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THE WAR IN THE CRADLE
OF THE WORLD

CHAPTER 1
THE LONGEST WAY ROUND

HE only thrill to be enjoyed on a voyage

across the Pacific in these perilous days is
provided by the stormy petrel. When that extraor-
dinary bird stretches its black neck up in prepara-
tion for a swift skimming flight across the surface
of the sea, it looks enough like a periscope to produce
a slight quiver in the fear-center of even the traveler
who has learned in real sea danger zones to be
steady-nerved and casual.

Rumors of submarines and raiders in the Pacific
are practically continuous, but one pays very little
attention to them. An encounter with a raider is
not to be so greatly dreaded in any case, and my
own placid sense of safety all the way over was due
largely to my belief that no submarine would dare
to venture into the zone through which we chose to
travel, even though it might be able to get past the
naval watch of many nations.

Midsummer though it happened to be, there were

1



THE:WAR IN'THE CRADLE OF THE WORLD

days when our northern horizon was saw-toothed
with Arctic ice mountains, and all the time we sat
huddled in rugs and furs in sheltered corners of the
deck or sought comfort in' the snug library away
from marrow-chilling winds.

When the winds were still, cold fogs would rise
and the great horn would begin to bellow. It was
not pleasant, but it was to be preferred to the taut
suspense one suffers on the seas where the U-boat
is known to bear one company. Yet I must hasten
to record that this route was not chosen for any
reason except that it is the shortest one between the
Pacific coast of North America and the shores of
Japan.

When we started down the western curve of the
great half-circle that we cut across the ocean there
were days when we had no horizon at all, so com-
pletely enveloping the fog was. And it seemed to
me as though, wrapped in mist, we were steaming
farther and farther away from the war and all
that the war means to the world that is suffering
its consequences.

And so we were. At any rate, one got an instant
and inescapable impression that Japan is farther
from the war than any other great country involved,
and that she has realized it least of all. That is,
she has suffered little. But her observable extraor-
dinary gains and material developments are suffi-
cient to fill a returning lover of her beauties and
charm with a definite sense of loss.

The last time I sailed out of Yokohama harbor
Fujiyama “came down to the sea.” So I knew that

sooner or later I should return.
2



THE LONGEST WAY ROUND

Ordinarily that justly famed mountain stands afar
off, a white-crested glory seen across miles of gray
roofs, of glistening rice-fields and soft, low hills.
And too often it is hidden away for weeks on end in
banks of cloud. But on very clear days, and espe-
cially in winter, it seems sometimes to come very
close and to hover in the foreground of one’s vision
in compelling and almost overwhelming majesty.
Truly, it is not an overrated mountain.

Lucky for you, if you like Japan, that you leave
Japan on such a day. Because if Fuji does not lift
her head out of the clouds long enough at least to
speed you on your way you will never return.
Which is a thing to be believed.

And I believed it. I have believed it for many
yvears. Time and again I have sailed away from
Yokohama, and always, without fail, shining Fuji
has shone for me. And always I have said:

“Yes, of course I shall return!”

For the thirteenth time I landed within the far-
flung circle of Fuji’s radiance. It was my thirteenth
time in Japan; it was thirteen years almost to
the day since I landed the first time; Japan was
the thirteenth Allied country I had visited since
the war began; and it was the thirteenth day of the
month!

Yet I was on my way with a fixed intention of
doing a thing I knew could not be done.

I was going to Baghdad!

I had mentioned to nobody the fact that I was
going to Baghdad, because I dreaded the necessity
for having afterward to explain why I didn’t do it.
I said I was going out Ez;st and I intimated that I
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might go to India. But even about that there was
some doubt, since India also was closed to visitors
on account of certain war-time dangers that a too
lax hospitality might serve to increase.

In order, however, that there may be no mystery
with regard to my methods of procedure, I beg to
acknowledge now my debt of gratitude to the late
Sir Cecil Spring-Rice, then British ambassador at
Washington, a friend who believed I was to be
trusted within war-restricted areas.

His Excellency provided me with a special British
passport and, in my behalf, sent letters or cable-
grams to most of His Majesty’s ambassadors and
colonial governors from Tokio to Bombay. And,
needless to say, all His Majesty’s representatives—
Sir Conyingham Greene, ambassador to Tokio; Sir
Henry May, governor of Hongkong; Sir Arthur
Young, governor of Singapore; and Lord Willing-
don, governor of Bombay—treated me with the dis-
tinguished courtesy and consideration that one ac-
cepts from British gentlemen as one accepts any
other wholly natural manifestation of the nature of
things. It is due that at the outset I record the fact
of my absolute reliance upon their kindness and con-
fidence and my profound gratitude to them.

After a ten days’ interval of almost iniquitous
ease on a great Japanese liner I landed at Manila,
and there I transshipped for Hongkong to an Aus-
tralian freighter which was misleadingly advertised
as providing “passenger accommodations.” But it
was quite all right. The dear old tub crossed the
unmannerly China Sea in the wake of the worst
typhoon of the season a} the dizzying pace of at
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least six knots an hour, and she was not more than
two days late when she came up in the lee of that
islanded wonder-world off the Chinese coast—Hong-
kong—the terminal port in the Far East for all
transpacific shipping.

I remember a time when one could go to Hong-
kong without troubling to look up ship schedules
and be perfectly certain of getting away in almost
any direction within a day or two at most.

Did one want to go to the United States? Very
well, there was a possibility of connecting two or
three times a week with some big eighteen- or
twenty-thousand-ton ship for San Francisco, Seat-
tle, or Vancouver. To India, or to Europe via the
Suez Canal? One had a choice which made earnest
competition for one’s patronage necessary to a dozen
companies. There were British ships and Ameri-
can ships and French ships and Italian ships and
Spanish ships and Dutch ships and Japanese ships,
to say nothing of the Austrian Lloyd ships to
Trieste. There were even Norwegians and Danes.
But above all there were Germans, the Nord-
deutscher Lloyd and the Hamburg-Amerika com-
panies owning some of the best ships that sailed
the Eastern seas and enjoying a patronage that no
German of any generation now living will ever see
re-established.

But what a difference now! The elimination of
the German and Austrian ships alone would have
been enough, but most of the British and French
ships, too, have been withdrawn for service else-
where. There are no longer any Italians or Danes
or Norwegians, while the Dutch, being restricted on

the Suez Canal route and dreading the perils of the
2 5 :



THE WAR IN THE CRADLE OF THE WORLD

Mediterranean and the Atlantic, are sending their
ships across the Pacific. It is difficult to believe
that the Eastern seas could be so emptied.

According to the original sailing directions which I
issued to myself I was to have left Hongkong on a
French liner of considerable tonnage and luxury of
equipment. But the Germans sank her in the
Mediterranean on her way out to the East, so I had
to change my plans. This involved angling in the
still waters of official reticence for information as to
further possibilities, and it took time.

The information that there would be a Britisher
along in about two weeks was given to me in great
confidence, and I was expected to pretend in a gen-
eral kind of way that I had no idea when or how I
was ever to get out of Hongkong in the direction I
wished to go. The British ship would go to Singa-
pore, they told me, and from there to Colombo and
Bombay. Which was quite satisfactory, as far as I
was concerned. And I could have a cabin to Bom-
bay for the small price of a suife de luxe on a gold-
plated Aquitania. All right. I wanted to get to
Bombay more than I wanted to do anything else in
the world at the moment, and I did not object to
going all the way by sea instead of parboiling myself
on an Indian train from Madras or Calcutta at the
height of India’s hot season.



CHAPTER II

THE SHORTEST WAY THERE

“YOU may put that in your pipe and smoke it!”
is what the doctor finally said. Whereupon
the embarrassed little party on deck broke up and
went its various ways. I leaned against the forward
rail and looked thoughtfully out to sea. It had been
a rather unpleasant little scene.

In view of the fact that he had such a story up
his sleeve, the doctor had listened to the groans of
the neutral with admirable self-restraint. Up to a
certain point. And if the neutral had not forgotten
that in British circles a neutral is expected to be at
least neutral, if not pro-Ally, the subject of mines
and mining might never have been mentioned at
all. The doctor felt like being rude all the time, no
doubt, but he assured me afterward that he knew
his duty as a ship’s officer and would have let the
“bally idiot” alone if the bally idiot had not “lit
into the English” the way he did.

He was complaining bitterly about the difficulties
and inconveniences under which all neutrals have
to labor, and he freely blamed the British. He went
further than he really should with regard to British
blockading methods in general, and when he came
to restrictions on neutral shipping through the Suez

7



THE WAR IN THE CRADLE OF THE WORLD

Canal he was anything but guarded in his language.
Then the doctor spoke up:

“If I had my way,” he said, “there are some
kinds of ships that would never be allowed in the
Suez Canal under any circumstances. I may be
prejudiced, but I just happened not long ago to be
an eye-witness of an attempt to blow the canal up—
along with some three thousand British troops—
and it made me rather cautious in my opinion of all
neutrals.

“Unfair!” he added, “unfair, of course! But you
will admit that it is somewhat natural.”

The passenger was a nice kind of person in spite
of his lack of judgment as to topics of conversation.
And it was not to be supposed that he personally
had ever tried to blow anything up, or that he had
guilty knowledge in any such connection. But the
doctor was speaking of his countrymen, and his
face flushed the color of his red, red hair.

“It isn’t true!” he exclaimed.

“I said eye-witness,” the doctor murmured.

“Then you were mistaken!”

“Possibly. But I afterward gave evidence which
helped to get for your skipper exactly what was
coming to him. They stood him up against a wall
and shot him—and if I had been pronouncing
sentence he’d have had his whole crew to bear him
company. But he was dealing with the weak-
minded British, you see, so he was the only one who
had to suffer.”

Then he told the story, and we all listened.

“I was senior medical officer in charge of a trans-
port,” he said, ““and we were bringing three thou-
sand men out to Mesopotamia. We got round from

8
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London and through the Mediterranean all right,
and we brought up at Port Said one morning, feeling
mightily relieved. We thought the danger was all
over. I noticed the neutral ship principally because
when you are partly responsible for the safety of
three thousand-odd men these days you get so you
notice everything.

‘““She was lying just ahead of where we dropped
anchor, and I probably should have thought nothing
in particular about her if some one hadn’t told me
that she had been there three or four days. Then
I wanted to know why she had not gone on, and
nobody seemed to know. Big troop-ships are big
game—and legitimate game, too, but not for neu-
trals—and on board a troop-ship you come to a
point where you sniff at your own shadow. I don’t
mind telling you that I sniffed at her, and it was
rather a feather in my cap afterward that I did, too,
because nobody else had the slightest suspicion
about her.

“In some way or other she got out just ahead of
us and we followed her at a distance of less than half
a mile. If we had been much farther behind her
it would have been a different story and I might
not be here to tell it.

“I don’t want to pretend that I was so suspicious
that I set myself to watch her. My suspicions and
my watchfulness were both purely casual. But I
just happened to be on the bridge, looking forward
through the channel, and I saw what happened as
plainly as I see you now. Something was lowered
over her stern.

“We signaled her to stop, which she did, and
everything behind us stopped. Then the canal

9
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patrol came down and got the thing. It was a
mine, right enough, and if we had struck it it would
’>ve blown us to Kingdom Come and blocked the
canal for no telling how long.

“If the skipper hadn’t waited at Port Said for a
trooper he might have succeeded in sinking some-
thing else and accomplishing his main purpose—
which was to block the canal, of course. He didn’t
need a twenty-thousand tonner loaded with human
freight to do that. But it seems he was greedy.
And now with all our vigilance in the canal zone
the approaches to Colombo and Bombay are regu-
larly mined by some one, and we know mighty well
it’s not the Huns!”

It was then that he muttered, “You may put that
in your pipe and smoke it!” The while he skilfully
shielded a match from the wind as he applied it to
his own burnt and blackened brier.

Our ship was a curious old relic of somebody’s
marine scrap-heap, and I climbed her gangway with
all my natural fondness for luxurious surroundings
carefully stowed away in the depths of my inner
consciousness. But she was the best Britisher left
on the run down the coast of Asia, so I was not just
being conversationally agreeable when I told the
captain the first day out that I was glad to be
aboard. I really was; and, though I knew that only
a short time before a ship had been sunk in the
Bay of Bengal, I felt a sense of perfect security
which was proof against even the doctor’s disquiet-
ing story.

Subsequent life-belt drills, the sight of out-swing-
ing life-boats, loosened r:imgts, and rope ladders sus-
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pended from the deck rails may have given me a
few inward qualms, but good ship manners forbid
even a reference to a feeling of nervousness these
days. We laughed at the intricacies of our life-
preservers and made a kind of bugaboo play out of
all the grim preparations for an emergency. The old
battle-gray merchantman was not steering a straight
course for the port I wanted to make, but she was
headed in the right general direction, and when it
comes to sea-voyaging the character of Hun war
has made that about as much as any one has reason
to expect.

The evening before we reached Singapore an
Australian who “traveled for a patent sun-deflecting
roof material’—in his own briefly explanatory lan-
guage—and who filled all the intervals of his daily
existence with picturesque invective against a pack
of unfit officials who had refused to accept him in
any capacity for.service at the front, held forth to a
group of passengers, who had nothing better to do
than to listen to him, about “some of the purtiest
islands in the world” which lie north from Singa-
pore and through which a ship must “thread its
way” into the harbor. He was going to be up early
next morning for a view of them, because nobody
could see them too often.

“And,” thought I to myself, “I, too, will do that
highly commendable thing.”

It is my opinion that a lazy attitude toward such
things results for a traveler in the kind of fatigue
that no traveler should ever feel. In the wide
round of the world’s wonders to be bored is to

reveal one’s own shameful limitations.
1
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So at the bewitching hour of about half past five
I shook myself out of a sound sleep that I might
see “the rose light of an equatorial sunrise bath-
ing palm islands afloat on the surface of a silver
sea!l”

I learned afterward that the Australian had never
been there before and that all the time he was quot-
ing a lot of “fine writing”” he had found in a Singa-
pore “boost-book” filled with advertisements of
real estate and rubber-plantations. As for ‘“‘thread-
ing,” there was never an island less than a mile
away, and when one showed itself at all it was noth-
ing but an indistinct mass in a white equatorial
haze. Incidentally, when the rose light of sunrise
began to get in its morning’s work it melted the
calking in the seams of the decks.

It was late in the day before the southern hori-
zon—a long, flat, purple line—began to approach
us; then we knew we were getting into Singapore.
Ordinarily it is about a four days’ run from Hong-
kong, and, it being only our eighth day out, we
thought we were doing very well indeed.

I asked the captain all kinds of questions. One
is not supposed to do this, but one does. In any
case, thinking up reasonable answers keeps a cap-
tain’s mind active; and in trying not to show how
annoyed he is he gets exercise in self-control.

I wanted to know all about the uprising in Singa-
pore—how many were involved in it; how many
were killed; how many were subsequently shot or
hanged; what influence brought it about; how
much German money it cost; whether Washington

was headquarters and Bernstorff head paymaster;
12 4
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and whether any German agents had been caught
in connection with it. But nobody knows any of
these things. Least of all, sea-captains.

There was an insurrection. Everybody knows
that, murderous gun-shots having a way of rever-
berating round the world even in war-time. The
British troops of the Singapore garrison had been
withdrawn for service in France or Gallipoli or
Mesopotamia or East Africa, and only native
troops—in whom the Britons had the fullest confi-
dence—were left to guard the colony. It was along
late in the afternoon and nearly everybody was at
the Country Club. People were playing golf or
tennis, or were sitting round in white flannels and
frilly frocks, having tea, when suddenly the finely
armed and fully equipped native soldiers broke from
their barracks, or from wherever they were, and
started in to murder every white man, woman, and
child in the community. That seems to have been
the program.

Just how it was stopped I do not know; as all
such things are stopped, I suppose—by quick action
guided by superior intelligence. There was after-
ward another kind of shooting, with human targets
in squads of so many. And that we know. And
we know we feel great pity for the poor misguided
offenders. But if one is told the number of those
who paid the penalty for armed treason—which
proposed to express itself in wholesale murder—one
is told also that this is no time to write detailed and
definite history. So let nobody in future regard
this reference as reliable information. Regard it
rather as a kind of camouflage background for a

reference to the compulsory-service act which was
13
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immediately passed by the Singapore government,
and which applies to every man in the colony who
is able to hold a gun and see a target.

A number of these men took a hand in the job of
putting down the uprising, but it is recorded with
a good deal of derision that not one of them ever
hit anything he aimed at, so now they all have to
spend a certain number of hours each week in
military drill and gun practice. They wear smart
uniforms, pride themselves on their mature ef-
ficiency, and are altogether keen about themselves
as a home-guard. They are to be seen in com-
panies almost any afternoon, not at their accus-
tomed golf, but at grilling drill on the hot rifle-
ranges out on the hills behind the city.

But that is getting rather ahead of myself.
However, I may as well go directly on, though I do
rather regret slipping so smoothly in the telling of it
through the tedious hours of medical and passport
examination at Singapore, and the slow process of
being nosed by puffing and hot-smoke-belching tugs
up against a long dock which lay blistering in the
sun. It was “equatorial,” right enough. One gets
tired of that word in these regions, but there is no
escaping it. It would be as easy to escape the word
“cold” up at the undefined and fade-away-into-
nothing end of Greenland. On the map it is only
the distance of a pin-head’s width from Singapore to
the equator. In reality it is about forty miles.

I saw all the passengers go ashore and watched
an exuberant American woman hurl herself vio-
lently into the arms of a handsome British army
officer before I did anything else. The British army

14
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officer was her husband, of course. Then I decided
to go up-town.

Singapore has been British for a very long time.
As a matter of fact, they will have to “do something
about it” at once. On the 29th of January, 1919,
it will be just one hundred years old. On that date,
in 1819, Sir Stamford Raffles, who had been sent
on a voyage of discovery looking to the acquirement
of a British port somewhere in this vicinity, landed
on the then practically uninhabited island and
hoisted the British flag.

The principal thing he discovered—aside from
the magnificence of the harbor—was that the Dutch
had not nabbed it, which was then, and is now, a
thing to wonder at. Though it seems they were un-
der an impression that they had. The island was
among the useless and wholly neglected territories
of the Sultan of Johore, one Abdul Rahman, and
the Sultan of Johore was a mere figurehead up-
holder of the supremacy of the Dutch and was sup-
ported by them in a way that would have made any
defection on his part fatal to his own interests.
And at once they said to him:

“Of course our treaties with Your Highness cover
the island of Singapura?”

And His Highness replied, “Why, certainly they
do!”

But there was a Datto of Johore—a lesser high-
ness—whose name was Temenggong, and Temeng-
gong hated the Dutch. Some persons might write
that he liked and admired the English, and that,
therefore— But he didn’t. He merely hated the
Dutch. So he came to Raffles and told him that
Abdul Rahman was a llgsurper ; that he was a



THE WAR IN THE CRADLE OF THE WORLD

younger brother and had no right to the throne;
and that the elder brother and rightful heir, whose
name was Tunku Hussein, was over in Riau and
powerless to assert his rights.

“Is that so?” said Raffles. “Well, you go right
along over and get him! We’re friends of his.”

And Temenggong did it. Whereupon Tunku
Hussein was duly and solemnly proclaimed Sultan
of Johore—without reference to the opposition
camp—and a treaty was immediately negotiated
which gave the Englishmen rights of residence on
the island. That was all. Raffles may have had
visions of eventual British sovereignty in Singapore
—then a city of dreams in nobody’s mind but his
own—but at the moment he was asking for nothing
but the privilege of establishing a trading station
and a kind of half-way port between India and the
Chinese coast.

The definite occupation of the island by the
British did not occur until 1824, and by that time
it was a growing concern, wholly British in charac-
ter, with a dozen or more European business firms
solidly established, and with a population of more
than ten thousand. There were as many as eight
thousand Chinese on the island as early as 1826,
and they have since continued to maintain their
majority, attracted, no doubt, by the opportunities
offered for trade and all kinds of enterprises within
the security of British law. The city now has a
population of about three hundred and twenty-five
thousand.

In Singapore one is impressed by the fact that a
very large number of the men who look like leading

citizens are Chinese. There are more handsome
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and high-class Chinese in evidence than anywhere
else I know of except Peking. In Singapore they
are seen riding about in fine motor-cars, attending
to business in splendidly equipped offices; running
banks, factories, large shipping concerns, import
and export houses, and every other kind of enter-
prise that would help to make up the sum of a city’s
commerce and trade. Moreover, they are the
owners of a majority of the big rubber-plantations
and tin-mines throughout British Malaya. They
are represented on the colonial councils, have a
large share in all municipal governments, and are
regarded by the British as citizens of the highest
value. They are altogether an interesting evidence
of what the Chinese are capable of being under de-
cent and honest government.

The British have made Singapore a fine and
rather beautiful city. There are splendid govern-
ment buildings, educational institutions, churches,
business houses, clubs, and hotels; the parks and
open green spaces are many and magnificent; the
streets and tree-bordered drives are well metaled
and well kept; there are sea-walls and breakwaters
and piers, and everything else, in fact, that is
Occidental, and therefore an evidence of unsparing
energy and far-sighted ambition.

The English colonials, and many of the Chinese,
also, live in handsome residences and picturesque
bungalows set in large gardens which line broad
avenues running in sweeping curves far out into the
country, where they join perfect highways over
which one drives to see the hills—hills rolling into
hills and stretching away for miles on miles to meet

the wonderful blue arch of the sea; hills planted
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in neatly set rows of rubber-trees which run down
through the valleys and up over the crests, down
into the valleys again, and still up and on as far
as one’s eye can reach, that being one of the most
extraordinary sights on earth! And one wonders
what this part of the world would be like to-day if
it had not been for pioneering, energetic, nonchalant,
sporting, indifferent, high-minded, more or less
altruistic and altogether wonderful little England!

When I returned to the ship the second afternoon
they were just getting ready to take on what the
captain called “queer cargo.” It was lying along-
side in a number of great flat barges and consisted
of cranes and engines of immense size and extraor-
dinary awkwardness. The native cargo-coolies did
not know how to handle it, and, for that matter,
neither did the captain. The coolies sat in rows on
the barge rails and regarded it with woebegone ex-
pressions, while the captain leaned against the ship’s
rail and muttered maledictions.

