UNIVERSAL
LIBRARY

OU_156758

AdVvddl
1VSHIAINN



Osmania Eniversity Library.
....... A/; &( a4,. bollecﬁon

Accession No..(3 35 6 ...

Call No. ?25'7
Fo6L









LOYAL ENEMY



By the same Author :

GEORGE ELIOT
(Grreat Lives Series) 1932

THE WYNNE DIARIES
(in two volumes) 1935-36






MARMADUKE PICKTHALL
Aged forty-two.



ANNE FREMANTLP

LOYAL ENEMY

With a Frontispiece

HUTCHINSON & CO.
(Publishers) Ltd.
LONDON



NOTE
%*

As Colonel T. E. Lawrence said : “ Arabic names are spelt
anyhow, because the sound of many Arabic words can legitim-
ately be represented in English in a variety of ways,”” and added
that he spelt them anyhow “ to show what rot the systems are.”
Marmaduke Pickthall used the following variations :

QU’ARAN QU’IBLAH SULEYMAN
CORAN KIBLA SOLEYMAN
KORAN
KHALIF CADI JIHAD
KHALIFA KADI JIHAD
CALIPH

MAHOMET MUSLIM
KHALIFAT MUHAMMED MOSLEM
KHALIFATE MOHAMMED
CALIPHATE MAHUMED
MUSTAFA MOHAMED AGA
MUSTAPHA AGHA

If there are others I have not noted, what Colonel Lawrence
said applies to them too.
A. F.

Made and Printed in Great Britain at
The Mayflower Press, Plymowth. William Brendon & Son, Ltd
1938



PREFATORY NOTE
¥*

HE primroses were almost over, and the long lime
I avenue leading to the lake was pale green with sticky
buds. These, as I walked, I stripped off and nibbled,
filling also 1ny companion’s hands. Politely, without evident
relish, he ate what I provided. At last we reached Ox-
pasture, a fair-sized wood of oak and chestnut, with scrub
of nut-bushes, maple, honeysuckle trailers, and what we
were come to find—bluebells : a sea of them, mist-blue
as a sun-drenched horizon, or as autumn bonfire smoke,
stsetching away on every side. Here, where a few young
bracken shoots sprang up to show a clearing, light caught
the flowers and whitened : there, under a tangle of travel-
ler’s joy, they grew wine-dark, an indigo stain on the
prevailing green. We checked, and breathed deeply, as
though we could take in, with their scent, something of the
very essence of what lay about our feet. Then we went on,
knee-deep in hyacinths, to where, between high banks,
flowed the young Cuckmere, its iron-saturated stream red-
gold as any faery river. My short legs refused the jump, and
Marmaduke Pickthall lifted me across. Undeterred, I
went on talking even in his arms.
“It’s death frightens me so,” I complained, “I daren’t
“even scrub my legs with my loofah in my bath at night in
case I burst a blood-vessel.” And he, unsmiling, * Death is
never as terrible as you imagine. Allah always makes it
easy for one. It is written in the Qu’aran: ‘ Whosoever
surrendereth his purpose while doing good, his reward is
with his Lord, and there shall no fear come upon them,
neither shall they grieve.’ ”
I was seven when so comforted, and the friendship which
began with my confession of cowardice ended only with his
death, which abundantly redeemed his promise. He was
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6 PREFATORY NOTE

granted the swift ending that is every Muslim’s desire, and
which is for him the highest visible guerdon of a good life.
The words he had used to calm a scared child were the last
he wrote, as he finished an essay on tolerance, the night
before he died.

His widow has done me the very signal honour of asking
me to write something of his life. To produce a straight-
forward biography would be nearly impossible, for two
reasons. First, because he kept few records even of his
outward life—and, being shy, confided to no one his remini-
scences. He was, indeed, quite extraordinarily sensitive,
armouring himself equally against inquisitive and critical,
and merely admiring, fellow-creatures. He lived continually
a dual life : outwardly essentially gay, easy, good-humoured,
witty ; inwardly still, disciplined, almost stern, looking
always towards that ‘ other goal ’ of complete self-surrender
and utter detachment from all human bondage and tes,
which was the end of his faith. ¢ Not to kill the senses or to
hate them,’ writes Charles Morgan in The Fountain, ¢ but to
discover an inviolable ghost in the sensible body, is the
highest and most difficult art of the saints.” For Marmdduke
Pickthall that discovery and that reconciliation were
complete. L’homme moyen sensuel that he was, that we all
are, he transmuted, as few have succeeded in doing, into
pilgrim and paladin.

Secondly, the man I knew left me still a child when he
went to India, and during the last twelve crowning years of
his life I saw him only through his letters and on his brief
visits. My knowledge of him narrowed, as other people
came into my life and crowded it: but a man sees a
woman always as he first saw, and for him I remained the
child he had comforted at Possingworth.

