoamans and his junior vocalists: During the evening Prof.
Marquis Chisholm played a couple of solos. His playing was much admired, and it was certainly the
finest we have ever heard, and we have had the pleasure of hearing several famous pianists. The
delicacy and cleverness of his touch is remarkable. To give an idea of his musical ability we might
mention that all the accompaniments were improvised by Mr Chisholm as he proceeded'. [Huron
Signal - 13 September 1876]
In October there was the first ever mention of Jessie performing with Marquis although whether she
played an instrument or sang is not known: ‘Marquis Chisholm and lady, the eminent musicians’
[Huron Expositor - Oct 1876] Her musicla input was again mentioned in reports of two events in
December, billed as ‘Music and Figures’: 'Professor Fairchild will exemplify his method of rapid
arithmetic and give certain rules for computing interest, assessments, taxes, etc. He has made figures
his constant study for 30 years. Professor and Mrs Chisholm will take part in the musical portion of the
evening during which Marcus Chisholm will instantaneously extemporise a piece of exactly 512
measures.’ [Huron Expositor - 22 & 29 Dec 1876]
Chisholm teamed up again with an elocutionist, Professor Tavernier, although it is doubtful if the
Professor who taught at the Seaforth Mechanics' Institute would have been quite the equal of Miss
Aitken. In the first half of 1877, Chisholm also acted as musical director for a local amateur theatre
production of the play, Mary Stuart.
However, later that year Chisholm's health began to deteriorate badly and in late October Jessie took
him to the hospital in Toronto. One month later, on 29 November, Marquis Chisholm died.
The Toronto Globe reported: ‘He left his wife and family in very poor circumstances. He stated before
he died that he was a Freemason and the Hospital authorities have applied to the Order here to see
whether they will bury the remains.’ In early January a number of Scottish papers carried obituaries:
Chisholm was rather of a roving disposition, and could ill bear the restraints that plodding men
of business or bright-minded professionals submit to, and this may have a large extent helped
to render his desultory efforts abortive. As a consequence, he was for the most part in
difficulties, and we are sorry to observe that his amiable widow and family are left distressfully
circumstanced in a strange land. On leaving China he brought with him the Giant Chang and
dwarf, whom he exhibited throughout England, making a great deal of money. Since that time
his career has been fraught with with misfortunes, and habits of intemperance hastened his
sad end. Though apparently reserved in manner, he was a free and very entertaining
conversationalist, with a great fund of recollections of foreign travel, general information, and
dry humour. He was a fair composer and poet, some of his compositions obtaining
considerable celebrity in England.
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One account of Chisholm’s death bore no relation to the reality of his life but given Chisholm’s creative
biography of Chang, it is certain he would have enjoyed reading this embellished version of his life:
The vessel in which he sailed was cast away on the Chinese coast and he was almost the only
survivor but by good fortune some remnants of his piano were rescued from the wreck and so
he managed to make sufficiently discordant music as to please the ear of the mandarin in
authority, who was so delighted with his performance that he gave a grand fete to several of
the great mandarins… It was not long before Chisholm obtained great influence over the
Emperor and the whole Court, and when an embassy was sent out from England to negotiate
a treaty, he was appointed interpreter by the envoys ….After despatching the Chang back to
China, Chisholm set up a piano factory in Paris, but during the siege of Paris his factory was
burnt to the ground, and he then departed for Toronto….. Here is one whose death we deplore,
who lived a very different life to our pianists-de-salon, hot-house, honey-fed, harmonious
butterflies. His was a life of heroic adventures and of literally gigantic enterprises and yet,
strange to say, notwithstanding this, he died as poor as though he had never left the keyboard
of the piano. His name was Marquis Chisholm. [Dublin Evening Telegraph - 12 January 1878]
An interesting slant on how Greenock society may have mistreated Chisholm when things went wrong
appeared in the Greenock Telegraph and Clyde Shipping Gazette on 27 November 1878. 'We are
now in the town of Seaforth. This is the town where poor Marquis Chisholm passed his last days
before being taken to the Toronto. His was a hard lot out here, when broken in health and spirits he
lay with few friends to cheer him... I will not intrude on the private life and character of one well known
to all at home, and finish by saying that those who were bosom friends when he had anything were
among the first to turn against him.’
Somehow, the distraught Jessie and the six children, whom he had left almost destitute, managed to
return to Scotland, perhaps through the support of Toronto’s freemasons. The family then lived in
Glasgow with Jessie’s unmarried sister, Helen Wallace, who ran a bookshop in West Nile Street.
Jessie died in 1889.
At least three of the children inherited their father’s musical abilities. Annie became a piano teacher,
Mozart a musician and James a church organist. No details of Annie’s later life have been traced.
Mozart married Mary Thomas and they lived in Glasgow. He died in 1953. James married Margaret
Peterson Hutchinson in 1894 and they lived in Penicuik where he first worked as a photographer
before opening an agency for bicycles. He served on the Town Council for 20 years, ten of those as
Provost, and also was an excellent rifle shot, representing Scotland in the sport. He died in 1940.
Jessie was employed in her aunt’s bookshop and took over the business following her aunt’s death,.
She remained unmarried and went to live in San Francisco where she died in 1941. In 1889,
Alexandra married Thomas Thorne, a widower who worked as a Mercantile Cashier in Glasgow. He
died in the late 1890s and Alexandra then managed lodgings in Edinburgh. She died there in 1953.
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