“And I’'m already a day late!” he said.

“Is that all?”’ I innocently inquired.

“Well, this is not the Mauretania.”

“No, I’d noticed that.”

“All right, chaff if you feel like it, but if I have
to take that stuff on we’ll be here a week. And
then I’ve got to go off to a bally island and take on
a cargo of oil.”

That was serious, and the fact that I only then
learned about it goes to show liow secret and well-
guarded sailing directions are. By that time the
only women passengers left aboard were my unim-
portant self and the algays smartly garmented,
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languid, and careful-of-herself wife of an army offi-
cer who was bound for Bombay with a fixed inten-
tion of breaking through all the barbed red-tape
entanglements that lay between her and her hus-
band’s station at Muskat.

““And where is the bally island?”’ I asked.

“Oh, off sou’east. It isn’t even on our course.”

“How long will it take to get the oil aboard?”

“About twelve to fourteen hours.”

“Well, don’t mind me. I knew when I came
aboard that I was not starting on a pleasure trip.
Are there any more delaying surprises?”

“There are. When we leave the oil island we go
to Penang.”

““Oh, we do, do we? And at such a rate, when are
we likely to get to Bombay?”

“About three weeks hence—if were lucky.”

“Well, come on,” said I, “let’s get this cargo
aboard. What are we standing round like this for?”’

But it was no use. The question was where to
put the unwieldy articles even after an apparatus
had been rigged up to handle them. I offered to
let him put one of the cranes in my cabin with the
long end of it sticking out through the port-hole,
but he only growled at me. Anyhow, the port-hole
was probably not large enough. It was a very
dinky ship as ships go. But I will say for it that
before it started on the final perilous lap through the
Mediterranean and on round to London it had a
cargo aboard to the value of more than a million
pounds sterling.

I could write a volume about the way we loaded
up, but perhaps I had better not. We managed it,

at any rate, and I assume a pronominal share in it
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because before we were through I was so interested
that I felt as though I carried the whole tremendous
responsibility on my own shoulders.

We finally weighed anchor and plodded off to
the oil island. Our course lay through a close-set
little archipelago which brought to mind all the
dreams one ever dreamed about owning an island
oneself. I should like to own an island. And I
should want it to have long, shining white beaches,
a mysterious-seeming mangrove swamp at one end,
and fringes of tall, wind-bent palm-trees. But I
think I should want it to rise up out of the sea for
me somewhere in the vicinity of New Yeork Harbor.

The oil island was a scar on the dream canvas,
except that down on a long point to the westward
there was a thick grove of cocoanut-palms with all
the trees at the water’s edge leaning toward the
sunset. Otherwise it was a collection of unsightly
tanks set in gashes cut in the hillsides.

We groaned our way up against an expensive
and up-to-date-looking concrete dock, and they
carried a four-inch hose through a hatch and at-
tached it to a tank in our hold. Then they began to
pump. The last thing I remember was a curious
rhythmic sound—a combination of chug-chug and
gurgle-gurgle—which went on far into the night.
I know, because far into the night I wandered round
the ship, trying to find a spot where the temperature
felt like something less than one hundred and ten.
I fell asleep in a deck chair as I was wondering what
it would be like in my cabin.

I think I shall have to pass Penang without com-
ment. Though, come to think of it, I cannot. It
20
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was at Penang that I gave up ten dollars for a
pagoda. It would be better to pass Colombo. At
Colombo I got my only excitement out of an
insect.

It is called the leaf-insect, and until it starts to
crawl it is quite impossible to tell where the leaf
leaves off and it begins. It comes in all sizes from
three inches long to the length of a little-finger
nail. And it is not a leaf come to life, though that
is what it looks like. It hatches out of tiny, square,
brown eggs. What would be the leaf stem is its
backbone, and the point where the leaf attaches
to the twig is its head. Its legs look like bits of
decayed and ragged leaf, and no two of them are
identical in length, size, or shape. Its wings are
irregular and veiny and have small discolorations on
them, as though they had been touched by early
frost. You could not tell the creature from the
leaf it was sitting on to save your eyes. Most
extraordinary thing I ever saw! It gave me the
creeps and made me think of horror stories I have
read about vampire orchids and boa-constrictor
vines that yearn for human blood.

If I could have taken my eyes off the thing I
might have seen more in Colombo, but we were
there only long enough to take on a few barge-loads
of tea, and the only other thing I did was to drive
out to a hotel on a rocky point overlooking a storm-
swept bay where hundreds of catamarans go fishing
and scud home before the wind, with one huge
brown sail on each bellying as though it would burst.
You sit and watch them with a thrill in your blood
as they fly before the darkening clouds and ride
the high breakers to the gl{mg curving beach. And

3
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there they are pulled up under the bending cocoanut-
palms, to be secured for the night. You sit and
watch them and drink Ceylon tea, while, by way of
variety of entertainment, dozens of head-nodding,
soft-spoken crows crowd close about you to watch
every mouthful of toast and cake that you eat and
to beg for scraps like a lot of pet kittens.

“Kaw-kaw?” says one, very gently.

“No, I want it myself,” says you.

“Kaw-kaw!” not so gently.

“Oh, very well! You may have a bit if you will
take it out of my fingers. But, careful now!”

And as you bend down one of the others leaps like
a flash to your table and grabs your cream-puff.
At least it was my cream-puff that he got; then
the black rascals gathered out on the lawn with it,
looked at me out of the corners of their eyes, and
laughed!

The knifelike catamarans with their great, square,
brown sails and wide-curving outriggers scudded
before the wind; storm-clouds rolled black across a
rose-shot sunset sky; the tall, tortured palm-trees
lining the long white beach lifted their heads before
the wind gusts and bowed before the onrush of the
foaming breakers—and the friendly crows tilted
their heads at me and wondered what it could be
in their familiar surroundings that made me look
so enthralled.

After all, that was not much to see in Colombo,
was it? But it took time, as a dream takes time.
A swift hour, perhaps, and life’s gallery the richer
for one more unforgctable picture. At any rate,
when I come to it I shall be able to pass Colombo

without comment.
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But Penang. At Penang I gave up ten doliars
for a pagoda. 1 could not very well give up less,
because in the subseription-book the Buddhist
handéd me ten dollars was the smallest recorded
contribution. There were many sums in three
figures set opposite the names of Christians, but the
ones, twos, and fives must have been rubbed out as
fast as they were put in.

“We are trying very hard,” said the Chinese
monk, “to turn the thoughts of our young men
back to religion. The youths of the Buddhist faith
have grown worldly beyond belief, and they almost
never come to the temple to pray. So we intend to
erect a magnificent pagoda, a thing of beauty and
inspiration that they cannot escape. Whenever
their eyes rest upon it their thoughts will turn in
spite of themselves to the gods. It will be only
through the gracious benevolence of our friends and
visitors that we shall be able to do this.”

And that was where he passed me the book. I
looked through it and saw all the big figures. There
were pages of them, and I am sure he had collected
thousands upon thousands of dollars. I hesitated
a moment, but I finally said:

“Oh, well—” And as I put down the figure ten
and made a dollar mark I murmured to myself,
“There goes a neutralizer for every mission-Sunday
penny of my entire wasted Christian childhood!”

It was in the monks’ refectory attached to one of
the largest.and finest Buddhist temples in the world.
To see it I had climbed a mountain-side, up hun-
dreds of mossgrown steps under the interlacing
boughs of giant deodars. I had paused at the pool
of the sacred turtles and had bought fresh, cool,
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green weeds at a little booth on its edge to feed to
the monstrous, slow-moving creatures. Then I had
climbed more steps to come to the brink of the
basin of the sacred carp. There I bought small
sweet cakes and crumbled them on the scummy
surface for the sake of seeing fins flash and fish
tails whisked in the air. More steps and more—
on up the templed mountain-side; past rich, red,
uptilted roof-lines among the tree-tops; through
red-lacquered and tinsel-hung interiors shelter-
ing great Buddhas asleep and great Buddhas
awake and innumerable small Buddhas passing
through the agonizing stages of life unto life
unto—nothingness!

And then the monk got me. A monk upon
whom hung long, white, softly falling robes. He
was a Chinese who spoke almost faultless English,
who was handsome in an altogether Western sense,
and who had the manners of a chamberlain of the
Court of St. James’s.

“It will be only through the gracious benevolence
of our friends and visitors that we shall be able
to do this,” he said.

To build a pagoda! To turn the thoughts of
Buddhist youth back to the gods! And down in
the town, as I was driving along toward the jetty,
I passed a fine modern building which had chiseled
in the stone above its wide entrance:

YOUNG MEN’S BUDDHIST ASSOCIATION

Flattery in its sincerest form!

Penang is an island on one side of a narrow strait,
and a concession of about two hundred and eighty
square miles on the other. It is the oldest British
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settlement in the Straits of Malacca, predating
Singapore by twenty-three years, and it was
founded by Francis Light, father of William Light
who founded Adelaide, Australia, and whose por-
trait hangs in the National Gallery in London.
There is a reproduction of the portrait in a stupid
big “boost-book ™ I found in the ship’s little library;
and a wild-eyed, rumple-haired man son William
was! His mother was Malayan.

Penang has a population of about twelve hundred
Europeans—British, mostly—and more than one
hundred and eighty thousand Asiatics, a very large
percentage of the Asiatic population being Chinese.
The Chinese are the rich men. They own prac-
tically all the great cocoanut-plantations through
which one must drive to reach any point on the
island or on the mainland opposite, and, while
England maintains law and order, it is they who
export much of the tin, rubber, coffee, spices,
tapioca, copra, sago, and other products which con-
stitute the wealth of the Settlement.

It was between Penang and Colombo that Bar-
retto first began to worry about my life-preserver.
He came into my cabin one day and took it down
out of its rack over my berth, and, carefully placing
it where it would take up the most room and be
most in the way, said, solemnly, “I think more
better you keep close by now.” And after that he
would have followed me around with it if I had
encouraged him.

Barretto was my cabin steward. He was what is
known in this part of the world as a “Goa boy.”

That is, he was a mixture of Indian and Portuguese
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and came from the little Portuguese colony of Goa,
which supplies nearly all ship and hotel servants,
for the reason that, being neither fish, flesh, fowl,
nor good red herring—or, in other words, having no
caste to lose—they are able to handle any kind of
food or do any kind of work without polluting
themselves. They are supposed to be Christians.

Barretto had adopted me after the manner of the
“dog that adopted a man.” He was forever at my
heels, offering lip solicitude and trying to square
himself. This ail came about through my having
casually remarked to the chief steward that I
wished the creature would condescend to sweep my
cabin at least once a week, give me an occasional
drop of water for face-washing purposes, and not
act as though he expected me to wear out a bath-
towel before I could get a fresh one. The chief
must have had him “up on the mat,” because he
came into my cabin one day when I was busy writ-
ing and dropped on his knees before me. I was
never more surprised in my life. He put his little
brown hands together in a ‘“‘now I lay me” fashion
and began an incoherent recital in which I caught
such phrases as ‘“Wife and chil’ren,” “L’il’ son—
so high, “One baby dead,” “Earn Iil’ money,”
“Li’l’ boy—so high—oh, memsahib!”

“Rise, little black-and-tan friend,” said I, “and
make your apologies on your two feet.”

He would not understand such English, of course;
otherwise I should not have used it. But he saw
that I did not laugh and he must have thought my
smile was one of benign sympathy. Inany case, he
adopted me, and after that he was always leaving

brooms and dust-cloths around where I could see
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for myself that he had been using them. And
bath-towels! From Hongkong to Singapore I had
only one; from Singapore to Bombay I had a stack
of them in my cabin all the time, and always osten-
tatiously displayed in some spot from which I had
to hurl them in order to get at something else.

It was a danger zone mto Colombo, but it was a
far more dangerous zone into Bombay. Forty-odd
mines had been swept up within a certain area
round the port—and the doctor had told us they
never were laid by the Huns!—so it was necessary
that every ship should enter through a defined and
carefully guarded channel.

It was about ten o’clock in the morning when we
came up to the point indicated in our sailing direc-
tions as the foot of the lane of safety for us, and
there we joined an interesting company of ships.

One of them was on fire—a big freighter down
from the Persian Gulf. A ghastly sight she was!
Everything above her hull had been burned away
except her funnels, and she was belching great clouds
of smoke and occasional long licks of flame. Her
crew and some passengers, I learned afterward, had
taken to the life-boats and had been picked up by
the big ocean-going tugs that had come in response
to her wireless call. These tugs now had her in
tow and the intention was to beach her, but she
had a fearful list and looked as though she might
capsize at any moment. Some of us stood by the
deck rail and watched her intently for an hour or
more, thinking we were going to see her sink.
She looked as though she could hardly be worth
beach room even on an empty beach.

7
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Then there was a troop-ship from Kast Africa
" lying off our port bow, filled with happy men in
khaki who crowded the rails and shouted across at
us; and a short distance away lay a big hospital-
ship from Mesopotamia. A half-dozen small cargo-
carriers and a full oil-tanker, all low in the water,
were up ahead, while beyond a little way another
tanker, outward bound and evidently empty, was
speeding along in defiance of mines and kicking
her propellers in the air as though she were having
the time of her young life. The tankers were
painted black and vermilion, the hospital-ship was
in the white and red of the Cross of Mercy, the
trooper was grotesquely camouflaged, and every-
thing else was battle gray. The tropic sun was
beating eye-searing sparks from a shimmering sea,
and all round hovered a wonderful silence. The
scene was a study in unbelievable color.

Then down came the little black mine-sweepers.
They were very efficient-looking and just a bit
cocky about themselves.

“Here, you chaps, stand about now, will you!”
they seemed to say. ‘“Let the hospital-ship go
first. Look alive there, little tanker! What d’ye
think you are—royalty? Move over to starboard
and make way. That’s right! Troops next! And
now you dilapidated old merchantman”—this to
us—*“move along. No need to tell you to keep
your speed down. You couldn’t make more than
six knots to save your bloomin’ old-hull! Be off
with you, all of you! You’ve got a clear way up to
the docks now, thanks to us as risks our lives for
you! If it wasn’t for us you’d all be down with

Davy Jones!”
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And the old merchantman, weighed down with
cargo worth more than a million pounds sterling,
puffed a humble response from her big bass horn
and churned slowly away in the wake of the trooper
—the old merchantman that would go on from
Bombay, through Suez, across the Mediterranean,
and round through the dangers of the Atlantic to
London!

And it was just twenty-seven days since we left
Hongkong!



CHAPTER III

THE BOMBAY SIDE OF THE PUNKA

T should have been cool in Bombay. It was not

cool. I have set at the head of this chapter a
phrase which is supposed to mean “cool,” but it
is a phrase which must have been invented by some
one in a moment of derisive delirium induced by
hot atmospheric pressure. It refers to the side of
the punka opposite the ropes where the strongest
and coolest breeze is to be enjoyed, but, so far as
my experience goes, it suggests an absolutely false
idea of the Bombay climate.

It is said that the cool season is due in Bombay
along in October. And this may be true. But I
can testify that it makes its way in very cautiously
and that in its earliest efforts it likes best to catch
the stranger unawares along about three o’clock in
the morning. In daytime it may haunt a few shady
corners, but it is wholly imperceptible in any spot
the sun touches.

One’s attention is sometimes called to curiously
convincing evidence that the war has actually
changed the climate in the hitherto temperate re-
gions of the earth, but India is too far from the guns
to get the benefit of any atmospheric disturbance

they may create.
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However, while the physical discomfort of the
 white man in the brown man’s land is not dimin-
ished, he thinks less about it than he formerly did.
Toil and worry and sustained "serious-mindedness
have taken the place of leisure and fascinating
frivolity, and non-essentials have faded for most
persons into the unregarded background of life.
This is true in some degree all over India; it is
especially true in Bombay, which rose at the begin-
ning of the war to pre-eminent importance as the
chief base of the war zones of the East.

The port of Bombay is the front door of India.
Following the long coast-line round the tremendous
peninsula, one discovers no side doors of special
consequence; and Madras and Calcutta open upon
Asia and the realms of the Pacific. That is why
Bombay, destined to become the first city of India,
developed into one of the busiest centers of activity
on earth when India turned to face a European
world at war and to throw her weight into the strug-
gle for the Empire’s existence.

On the way round from Colombo I reread some
of Mark Twain’s impressions of Bombay in More
Tramps Abroad. A friend in Japan gave me this
old treasure, with which I thought I was entirely
familiar, and I had a delightful browse in its forever-
green pages. It was a great mistake.

Mark Twain had what he himself called “an un-
regulated imagination.” In an instant he saw Bom-
bay as ‘““a bewitching place, a bewildering place,
an enchanting place—the Arabian Nights come
again!” And in an instant he saw all the color and
dash and heard all the W1ﬂd sounds and the weird
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musie of Oriental life which others must search for
and, having found, perhaps may never recognize.
As a preliminary guide he serves principally to
make one regret one’s own sobriety of soul.

However, after we had crept for hours up through
the buoyed channel with nothing at all to see except
a dim, far-away coast-line, I did get a vision of
Bombay. Not a view; a vision. It had been a
long, weary, slow-passing day. By that time it was
late afternoon and a white mist that was lying on
the sea floated up round the base of the city like a
filmy veil. No buildings at all could be seen, but
rising above the mist were many gilded domes,
shining white minarets, and uneven red roof-lines,
all bathed in the glow from a great flame-colored sun
that hung low in the west. It was rather wonderful
and alluring.

Then we steamed up and dropped anchor in a
harbor ecrowded with ships: hospital-ships—I never
saw so many hospital-ships in one port!—battle-
gray Ireighters and fighters; camouflaged troopers;
tankers and tubs; tugs, scows, barges, common row-
boats, and many swift-scurrying launches. Where-
upon the doctors and passport officials came aboard
and the stewards began to pile the luggage on the
decks preparatory to putting it ashore. The re-
mainder of the day was taken up with the usual
inspections of various kinds.

When we got up to the dock it was black dark
and pouring rain, but, having been on the ship
twenty-seven days, I was glad to go ashore under
any circumstances. So I gathered my small be-
longings, gave a grand-looking Indian baggage-agent
instructions with regard to the rest, passed through
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the customs-house, signed my declaration of nothing
to declare, and made my way out through the pud-
dles and the downpour to a rickety gharri.

“A bewitching place, an enchanting place—the
Arabian Nights come again”? No, nothing like
that! That for peace-times, maybe, and for the
fortunate few. For me miles of low, black freight-
sheds peered at in the gloom over a dripping, leak-
ing, clammy rain-apron; for me splattering mud
and slush and steaming, intolerable heat; for me a
rattle and rumble and jolt and the crack of a wicked
whip over the flank of a plodding horse; for me
disillusion and vague depression and an eventual
whirl up under the grand porte-cochére of a wildly
ornate hotel, the outer offices of which were
crowded with important-looking Indians in gor-
geous raiment and marvelous turbans and English-
men of the war services—the Englishmen all in
uniform. It was difficult to get accommodation,
but eventually they took me in; and I found lights
and laughter and gaiety and a feverish kind of rush
that could not fail to lift one’s spirits. Iknew I was
on the threshold at least of Mesopotamia!

Later I stood at a window of my room and looked
down into a deep court. The rain was falling in
gusts and flurries, washing the wonderful leaves of
giant palms that swayed and rustled in the wind.
I looked out across bands of light that were falling
from a thousand windows and balconies; I heard
the far-away clatter of horses’ feet and the honk of
the horns of many motors; I felt considerably like
a stray cat in a strange wet alley, and I wanted to
make lonesome-sounding stray-cat noises, but I

thought to myself:
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“Well, never mind to-day. To-morrow we shall

»

see.

And to-morrow brought a telegram which said
Their Excellencies would be pleased to have me
spend the week-end with them. Just that and noth-
ing more. It was indefinite with the indefiniteness
which assumes that one knows all that needs be
known. And of course one should know certain
kinds of things, but one doesn’t always. And I
didn’t know in the least where Their Excellencies
were to be found. The telegraphed invitation did
not say. The telephone-book and Murray’s Guide
both had Government House located on Malabar
Hill, Malabar Hill being the smart residential dis-
trict of Bombay. But my physical discomfort
assured me that no Excellencies worthy of being
Excellencies would stay in Bombay in such weather.
I thought perhaps my telegram of acceptance—
which had to be addressed to a set of initials and
sent out into space—would be answered by some
aide-de-camp or other who would know that a per-
fect stranger should be told how and where to pro-
ceed. But, no, nothing like that.

If T did all my roaming “’mid pleasures and pal-
aces” and Excellencies and governmental grandeurs
my homing instinct might have guided me, but I
don’t mind acknowledging that I had to ask. I
waited until Friday morning, and I was due some
time Friday afternoon to present myself before
Their Excellencies. It was time for me to do some-
thing about it, and to save myself the embarrass-
ment of displaying my disgraceful ignorance to an

Englishman I went to my own American consul, a
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fine, upstanding, clean-cut, business-like, and alto-
gether satisfactory gentleman.

“T’'m in trouble,” I began.

With a look of patient resignation he made a
typically consular gesture which said as plainly as
words: ‘““All Americans are when they are away
from home. At least that’s the only kind a consul
ever meets!”

And I didn’t clear up the atmosphere any too
hastily, because I rather enjoyed it; but after a not
much more than merely appreciable pause I eased
his mind by revealing the nature of my difficulties.
After which I was a citizen in good standing.

“You go to Cook’s or somewhere and get a ticket
to Poona,” he said. “Your train leaves at a quarter
to three and it gets you there about half past seven.
You can depend on Government House to do the
rest.”

It was then half past twelve and it was a Moham-
medan holiday.