So of all who find this ‘ Life > lame and inadequate, and
of the many who would have written with greater knowledge
and understanding of the man and his work, I ask alike
forgiveness.



Pacing towards the other goal
Of his chamber in the east.

MILTON : Comus

CHAPTER ONE

*

PEAKING of Marmaduke Pickthall to Lady Evelyn

Cobbold one day, the late Aubrey Herbert called him
¢ England’s most loyal enemy.” ‘ There is only one thing I
deplore about him,” she assented, ‘ and that is his absurd
name.” “I delight in it,”” Herbert answered. “1I have
never known another Marmaduke, but I am so fond of
Pickthall I shall always love all his namesakes and their name
because of him.”

It was an old family Christian name, inherited from his
North Country ancestors, together with the ‘ Daleman’s
legs > which to the end of his life were seven-leagued boots
to him. I used to chaff him, as a child, on his Pictish blood,
on being a mere Pict’s thrall, and a dwarf] like all his race.
Actually, though not tall, he was over five foot seven, and
his ancestry was French, and Poitevin, not Pictish. He could
trace his ancestry directly back to Sir Roger de Poictu,
appointed warden of the Cumberland Marches by William I
—the Conqueror himself.

Sir Roger chose to settle at Broughton on Furness, in the
centre of his property, where in time the Pickthails formed a
colony of their own, refusing to have anything to do with
their neighbours, who, for their part, ¢ hated a de Poictu
rather more than they hated Satan.” Their coat of arms,
adopted during the Crusades, was a shield sable, goutté or,
bearing a lion rampant d’or surmounted by an Eastern
crown, and carried the canting motto ‘ Vir Tutus >—recall-
ing famjlysprowess in the Holy Land. Marmaduke was very
- 7



8 LOYAL ENEMY

glad of his armorial bearings, as of their Oriental allusions,
when, in the nineties of last century, he was land hunting in
Syria, and had to bargain with farmers and Druse chiefs, for
in Palestine, signature and seal were not enough : a man’s
bond was his coat of arms. Once, on an old coach in a
museum in Naples, Marmaduke found emblazoned the de
Poictu arms, which he recognized as his own. He tried to
find French cousins, but the de Poictous are now extinct
and he could trace no descendants.

The Pickthalls were ¢ out’ in the ’45, and Charles, and
Charles Edward, were thereafter family names, but the
first individual member of the Pickthall family who left
any record was a William Pickthall, of Craig Hall, Cumber-
land, who married Ann Cockayne and subsequently came
south. The Cockaynes were also a Northumberland family
of remote antiquity, and were famous at one time for having
nailed a Dane’s skin to the door of their parish church.
William and Ann’s son, Thomas, entered the Church, and
was accounted, in the golden age of squarsons, the tallest
man and best shot of his cloth. He was chaplain to
George I1I, on whose death, feeling himself, no doubt, out
of place in a court where ¢ Prinny ’ was King, he left town
and was appointed by the Bishop of Rochester to his living
of Broxbourne, in i¥ertfordshire, as successor to William
Jones deceased.

There he exchanged the ardours of the chase for those of
matrimony, and in 1828 his wife, Eliza Reeves, produced a
son, whom he named Charles Grayson, and subsequently
another called Wallace. Thomas and Eliza seem to have
fallen on times far removed from the splendours of Craig
Hall, for both boys became clerks in the Bank of England—
walking daily from Broxbourne Rectory to Threadneedle
Street to save their fares. With their economies they reached
Cambridge, although when there the younger had to serve
as ‘sizar.’ Charles, after taking his degree, took also Holy
Orders and, returning to Hertfordshire, became curate
to his father.

Broxbourne was a pleasantly social neighbourhood, and
amongst the families settled there were the Christigs, who
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lived at nearby Hoddesdon. They were brewers, a branch
of that East Coast family which had ruled the town and
electorate of Woodbridge so long and so masterfully. Young
Charles Grayson successfully courted Ellen Louisa Christie,
doing very well for himself, for thereafter he never lacked
money or comfort, in spite of a quiverful which must have
seemed goodly, even to a Victorian curate. Caroline,
Constance, Dorothea, Ethel, Arthur, Josephine, Adelaide,
Charles, Neville, and Grace : it took all the fingers of both
hands to count them.

Charles was given as a wedding present, by his wife’s
people, the living of Chillesford in Suffolk, whose advowson
became his absolutely. Thither the Pickthalls moved :
to the roomy vicarage, whose nurseries were capacious
enough to contain the whole brood. Ample, white, with

reen shutters and a brown veranda, the house had a faintly
southern look. Potted plants galore stood out to catch the
rain or enjoy the sun : squelchy houseleeks, with variegated
leaves : a selection of prickly cacti; the ubiquitous
aspidistra, as much at home here, on a draughty Suffolk
porch, as in a Florentine Corpus Christi procession, a
Japanese university (where the arranging of its leaves
qualifies for a degree) or a Harlem slum ; and maidenhair
ferns with discovered roots and lank stems as tangled and
matted as the slatternly maid-of-all-work’s hair.