I would emphasize the fact that when a Moham-
medan or a Hindu takes a holiday he takes it. No
half-holidays or anything like that for him. And
all his holidays that are really holy days are sacred
to him as no day was ever sacred to a Christian.
The Mohammedans in Bombay have a monopoly
of the chauffeur and gharri-driving businesses, and
there was not a vehicle of any kind to be found
within a radius of five miles. I had been compelled
to walk to the consulate and I would jolly well have
to walk back to the hotel-—a matter of at least two
miles. I had not yet had time to acquire a sun-
helmet, though one is told at once that it is prac-

tically certain death to go out without one, and my
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sunshade was a blue-and-white-striped charmeuse
frivolity that anybody could see was far more orna-
mental than useful. However, dying is a process
one is never called upon to repeat. I walked. And,
having nervous qualms about the difficulties I was
going to encounter in getting something to take me
and my belongings to the two-forty-five train, I
walked fast.

In the mean time I had acquired a servant. When
you are traveling in India you simply have to have
a servant. Otherwise you go unserved. You do,
anyhow.

My servant was a Mohammedan and an elderly
kind of gentleman. You do not have women ser-
vants. Only about one and a half per cent. of the
women of India—in a population of three hundred
and twenty million plus—are literate in any degree,
and the minds of the other ninety-eight and a half
per cent., having become eyeless through eons of
benightedness, are not worth much for anything,
the universal testimony being that for general pur-
poses the average Indian ayah is utterly useless.

My servant’s name was Vilayat. An Arabian
Nights kind of person he was, and I think he was
named for one of the forty thieves. He was six
feet three inches tall in his bare black feet, and he
wore a tall white turban on top of the rest of his
tallness. He had a gray beard and great dignity,
and he proved to be an expert at getting other
people to do his work for bakshish, which he freely
and grandly distributed from the expense allowance
I gave him. Having procured my tickets on the
way from the consulate, I handed them to him

and said:
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“We take the two-forty-five train to Poona.”

Whereupon I did my own packing, while he went
off to make himself fit to associate with the govern-
mentally employed. He returned in fine flowing
raiment and a fresh turban marvelously wound
just in time to boss the coolies I had called to
carry my bags down to the motor-car I had myself,
with infinite difficulty, secured. Incidentally, he
solemnly explained that he had been compelled to
go to a mosque and offer a special prayer in order
to be cleansed of the sin of what he called “working”
on a holy day.

Just the same, everybody has to have one of him.
Life would not be worth living without him—what-
ever may be said of life with him. He got forty-
five rupees, or about fifteen dollars, a month. And
all the Anglo-Indians—Anglo-Indians being people
who really belong to India and are not just tem-
porary residents—complain bitterly about the way
servants’ wages have gone up. And justly, too.
One good English servant is equal to at least three
Indians, and in order to get his work done at all
the Englishman in India must have so many of
them that in the end his bill for service often
amounts to more than it would at home.

Five dollars a month used to be excellent wages
for a bearer. Which reminds me that Vilayat was
a “bearer,” not a servant. I’'m sure I don’t know
why. It is merely a local name and has no mean-
ing at all, so far as I can discover. I never saw
Vilayat bearing anything heavier than a parasol
or a railway ticket, unless my presence in the offing
might be counted as a burden. Though, come to
think of it, all these servants apply for positions
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armed with packets of letters of excessive recom-
mendation; many of them aged and frayed. And
these letters invariably begin, *“The bearer,”” So-and
so. That must be the way they came by their
curious designation.

Poona lies southeast of Bombay about one hun-
dred and twenty miles, and to get to it the railway
crosses the great Bore Ghat, a ghat being a moun-
tain pass or a range of mountains or a flight of steps
leading down to a river where Hindus burn their
dead and go for holy ablutions, and a number of
other things, for all I know. It is a little confusing
at first, but one learns to know the difference be-
tween a mountain range and a stairway, even
though they are called by the same name.

When I am climbing a mountain into cool
altitudes I always feel that I am going north.
One goes “up north” and “down south,” and it is
humanly instinctive to feel that everything in a
southerly direction should be down-hill. An in-
dividual mental quirk, I suppose. The climb down
south up to Poona is a steep and winding climb for
which they have to use powerful engines that puff
and struggle and have brakes that grind and groan.
There are twenty-six tunnels and eight dizzy
viaducts in the course of sixteen miles over the
Bore Ghat, and during the rains one can count as
many as fifty waterfalls pouring out of the gaunt
black rock of the almost perpendicular hills. A
specially magnificent one, up at the head of a vast
panoramic valley, has a sheer drop of more than
three hundred feet.

In the immediate vicinity of this there are a
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number of gigantic pipe-lines winding down the
mountain-side, and long converging lines of tall
steel towers carrying wire up over the far-away
crests and off into a world beyond. One wants to
know the why and the wherefore of these, and one
learns that they are the harness of the waterfalls.
An enterprising company has built a great reservoir;
the water is stored in the heights, and when the
rains are over and the falls dry up it is let down as
it is required, and the year round enough power is
generated to light Bombay, run its electric railways,
and turn every wheel in the whole presidency, if
need be.

It is rather a wonderful little journey to Poona,
as journeys go. At Bombay station Vilayat had
watched me secure for myself a seat in 2 first-class
compartment, had directed his coolie where to put
my dressing-bag, and had then betaken himself to
some other part of the train. And that was the
last I saw of him.

There was an English army officer sitting oppo-
site me and I finally succeeded in making him
realize that he might talk to me without outraging
any very sacred conventions. He was quite con-
servative about it at first and I missed no scenery
on his account, but when he once got going he was
as entertaining as need be. He had been badly
wounded in Mesopotamia, had spent several weeks
in hospital at Bombay, and had just returned from
a month’s leave which he spent in Xashmir on a
mountain lake “in a house-boat moored in the wide-
branched shade of a drooping chenar-tree.” Can-
not say that I was all wrought up with pity for him.

When we stopped at Ksi;'kee he was telling me all
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about how he hunted big game in the Kashmir
mountains in the daytime and carved wood treas-
ures in the bazaars of the towns in the evenings.

Kirkee is three and a half miles from Poona and
about a mile and a half from Government House,
which is called Ganeshkhind. And Kirkee is the
station for Ganeshkhind. I did not know that.
How should I? You address mail and telegrams to
“Government House, Poona.” That was what
the upstanding, clean-cut, business-like, and alto-
gether satisfactory American consul told me. But
he did not tell me that when you are a visitor you
get off at Kirkee and go from there to Ganeshkhind.

I was busy listening to my army officer and wish-
ing I owned some of his carved-wood treasures. In
fact, it all sounded so wonderful that I was just
about making up my mind to forget Baghdad and
to go on up to Kashmir. Then I happened to glance
out of the window.

It was about half past seven o’clock, dark as mid-
night, and the usual evening rain of the rainy
season was coming down in torrents. In the gleam
of the station lights I saw a white uniform with red
trimmings and a sort of red flannel breastplate
effect fastened on with -brass buttons. It was
unmistakable.

“Isn’t that a Government House uniform?” I
asked.

The officer peered out into the gloom and an-
swered, “Yes, that’s a Government House chauf-
feur.”

T had not told him where I was going, else he prob-
ably would have told me where to get off. And
just then a worried-looking young man came rush-
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ing along the platform looking in at the windows.
He had lost something. That something was my-
self. I knew him at once for a secretary. Though
he was not. He was an aide-de-camp out of
uniform. But aides and secretaries are usually of
the same breed of attractive and irresponsible
youth. It was he who had not troubled to tell me
where to go and how to get there. I was glad he
had lost me. He caught my eye.

““Are you for Government House?” he shouted.

With a variety of gesticulation I said, yes, I was.
The train had begun to move and was gaining
speed every instant, so he paid no further attention
to me. He just gathered himself into an energetic
little knot and yelled: “Ya-a-r! Ya-r-r! Stop!
Stop!?” And they threw on the brakes.

Somebody dug Vilayat out, and he emerged from
somewhere with my blue-and-white-striped char-
meuse parasol, but my week-end trunk with all the
essentials in it was in the goods-van—otherwise the
baggage-coach ahead. They had not troubled to
back the train up to the station, and the goods-van
was just where a lot of roaring little rivulets were
sweeping down the track-sides. The trunk simply
had to go on to Poona, because by that time the
conductor was visibly annoyed and the passengers
were all gathering on the platforms or thrusting
their heads out of windows into the rain and asking
sarcastic questions.

Vilayat was ordered to go on to Poona with the
trunk, and one of the motor-cars was sent after
him to fetch him and it back to Ganeshkhind with
all haste. It was then nearly eight o’clock, and at
eight-thirty there was ti 1be a grand dinner party
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with forty guests. This is as good a place as any,
I suppose, to say that I knew absolutely nothing
about Indian Government House procedures. Let
nobody imagine that they are like any other pro-
cedures anywhere else on earth.

All this time, standing under umbrellas in the rain
—with lips set, no doubt, in patient resignation—
were a colonel and his lady; an archdeacon, no less!
and a couple of other guests. We all had to crowd
into one automobile, the other one having gone to
Poona for my trunk, and I think they were dis-
pleased with me. I really think they were. But
as soon as I told them I was a stray cat in a strange
alley and all about how I had to go to the American
consul to find out where the governor of the great
Bombay Presidency lived, they began to feel
better about it. They were very nice, as a matter
of fact, and when we whirled up under the porte-
cochére of Government House we were all laughing
so much like ordinary humans that the three aides
who came out to meet us in gold rope, yellow
lapels, and clicking spurs had to assume a little
extra dignity in order to bring us down to the
level of decorum requisite to the environment.

And I don’t mind saying I was just a little awe-
stricken. T had never seen anything quite like it
before. I have met here and there, in my meander-
ings round the earth, a few notable occupants of
notable palaces. But everything in India is dif-
ferent. I learned that at once. And I learned
why, too. I shall come to that presently.

There ‘were two very tall Indians standing beside
the steps which led up under the porte-cochére to

the entrance. They were all dressed up in red,
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with splendid high turbans, and very gracefully and
statelily they held ten-foot lances with gilded axes
crossing spears at their tips.

My thoughts flew back to the years I once upon
a time spent in Manila, and I made a few swift,
entertaining comparisons. The Philippines have
about ten million inhabitants, and the Governor-
Generalship of the Philippines is the biggest execu-
tive job that the American President has to offer
any man.

Malacafian Palace, where the Governor-General
lives in Manila, is a rather beautiful and dignified
old Spanish residence, and the gardens round about
have been made very fine by a succession of Amer-
ican governors. But as for pageant and parade and
the “pomp of power,” there has never been any-
thing like that under American so-called sover-
eignty. Instead of gorgeously uniformed senti-
nels guarding the grand entrance, there is an Irish
policeman.

““And pwhat are ye afther wantin’ now?”’ says he.

“Is the Governor in?” says you.

And you never by any chance say ‘“His Excel-
lency.” You might very decidedly approve of cere-
moniousness yourself, but you would know better
than to try it on an Irish policeman.

“Well, shure, he may be, an’ ag’in he may not
be,” says he. “It all depinds. Have ye got an
engagement with ’im now?”

You have, of course. Even an American would
hardly have the temerity to walk in on a governor
without letting him know. Though, come to think
of it, I believe they have been known to do so. And

I don’t know about Malacaiian Palace now, either.
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The Irish policeman was of the old Taft and Roose-
veltian days. It was democracy carried to its
logical conclusion, but I am not sure that many
persons were entirely satisfied with it.

Our Jacksonian simplicity is probably all a mis-
take anyhow, and especially in our outlands. The
brown peoples love show and regard it as an evi-
dence of strength. They respect a combination of
* bright red and shining brass, while the clank of
panoply and the clink of ornamentation are musie
to their ears. And, for that matter, white peoples
are not wholly immune to the influence of ostenta-
tion and magnificence. The tall red-and-brass-clad
Indians with the long lances certainly impressed me.
They made me feel as though I ought to be trailing
priceless brocades up the imposing steps, carelessly
dropping pearls on the way.

One of these days I intend to write a detailed
account of a number of things, but just now I must
hurry on because this really is not a visit to India.
It 1s the splendid ceremony of Indian official life
that I wish to emphasize. The Viceroy and the
governors of presidencies and provinces are the
direct representatives of the King-Emperor, and it
is definitely a part of their official business to main-
tain the dignity of Empire as it is represented in
courtly ceremony and show. It is not every man
and woman, however highly they may have been
born and however used they may always have been
to the scenic effects of court life, who can make a
success of it in a colonial environment. England
trains a majority of her colonial administrators in
colonial administration, and once they get into it

and make a success of 1t it is a life sentence.
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My things turned up in the nick of time and I was
able to descend to the grand drawing-room in a
leisurely manner. I was glad of that, because if
there is anything I do not approve of it is de-
scending to a drawing-room in an unleisurely
manner.

I found when I entered that a majority of the
other thirty-seven guests had already assembled,
and the first person my eyes fell upon was a tall,
stately lady in white satin with a rope of pearls and
a tiara. This was rather disconcerting and made me
conscious of the wrinkles in my gold-brocaded
chiffon over champagne color. Gold-brocaded chif-
fon over champagne color sounds rather nice as a
description, but there are things which no descrip-
tion can possibly describe, and that gown is among
them. I suppose one would hardly be expected to
travel round with one’s tiara—especially in war-
time—but one might have had along one’s new
cloth of silver with silver lace and blue net draperies,
if it had not been for the stupidity of a ship’s
baggage-master. I forgot to say that my inno-
vation-and-too-big-for-any-cabin trunk which con-
tained all my best garments was put off the ship by
mistake at Singapore and that I might not get it
for a month—if ever!

But to me this tragedy was a mere detail. I did
not know that I was about to encounter a case of if-
you-have-clothes-prepare-to-wear-them-now. I was
used to war-time simplicity and had come happily
to a point in my spiritual development where
packing for a week-end was the least of my worries,
whether I had anything special to pack or not.

However, the tiara lady had fewer companions in
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her haughtiness than I had in my humbleness, so I
managed not to mind.

The numerous aides went through some adroit
social maneuvers which resulted in the precise but
careless-like circular line-up of the guests round
the room, then the band in the patio—I do not
know what else to call a great flag-paved and
beautifully furnished, half-indoors and half-out-
doors space—began to play, and Their Excellencies
entered.

At which point I intend to stop being frivolous.
I am not meaning to be disrespectful in any case.
I was surprised, that was all; and so much so that
I took one of my dinner partners into my confidence
and told him so, saying that it was the first time
since the war began that I had seen anything so
completely normal in the way of social form and
formalities. It was the first time in three years, for
instance, that I had seen a company of women wear-
ing white gloves, and I had spent a good deal of
time in London, in Paris, and in Rome.

“But this is India,” said he. ‘“We wanted to
stop all the seeming extravagances here, too, but
if we should let down an inch or give up a single
item of our usual processes it would be taken at
once by the Indians as a sign of weakness.”

And that was the explanation. India is proud
of the strength of Great Britain. India loves the
vast confederation of power represented by the
King-Emperor. It has been characteristic of the
Indian peoples throughout their history to desert
a banner that begins to trail, and England’s banner
as it is borne aloft in India to-day is the only sign
by which the teeming millsions are capable of gaug-
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ing the might of England. It is necessary to
maintain the immediate and outer semblances of
normality.

I was to learn next morning whence came all the
flowers. There are broad acres, hundreds of them,
within the domain of Ganeshkhind, and the park
surrounding the house, with its stretches of velvety
lawn, its banks of shrubbery, its ancient trees, its
winding, shady walks, its lakes and lily-ponds, and
its unlimited flower gardens, is riotously beautiful.

The long table was ablaze with yellow cosmos
under very high candles, the rays from which shot
upward into the ten thousand reflecting facets of a
row of magnificent old crystal chandeliers. It was
a beautiful scene, and could have made one forget
the war for a moment had it not been that every
man at the table except His Excellency was in
uniform.

And it was a noble room. With a great fireplace
at one end, its vast wall spaces were paneled from
floor to beamed ceiling in splendid oak. Within
the panels hung portraits of British sovereigns.

Her Excellency sat facing the Queen on one side,
while His Excellency faced the King on the other.
Not that it makes much difference, perhaps, but I
faced King William—which shows how far re-
moved I was from the seat on His Excellency’s
right. I was separated from that honor by the
beneficent reigns of both Queen Victoria and King
Edward, to say nothing of Queen Victoria as a girl.

I had an army officer on either side of me, and
the one of lesser rank, at least, gave an excellent
imitation of a man who knows how to knit up the

threads of conversation even though their other
a1
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ends were held by a perfect stranger, and she an
impossible American. He of the higher rank and
greater rotundity had a mistaken idea which he
spent some time during dinner in misadroitly ex-
posing. 'This idea was that to make himself popu-
lar with me all he had to do was to talk about how
long it took the United States to get into the war.
Some Englishmen are like that. But not many,
Heaven be thanked!

At a certain point at any formal party in India
the host rises to his feet; his guests do likewise;
they raise their glasses and he says, very quietly,
“The King-Emperor!” Then if there is a band
everybody stands perfectly still through the first
three lines of “God Save the King.”

Americans used to loll around under the glorious
strains of “The Star-spangled Banner.” Then
came a time when the national consciousness began
to stir and most of us got so we were able to struggle
to our feet—along about “the twilight’s last gleam-
ing.” After which a quickening of the national
heart under a threat of national danger and a sud-
den realization that the cue upon which promptly
to assume an attitude of reverence is, “Oh, say!”

And that is where we now all stand up. But
to know what your national anthem really means
you must hear its strains in an alien land over
which your flag flies as an emblem of authority.
Your flag stands for the liberties which it confers
and for the power by which it maintains them, and
if you have seen an unregenerate and chaotic people
rising to regeneracy and order under its clean and
masterful might, you get a new and a different

feeling for it.
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When we rose to “The King-Emperor™ at that
table I noticed in particular the long line of gor-
geously attired Indian house-service men who stood
rigidly at attention behind the guests they had
served, and my mind flashed beyond them and out
across the boundless expanse of India with her
three hundred and twenty-plus millions of people
for whom the British flag is a symbol of such
security and internal peace as they never knew
under any other, and it was reverently that I
echoed His Excellency’s toast:

“The King-Emperor!”



CHAPTER 1V

AN INTERESTING BUT ANXIOUS INTERVAL

N the mean time it must not be forgotten that

I am on my way to Baghdad!

It was in the drawing-room after dinner the first
evening at Ganeshkhind that His Excellency said
tome:

“Well, now that we have you here, what specially
may we have the pleasure of doing for you?”

“I want to go to Baghdad!” I announced—just
like that. And I confess that such a desire im-
pressed even me as being slightly unreasonable.
Lord Willingdon laughed in'a way that should have
discouraged me utterly, and assured me that he
knew few persons in India who did not want to go
to Baghdad.

“But it is impossible!” he said. “General Maude
never would consent to it, and without his consent
nobody can get into Mesopotamia at all. And a
lady! Oh no! He wouldn’t have a lady within a
thousand miles of Baghdad if he could help it.”

“But I'm not a lady,” I said. He looked a bit
startled for an instant, but he soon got what to the
average working-woman is an old-time joke, and
he seemed to like it.

“We might ask him?” I suggested.
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And it may be that was the least His Excellency
could have done, but I came in time to realize that
it was a very great deal. He was one of General
Maude’s very close friends, but the etiquette of the
situation demanded that he convey my request
through the Viceroy and the chief of the General
Staff at Simla. I began at once to feel very small
and insignificant, and I had an uncomfortable im-
pression that to make such a request through such
a channel entitled me to social ostracism.

However, the request was made, and I sat down
to await the issue.

No, I did not sit down. I explored Bombay.

The British did not take Bombay away from its
original owners—whoever they may have been.
The Portuguese did that a whole century before the
little island colony came to the crown of Britain
and it came to the crown of Britain as part of the
dowry of Catherine of Braganza when she married
Charles II. That is the picturesque small item of
history which gives Bombay a unique place in the
British Empire. Just a little group of practically
uninhabited islands lying close in against the main-
land of India, they were transferred to England the
same year New York became an incorporated city—
in 1665.

Just a little group of islands lying close in against
the mainland of India, they were separated by shal-
low channels which have since been filled in or
spanned by gigantic causeways, so that now the
island of Bombay, twenty-two and a half square
miles in area, looks as though God and not enter-

prising Englishmen had made it.
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Why the Portuguese should have so greatly un-
derestimated the value of the place would be diffi-
cult to figure out. Those things interest me, and I
want to drag the ancient mistaken ones back and say
to them, “Well, here now, don’t you see?”’—thus
and so. But the Portuguese seem always to have
been bad judges of ports. And always they have
given things up, not reluctantly and with duly filed
protests, but with a kind of confident assurance
that they were getting the better of the bargain.
In the early nineteenth century they clung jealously
to the shallow and useless harbor of Macao on the
Pacific coast of Asia, while they permitted the Brit-
ish to acquire the inestimably valuable near-by
island of Hongkong, along with the wide and deep
waterways surrounding it. And in the seventeenth
century they preferred the unimportant port of
Goa south of Bombay on the mainland coast—
which they still possess—to the advantages of the
finest harbor in the East, which the British instantly
recognized.

At least the British traders did. In those days
the British traders—sailing the seas in their picture
ships of untold and untellable romance—were out
for themselves. They were neither altruistic nor
imperialistic. They thought little of benefiting
the peoples of the rich Eastern lands into which
they thrust themselves, and as little of aggrandize-
ment for the throne of their sovereign. It was an
age of adventure and gain, and adventure and gain
were the twin fascinations the old traders pursued,
along with their contemporaries of necarly every
nationality.

King Charles IT on his throne, waging his unin-
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telligent battle for “divine right’’ against the then
well-developed spirit of democracy among his Anglo-
Saxon people—what could he know about the values
of the great outer world then breathing its first
breath of unbelievable life? Four years after the
islands of Bombay came to him in the dowry of
Catherine of Braganza he transferred them to the
East India Company for an annual rental of fifty
dollars! And not so very long before that the Indians
sold the island of Manhattan for something plus a
string of beads!

Bombay now has nearly one million inhabitants.
At the beginning of the nineteenth century it al-
ready had two hundred thousand, and early in
the twentieth century the census-takers counted
959,537 souls. Nearly seven hundred thousand of
these are Hindus and one hundred and fifty thou-
sand are Mohammedans, while less than sixteen
thousand, counting both mixed and pure European
blood, are Christians. ¢

There are about sixty thousand Parsees, and the
Parsees are perhaps the most interesting and im-
portant element in the community. It is to British
initiative and example and to Parse¢ appreciation,
intelligence, and generosity that Bombay owes the
fact of her present existence as one of the most
beautiful cities in the world. Though I do not
mean to imply that there have not been many
generous, intelligent, and appreciative Hindu and
Mohammedan citizens. It is just that the Parsees
have been peculiarly conspicuous for these char-
acteristics.

Yet they still maintain the unthinkable Towers of

Silence in the heart and center of Bombay’s most
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fashionable residential district; the Towers of
Silence, where the Parsee dead are disposed of by
the forever hovering, horrible flocks of vultures
that, on occasion, grow gorged and careless and
drop human flesh and little bones in the flowering,
fragrant gardens of the great on Malabar Hill.
But what would you? The Towers of Silenee are
unthinkable only to the Christian mind. To the
mind of the Parsee all other methods of disposing
of his dead are unthinkable.

The Parsees are Zoroastrians—worshipers of the
sun and fire as the truest manifestations of the
Almighty—and they came down from Persia into
India about the middle of the seventh century when
they began to be grossly persecuted by the Moham-
medan conquerors of the Sassanide Empire. And
they were persecuted always by the Mohammedan
conquerors of India and by the Hindus, until the
happy day arrived for all religions when British
power began to be predominant in India. But
Bombay was purely British long before the rest of
India was anything but a happy hunting-ground
for English merchants, and the Parsees—along
with other mistreated elements in the population—
flocked to the sure shelter of the British flag.
There are only about one hundred and one thousand
Parsees in all India to-day, and ninety thousand of
them belong to the Bombay Presidency, while at
least sixty thousand of them live in the city of
Bombay.

Many of them are gentlemen of the finest type,
and they are distinguishable by their long black
coats and the curious, stiff, black, miter-like hats

they wear. Their homes are among the most pre-
54



AN INTERESTING BUT ANXIOUS INTERVAL

tentious in the city and they control a tremendous
percentage of its commerce and trade.

But they are remarkable principally for their
unusual generosity.

The old-time Britishers in the East India Com-
pany set the example of civic ambition by building
the great Town Hall, and since then millions of
pounds sterling have been spent by public-spirited
citizens for the erection of all kinds of fine buildings
and institutions such as most municipalities have to
worry along without unless they can be municipally
provided.

One of the most interesting things about Bombay
is the fact that it cannot be governed. It has to
be coaxed and cajoled and at times benevolently
deceived. It can be governed in so far as control
by the police and the courts over individual action
is concerned, but government may not arbitrarily
undertake anything in the way of development and
improvement without precipitating a variety of
riots.

There is a great, teeming, native city lying round
the beautiful modern quarter—with its parks and
playgrounds, its deep-shaded avenues, its magnif-
icent asphalted, palace-lined drives, its clubs and
its churches, and its uproariously ornamental public
buildings—and in this native city there are large
bodies of representatives of each one of India’s
numerous clashing religions. And one might men-
tion first the admirable Parsees.

Does a pitiful small minority of squeamish Eng-
lishmen desire the removal of the fearful Towers
of Silence to some point outside the heart and center

of its domestic life and social activities? To be
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sure it does. But a united community of Parsees
stands ready to tell the squeamish Englishmen to
move themselves if they are not satisfied.. The
park within which these stand is forbidden ground.
The idea of British oppression and despotism in
India is a curious kind of joke.

Does it seem to the best interest of all concerned
that a series of wide streets should be cut through
the native city and that large modern tenement and
apartment houses should be built to relieve conges-
tion and to improve deplorable sanitary conditions?
Yes, but in carrying out such projects certain time-
honored citizens’ rights might have to be invaded.
In cutting a street, for instance, a Mohammedan
mosque might be threatened, and if government
wants more trouble on its hands than it can con-
veniently manage, all it has to do is to invade by so
much as an inch the sacred premises of a Moham-
medan mosque.

Then there are the Jains and various castes of
the Hindu faith whose prejudices are deep-rooted
and far more important in their view than life
itself. And these people are dirty. Their city
reeks with filth even to-day, though a battle royal
has been waged for years against their habits and
customs. For example: Since 1896 plague has been

" constantly prevalent in Bombay, and it breaks out
every once in so often in epidemic form. The port
has been quarantined time and again and com-
merce has suffered inestimable loss, while hundreds
of thousands of lives have been sacrificed. Bom-

- bay would doubtless lead the whole East to-day in
population if it had not been for epidemic plague.

" The leading men of the community decided a few
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years ago that something would have to be done
to ameliorate impossible conditions. So the Bom-
bay City Improvement Trust came into being, an
organization intrusted principally with the com-
plicated and nearly impossible business of getting
the property-owners and the population in general
to listen to reason. It has in its membership eminent
and respected representatives of every community
and every sect in the city, who serve without pay,
and who, for a good many years, have been going
on with the job as diligently and. faithfully as
though they were making large private fortunes out
of it. Behind them a Public Works Department
and a body of their own builders and engineers
stand ready to drive a wedge of actual performance
into every breach they make in the compact preju-
dices of the people. And if that is not a curious way
for a government to get along with the governed,
there is nothing curious in this world.

But it succeeds by degrees. And it happens that
within the past five years splendid avenues actually
have been cut through the native city—not straight,
because wherever a Mohammedan mosque lay in
the way a détour had to be made; streets. have
been widened; the drainage system has been tre-
mendously improved; congested areas have been
thinned out; fine tenement-houses have been built
here and there, and such projects undertaken and
carried to completion as could not have been sug-
gested a few years ago.

There is a Port Trust also, and it, too, is a trust
in the sense that it is a guardian of public interests.
It is an older institution than the City Improvement

Trust and has more to show for its activities. It
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has so much, in fact, that I shall not atiempt to
write about it. Its members are able to deluge
any visitor who will hold still long enough, with
a flood of statistical narrative that will sweep him
off his feet. They like to “point with pride,” and
will defy you to name any city on earth that has
finer docks, more magnificent warehouses, a better
system of railway communication with the shipping
services, or that has reclaimed from the sea greater
areas of land.

Obh, all right, you say. You give up. Bombay is
in many ways altogether amazing, has more eivic
pride to the square inch than any place you know
anything about, and will be a wonderful city when
it is finished. But ambition always keeps a few
laps ahead of performance and the war caught Bom-
bay looking like anything but a finished product.

And, as I have said, the port is the front door of
India. It was without a day’s warning really that
that door was thrown open to the greatest influx
and egress of materials and men that the country
had ever known. But the result was that every-
thing went ahead and got itself completed and in
operation in about half the time that ordmanly
would be considered reasonable.

In India’s terrific population there were before the
war only about one hundred and twenty-five thou-
sand Britishers all told,and of these more than three-
fifths were soldiers. There were some eighty thou-
sand English troops and one hundred and fifty
thousand native troops in the regular Indian army.
The native reserve forces amounted to only thirty-
six thousand men; there were eighteen thousand
Imperial Service troops furnished by the princes of
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the native states,and, in addition, there was a home-
guard, trained by regular officers, of thirty-six thou-
sand European and Anglo-Indian volunteers.

This was the sum total of the Indian military
establishment which kept India’s millions quiescent
under the ““galling yoke” of England, and I am
told that when war was declared the whole force
precipitated itself upon the unready city of Bombay
with an evident intention of getting out and into
the thick of the fray without an instant’s delay.

An exaggeration, of course. But that was the way
it scemed to the city’s suddenly harassed inhabi-
tants. And it means that Bombay was invaded
almost overnight by an unprecedented crowd of
army officers engaged on the never-before-under-
taken-on-such-a-scale task of mobilization and
preparation for transport, while more troops than
the city had ever seen were moved in from canton-
ments all over India in anticipation of immediate
embarkation. '

Everything everywhere was more or less muddled
in those days, and there must have been fearful
confusion in India. But Bombay could have been
nothing but thrillingly interesting. In private let-
ters and journals of the time I get a constantly
recurring note of furious impatience with the men
in command, and it is not difficult to imagine the
heatedness and the excitement of luncheon- and
dinner-table conversations.

Nobody knew where he was going, but everybody
wanted to go to France—Indians and Englishmen
alike. Then rumors began to float around that a
force was to be sent to the Persian Gulf!

To the Persian Gulf? In the name of all that was
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unreasonable—why? What good would a force do
off on a side-track like that when every available
man was needed to check the German advance in
the west!

Men who ought to have known better railed
openly at the authorities for not being able to realize
that India was not, as they expressed it, at that
moment the Hub of the Universe. What danger
could India be in from the north? None whatever!
And whatever England required of Turkey or Persia
could be obtained by peaceful negotiation after
Germany was destroyed. And Germany probably
would be destroyed, lock, stock, and barrel, within
three or four months!

What a delusion! And how convincingly it proves
the innocent ignorance on the part of Englishmen
with regard to Germany’s power and intention!
Little we dreamed in those days of what was ahead
of us! And little those men knew what a long, bitter
struggle they were to have to preserve India and
the Empire from the danger they were not able then
to recognize!

One day, along about mid-October, 1914, a great
fleet sailed out of Bombay Harbor. It was the
largest of its kind that anybody up to that time
had ever seen. It consisted of forty-six transports
and three battle-ships—or gunboats of sorts—and
it carried India’s first contribution to the war.

Forty-two of the forty-six troopers carried two
separate forces; one consisting of cavalry, royal
artillery, and infantry for France, and the other
infantry, artillery, and Imperial Service troops for
East Africa. The other foour, escorted by one gun-
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boat, were bound for the Persian Gulf—carrying the
vanguard of the army that has held the Mesopo-
tamian zone.

An officer who was in command of one of the
Indian regiments bound for the Persian Gulf—him-
self in a fit of depression at the time because he
could not go to France—has sketched for me the
scene of the sailing of this armada in colorful remi-
niscence. H.M.S. Swifisure, a unit in the convoy,
ran up a signal for all transports to be ready to
heave anchor, and, in quiet, impressive obedience,
each division moved slowly out to position in the
grand fleet. The formation was completed just be-
yond the wide, beautiful outer harbor, and it was
in the orange light of a tropical sunset that the
ships steamed majestically away. They were to
part company when night had fallen, to go their
separate mysterious directions.

One can imagine that Bombay, after weeks of the
excitement and rush of preparation, waked up next
morning with the feeling which has grown familiar
to so many persons in the world—the feeling of
being very much left behind.

But there was work to do. England and Turkey
were not yet at war; there was no Gallipoli and no
Mesopotamia; but there were the German troops
in East Africa on the borders of British East Africa
to be accounted for, and Bombay would have to be
both the base of supplies and the port for casualties
in connection with operations in that direction.

And since England and Turkey declared war
within two weeks it was not long before Bombay
became the pivotal point of the widest-flung war
area of them all. Instan%lly, unanimously, and with
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the strong support of the central government, the
British in India determined to discharge without
assistance every obligation that could be imposed
by the necessities of this area. And the actual per-
formance has exceeded everybody’s original con-
ception of the possibilities.

As I am confining myself to a consideration of
Bombay as a great British city and center of war
activity in India I shall have to expose myself to a
charge of partiality and of neglect of the fine work
done and the sacrifices made in other cities and
provinces of the Empire. But I think no reasonable
person would expect any one to cover such a sub-
ject in less than several volumes.

Through the port of Bombay the armies in Meso-
potamia and East Africa had to be provided with
food, equipment, munitions, and all the parapher-
nalia of war, to say nothing of reinforcements mo-
bilized in India or coming from various directions
for transshipment at Bombay. But the first thing
the city had to face was the necessity for making
provision for the wounded and for meeting demands
for different kinds of relief. They were fairly well
off for peace-time hospitals—thanks to the gen-
erosity of public-spirited men—but a few hundred
casualties would have taxed their capacity, and be-
fore the war-organizers had time to finish their
preliminary discussions they began to get appeals
for help from Mesopotamia, from Gallipoli, and
even from Europe.

I cannot imagine how it was accomplished, but
the city now has five or six of the finest military
hospitals in the world, with a capacity of something
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like ten thousand beds. In addition to which, when
Alexandria and Cairo were being swamped by the
fearful backwash from Gallipoli, a full hospital unit
with complete equipment was organized and sent
to Egypt.

There is a Bombay Presidency War and Relief
Fund which undertakes anything from establishing
hospitals to boosting great popular loans, and the
Women’s Branch is—the Women’s Branch. To the
casual onlooker and stranger in the land it looks very
much like the tail that wags the dog. Which means
that a great part of every kind of war work seems
to be done by the women.

The Women’s Branch was organized by Lady
Willingdon, and Lady Willingdon is a business
woman. She went all over the great Presidency,
which has something like twenty million inhabi-
tants, and organized the whole population of
women, Indians and English together. Then she
instituted a system of not too friendly rivalry be-
tween communities, which has resulted in a perfect
deluge of successful output.

The organization has made good with a minimum
of friction, overlapping, and delay, and this has been
due not so much to unusual devotion, perhaps, as to
the fact that everything has been done on a business
basis. I wonder if any one will ever compile statis-
tics with regard to the number of pajamas, bandages,
bed jackets, fracture pillows,lounging-robes, slippers,
underwear, sweaters, socks, and various other neces-
sities that have been turned out by the women of
the world in volunteer service during the past four
yvears. And will any one ever try to estimate the

value of this work? It is beyond calculation.
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The Women’s Branch also accumulates and dis-
tributes both in Mesopotamia and East Africa all
kinds of toilet articles and small things of conven-
ience and comfort that soldiers like and need and
that are not included in their regular equipment.
And there is a department devoted to the accumu-
lation and distribution of periodicals and libraries.
Altogether a most admirable institution.

Another thing which has been undertaken with
great earnestness and with promise of justifying
success is the training of disabled Indian soldiers in
profitable trades. The pension of the disabled soldier
is very liberal considering the average earning capac-
ity of the average Indian, so he is fairly well off to
begin with. But it is the idleness of the incapacitated
man that is to be dreaded more than the possibility
of his ever being in actual need. So the Queen
Mary’s Technical School for Indian Soldiers was
established and now has enrolled a large and very
interesting company of men; men who are blind,
armless, legless, and maimed in every imaginable
way, and who are learning to do things that will
keep them employed if they wish and add consid-
erably to their resources.

Some are learning to operate looms of one kind
or another; some make artificial flowers; some
raise chickens; some who have both arms but are
legless go in for work on different kinds of electrical
apparatus; and a large number are learning to
use hose-knitting machines. It is only within
recent years that millions of Indians have begun
to wear socks, but they wear them now—with
garments which bear no resemblance to trousers

and which do not cover their calf-clasping garters—
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and the business of knitting socks can be very
profitable. Each disabled soldier who cares to go
in for knitting socks is given a machine which be-
comes his personal property.

Eventually I began to fear that I was quite right
when I assured myself that it was not even remotely
possible that I would be permitted to go to Baghdad.
Why should General Maude make of me a conspicu-
ous exception to his unalterable rule? During the
first two weeks of waiting I had an unwavering
faith that eventually he would, but I was practically
alone in my optimism.

Then the third week began to drag along and not
a word of any kind had come out of Mesopotamia.
Many of my new-found friends began to look
pleased and to give expression to their sympathies
with a confident finality of tone which drove me
to looking up routes to Kashmir. Also I had an
official invitation to visit the capital of the Mahara-
jah of Mysore, and that sounded almost sufficiently
alluring to relieve in some degree my pangs of dis-
appointment. Had it not been for the old adage
about no news being good news I should have given
up hope long before I did.

Though I did have one friend who shared my
faith to some extent. Brigadier-General Stukely
St. John, the port commandant, was convinced that
there was no reason on earth why I should not be
permitted to go, and that, therefore— I regarded
him as a most unusually intelligent and broad-
minded man.

He gave me the freedom of his wonderful docks,
and I spent many proﬁta5ble hours in the midst of
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the interesting operations which he directs. I saw
troops off to Mesopotamia and troops returning;
I watched on several occasions the orderly and
noiseless disembarkation of ship-loads of sick and
wounded men; I went through acres of freight-sheds
packed to capacity with materials of war and ex-
amined innumerable card indexes and files of various
kinds in an endeavor to learn something about the
scope of the supply and transport end of the busi-
ness of war. And everything I learned served to
strengthen my desire to follow the lines on up to
the far-away battle-front.

One morning I went down early to have break-
fast with the general and a fine old Australian skip-
per who was taking on a load of cavalry horses.
They thought I would appreciate an opportunity to
observe the bewildering variety of dispositions that
horses display on such an occasion. I did. And I
had a most interesting forenoon. But just before
I left the ship the skipper showed me a nice big
empty cabin and said what a pity it was I had not
got permission to go to Mesopotamia. Otherwise
T might have occupied that cabin up the Persian
Gulf. As a matter of fact, the commandant had
been reserving cabins for me quite regularly.

On the twenty-second day of waiting my faith
deserted me and I began at once to make rather
precise arrangements to do something else—the
while I struggled with an effort to dismiss from my
mind Mesopotamia and all its works.

I went into the big hotel dining-room for lunch-
eon, and the first person I saw was General St.
John. I was passing his table with a casual greeting
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when he rose to his feet, thrust his hand into a
pocket of his tunic, and drew out a folded paper.
He handed it to me with a kind of “we win” smlle
and the superfluous comment:

“I think this may interest you.”

It did. At the moment the only thing in it that
I was able to grasp was the word “permission.” It
was a decoded message—marked ‘““secret,”’ for some
reason—and it had come to His Excellency, the
governor, from the chief of the General Staff at
Simla, who had received it from General Maude
through London! It bore the-indorsement of the
chief of the Imperial General Staff! When I realized
what a gantlet my poor little request had had to
run I said to myself:

“Well, no wonder it took twenty-two days!”



CHAPTER V

TO THE REMOTEST ZONE

IT was Thursday. General St. John told me that

a cabin would be reserved for me on a troop-ship
sailing Saturday at noon, and I spent the interven-
ing forty-eight hours unmaking all the other plans
I had made and in getting ready for what proved
to be an experience as extraordinary as could pos-
sibly be imagined.

My preliminary arrangements for making this
trip may be neither interesting nor important to
anybody but myself, but to me they were both of
these things, exceedingly. I was about.to start en-
tirely alone for regions which even in Bombay seemed
rather dismally remote, and I had no definite idea
really where or in whose hands I should land.

Though what with all the importance that had
been attached to my going I felt—along with an
uncomfortable sense of unworthiness—a certain
assurance that I would be taken care of. About
the only advice I got from officer friends who had
served in Mesopotamia was:

“Take everything you can think of that you are
in the least likely to need, because up there there is

literally nothing.”
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In Bombay they call it Mesopot. Few persons
ever take time to say Mesopotamia. Which is not
to be wondered at, since the English have an in-
veterate habit of nicknaming everything. When
everything in Mesopotamia was confusion and de-
feat, during the awful period when General Town-
shend was besieged at Kut-el-Amara, Mesopot was
thought to be a curiously appropriate contraction.
It is spoken now, however, without a shade of
meaningful emphasis.

Getting ready to go involved the accumulation
of a number of things, including a field kit of bed
and bedding and such camp furniture as I was likely
to need—and a servant. Accumulating a servant
was rather difficult.

Vilayat refused to go. When I told him to pre-
pare himself for a journey up through the waters
where the deadly mine is strewn and on to the days-
and-days-away place whence come the men who
keep always full the ten thousand hospital beds in
Bombay, he first got rheumatism in his right knee—
oh, an awful pain'—and then remembered that he
was a “family man.” No, he would not go, not for
three times as much as he was ever paid in his life.

It was pretty short notice. Even if T had had
nothing else to do, there was not time enough left
to sift the population in a search for another man.
But it had to be done. And I did not find it an
uninteresting game.

I learned, for one thing, that in India no “family
man”’ should ever be expected to take risks. Word
was sent to several employment agencies that I was
looking for a servant, and within an hour a flock

of applicants had gathered in the corridor outside
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my door. There was a sample, I think, of every kind
of Indian the country produces. There were Hindus,
Mohammedans, Christians, and what not; high
caste and low caste and wholly untouchable; clean
and unclean; well-dressed and miserably clad; tall
and short; black, yellow, and brown; and every
one of them was armed with the usual sheaf of let-
ters which I was expected to read and accept at
their face value.

Some of the applicants were suitable enough, but
every one I looked upon with any degree of favor
turned out to be a “family man.” As soon as they
learned that I was going to Mesopotamia they sud-
denly remembered their wives and children, clutched
their precious letters out of my hands, and backed
away. Not one of them would go. Moreover, I
was assured by friends that it was a hopeless quest.

T was about to give up in despair when Ezekiel
came along. Ezekiel is a family man, too, but he
comes from Pondicherry and boasts that his grand-
father was a Frenchman, so he regards the ways of
the mere Indian with considerable contempt. In
addition to which he was stamped with a certain
glory for having been to Mesopot before. He was
servant to an army officer during the first year of
the war, and in the first paragraph of his essay on
himself he always refers to “my regiment.” It
never bores him in the least to tell in detail about
how valorous he and it proved themselves to be.
And with me he never made capital out of his
domestic responsibilities except on the frequent oc-
casions when I threatened to discharge him for being
the worst servant who ever got paid for making a

general muddle of things. On such occasions he was
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wont to drag out an old flat wallet in which he car-
ried a photograph of an interesting family group.
And there was one ‘““wee one—ver’ white—got
French blood—curly hair—oh, lady sahib!—we go
back Bombay—I bring—you see!” That was
Ezekiel.

I should not regard it as a calamity if I had to do
all my traveling on British troop-ships. When you
wish to convey a general sum-up of the environment
of an Englishman who is provided with every com-
fort and convenience that any reasonable man could
reasonably require, you say:

“He does himself rather well.”

And the Englishman does himself exceedingly
well when he goes to war. Not that he is incapable
of going to war unprovided and exposed to all the
hardships there are—he has done that in Mesopo-
tamia—but he can be trusted by his worrying wife
or mother to eliminate the hardships as rapidly as
possible, and he does not consider a fondness for
comfortable surroundings a sign of weakness.

The trooper I traveled on was built for the trade
routes in the Bay of Bengal and used to ply between
Calcutta and Singapore, with stops at Rangoon and
Penang on the way. She is not very large. But
she is seaworthy and has ample spaces between-
decks. These spaces were once used for cargo, but
they have been made habitable now with rows upon
rows of bunks and berths. Many baths have been
built in, and there are large mess-rooms for British
troops.

Officers’ quarters are amidships on the main deck

and are the selfsame cabins that American tourists
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probably complained about in years gone by when
only tourists were catered to and when the armored-
cruiser variety of cockroach was thought in Eastern
seas to be among the necessary evils, along with un-
holy smells and the unrestricted disorderliness of
lower-deck passengers. There is nothing like that
now. No insécts of any kind, no unnecessary
odors, and no confusion at all. The well-being of the
troops is the first consideration of the authorities,
and on a troop-ship one lives under military disci-
pline and enjoys a consequent maximum of comfort.

After bestowing myself in the cabin reserved for
me, I climbed to the spotless upper deck to watch
the men come aboard. There were more than a
thousand of them—three hundred and fifty Tom-
mies and the others Indian troops. And it really
seemed, as they came in unbroken line up the sloping
gangway, like going off to the war. Everything was
so methodical that there was not even a sound
above the ordinary hum of quiet talk, and the em-
barkation proceedings were over and done with
before one realized that they had more than begun.
We had only to wait for final inspection before
casting off.

The embarkation officers in the port of Bombay
all wear big red or green silk pompoms on their
helmets and are very smart in their get-up generally,
the embarkation service being among the things
to which the busy war-working population of the
city likes to “point with pride.”

Incidentally it is the hardest-worked service con-
nected in any way with military operations. Every
dock in the snug inner harbor—and they measure

thousands of feet—was crowded with supply-ships,
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hospital-ships, ana transports, while in the wide
outer harbor lay many more at anchor, waiting for
vacated berths. But the men who are doing this
‘work have achieved an admirable orderliness and
nobody ever seems to be in a hurry about anything.
It is just that the movement never stops.

A transport with a thousand troops aboard, as
well as army officers, ship’s officers, medical officers,
coolie corps, and crew, is a haven of peace. One
would expect it to be a kind of bedlam. It is not.
Hour by hour I sat on deck reading, and hearing not
a sound but the throb of the engines and the back-
ward wash of the sea against the ship’s sides. Yet
wherever I looked there were uniformed figures.
There were a great many junior officers—very jun-
ior, some of them—who behaved with a sedateness
to be expected perhaps of early youth burdened
with grave responsibilities. They stretched them-
selves out in cool corners and slept the hours away,
or they sat in groups flat on the deck, playing cards.

A few senior officers more or less monopolized
the little library and whiled away the time at bridge.
Once In a while on the decks forward, where the
British boys were located, a number of fresh young
voices would be lifted in close harmony, or a shout
of infectious laughter would float up to the regions
of the exalted where I dwelt, but not often.

The Indian troops were bestowed aft and be-
tween-decks, and they gave the junior officers some-
thing occasionally to do. There were so many of
them that they could not all be on deck at the same
time, so they had to be exercised in squads. They

did not like it, the officers told me, and would have
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preferred to lie in their bunks the week through,
but they boarded the ship in the pink of condi-
tion and keeping them fit was a part of the day’s
work.

Our Indians belonged to what is known as a
mixed regiment, part Mohammedan and part
Hindu. And this kind of mixture complicates the
business of the quartermaster’s department in an
extraordinary way. In order to avoid the defilement
which a man of one faith would inflict upon a man
of the other by touching his food they have to have
separate commissariat arrangements all the way
through from training-camp to battle-field. They
will train together and fight together, but that is
the extent of their association. So it happens that
they have to have separate galleys on the troop-
ships. Those on our ship were very interesting.
They were common kitchen ranges strung along
the rails of the well-deck aft, with ordinary stove-
pipe hung on wire and projecting rather grotesquely
out over the sides just under the canvas awning.
They imparted to the ship a kind of gipsy air wholly
out of keeping with her serious business.

To add a touch of completeness to the Sabbath-
like calm which prevailed on the ship I read the
Bible. Becoming intensely interested, I tried to
~read it through in twenty-four hours. This cannot
be done. Inecidentally, I had some difficulty in
finding one. It is a sign of the times, I am afraid,
that one never gets a Bible any more as a going-away
present when one starts off on a long journey.
Though I might better say, perhaps, that it was a
sign of unintelligence on my part that I did not
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think to carry with me one of several that were be-
stowed upon me in godlier days.

I was going to Baghdad, was I not? When I
left New York I believed I was. I was on my way
to the Land of the Two Rivers; the land of the
Garden of Eden; ‘“the Cradle of the World”! It
is the land not only of Adam and Eve and Cain and
Abel, but the land as well of Noah and Father
Abraham; the land of Babylonia where Daniel
dwelt in captivity with the Children of Israel and
was delivered from the den of lions because he
served his God continually; the land where Shad-
rach, Meshach, and Abednego were cast into the
furnace heated “one seven times more than it was
wont to be heated” and were delivered without
hurt because they would ‘““not serve nor worship
any god except their own God”; a land about
which no book has ever been written that does not
bristle with references to Genesis, to Ezra and the
Chronicles and the Kings, to Samuel and Daniel
and Jeremiah. So I might have known that a
Bible would be absolutely necessary to me if I ex-
pected to look upon anything with eyes of intelli-
gence.

Parenthetically, I should like to remark that
being chaplain to troops serving in Mesopotamia is
about the easiest billet a man could possibly have.
His sermons are all ready made for him. Talk about
sermons in stones, books in the running brooks!
There is a sermon in every glint of sunlight on the
Mesopotamian desert; in every mound of sand that
covers an ancient ruin; in every bend and ripple of
the rivers Tigris and Euphrates.

I found a Bible ﬁnallys, hidden away with the
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hymnals and the prayer-books in a wainscot cup-
board of the little library, and, while I intended
merely to get the stories of Babylon and of Ur of
the Chaldees, I became engrossed in the story of
the Children of Israel and followed it all the way
through. Then I had to read the Prophets, and, hav-
ing pondered over their prophecies, I was tempted
to re-examine the fulfilment of them. And after-
ward I was very glad I did. It refreshed my mem-
ory of many things I had thought little about since
the days of my youth.

In Mesopotamia you live the story of the Bible,
and you do not wonder in the least if it is true;
you know it is. You become as definitely acquainted
with Daniel and Ezra; yes, and with Adam and
Eve and Cain and Abel and Noah and Abraham
and Hagar and Ishmael—especially Hagar and
Ishmael—and a thousand others, as though they
were alive to-day. And in a way they are. As they
have come down to us through the ages in tradition
and picture they are exact prototypes of the men
who now inhabit that ancient land.

We came at last into the Gulf of Oman, with the
coasts of Sinde and Baluchistan on one side and
the Arabian peninsula on the other. And it was like
stealing silently through a great silence. The glassy,
glaring surface of the sea was disturbed by nothing
but an occasional flying-fish leaping out of the ship’s
path and skimming away to safety. The distant
shores—rugged, precipitous, and forbidding—were
like imagined abodes of the dead. And even the
fishing-junks were lifeless. They lay becalmed on

every side, widely scattered over the sea; high-
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prowed, heavy-hulled—of another age than this—
with great brown sails hanging limp on slanting
masts.

Over to the westward on the Arabian side lay
Muskat. We could not see it, but we knew it was
there—a British naval station prickly with un-
pleasant memories. We knew all about the scorch-
ing, soul-withering dreadfulness of it and about the
gaunt, jagged cliffs that ring its harbor. On the
sheer outward wall of one of these is carved the
name of every British fighting-ship that ever sailed
or steamed this way.

Motionless we seemed to lie in the midst of a
world that had halted to the command: Peace!
Be still! But we were moving slowly onward and
eventually rounded a sharp headland on the Ara-
bian coast and came into the Persian Gulf. They
were storied waters we were steaming through;
waters that have sent back crackling echoes to
many a gun.

British “occupation” of lower Mesopotamia and
the country immediately round the Persian Gulf
antedates the war by several centuries, and the story
of it begins with the dislodgment of the Portuguese
from the now deserted island of Hormuz. If I ever
knew, I have forgotten why the Portuguese had to
be dislodged. But those were the days of uncharted
seas and of merchant adventurers who sailed them
in search of adventure and who needed little excuse
for warlike demonstration.

The British East India Company had reached a
trade agreement with the Shah of Persia, and one
naturally supposes that the Portuguese sought to
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interfere with the legitimate advance of British
interests. The only easily rememberable item in
connection with the first British engagement in the
gulf is that one of the two Englishmen who lost
their lives in it was William Baffin, the discoverer
of Baffin Bay.

“Master Baffin went on shore with his geomet-
rical instruments for the better leveling of his piece
to make his shot,” writes a contemporary corre-
spondent,” ““but as he was about the same he re-
ceived a small shot from the Castle into his belly,
wherewith he gave three leapes, by report, and died
immediately.”

And so passed William Baffin. This dramatic
small incident could hardly be improved upon as a
beginning of England’s dramatic record in this part
of the world, and it might interest Master Baffin
to know that the desolate coast of his last earthly
vision is now landmarked for Englishmen by many
tragic, mud-walled, small God’s acres filled with
white crosses and shafts of marble brought from
over the seas he sailed. It is said that at many a
point on the shores of the Persian Gulf “the dead
alone guard the colors that are being borne afresh
in Mesopotamia to-day.”

For generations the favorite occupations of the
coast Arabs in these regions have been piracy, slave-
trading, and gun-running. And it must be taken
into consideration that Turkey’s notoriety for in-
iquitous governmental methods is no new thing and
that Turkish overlordship in the Arabian peninsula
has never been a success. It has never been a suc-
cess up along the Tigris and Euphrates, either, but

in those regions there has been some semblance of
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control. At Basra and at points above there have
always been Turkish pashas representing the Sub-
lime Porte as resident governors, and they have
been backed by military garrisons.

Below Basra there are two great divisions of the
Arab peoples. They are themselves divided into
many tribes and tribal groups, but are allied in
strong confederations—on the Mesopotamian side
of the gulf to resist Turkish aggression, and on the
Persian side to resist Persian interference with
ancient rights and liberties—and they have never
acknowledged any authority except that of their
own sheikhs.

The two most important of these Arab chieftains
are the Sheikh of Kuweit and the Sheikh of Muham-
merah, and if these two had not been lifelong friends
of Britain, upholding a traditional friendship of
their fathers before them, the occupation of Meso-
potamia by British troops would have been much
more difficult.

The principality of the Sheikh of Kuweit—ex-
tending one hundred and sixty miles in one direc-
tion and one hundred and ninety miles in another—
lies on the Mesopotamian side of the upper gulf and
has been ruled by the family of the patriarchal old
Jabir-ibn-Mubarak, who rules it now, since the
middle of the seventeenth century.

The territories of the Sheikh of Muhammerah
are in Persian Arabistan, just across on the other
side, and together these two picturesque rulers can
provide a force of fifty-odd thousand men armed,
with good serviceable rifles. They have provided
no force to support the British, but they easily could
have provided such a force to oppose them had
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they been persuaded to ally themselves with the
Turks.

But it is due almost entirely to England’s friendly
assistance in the past that these sheikhs are what
they are and that they are able to exercise even a
partial control over their numerous and turbulent
tribes.

It was to the interest of everybody economically
concerned in the regions round about, and especially
of the Sheikh of Kuweit, that piracy should be sup-
pressed in the Persian Gulf. Pearling is one of the
chief pursuits of the coast Arabs—there being the
two wonderful little islands of Bahrein and Mubarak
just south of Kuweit, the pearl fisheries of which
have netted their owners in a good year as much
as half a million pounds sterling—and in the pearling
season, particularly, the upper gulf has always been
a pirates’ paradise.

Turkey could not patrol these waters, though,
considering her claim to sovereignty over them, it
was her business to do so. The Arab sheikhs had
no naval vessels of any kind, and Persia was help-
less. It therefore fell to the lot of England to police
the gulf, just as it has fallen to the lot of England
to police nearly all the otherwise unpoliced waters
of the earth.

From the beginning British influence rapidly in-
creased, this being due not so much to the greater
energy and enterprise of the English traders as to
the fact that England was willing to undertake the
establishment and maintenance of peaceful condi-
tions in the ports and the safeguarding of navigation
in the gulf. English influence with the Mesopo-

tamian peoples has been the result of nothing but
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the honorable and generally satisfactory discharge
on England’s part of tremendous responsibilities.

During the whole of the nineteenth century the
British army and navy were used unsparingly in a
never-ending effort to suppress the notorious slave-
trade with the east coast of Africa. But it is a
notable fact that before mere British supremacy of
influence gave way in 1914 to absolute British con-
trol in the gulf, the iniquitous traffic in human
beings was by no means extinct. And to realize
the extent of slavery in all parts of Arabia, Mesopo-
tamia, and Persia one has only to observe the evi-
dence of African blood in vast numbers of the
people and the presence among the tribes of innu-
merable black human beasts of burden.

Mesopotamia is inhabited solely by Arab tribes,
and the Arabs are all Mohammedans. But the
Mohammedans of the world are divided into two
main sects by irreconcilable differences of religious
opinion; sects which in Mesopotamia have in-
dulged in innumerable. fearful contests for su-
premacy, all of which have tended to sink the
country further and further into moral ruin and
material exhaustion.

The two great Mohammedan sects are the Sun-
nis and the Shiahs. The Sunnis acknowledge the
succession of the first four Khaliphs and the right
of the Sultan of Turkey to the spiritual and tem-
poral predominance bequeathed by the Prophet,
and the greatest tribe of Sunni Arabs in Mesopo-
tamia and eastern Arabia—the Muntafik—joined
the Turks at the beginning of the war and have

succeeded, by frequent raids and constant guerrilla
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warfare, in making things very unpleasant at times
for the British on the River Euphrates.

But the Shiahs deny the succession of the first
four Khaliphs and recognize as the true heir of the
Prophet the Imam Ali, who married Mohammed’s
daughter Fatima. The sons of Fatima, Al-Hasan
and Al-Husein, rebelled against the Khaliphate
and, according to Shiah belief, were treacherously
slain. They became the martyrs of the Shiah sect
and the anniversary of their death became the
principal Shiah Mohammedan holy day. It is cele-
brated throughout the Shiah world—which includes
a large part of Mohammedan India—with proces-
sions of mourning and, in some localities, with a
frenzied fanaticism which expresses itself in self-
flagellation and other forms of self-torture, and in
murderous attacks on men of other faiths. The
Shiahs, of course, do not acknowledge the Sultan of
Turkey. Rather they abhor what they regard as
his usurpation of a holy office. And a fact which
relieves the British situation of at least one com-
plication is that a majority of the Arabs behind the
British lines in Mesopotamia are Shiahs.

The holy cities of the Sunnis are Mecca and
Medina in western Arabia, while the chief places
of devout pilgrimage for the Shiahs are Kerbela
and Nejef, west of the Euphrates in Mesopotamia.
Kerbela contains the tomb of the martyr Husein,
while the sacred shrine of Ali is at Nejef. And these
two towns are now in the hands of the British, who
are adepts from long practice in the gentle art of
respecting other peoples’ beliefs.

So much for the general situation. After which
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the German intention. It is known that for twenty-
five years or more the Germans have been laying
foundations and developing schemes for the coloni-
zation and eventual control of Mesopotamia and
the lands round the Persian Gulf, and that these
schemes carried with them a direct threat against
British supremacy in the Indian Empire.

The Kaiser bought the concessions involved in
the Berlin-to-Baghdad Railroad project by condon-
ing Abdul-Hamid’s fiendish Armenian atrocities in
the Balkans. At that time every self-respecting
nation on the face of the earth was aghast with
horror at the unbelievable crimes of that monstrous
Turk, but we now know the Kaiser believes that
certain considerations justify the massacre of inno-
cents, and we know that by expressing this belief to
the Sultan he was able then to enter into a broth-
erly compact with him. And the first thing England
knew her influence in Constantinople and through-
out Turkey began to be systematically undermined,
while the results of successful German diplomacy
began to be increasingly evident.

It is in a bright white light revealing many things
that we view in these days the historic visit of the
Kaiser to the Turkish Empire and his brother, the
Sultan, when, in Damascus, he grandiloquently
proclaimed himself the ‘“Defender of Islam.” All of
which was some time after definite German-Turkish
intrigues and conspiracies began to come to light
and some time after it was realized that the Berlin-
to-Baghdad-and-beyond Railroad was to be Ger-
many’s political highway to the Eastern seas.

The first conspiracy of any consequence was in

1903, when it was discovered that, simultaneously
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with a German attempt to get a concession for a
railway terminus at Kuweit, the Turkish govern-
ment was bringing pressure of all kinds to bear upon
the independent Sheikh to induce him to accept
Turkish nationality and title along with Turkish
sovereignty over his ancient hereditary domain.
This the Sheikh obstinately refused to do, refusing
at the same time the German demand. But in the
face of an eventual Turkish ultimatum he had to
appeal to his old-time British friends and declare
his inability to maintain his position without their
support.

It was probably in no altruistic spirit whatever
that the British responded. A German invasion of
Kuweit, with the inevitable result of German con-
trol in the Persian Gulf, was not to be thought of.
And so it happened that they assured the Sheikh of
their unfailing support and declared that they would
tolerate no attack upon him from any direction.

The British senior naval officer in the gulf fleet
drew up a scheme of defense and landed some guns
and marines to augment the forces of the Sheikh;
then they sat down to await whatever might come
to pass. But the Turks, not being prepared for
anything so internationally serious, drew back, and
the incident was closed. It had no result except
that it strengthened the bond between Britain and
the Arab rulers. Though it did establish a kind
of recognized status for everybody concerned which
the British did everything humanly possible during
the ten years preceding the war to maintain.

One more item of special interest and importance:
In 1901 an Englishman, Mr. W. K. D’Arcy, ob-
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tained from H. R. H. the Shah a concession for
working petroleum in all its forms in southern
Persia. Mr. D’Arcy was “playing a lone hand.”
He was a courageous Englishman and he spent
large sums of money in prospecting from one field
to another, but without success. It was just that
he had unlimited faith. He exhausted his original
capital, I believe, and was then able to interest
other capital in Burma and India as well as in Eng-
land. He went on prospecting, and eventually, in
1908, he discovered the long-sought-for area and
tapped what proved to be an immense and prac-
tically inexhaustible oil-field. This field is in Arabi-
stan, within the territories over which the Sheikh
of Muhammerah exercises control.

The waters of the Tigris and Euphrates join
about one hundred miles above the head of the
Persian Gulf and flow down to the sea in a mighty
stream called the Shatt-el-Arab. And in the mouth
of the Shatt-el-Arab lies an island called Abadan,
on which the Anglo-Persian Oil Company estab-
lished its tanks and refineries. Abadan is one hun-
dred and fifty miles from the oil-fields in Arabistan,
so a double pipe-line was laid to bring the product
down, and the newly created town of Abadan, about
midway of the island, rapidly developed into a
great oil-shipping port. It was one of those curious
swift developments of peace-times. It all took
place after 1908, and by 1912 the pipe-lines and
refineries were in operation. It was an all-British
concern from the outset, the Persian end of it repre-
senting nothing by way of capital, but enjoying a
great deal eventually bys?ay of royalty.
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Then early in 1914 the British Admiralty bought a
controlling interest in the enterprise on the strength
of weighty considerations which had to do with the
increasing use of oil in His Majesty’s navy and the
rather extraordinary trend of political events in the
immediate vicinity. The Admiralty was roundly
criticized at the time for this seemingly unjustifiable
extravagance, but it was about the only bit of pre-
paredness that England was guilty of, and justifica-
tion has since been overwhelmingly abundant.

Fuel is one of the many things necessary to the
successful prosecution of a war which Mesopotamia
does not possess, and without the plentiful supply
of it close at hand which these Persian oil-fields
fortunately afford, the operations of the Mesopo-
tamian Expeditionary Force would have been much
more difficult than they have been, and they have
been difficult enough.

There is a bar at the mouth of the Shatt-el-Arab,
a great barrier of silt that has done more to try the
souls of the men responsible for the continuity of
supplies and communications in Mesopotamia than
any other one thing. On account of it all ships,
of whatever draught, must be timed with reference
to the tide, while the larger vessels of the supply
and transport fleet cannot cross it at all and must
stop outside while their cargoes are transferred to
river steamboats or barges. The volume of desert
sand washed down by the river is so great that
dredging and maintaining a deep channel is thought
to be an operation of too great magnitude to be
undertaken as anything but a permanent develop-
ment. So the British worry along.
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Whether or not we should “get up to the bar
on time’’ was a subject of great importance and of
much discussion. If we did not we should be held
up a whole day in the glare and heat of the upper
gulf. We were to cross the bar at midnight—the
sixth and the last night from Bombay—and the
skipper assured us that we would make it and have
a good hour to spare.

But in my little book of occasional notes which
always intends to be a diary and never is I find two
brief items to remind me that, small as our old
trooper was, we had some difficulty in getting over
the bar. In fact, we must have had a horrible night.

Says the note-book:

12:30 A.m.—We are just starting over the bar. The engines
have stopped; the lead is being cast; a musical young voice
rings out in the silence, calling the depths. We move slowly
under our own headway. A final cast; the distant clang of an
engine-room signal; the engines begin to throb again and we
are under way—very slowly, very carefully.

It is a still, hot night, with not a fleck or ripple even in the
path of moonlight which lies across the sea. I am thinking
that for many a young man aboard this ship it really is ““cross-
ing the bar,” so many of them are likely to find the end of
youth and of life in *“‘the cradle of the world.”

Somewhat later: ‘

8:00 aA.M.—Going over the bar was not so simple, after all.
We are still going over, and the old ship sounds as though she
would break into a thousand pieces at any moment. I won-
der—! But they wouldn’t do it if they didn’t think they
could! We’re flat in the mud, no doubt about that. And the
feel of it as we creep along inch by inch! Oh—h-h! Why should
a ship aground feel like that? 3

9
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The engines pant and puff for a few moments; then they are
still as though they had paused for rest. There is a powerful
deep-sea-going tug on either side, and they seem to be tearing
their very hearts out. We’ll never do it!

But of course we did. I do not know when or
how. 1 waked up in the midst of the utmost
placidity and managed to get on deck just as we
were passing the town of Abadan.

Having heard so much about the Anglo-Persian
Oil Company, it was with considerable interest and
curiosity that I looked for the first time upon the
evidences of its greatness. A forest of smoke-stacks
and acres of enormous gray tanks could hardly be
regarded as ornamental in an otherwise alluring
landscape, nor would an ever-present and nicely
blended odor of oils in all the stages of refinement
and unrefinement be an attraction for the seeker
after a desirable place of residence. But when the
concomitant of such undesirable things is an assur-
ance, in these days of economic severities, of a plen-
tiful supply of fuel oil and gasolene at prices
“within the easy reach” and so forth, one is able
to look upon them with a certain degree of ap-
proval.

The company has built for the British martyrs
to the general good who have to live at Abadan
a row of very comfortable residences along the upper
bank of the river. These houses are more or less
cheek by jowl with ““the works,” to be sure, but
they command a view to the north and the west-
ward of a wide sweep of palm-fringed river against a
background of gray and yellow desert unmarred by
oil-tanks or any other evidence of human activity.

Forty miles farther up—about sixty miles from
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the mouth of the Shatt-el-Arab—is Basra, the port |
of the Mesopotamian zone. And the Shatt-el-Arab
is bordered its full length on either side by a mile-
wide band of date-plantations, the tall palms being
set in even rows, between which one gets glimpses
into deep, green, converging distances. In places
the groves thin down to mere river fringes, while
an occasional isolated giant lifts its plumes up to
the blue of the sky, or stately groups, unevenly
grown and wind bent, are etched in fascinating
lines against a desert that rolls away and away to
the ends of nowhere. I think to myself, “I’'m going
to like all this!”

But then I remember a young British officer in
hospital at Bombay who had just come down with
his nerves shredded from overwork and his vitality
all burned up with sand-fly fever. He said to me:

“Can’t see why anybody should want to go to
Mesopot! Except, of course, that you are going on
up to Baghdad. That may be worth while, though
I doubt it. Never been to Baghdad myself. No
such luck! The army’s no tourist party, you know.
T’'ve had to stick to coolie corps and mule-depots
at Basra. Still, I suppose somebody’s got to.”

An expression crossed his face which conveyed to
me whole volumes of unpleasant recollection, and
he added:

“Mesopot! I assure you that all you’ll want to
see you can see through a port-hole of your ship.
Then you’ll want to turn right round and come
back!”

I laughed and ventured to predict that as soon
as he had recovered a little of his lost ginger he

would be longing to return himself, and in a whimsi-
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cal kind of way he acknowledged that likely as not
he would. 4

“It’s probably the most unpleasant hole topside
o’ hades,” he said, “but there isn’t any doubt that
it has a kind of fiendish fascination. Chaps get
so interested in what they are doing that they have
actually been known to refuse a month’s leave when
it was offered to them! They stick it till they get
shoved out on a stretcher, same as me!”

I wondered. Steaming slowly on up the Shatt-
el-Arab and into an area of war communications
that was crowded with a variety of commonplace
and anciently curious craft, I wondered. . . .



CHAPTER VI

WHAT TIHE BRITISH FOUND

CCORDING to advice offered in a small book

of instructions to British officers with regard

to equipping themselves for service in Mesopo-
tamia:

“To spend a year in this delectable land you will
require three outfits of clothing—one suitable for
an English winter; one suitable for an English sum-
mer; and an outfit suitable for hades!”’

So perhaps the tired-out young officer was right
when he called it ‘““the most unpleasant hole top-
side o’ hades,” but one soon learns that it deserves
also his reluctant admission that it possesses a kind
of “fiendish fascination.”

In Mesopotamia climate gets more attention than
any other one thing, and it is the first thing to be
taken into consideration in every move that is
made—that is, if such consideration is possible. It
is not that there are so many varieties of climate,
but that the few varieties there are exaggerate
themselves so outrageously.

Believe, if you can, that men are able to live and
work and fight in a temperature which, for months
on end, seldom drops below 110° F., and which
frequently climbs—especially under canvas—to
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130°. It is not believable, is it? Yet, along in
March the Mesopotamian sun sets in to establish
such records as these, and through June, July,
August, and September the records are held with a
pitiless persistence which tries the souls of men and
- often enough wrecks the bodies of the strongest.

So it is that Mesopotamian Horror Number One
is the Mesopotamian sun. During the summer of
1917 five hundred and nineteen men of the Meso-
potamian Expeditionary Force died of heat and
sunstroke. Yet by 1917 almost faultless facilities for
combating these twin evils had been established
throughout the country. Ice is a first necessity,
and there are certain hydropathic processes which
reduce the fearful temperature of the body and
for which special hospital equipment is required.
In the beginning there were none of these things;
the medical services were practically empty-handed;
and the requisites were provided only with the to-
be-expected promptness which we usually express
with the word “eventually.”

Now, however, where British troops are located
there are ice-plants, and there is not a hospital
anywhere, from the farthest evacuation outpost
behind the lines of action to the last convalescent
station on the Shatt-el-Arab, that is not equipped
with special and detached facilities for the instant
care of the man who gets “knocked on the head by
the sun.” '

When this happens there is no time to rig up
paraphernalia for treating the victim in an ordinary -
ward, so in connection with all the hospitals there
is a sunstroke hut or tent—a place set aside and

kept constantly in readiness for the instant emerg-
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ency which sunstroke or heatstroke always pre-
sents.

One wonders how many men the sun killed dur-
ing the terrific campaign of 1915, before England
was prepared in any way to fight in Mesopotamia.

Throughout the hot season—and the hot season
always telescopes the cool season, beginning with
short periods in the earliest spring and lingering
far into the autumn—the British soldier has to wear
the detested and detestable sun-helmet and spine-
pad, and it is a joy to him when, in the orders of
the day along late in November, he begins to get
permission to leave them off after stated hours.

The second, and hardly less to be dreaded, horror
is the pest of insect life. Practically every town on
the rivers is surrounded by groves of date-palms,
while, as I have said, the date-plantations on the
banks of the Shatt-el-Arab extend to a depth of a
mile or more on either side. These groves—or
date-gardens, as they are called—are intersected
by numerous small creecks and irrigation ditches
which, while they are practically dry for months at
a time, always contain stagnant small pools here
and there that serve as breeding-places for all the
varieties there are of malarial and fever-carrying
mosquitoes.

But fighting mosquitoes is not such a difficult
thing. It has been done successfully otherwheres,
and it is being done most successfully in Mesopo-
tamia. Besides, a man can escape mosquitoes, at
least during the night, by being provided with a net.

The sand-fly, however, is a different creature
altogether, and is the worst enemy the Mesopo-

tamian Expeditionary Force has encountered. Next
95



THE WAR IN THE CRADLE OF THE WORLD

to Germany it is Turkey’s most venomous ally and
has incapacitated thousands of men. It is so small
as to be all but invisible, and it mobilizes in the
great deserts in armies of quintillions. There are
times when every inch of air space seems to be filled
with sand-flies. No net was ever made that was
fine enough to keep them out, and it is said by
those who ought to know that “they can get
through anything but armor plate.”” When they
get a chance to settle on a man they proceed to
dig in and eat him up, producing a variety of
torture that nothing else can equal. Then, in too
many instances, comes a slow, wasting, prostrating
fever which nearly always necessitates a trip on
a stretcher down the Persian Gulf to a hospital
somewhere in India.

The British army in Mesopot now meets the
sand-fly—and the mosquito—with all its exposed
surfaces carefully smeared with oily and pungent
lotions which are issued by the authorities as a part
of necessary soldier equipment. But I will say that
it took a long time to discover the right article and
that there is great division of opinion on the subject
even yet, most officers, at least, having each his
own pet brand of unpleasant cream.

It would be overdrawing the picture, perhaps, to
mention scorpions and such crawling creatures of
the desert and the palm-groves. They infest the
land, it is true, but not in sufficient numbers
seriously to interfere with an army that wears
large boots. They are to be dreaded only be-
cause they are such nightmarish things.

Along in October the climate begins to improve
a little, and by the beginning of November it has

96



WHAT THE BRITISH FOUND

been known to be, in some respects, positively de-
lightful. But by that time the country from one
end to the other is hub-deep in fine dust which
blows up in blinding, stinging clouds; seeps into
everything; covers one’s clothes and belongings;
grits in one’s teeth; burns in one’s eyes; grinds into
one’s flesh and irritates everlastingly.

Even so, the dusty autumn with its cool days and
restful nights is greatly to be preferred to the
ensuing short season when the penetrating chill of
a particularly disagreeable winter is accompanied
by deluge after deluge of wind-driven rain which
turns the dust into a sea of a peculiarly Mesopo-
tamian variety of glutinous mud that clings to
whatever it touches, and by miring man, beast,
and vehicle clogs the progress of every kind of
enterprise,

Not a pleasant country any way you consider
it, one might say. Yet, strangely enough, it is a
country of infinite variation and its “fiendish fasci-
nation” is a subtle, alluring something beyond one’s
power to describe. It inevitably ‘“‘gets” every
foreigner who comes in intimate contact with it.

Fortunately for the British troops, their first
operations in Mesopotamia were carried out during
the winter months. Had it been earlier in the year
there probably would have been more deaths among
them from sunstroke and fever than from Turkish
lead. But as it was, they had only to contend
against such conditions as are brought about by
lack of shelter, inadequate supply transport, adhe-
sive mud or ankle-deep slush, and an almost con-

tinuous downpour.
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There are officers in Mesopotamia now who came
in with the first expedition, who have been through
the whole big show, and expect to see it through
to the end. And these men like to tell the story of
the first landing.

Of the great armada that sailed from Bombay
in the middle of October, 1914, the four transports
and one gunboat that were bound for the Persian
Gulf steamed up and anchored on the 23d of October
off the pear] island of Bahrein.

The general supposition was that this force had
been sent to guard the Anglo-Persian Oil Company’s
properties at Abadan, but, as England was not yet
at war with Turkey, nobody knew definitely against
what or whom. The ships lay at Bahrein until the
1st of November, and without a line of news from
the outside world. At a time, too, when the world
was thrilling with the most important events in
all history. The officers passed the time expressing
to one another their disgust and exasperation, go-
ing through unsatisfactory landing-drills, dealing
with discontent among the crews, and writing in
little note-books—some of which I have had the
privilege of reading—luridly vituperative accounts
of their various tribulations.

Eventually, however, on the 1st of November,
orders were received to move this force on up the
gulf toward Fao, a fortified town on the Mesopo-
tamian bank at the mouth of the Shatt-el-Arab,
which was of considerable international importance
and contained two telegraph offices, one Turkish
and the other British. And not even the command-
ing general himself knew then that England and
Turkey were at war, though a declared state of
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war between them had existed for more than twenty-
four hours. Which goes to show what communica-
tions were like in those days.

In fact, it was not until two o’clock in the after-
noon of the 2d of November that this contingent
was informed by signal message that it had regular
work to do. The message read:

Please inform the troops that a state of war now exists
between England and Turkey. Ever since the beginning of the
war between England and Germany England has made every
endeavor to maintain peace and uphold the ancient friendship
with Turkey, but, urged on by German intrigue, Turkey has
made successive acts of aggression and England is now com-
pelled to declare war. This force has been sent to the gulf
to safeguard our interests and to protect friendly Arabs from

Turkish attack.

So far so good! The men now knew more or
less what to expect, and discontent among them
gave way to hope that there would be ““something
doing” in the very immediate future.

There was. The immediate order was to occupy
Fao, and this order was executed on schedule time.
A landing was effected at Fao on the 6th of Novem-
ber, and the Turks, after a brief resistance, cleared
out and started on their long retreat to the north.
And that they fled from Fao rather precipitately
was proved by the character of the loot they left
behind them for the British to gather up. The
guns they abandoned were practically undamaged,
while those in the old fort were found loaded and
ready for firing.

“My!” said Master Tommy, “those boys were
in a hurry!”

But friendly Arabs of the neighborhood volun-
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teered the information that the Basra garrison of
eight thousand men, strongly reinforced by troops
from Baghdad, was moving down to join the re-
treating force, and that the British were to be
attacked by vastly superior numbers and driven
back into the gulf. 1

The British, however, moved on without delay,
the object being to forestall an attack on Abadan.
And this important point they succeeded in placing
behind them within forty-eight hours. The Turks
are said to have dropped just one shell into Abadan,
but if it had dropped on the right spot it probably
would have been sufficient.

On the 14th of November reinforcements, both
naval and military, arrived from India, and the
British began offensive operations with the defi-
nite object of taking Basra, an object which they
accomplished in just nine days.

As it is spoken of in a casual kind of way now-
adays, the British advance from Fao up to Basra
sounds as though it might have been an easy per-
formance. It was not. It was the modern Briton’s
first encounter with Mesopotamian difficulties, and,
knowing practically nothing about them, he could
only meet them pell-mell and take the consequences.

The advance had to be made through closely set
date-plantations hung for miles on end with en-
tangling grape-vines and intersected by innumer-
able unbridged creeks and ditches. The whole
country was a morass, while down along the river-
bank were great salt mud-flats that are always
deeply flooded at high tide.

The Turks fought from ambush, behind the thick

boles of the palms, from under the banks of canals,
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and from previously prepared and concealed dug-
outs, while the wounded—having been told by
their German officers to expect no quarter—ac-
counted for many an Englishman and Indian by
rolling over where they lay and shooting officers
and men at close range. There are recorded in-
stances of men being killed as they were hurrying to
the assistance of a fallen enemy.

Though perhaps I should say at once that, so
far as I have heard, this is the only recorded in-
stance of Turkish disregard of the rules of fair
fighting in straight battle.

“Our men were extremely humane,” writes one
British officer, “and not only assisted wounded
Turks, but also gave them cigarettes and any food
they had, and the Turks were tremendously sur-
prised. They were told to sell their lives as dearly
as possible, because if they fell they surely would
have to die. What rotten lies! Our Pathans were
almost too considerate, even halting in important
movements to help the wounded and the dying.”

The Turks did not offer a long-continued resist-
ance. They were in overwhelmingly superior num-
bers, but, having retreated on Basra, they imme-
diately abandoned that important base and rather
bolted than retreated to previously prepared posi-
tions to the northward on the rivers Tigris and
Euphrates. The final twenty-eight miles of the
British advance were undisputed, and this distance
was covered in a single day—a performance which
the self-communing officer of the frankest note-
book describes as a disgrace.

“No staff arrangeme a5t all,” says he, “and

men, both British and an, footsore and weary,
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strung out all over the whole wretched country!
There is no doubt that our generals have just been
pushing on as rapidly as they could over the diffi-
cult route, and expecting more of the men than
men are capable of. Twenty-eight miles in one
day over ordinary muddy roads would be bad
enough, but such a march at a fast pace through
the kind of thick, slimy mud we have to encounter
here is simply preposterous and enough to render
the men useless for a week!”

That officer, being an old-timer of the regular
army, was annoyed. But Basra was. occupied on
the 23d of November and the reckless advance was
accounted—as it really was—a valuable victory
and a fine exhibition of British grit and deter-
mination.

At Basra, considering the immediate necessities,
the British found literally nothing. The old town
has little to do with necessities now, but at that
time it was important. It is about two miles inland
from the river, and to the westward of it lies only
a boundless expanse of sand. It was a typically
Turkish-Arab town, filthy and unsanitary beyond
description, and left inhabited after the Turkish
evacuation chiefly by a mob of surly and truculent
Arabs who, while they had found Turkish misrule
always intolerable, gave promise of finding British
law and order even more so.

But the British were interested in the river-banks
on which they would have to establish port facili-
ties. Every man and every animal and every ounce
of food for both, as.well as munitions and equipment

and the necessary materials for developing and
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maintaining a war zone, would have to be brought
from overseas, and it was a serious outlook.

There were two or three foreign consulates that
would serve well enough for departmental head-
quarters, and a new custom-house shed that would
come in handy for warehousing supplies. Also—
Basra having been chosen as the gulf terminal of
the Berlin-to-Baghdad-and-beyond Railroad—there

"was one temporary German railway wharf, the

beginnings of some freight-sheds, and a few valu-
able materials lying about. Otherwise, as a base
from which to supply and to direct the operations
of an army destined to the kind of service into
which this first force was immediately thrust, the
place was a total blank.

Roads, lights, telephones, vehicles, housing facili-
ties, civilized conveniences of any kind—there were
none! In order to get any conception at all of sub-
sequent events and developments it is necessary to
realize this. After which it is necessary to get, if
possible, a sweeping kind of vision of a country
stretching away and away to the east and the west
in limitless desolation and rolling northward in
waves and wastes of gray and yellow desert through
which two shallow, slow-flowing rivers—empty then
of transport and at times all but unnavigable—wind
a tortuous way.



CHAPTER VII

NOT THROUGH A PORT-HOLE

IT was early morning when I arrived at Basra,
and I stood for two hours or more at the deck
rail, wondering vaguely why somebody did not come
to take me ashore, while I watched with intense
interest the disembarkation of the troops we had
brought, and a scene along the river-bank of toil-
some and bewilderingly multifarious industry. It
was war—twentieth-century war—in the process of
destroying for all time the somnolent peace of a
world that has drowsed for ages in Eastern dreams.

The Arabs—children of the desert and inheritors
of noiseless ease and ancient methods—say, ““The
British came with the smoke.” But it was the other
way round. The smoke came with the British,
and it rolls to-day—in black spirals of industrial
abomination—from workshops innumerable, from
electric power-plants, from many steamboats, and
from tall chimneys and funnels of every kind all
round the horizon. And with the British came also
the loud murmur and the clatter and clank of toil,
the shrill shriek of the locomotive, and the honk
of the horn of the motor.

The Arabs say, also, ‘“‘Leisure is God-given and

haste is of the Evil One.” They never worked be-
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fore in all their lives, but they are working now, and
they are working with a rapidity and cheerfulness
which denote much with regard to the reward they
get and the character of the discipline they are
under.

But the scene on the amazing river-bank looked
to me like the utmost in disorderliness and confu-
sion. Docks and wharves were lined with ships
and crowded with men and women—coolies—work-
ing ant-fashion, coming and going in endless lines,
carrying on heads and bent backs boxes and bales
of materials and materials and materials. Acres of
low sheds stretching away into the fringes of the
palm-groves; miles of closely tented open space
seen hazily through clouds of dust; pyramids of
hay and sacked grain under light-green canvas;
mule - wagons; motor - lorries; ammunition-carts;
ambulances; an artillery convoy getting under way
out across a baked gray waste in the distance;
automobiles hurrying hither and thither; officers on
handsome horses moving slowly here and there; a
long line of diminutive donkeys tricked out in
brightly ornamented pack-saddles and with jingling
halters and strings of blue beads round their necks;
a longer line of ambling, munching, disdainful-
nosed camels on the way down to the adjoining
dock, where they were being swung up one by one,
like so many bales of hay, and deposited in the
hold of a big gray ship; it was a scene to hold the
new-comer’s attention and to make the time pass
swiftly.

And across on the eastern bank of the broad
river were peaceful-seeming, long, mud-thatched

and palm-shaded huts that one knew for hospital
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wards because the Red Cross flag and the Union
Jack flew together from a tall flagstaff in the midst
of them. Beyond them stretched the desert,
bounded only by an orange-and-mauve-lit haze on
far horizons.

A smart young officer wearing the red collar-tabs
of staff service stepped up and — with a certainty
that I was the person he was looking for—said he
had come to fetch me. That was nice. 1 fully
expected, of course, to be fetched by somebody. I
was to be the guest in Basra, he said, of the In-
spector-General of Communications and the In-
spector-General’s launch was at the wharf steps
waiting to take me back down-river to headquarters.
And back down-river in.a launch meant skimming
a swift way at water-level through the moving
picture of interesting things afloat which I had al-
ready looked down upon from the high deck of the
trooper as she steamed up the six miles of river-
front to a new pier at its farthest end.

About ten miles below Basra there are three
large ships sunk in what was at one time the chan-
nel of the Shatt-el-Arab. The masts and funnels
of two of them and the prow of the other are high
out of water at low tide—inviting one to mental
picture-making of what lies beneath them sub-
merged—and form nowadays one of the “sights” to
be seen.

They were sunk by the Turks during the earliest
operations, with an idea of closing the river to the ad-
vancing British gunboats and troop-ships. But the
Shatt-el-Arab is not a dependable stream for any
such undertaking, and, being strong and deep, would

cut for itself a sufficient channel against any imag-
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inable obstacle. The British attached a cable to
the ship in midstream and, assisted by the current,
pulled it round to one side. The river did the rest.
Almost overnight it washed a wide curve in the
eastern bank and the new channel was established.

From that point on up to Basra the river becomes
cumulatively interesting. An almost continuous
procession of ocean-going ships passes and re-
passes, plying mostly to and from the port of
Bombay: hospital-ships, cargo-ships, and camou-
flaged troopers, with now and then a too-busy-to-
get-itself-cleaned-up refrigerator-ship from Australia
with its dirty-gray, rust-streaked hull covered all
over with great splotches of red paint, as red paint
is always laid on rust-eaten patches.

And ships nowadays have an almost human way
of looking more in earnest about the thing they are
up to than ships ever looked before.

The young officer who had come to fetch me was
A. D. C. to the I. G. C., and the launch lying at
the wharf steps was a long, slim, red-carpeted, and
soft-cushioned luxury that was proudly capable of
making twenty-five miles an hour. It was driven
exactly as an automobile is driven, and the man
behind the wheel looked like a soldier chauffeur
crouched to put a high-powered racer through the
enemy’s lines. He seemed to be in a hurry. I was
not. But what with the noise of the engine and the
wash of the high-foaming wake behind us, there was
little chance of making myself heard, however
much I might have wished to ask questions. Five
miles or more we went, at top speed, and through
traffic so congested thatl 0v,;fe escaped a dozen colli-
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sions only by what seemed to me to be as many
miracles.

There were six or eight ocean-going hospital-ships
lying at wharves here and there, and many strange
flat-bottomed, high-funneled, and unshapely Red
Cross river-boats were banked in before the long
rows of hospital-huts, their gangways thrown out
across the Bund. These boats bring the wounded
and the sick down the five hundred miles of river
from Baghdad and transfer them to the hos-
pitals on shore or to the ships for Karachi and
Bombay.

Lying in midstream were a number of cruisers of
the Persian Gulf fleet, while, hugging them close, or
snugging up against either bank to make room in
the river, were a half-dozen monitors and some
tiny gunboats, all bristling with guns that looked
far too large for them. The monitors and gunboats
are painted the color of the desert dust against
which they are seen when they are on business bent
up the Tigris or Euphrates.

There were troop-ships and cargo-ships, smoke-
belching dredgers, and many barges and tugs and
double-decked steamboats. But mostly, it seemed
to me, there were swift-scurrying launches—Red
Cross launches, officers’ launches shining and trim,
and common, gray-brown, and ill-kept workaday
launches—all darting noisily here and there, mak-
ing wide billowing wakes upon which slender,
fragile-seeming belums teetered perilously, to be
steadied by the strong paddle-strokes of deft Arab
boatmen. The Arab boatman sits flat on his heels,
high in the up-curving prow of his graceful small

craft, and is a picture man with kuffiyeh wrapped
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under his usually shapely chin and bound round
his head with twisted strands of camel’s hair.

Along the banks rose a forest of slender slanting
masts on scores of mahaylas and dhows that were
high and dry in the mud of low tide. These curious
vessels loom large in one’s life in Mesopotamia and
are as much a part of the general scheme of things
as are the palmm-trees and the dust and the desert
sands.

The belum is the sampan, or the used-for-every-
thing canoe, of the country, while the mahayla and
the dhow are great, massive-timbered cargo-boats
modeled on fantastic lines that must have been
familiar to the people of the days of Abraham.

I found the 1. G. C. and the lines-of-communica-
tion staff housed in a rather pretentious, much-
balconied, and many-windowed building on the
Bund, which used to be the German consulate.

When the British occupied Basra the German
consul did not clear out with the Turks and make
tracks for home, as one would imagine he might
have done. He remained to be taken prisoner—
knowing, perhaps, that he would be transferred to
safe and comfortable quarters in India—and, as
the British were advancing up the Shatt-el-Arab, he
sent an appeal to them to make haste, that they
might be in time to save the Europeans!

The Arabs were on a rampage, looting the town
and murdering the stragglers in the Turkish retreat
—as is their custom—and it is supposed the German
consul was frightened.

Among the Europeans to be “saved” were two

British telegraph clerks from Fao who had been in
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charge of the British telegraph station there and
who were seized by the Turks the minute war was
declared. They were routed out of their beds in
the middle of the night and marched straight away.
They were not allowed even to dress or to gather
up any of their belongings, and were foreced to walk
the full sixty-odd miles to Basra in their pajamas
and bedroom slippers, one of them even being with-
out a hat. On the way Arab horsemen pointed
rifles at them and threatened to kill them, while
men, women, and children were encouraged to spit
upon them as they passed through the villages and
along the desert trails.

When they reached Basra they were thrown into
the unspeakable Turkish jail and for a week or
more were mistreated in every possible way, getting
nothing to eat but a few dates.

When the Turks started in full flight to the
north—evidently in a curious state of disorganiza-
tion for the moment—they were released for some
unexplained reason and were left in Basra. And for
this the German consul wanted credit!

Very well. The British good-naturedly gave it
to him and afforded him the most courteous as-
sistance in his preparations for departure to the
comfortable quarters in India. Then it was learned
that he easily could have saved the young men from
the frightful indignities and hardships to which they
had been subjected, and that he was the instigator
and financial backer of practically all the Arab
outrages that were committed. In other words, he
was a German consul.

In his one-time consulate there are a good many -

things which afford the present tenants considerable
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amusement. The furniture is of a splendid German
heaviness and the decorations are of the “new art”
variety in light greens and sickly pinks.

But he did have some good Persian carpets which
he had acquired during his residence in the Persian-
carpet belt, and about these he is to this day greatly
concerned. He could not take them with him to a
detention camp in India, and as there was no place
to store them in a town newly occupied by a vie-
torious enemy, he had, perforce, to leave them on
the floors. He knew they would be safe enough in
the hands of British gentlemen, no doubt, but he
now has the astonishing effrontery to write occasion-
ally to the I. G. C. to express his anxiety about them
and to ask that they be regularly beaten and aired!

And the curious thing is that the I. G. C. is only
amused by the man’s impudence and that he issues
orders every once in a while to have the carpets at-
tended to. In fact, he is so careful about them that
his less meticulous young staff can hardly smoke
in comfort in the mess-rooms.

Compare this with—a vision of German officers
engaged in their favorite pastime of denuding and
defiling the fine homes of Belgium and northern
France! Rather gratifying to Anglo-Saxon pride in
Anglo-Saxon character, is it not? ;

In the communications mess, besides the I. G. C.
and his A. D. C. I found an assistant quartermaster-
general, a deputy assistant quartermaster-general,
and the Deputy with a capital “D.” Thel.G.C.—
Major-General Sir George MacMunn—is a Knight
Commander of the Bath and has enough orders and
decorations to fill three long ribbon bars on his chest

and to make it impossible for any one to write his
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name with its full complement of alphabetical ad-
ditaments on less than two lines.

The A. D. C. is a one-tilme prosperous barrlster
of Calcutta who gave up a lucrative practice at the
beginning of things and volunteered for any kind
of service the medical classifiers might find him
fitted for. They gave him the rank of first lieutenant
and put him in charge of a mule-depot, and he got
the attractive staff job as a reward for two years’
uncongenial service uncomplainingly rendered. He
has no ribbons at all, but he doesn’t mind telling
you that he has a younger brother in France with a
Victoria Cross. The A. Q. M. G. is a serious-minded
colonel who went on the water-wagon with King
George for the unending “duration” and the D. A.
Q. M. G. is a major of cavalry in the Indian army
who has the French Cross of War and a record of
thirteen years’ service, nearly two of which have
been spent without leave in Mesopotamia.

The Deputy—never spoken of as anything elsc—
is D. 1. G. C., understudy to the Inspector-General
of Communications, who holds down the job at
headquarters when the 1. G. C. is off on his frequent
trips of inspection up and down the lines of com-
munication, which, starting from Basra, follow the
courses of the Tigris and Euphrates and spread fan-
wise along dozens of avenues to the farthest out-
posts on the battle-lines. The Deputy, a big, white-
haired, Irish brigadier-general, has brown eyes that
smile and a tongue that keeps the community’s
sense of humor stirred up to bubbling-point.

And it was with the Deputy, off duty as an un-
derstudy, that I first explored the great city of war

behind the palm belt and got a definite realization
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of the fact that war can be waged constructively
rather than destructively if the wagers thereof
happen to belong to a nation with a modern Chris-
tian soul and a gentlemanly conscience.

Desolation, utter and complete and inexpressibly
dreadful! That is bound to be one’s first impression
of almost any part of Mesopotamia, and its curious
charm does not impress itself upon one except at
the day’s end when it is flooded with seductive
lights.

It was aflame with a fierce noonday glare when the
Deputy and I rolled out into it in a big gray ser-
vice motor-car, though for a short time we rolled
along over a fine hard-surfaced roadway that was
black with oil. He had to tell me about that. It
was the first road that had been built in Mesopo-
tamia since the year before Adam. It is six miles
long and it cost more than any six miles of road
ever cost before in the history of the world.

There is no stone in the country; not even a
pebble. In fact, there is no building material of
any kind except mud, so everything that went to
the construction of this road had to be brought up
from the interior of India, and at a time, too, when
sea transport was the most valuable thing in the
world. But difficulty and expense were not to be
considered, the road being an absolute necessity.
During the early months of the year the earth is
covered to an average depth of about seven inches
with the thick, viscid mud I have already men-
tioned, which puts automobile transport out of busi-
ness altogether and in which neither man nor beast

can get a secure foothold.
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The Turks didnot believe the British would build
roads. They-never had themselves. And they re-
lied with the utmost confidence during the winter
of 1914-15 on the always hampering climatic condi-
tions, believing that the British would be unable to
establish an adequate base, to say nothing of mak-
ing an advance. But the Britisher is just as good
a fighter as the Turk and happens to be a vastly
more industrious, resourceful, and determined indi-
vidual. He certainly did flounder round and get
himself in a fearful condition that winter, but his
first call was for labor reserves and crushed rock;
and first thing you know there was the six-mile
road connecting all the points along the river where
cargo is unloaded. In the mean time the river-bank
was being rapidly lined with piers and warehouses.

This highway now connects everything else with
the terminal of a railroad that was picked up some-
where in India where it was not absolutely needed,
brought up the Persian Gulf, and laid down along
the west bank of the Euphrates to supplement that
uncertain river as a means of communication with
the far-away northwestern battle-front.

Long since, however, a reasonably inexpensive
source of supply for road-surfacing material has
been located and developed, and now the six-mile
stretch is only a historic example to be talked about
in connection with the difficult days. Road-building
is now going on apace in every direction, as one is
made to realize when one’s automobile has to skirt
round steam-rollers time and again, or plunge off
into rutted side-tracks and run for miles on end
through dust hub-deep to avoid long stretches of

newly laid crushed rock.
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The Deputy, being more or less used to things
as they are, tried his best to be communicative and
friendly as we drove along through the immensities
and mysteries—mysteries to me, at least—but the
dust was so terrific that to open one’s mouth was
at times to risk being choked to death. Everything
was covered with it, and to a thickness and heavi-
ness that I can best indicate perhaps by reference
to a boy I saw at a Red Cross depot clearing it off
the sagging top of a big storage tent with a shovel.
It had seeped into everything to such an extent that
it was difficult, so far as color was concerned, to tell
where the camps left off and the desert began.
Dust and tents; dust and sheds; dust and pyra-
mids of war-supplies; dust and men; dust and
mules; everything seemed blended together in an
interminable stretch of yellow and tawny gray. It
was desert camouflage.

Within the deep shade of the dust - powdered
palm-gardens there are labor-camps, mule-depots,
remount-depots, veterinary hospitals, and accom-
modation for various native and auxiliary services.
But beyond a sharp line, the palm-gardens leave
off and the desert begins. And out in the desert
the British Tommy and his Indian comrades have
pitched their tents by the tens of thousands. Sub-
stantial huts of wood, with walls of reed mats and
heavy roofs of mud, have taken the place of tents
in one section, and these—grotesque to the last
degree—stretch away in even rows across the plain
like a measureless, fantastic kind of dream city,
relieved by nothing but the round mud domes of
many incinerators and an occasional flagstaff flying
the colors of some regimlcll51t or corps.
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There are Y. M. C. A. centers every so often—
these being mostly an American contribution to
the general scheme of things—and there are fre-
quent canteens, the canteen in the British sense
being a small official retail store where Tommy can
buy at cost price various luxuries, sueh as cakes,
biscuits, chocolates, jams, potted meats, tinned
fruits, and extra cigarettes, as well as many tempt-,
ing small items of wearing-apparel not ineluded by
government in his regular equipment. A place, in
other words, where boy or man may relieve in him-
self, to a certain extent, a sometimes intolerable
longing for home and the usual comforts. This
kind of canteen service is a part of the regular Brit-
ish military organization and is not related in any
way to the canteen services provided by war-relief
organizations and carried on by volunteer workers.

Then we went to the prison camp—in the same
general desert area. There is a weird fascination
about war prison camps. One sees cooped up in
them, under the covering muzzles of machine-guns,
thousands of men who have met one’s own men in
battle, have inflicted upon them inhuman horrors,
and have themselves suffered unforgetable things,
and one looks upon them with a vague kind of
wonder. I have seen a great many German prisoners
in France and I can never control a feeling of re-
sentment against them, but I felt rather sorry for
the mild-eyed but otherwise villainous-looking
Turks. There were only about three thousand of
them in just then—with a few Germans among
them—but the camp ean accommodate seven thou-
sand and has done so on a number of occasions.

It is a tremendous square area inclosed in
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barbed-wire entanglements. The prisoners live in
bell tents set in even rows which, running away
and away in converging parallels, give one an im-
pression of great distances. Outside every sixth or
eighth tent I observed a group of men engaged in
chopping up sides of beef. They were distributing
a ration. It was fine, fresh Australian meat and
each man was getting a generous share of it.

I was thinking that coming upon a supply of
such food must have been a welcome change for
most of them. And besides a good and sufficient
meat ration they get excellent white bread—ex-
actly what the British soldier gets—and plenty of .
vegetables.

They are well fed and well taken care of in every
way, the health of the camp being practically per-
fect; and there is nothing for them to complain
of, really, except the climate. The tents are
bleached white in the terrific sun and throw back
the savage glare of the fine dust as though in a kind
of impotent rage; and that is rather awful!

But that kind of thing the British soldiers have
to put up with, too, and they are less used to it,
perhaps. Though, come to think of it, the Turks
are as much foreigners in Mesopotamia as the British,
and there are many of them from the hills and the
regions up around the Black Sea to whom the desert
is a torment and a torture. They are always de-
lighted when they come to be transferred to camps
in India, as all of them must be sooner or later
to make room for the fresh relays coming in.

After leaving the camps of the city of war we
struck straight out on the way to nowhere—toward

which no way leads. There are desert roadways,
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to be sure, in one direction or another, but they
are nothing but wheel tracks in the dust and sand
and are not distinguishable very far ahead even at
their best. In a sand-storm they become wholly
obliterated in a few moments.

About five miles out in one direction there is a
wide area of desert fenced in with barbed-wire en-
tanglements, heavily stockaded and filled to capac-
ity with munitions of war. It is a most comforting
thing to look upon. It makes you double up your
fists and say the first thing that comes into your
mind which calls for an exclamation point by way
of punctuation. And a little farther on we drove
round a detached artillery encampment where sev-
eral hundred new guns were being prepared for
transportation on their own wheels to the far-away
front. There were gun crews drilling, and in the
vast silence one could hear the sharp commands of
officers from long distances away. -

We went on toward nowhere, intending to make
a wide détour and come into old Basra by the
Zobier Gate in the south wall. There was no dust
out there; only hard-packed sand, from which the
fierce hammering sun struck a myriad glinting, eye-
searing sparks. But it was beautiful beyond words
to describe. We spun along at fifty miles an hour
with a cool, clean breeze in our faces.

Then, just over a slight rise in the sparkling
plain, I saw my first mirage. It was impossible to
believe it was a mirage and not really the beautiful
lake that it seemed—a lake dotted with wooded
islands and fringed in places with deep green for-
ests. I have seen mirage in other deserts in other

lands, but I have never seen anything like the
118



SRR

PETE
o
PR

PR

LABOR-CAMP AT BASRA,

WITH INSET PICTURE SHOWING CAMP OF WAR PRISONERS AT BASRA






NOT THROUGH A PORT-HOLE

Mesopotamian mirage.. We drove straight on, and
it came so close that I was sure I could see a ripple
on its surface. Then suddenly it went away off,
and where it had been our skid-proof tires were
humming on the hard-packed sand, and I saw that
the wooded islands had been created out of nothing
but patches of camel-thorn and that the trees of
the forest were tufts of dry grass not more than six
inches high.

Off on the far horizon a camel caravan was swing-
ing slowly along and the camels looked like some
kind of mammoth prehistoric beasts, while in an-
other direction what we took to be camels turned
out to be a string of diminutive donkeys under
pack-saddles laden with bales of the desert grass
roots which the Arabs use for fuel.

The mirage has played an interesting part in the
Mesopotamian campaigns. In some places it is
practically continuous the year round, and it adds
greatly to the difficulties of an army in action. It
is seldom mistaken for anything but what it is, but
it does curious things to distances and to objects
both animate and inanimate. Incidentally it ren-
ders the accurate adjustment of gun ranges almost,
if not altogether, impossible.

One of the most curious incidents of the whole
war happened in connection with a mirage, and on
the very spot over which I drove that first day out
in the desert. But I shall come to that presently.

We swung round a circle across the trackless
waste and came up along the south wall of Basra
to an ancient gateway. Seen from the outside, it
is a picturesque old town with—what should one

say?—the charm of Oriental unreality. It has flat
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mud roofs, high ornamental copings, round, low
domes, and slender minarets. And the sun-yellows
and golden browns of it tone with the tawny desert
sands and are flecked here and there with glancing
shadows from tall palm-trees.

I wondered how we dared to drive into the place
in a big seven-passenger touring-car, but the people
had evidently learned how to get out of the way of
automobiles and they showed no resentment what-
ever when they had to flatten themselves for their
lives against walls that our mud-guards barely
cleared. In fact, they seemed to enjoy it, and they
laughed and waved their hands at us. Sometimes
there was not room for both them and the car in
the same street, and they would have to run on
ahead of us and seek safety in doorways or little
open shops. But never mind. It was all very
friendly.

We drove into the narrow, dim bazaar, arched
overhead and lighted only by slender streaks of
sunlight which found a way into the darkness
through clefts and crannies in the vaulting. Every
town in Mesopotamia—and in Syria and Arabia
and Persia and Turkey—has its bazaar. And they
are all alike except that some are more dilapidated
and more oppressive with dank and evil odors than
others. A bazaar is always a street, or a network
of streets—if such lanelike passages can be called
streets—covered from the sun either with stone
vaulting—sometimes very fine and sometimes not
so fine—or with ragged reed mats or old bits of can-
vas or any unsightly thing that happens to be
available. They are lined on either side with small

cubicles in each of which some merchant displays
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his merchandise, while he sits on the floor, as a rule,
with his legs tucked under him, leisurely pulling at
the amber stem of the long tube of a hubble-bubble.

There is a certain fascination in the very word
bazaar, and one expects to catch glimpses of tempt-
ing things that will make one’s last dollar seem
ripe for spending. But there are few places left in
the world where treasures do not have to be dili-
gently searched for. The world’s collectors have
been everywhere and the people of the remotest
places who own curious things have learned the
Occidental value of them.

Not that one would ever expect to find anything
in a town like Basra; yet it is a town now largely
inhabited—on its outskirts, at least—by the kind
of foreigners who buy tempting things, and at al-
most any kind of price. And a majority of the mer-
chants are Jews and Persians who are not cut off
from certain areas of supply.

A great many of the fine things that are sold in
the Near East come from Persia and, the war not-
withstanding, there are no unusual restrictions on
travel or business in Persia.

Nevertheless, one gets an impression that the
whole Basra bazaar is draped in cheap ginghams
and gaudy calicoes, while the only “objects of art”
to be seen are hideously tawdry Japanese articles
that one knows were turned out in the same spirit
of commercial conquest which at one time caused
the “Made in Germany” trade-mark to stand in
the world’s mind for all that is mediocre and
offensive.

Outside of the bazaar Basra is a town of small

pictures and seems to be inhabited chiefly by a lot
121



THE WAR IN THE CRADLE OF THE WORLD

of delightful persons who exist for nothing but to
pose round in attitudes of grace and subtle allure-
ment. There is a winding creek, walled with ma-
sonry, spanned by arching footbridges and lined
on either side with houses that are built of golden-
vellow clay and have projecting balconies painted
green and pink and brilliant blue. And, driving
along the edge of this creek, one sees veiled women
with long-necked, beautiful, brown water-jars,
standing on moss-green steps under bending palms.
Or a long, slender belum may glide swiftly by, filled
with women wearing cerise and gold and bright
purple abakhs. Also there are always black-robed
and ebony-faced slave women washing clothing at
the water’s edge or playing with small companies
of laughing, half-naked, adorable children.

Then, through a narrow street and round a cor-
ner, where a camel stands munching disdainfully
in a queer angle of a crumbling ancient wall, you
éome into the city square and up to the old cara-
vanserat. I was interested in that because I had
read in the private note-books a good many frankly
blasphemous accounts of the early days when the
serat was the only shelter the young British officer
had in Mesopotamia.

The lawless Arabs had not then been cleared out
of the population, and the peacefully inclined had
not yet had demonstrated to them the advisability,
not to say the tremendous advantage, of settling
down under British law and order. There was
hardly an Arab who did not possess a gun, and
many of them had well-stocked arsenals, as the
British discovered when they began a systematic

search for arms.
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It is said that the average Arab’s highest ambition
in life is to become the owner of a good rifle and one
hundred rounds of ammunition. These are his
equivalent for our “vine and fig-tree” or our ten
acres and a team of mules. With a good rifle’and
one hundred rounds of ammunition he can go raid-
ing, have a wonderful time, and make that kind
of living for an indefinite period. Or he can join
the “army” of some desert chieftain, be taken care
of, and have all the wild excitement his heart
desires.

When the British entered Basra the town was
being looted and all the peaceful citizens were
either in hiding or had placed themselves on the
defensive. A proclamation was instantly posted
calling upon the people to preserve order and to
observe certain rules laid down. It decreed that all
looting must stop and said that certain crimes—
robbery under arms being among them—would be
punished by established and well-known military
methods. .

But it happens that robbery under arms has been
one of the principal Arab industries for ages, so it
was not as easy as one might think to make a de-
cree against it effective. There was one case of it
after another; the troops were so busy elsewhere
that an adequate patrol could not be provided,
and conditions became intolerable. It was decided
that something would have to be done about it,
and this is what happened:

A robber was caught red-handed one night in
the act of holding up two Arab dancing-girls who
were on their way home with their earnings from a

party at which they had performed, and the general
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officer commanding decided that instead of sending
him for a long period to the jail that was already
overcrowded, he would have him publicly flogged
in the open square. He would make an example of
him and put the fear of the wrath of the British in
the hearts of his brethren.

The square is surrounded on three sides by many-
windowed buildings, and along the fourth stretches
the low wall of the caravanserai, outside of which
there is a coffee-house, or a trellis-covered open
space filled with benches and wooden divans where
the male population congregate every afternoon to
gossip, to smoke their hubble-bubbles, and to drink
innumerable small cups of coffee or innumerable
small glasses of some kind of syrupy mixture.

The population was advised that the terrible ex-
hibition was to take place and the population
gathered at the appointed hour in full force. Even
the roofs were black with people, and the windows
and balconies were jammed. A cordon of troops
was drawn up round the flogging-board and ma-
chine-guns were trained on the square from roofs
on either side—this to prevent any kind of demon-
stration or disorder—and when everything was in
readiness the culprit was led forth and strapped
into place.

Everybody ought to have been horrified. The
British expected everybody to be horrified. But
not at all! The girls who had been the victims of
the robber and on whose account he was about to
undergo this most ignominious of all punishments
had brought a number of friends to see the show
and had disposed themselves comfortably in a long

window which commanded a perfect view and in
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which they were the observed of all observers.
They were all dressed up in their best abahs and
veils and were perched on a bench of some sort,
giggling and having the time of their young lives.
And a broad smile of pleasant anticipation illumined
the countenance of everybody present.

The British major who had charge of the proceed-
ings told me about it and said that he felt all the
time as though he were standing on a volcano of
mirth that was likely to explode at any moment.
However, he and his troops were solemn enough.
To them it was a “horrible example” and they
hated it. -

He gave the command for the floggers to proceed,
the while, so he says, he gritted his teeth and cut
the palms of his hands with his finger-nails in the
intensity of his disgust with the thing he was com-
pelled to do. But at that moment the bench on
which the girls were squatting—that is what they
do; they squat—gave way and they all fell back-
ward, some of them with their feet waving in the
air, and the crash was the signal for a roar of laugh-
ter from all sides. The wretched creature strapped
to the flogging-board—and with a stripe or two
already laid across his back—raised his head and
joined in with the utmost heartiness, while the
floggers and the British soldiers, in their amusing
efforts to keep their faces straight, added to the
general fiasco.

After that what could serious-minded Englishmen
do who were determined to see established a reign
of law?

After that they decreed that hanging should be

the punishment for robbery under arms, and the
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next scene in the public square was not so merry.
There were two hangings, as a matter of fact, right
there in full view of the whole population. Then
robbery and thieving in the vicinity of Basra sud-
denly ceased. It was as though the Arab had said
to the Englishman:

“Oh, well—if you are as serious as all that about
it—!”

In that dusty and unsightly old plaza I remem-
bered another scene that was very curious. It was
a scene quite forcibly illustrative of British view-
points and methods, and it accomplished a purpose
that was not thought of at the time in connection
with it.

The corpse of a stork on a crépe-hung bier occu-
pied the center of the stage, and the human interest
consisted largely of bitterness in the heart of a
British Tommy.

It just happens that the stork is a kind of semi-
sacred bird to the Arabs, and the country is filled
with them. They build their great nests in the tops
of the palms, on house cornices, or wherever they can
makethembalanceand hold; and theystalk solemnly
about on the river-banks, in the marshes, and over
the flat roofs of the villages in absolute safety and
with no fear at all of human beings.

Whether or not the British soldier who shot a
mother stork nesting realized the nature of his
offense is not shown in the evidence. It is only
shown that wantonly, and to no purpose other than
to display his marksmanship, a British soldier shot
a mother stork nesting. There was a great to-do
about it and Master Tommy was placed under

arrest.
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The case went up to the same general officer
commanding who had ordered the flogging of the
robber, and, being a G. O. C. with an imagination,
he pronounced a unique sentence. He thought it
would probably do the young Britisher good to be
laughed at by the Arab population, so he had the
body of the dead bird stuffed and laid out in state
in the center of the square. Then he ordered the
boy in khaki, sick with chagrin, to do sentry-go
over it eight hours a day for one week, two hours
on and two hours off, beginning at six o’clock in
the morning.

But, strange to relate, the Arabs did not laugh.
They regarded the strange spectacle with the
utmost seriousness, and, shaking their heads in
grave appreciation, said:

“These Englishmen are just men. They punish .
their own for outraging our customs and offending
us. They respect our beliefs, our laws, and our
time-honored usages as they require us to respect
theirs. At last we have come under even-handed
and impartial justice! Allah be praised!”



CHAPTER VIII

STRENGTHENING THE FOOTHOLD

F the British had been able to settle down at
Basra and do nothing but guard from that
mere foothold in the land the approaches to the
Persian Gulf, the Mesopotamian story would have
been a vastly different one. If they had been able
to suspend military operations until some measure
or preparation had been made to continue them, the
Mesopotamian story would have been different.
In either case it is not unlikely that the men in
command of things would have been condemned
for inaction.

They were condemned, anyhow, and rightly,
perhaps. But it has to be admitted that up to a
certain point their whole course of action was de-
termined, not by any one’s impetuosity or personal
ambition, but by the actual necessities of the situa-
tion.

The Turkish army was divided into three sec-
tions, and after the British occupation of Basra
one of these, under Subhi Bey—a former Wali, or
military governor of the Basra district—took up a
strong position at Qurnah, about forty-six miles to
the north, where a branch of the Euphrates flows

into the Tigris. Here Subhi Bey was in easy com-
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munication with Baghdad and could be rapidly re-
inforced.

At the same time the main Turkish strength,
under Suleiman Askeri, was in process of concen-
tration and organization on the Euphrates for a
massed descent via the old stronghold of Shaiba,
which lies about twelve miles northwest of Basra
and was held at that time by a mere handful of
British troops.

The third section, amounting to eight battalions
and some ten thousand well-armed Arabs, was con-
centrated on the Karun River in Persia, threatening
the Anglo-Persian oil-fields from that direction and
seriously undermining the power of the loyal
Sheikh of Muhammerah by disaffecting thousands
of his tribesmen either through bribery or by re-
ligious misrepresentation. This being at a time
when the Kaiser’s “holy war”—which puffed itself
out with the foul breath of its own unholiness—
seemed to have a chance of success.

So it happened that the Turks had something
to say with regard to what the British should do.
To establish security of position in the land the
British were compelled to resume offensive opera-
tions, and at once, the object being to drive the
enemy back on all sides to points as far removed as
possible from the borders and coasts along which
lay Britain’s greatest danger. This necessitated a
division of the British troops, and they were so far
outnumbered by the enemy that the entire force was
needed really to attack even one of the Turkish po-
sitions. However, no British fighting-men ever yet
hesitated to take the short end of an uneven struggle.

The first thing to be done was to attend to Subhi
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Bey, and this they did forthwith. Mud and mid-
winter miseries notwithstanding, it was exceedingly
rapid action. Basra was occupied on the 23d of
November, and on the 9th of December Subhi Bey,
forty-six miles away, was attacked and forced to
surrender with four guns and more than one thou-
sand men.

This was a splendid small victory, but the greater
part of Subhi Bey’s division retreated—or fled—
and, being strongly reinforced, took up a position
early in January about six miles north from Qurnah
on the now tragically historic east bank of the
Tigris. And there they were!

In the mean time the enemy on the Euphrates
came down and achieved a surprise attack on the
British at Shaiba, the ensuing battle being, up to
that time, the severest and hardest-fought engage-
ment in the Mesopotamian campaign. It was dis-
tinguished by a number of unique features and cul-
minated in the strange incident of the mirage to
which I referred in the last chapter.

There is a great area to the westward of Basra
that is inclosed within a flood-controlling embank-
ment known as the Shaiba Bund. And this area
was then deeply flooded. ;

As I have said, the Turks delivered a surprise
attack and the shortest way for British reinforce-
ments to reach the small company of men who were
holding the old fortress was across this basin. Some
of the troops marched across in water that in places
was up to their armpits, while others commandeered
all the belums there were in the vicinity of Basra
and poled themselves across under heavy fire, fight-

ing as they went.
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The main struggle, however, was in the dry,
open desert, and for a good many hours it was any-
body’s battle. It was going very badly for the Brit-
ish, and, though they were in overwhelmingly
superior numbers, it was going very badly for the
Turks as well. 'This the British officer commanding
did not realize, and he was just on the point of
giving an order for retirement—which probably
would have been fatal to the British in Mesopo-
tamia!—when, to his astonishment, he discovered
that the enemy was in full retreat.

The British had no reserves. They were all in.
But the Turkish commander, who really ought to
have been more familiar with local phenomena, saw
approaching from the southeast what looked to him
like heavy British reinforcements, and he ordered
an immediate retreat.

Then his already unnerved troops stampeded,
while his demoralized rear-guard was hounded and
harassed all the way to Khamisseyeh, nearly ninety
miles away, by great bands of nomad Arabs that
had been hanging on the flanks of both armies,
waiting to take spoils of whichever side should be
vanquished.

The desert was shimmering with mirage, and
what the Turkish commander mistook for a fresh
British force was nothing but a supply and ambu-
lance train that had made its way around the
flooded area and, being magnified and multiplied
by the deceptive atmosphere, was coming up across
the desert in a low-rolling cloud of its own dust.
Suleiman Askeri learned the truth a few days later—
and the British were told that he committed suicide!

And while all this was going on a third British
181



THE WAR IN THE CRADLE OF THE WORLD

force had to be despatched against the Turkish
position in Persia. This operation was also sue-
cessful, and by the end of May the enemy had been
cleared out of Persia altogether. They were thrust
back to the Tigris line, while General Townshend’s
army—the famous army of the siege of Kut—at-
tacked the Turkish force on the east bank of the
river and drove them northward beyond Amara,
covering ninety miles in less than four days.

General Townshend occupied Amara—the prin- .
cipal town on the Tigris between Basra and Baghdad
and one hundred and thirty miles by river from
Basra—on the 3d of June, and he was joined about
two weeks later by the troops that had been operat-
ing in Persia and that had made their way across
the difficult country—then under summer floods—
all the way from Ahwaz.

And so began and developed the forever-to-be-
remembered hot-season campaign of 1915 which
was 1o end in such fearful disaster. At which point
I shall leave for the time being the military opera-
tions, and in doing so I must take occasion to dis-
avow what may seem to be an intention on my part
to write a history of the war as it has been fought
in the Mesopotamian zone.

I do not know how to write military history, and
can only tell a few stories more or less as they were
told to me, while I follow the British army up the
river that is specially interesting now because that
army has made it so. Without a brief review of
the operations it would not be possible to present
any kind of picture of things as they have come to
exist.

There is very little fighting during the hot season
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nowadays. It is as though the contending forces
had entered into a sort of compact, the Turks
having as little liking as the British for the mur-
derous sun and the unbelievable temperatures.
But during that first terrible summer they had to
fight, and under conditions that would now be con-
sidered wholly intolerable.

10



CHAPTER IX

INTRODUCING THE ‘‘POLITICALS”

IT may be that the presence of the Political Com-
missioners in the Mesopotamia war zone im-
parts to the situation a certain air of mystery, but
if so it is only because “making a mystery” of
things is one of humanity’s chief delights.

The Political Commissioners contribute a con-
siderable sum to the general scheme of things and
there is one located at every important point in
the occupied territory.

But their title is an unfortunate one. It is not
improbable that to the English mind it conveys
exactly the right idea, but in the gradually devel-
oped American view the word “political” has come
to suggest something rather unpleasantly subtle
—not to say underhanded and altogether repre-
hensible.

These men in Mesopotamia should be called
Civil Commissioners, perhaps. They constitute a
kind of balancing-bar between normality of govern-
ment and actual military rule, and their duties are
to see that the life of the people goes on in the
usual way, to introduce necessary measures of re-
form in matters directly affecting the civil popu-

lations, to keep open a friendly communication be-
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tween the Arab head men and the British military
authorities, to collect taxes and to maintain, in so
far as it is possible, the ordinary routine of govern-
mental procedure.

It is a very useful service, and when the war is
over and the troops are withdrawn it will have
prepared the way for the easy and peaceable es-
tablishment of civil government on a much higher
plane of civic morality than the peoples of Mesopo-
tamia have ever known anything about.

The men are all Deputy Political Commissioners
as a matter of fact; the one and only P. C. being
Sir Percy Cox, who directs the work from General
Headquarters at Baghdad. So throughout the land
they are known as D. P. C.’s. There are A. D. P.
C.’s, also—even D. P. C.’s requiring assistants—
and it was an A. D. P. C. that the D. P. C. of the
Basra district took me one day to visit.

We invited to go with us a visiting major-general
from the Euphrates front and a very useful young
gentleman to whom Arabic is all but a mother-
tongue and who was in Basra fitting out for an
expedition into the depths of the Arabian wilderness.

The D. P. C. and the visiting general and I took
General MacMunn’s somewhat rickety but always
reliable Ford, while the visiting general’s A. D. C.
and the adventurer-into-waste-places took the D.
P. C.’s big service car, and at an early hour we
were on our way.

Basra or Zobier or both was or were the home
port or ports of Sindbad the Sailor. Each of them
claims this honor, but neither of them as it now

exists was the city the Sailor knew. Basra was the
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great ancient city, and the ruins of it—a wide
area of curiously mounded sand—lie seven miles
or so to the south of the comparatively modern
town of Basra, while Zobier is about five miles fur-
ther on, a walled town in the naked desert. It was
to Zobier that we were going.

We drove through the dingy bazaar and a dozen
winding, lanelike streets of Basra city and came
out at the Zobier Gate in the south wall.

Basra city, incidentally, has something like
thirty-three thousand inhabitants and is rich by
virtue of its date-plantations, there being more
than eleven million trees within the area it domi-
nates. In ordinary times its export of dates equals
its import of everything, and the plantations give
employment to thousands of men and women.

The Zobier Gate is flanked on either side by two
old round towers falling into ruin, while a short
distance away stands a medieval-looking fort
with battlemented walls, high-arched portals, and
square watch-towers rising from the corners of it.
There are palm-trees behind it and at its base is a
deep hollow, like a great drained basin, in which
hundreds of commissariat camels are quartered.
With the camels are many Bedouins in graceful
long abahs and with shaggy hair that falls from
under bright-checked kuffiyehs. A picture of the
East most Eastern!

Leading out across the desert from the gateway
there is a track in the deep sands to which the
Sheikh of Zobier likes to refer as one of his “de-
velopments.” It is marked chiefly by the carcasses
of dead camels and donkeys and by piles of bleach-

ing bones, but here and there one comes upon
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evidences of scrapings and gutterings which indi-
cate an intention on the part of somebody to make
a road of it. And I was told that Sheikh Ibrahim,
seeing British roadways under process of construc-
tion in and out and all round the district, decided
that a proper highway between Basra and Zobier
would be a valuable contribution to the general
progress. Whereupon he got his tribesmen out one
day and they began work.

In places they managed to loosen the sand to
such a depth that no automobile could possibly
get through it, so we found it necessary to make
frequent détours out across the unimproved plain.

The road leads directly through the mounded
ruins of ancient Basra, in which archeological ex-
cavators have made great gashes and out of which
for a dozen centuries or more a large part of the
building material has been taken for all the towns
in the immediate vicinity.

Perhaps the most interesting thing about Zobier
is that it is built almost entirely of bricks from this
buried city of the early world, and it is to the im-
perishableness of these bricks that it owes its ap-
pearance of excellent preservation and neatness.
Most Arab towns are built of sun-baked mud slabs,
and they soon fall into unsightly raggedness. But
these bricks of Basra were molded and burned
when the world was so young that historical vision
gropes along its then paths as an aged man might
grope in his inner consciousness for glimpses of
his earliest infancy, and they are everlasting.

Mr. Howell, the D. P. C., had notified Mr. Me-
Cullum, the A. D. P. C., that we were coming,
and if Mr. McCullum h:lld thought it possible that
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we might get Jost in the labyrinthine puzzlement
of his old town he probably would have been at
the desert gate to meet us.

As it was, we drove boldly in. Then we stopped.
Mr. Howell had been there only once before and
didn’t know in the least how to find Mr. Mec-
Cullum’s house. But, having a command of the
Arabic tongue, he could inquire. And any one
would know where to find Mr. McCullum because
he is the only white man in the place.

We stopped an ordinary, every-day, regular boy
and asked if he would show us the way. Yes,
he would; and, like any ordinary, every-day, regu-
lar boy he jumped on our running-board and took
charge of the situation.

We learned afterward that there was a perfectly
simple route which we might have taken, through
streets that are wide and straight. But the boy
wanted to show himself off where the crowds con-
gregate, so he guided us into the depths of the dim
bazaar, where, having got started, we could do
nothing but drive on with a hope that the way
would open up. It didn’t. A terrified population
began to scatter before us, and we began to worry
about the big car behind us. If it tried to follow
us it would have to be pried out in parts and reas-
sembled. Even our little Ford was soon wedged
in between two shops where its mud-guards had
scraped vegetables off the display stands on one
side and piece goods off a street-side counter on
the other. The boy was scraped off the running-
board and fell all the way through the green-
grocer’s shop into his back garden. Which is a

bit of an exaggeration to indicate the extreme
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shallowness of the shop and the narrowness of
everything—including the boy’s escape.

I wondered why the Arabs didn’t get annoyed
and unpleasant about it. But, no. They only
moved themselves and their merchandise out of
our devastating way and laughed with huge en-
joyment.

It was no use trying to go on unless we were
prepared to cut a way through by taking the fronts
off all the buildings, and even a Ford would be
hardly up to that. So we decided to walk, leaving
the chauffeur to get himself out of his difficulties
as best he could.

Incidentally, it was a mistake to worry about
the big car. The Adventurer knew the way. He
knew nearly everything.

As for the boy, he had greatly distinguished
himself and was for making the most of the memor-
able moment. Also, he was still seriously bent on
showing us the way. He did it somewhat after
the manner of a playful puppy.

We had come to the entrance to an arcaded
footway which wound round fascinating corners
and seemed to be intending to get nowhere in
particular, and naturally we could not rush through
such a place, especially as it was insufferably hot
in the sun, while under the high ancient-brick
vaulting it was cool with a soothing, shaded cool-
ness.

But the boy thought we were in a hurry, I sup-
pose. Most white people always are. He would
run on ahead a short distance, turn round and look
at us with a reproachful air, then hurry back to

rejoin us. With considerable gesticulative indi-
139



THE WAR IN THE CRADLE OF THE WORLD

cation of direction he would say something in
clattering Arab to the D. P. C., then rush on, only
to repeat the process every time we stopped.

When we came out of the arcade we found our-
selves in a wide, open plaza where a sale of camels
was in progress. There were hundreds of the odorif-
erous and extraordinary beasts lolling about in
every conceivable camel attitude, while many Arabs
in rich abahs and aristocratic-looking kuffiyehs went
about among them, feeling their humps and ex-
amining their points with judicious solemnity.

And there were groups of African slave women
here and there, sitting in the glare of the sun
under the almost grim heaviness of the all-envelop-
ing black robes they nearly always wear. As we
passed by they covered their faces with their hands,
palms out, to ward off the evil spell we were sup-
posed to be able to cast upon them.

The A. D. P. C. is a young man who specialized
in Arabic at Dublin University for no reason ex-
cept that he was fascinated by Eastern lore. He
had no thought of turning his specialty to uses
that would be of value to his country—until the
war began. Now he lives all alone at Zobier—
sometimes not seeing a white man for weeks on
end—and he makes use of his accomplishment in
language and his love of Arabian life and institu-
tions to the end that Sheikh Ibrahim and his
numerous retainers maintain an active and friendly
association with the British authorities.

When we reached Mr. MecCullum’s house we
had plodded a long way in the hot glare through
a street that was ankle-deep in fine sand and lined

on either side by high walls that were utterly
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blank save for a narrow doorway here and there.
But, once inside his courtyard, one could forget
all that. One stepped into a scene of truly Eastern
comfort.

The court was sanded and bare, but skirting
one side of it was a deep veranda upheld by noble
Moorish arches. There were splendid Persian car-
pets on the brick floor, while a small table under
potted palms, surrounded by deep wicker chairs
and bearing cool liquid refreshments, gave just
the touch of West imposed upon East which the
Westerner always manages to achieve in an Eastern
environment.

Sheikh Ibrahim was there with our host to wel-
come us, and the first horrible thing we learned
was that in our honor he had prepared at his
palace a great feast. It was only ten o’clock in the
morning. We had all breakfasted at the usual
hour and we were not ready for a feast. But it
is part of the job of the Political Commissioners to
keep the Arabs pleased with themselves, and I was
assured that there is nothing an Arab likes better
to do than to dispense lavish hospitality. And
when it comes to eating, the time o’ day means
nothing to him.

Of course we would have to go, and we would
have to eat any number of curiously prepared
things and do it with a pretense at least of whole-
hearted enjoyment. Otherwise the noble Sheikh
would be grieved, if not actually offended. We
discussed the matter quite freely in his presence
while the A. D. P. C. translated the discussion
for his benefit into something which seemed to

please him and at which he bowed and made
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deprecatory gestures. I gathered that he consid-
ered himself unworthy of our enthusiastic appreci-
ation.

Sheikh Ibrahim is all that any one could wish a
noble Arab to be. He is not a great chieftain like
the Sheikhs of Kuweit and Muhammerah, but he
is important. Moreover, he is an Arab of the
desert and not of the coast or the banks of the
rivers, and he has the kind of fine, aristocratic face
that distinguishes the “people of the camel.”

I observed at once that his beard grew in the
right division of tufts and noted in detail his splen-
did gold-embroidered raiment. He was charmingly
and completely Arab, and as he placed us with
consummate dignity in the position of honored
guests I was humbled for a moment by the thought
that in his environment it was we and not he who
were ‘“‘different.” In which connection such men
as he are blessed with a benevolent tolerance about
which we know nothing at all.

He is a very rich man, having great date-plan-
tations, many herds of camels, and the right to
levy tribute from a numerous tribe. He has always
been friendly toward the British, but at the be-
ginning of operations in Mesopotamia he had to
“trim” very carefully between them and the Turks,
because he knew well enough that if he displayed
any pro-British sentiment, and the Turks hap-
pened, even temporarily, to win, he would pay
with his old neck, while his tribesmen would pay
in other ways with their numerous lives.

His palace is just over the way from Mr. Mec-
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