The village snuggled low, trying to crouch in its vegeta-
tion, but no hare ever found form so skimpy ; over the bare
straight furrows and even rows of beet that marched
relentlessly up to it, blew the bitter North Sea winds. Yet in
that winter-long uninterrupted gale the vicarage was a cosy
enough place. Noisy, untidy, it was yet very much of a
home, a focus. When Mrs. Pickthall died, worn out with
childbearing, the comfortable feeling of security went with
her. Although Arthur was already at South Lodge, Lowes-
toft, under Miss Ringer’s care, Neville, Charles, and Grace
were babies still. The elder girls took charge valiantly :
‘Caroline, Constance, and Dorothea coping masterfully
with the housekeeping, the infants, and their bewildered
father, They enjoyed their authority.
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Nearby, in Woodbridge, was their uncle’s spacious and
important house, with the noise of rolling casks from the
adjoining brewery a pleasant and perpetual rumble. The
great wistaria that serpented, grape-flower laden, impartially
over yard and garden walls, the big sloping garden, the
atmosphere of leisure—solid, not luxurious, but ‘of a
competence *—have been well described by Marmaduke
Pickthall in his Brendle—although he knew these glories
only from his halfsisters’ boastful accounts, and never
himself visited the formidable Peter Charles Christie. The
girls used Woodbridge as their shopping town, dropping in
for eleven o’clock tea and biscuits or two o’clock dinner at
Uncle Peter’s, and sometimes giving the shy curate a lift
in their dog-cart. They found it all great fun: mildly
flirting, bossing the little ones, feeling that their ¢ playing
at houses’ was become, by some white magic, true
and real, and the pious knowledge that ¢ poor papa has
only us now.’

Two years later the Rev. Charles still managed—or was
managed by—his ten children, single-handed, and perh,aps
would have continued to do so ‘ for the term of his natural
life* but for a chance encounter. He was on his way to
Broxbourne, to visit his own brother and his dear dead wife’s
relations, when getting into the train rather late in London
he found himself, as they moved out of the station, in a first-
class carriage alone with a lady. Flee he could not, since
corridor trains were as yet a continental luxury, so he hid
behind his Times. He was aroused by a “ Charles !’ and,
looking up, saw his companion was addressing him. “ You
haven’t forgotten Mary O’Brien?” He would never have
recognized her : twenty years of tropical sun had fretted her
lovely Irish skin and long wearing of a topee had dulled
and dispirited her once glorious hair. Yet the name recalled
so much.

Mary’s father, Admiral Donat Henry O’Brien, the hero
of Marryat’s Masterman Ready and author of an amusing
chronicle of alarums and escapes entitled My Adventures
during the Late War—Boney’s war, of course—had settled in
Hoddesdon. His children—Hannah, Donat, Willtarp, and
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Mary, were taken to Sunday worship at Broxbourne. The
Admiral’s wife, Hannah Walmsley, was a most long-suffer-
ing woman, whose husband ruled her and the children
with true nineteenth-century tyranny, his habit being to
ring once for his butler and twice for his wife. But he had a
streak of Nonconformity unusual in the Navy at that date,
for if a guest got drunk at his table he was never asked
again.

Mary O’Brien, of the Inchiquin clan and descended from
Irish kings, was no bride for a penniless young curate ;
she had married one William Hale, with whom she had gone
to India, twenty years before this chance encounter with the
Rev. Charles in the train. William had been dead two
years—they had no children—Mary told him. She was
going to stay with Hannah. (Mary’s sister, the widower
remembered, had married another Hoddesdon neighbour,
By name Hoskins.) The Admiral was dead, and William
had got a wife. Charles expressed surprise that she should be
travelling unattended, but Mary explained Mrs. Ward was
with her. Mrs. Ward, who had been her nurse (and some-
thing more to Mary’s father than his children’s nurse, the
Rev. Charles reflected) now had a son who was in love,
Mary told Charles, with her maid. She had promised
them they should marry as soon as she was settled in England,
and hoped she would be able to have the boy as her gardener.

That meeting was a prelude to others. Mary and her
sister Hannah came to Chillesford, and Mary, though a little
overawed by so much noise and bustle, could screw up her
eyes and laugh and joke and enjoy it all as though she were
herself a child again. The vicar delighted in her company :
to his children, he was ‘ poor papa,’ to her, a man in the
prime of life. When she returned to town, he followed,
and they were married shortly after.

It was a love match for them both, though it was fool-
hardy to take on such a burden for his sake, and Mary found
her stepchildren resented her bitterly. Her coming was for
them the end of their brief, enchanted reign : she was over
forty, childless, with no experience of young people or of
English life and ways, and with her came Mrs. Ward and
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Jones, now wedded to his Fanny. The children loathed the
bossy old nurse even more than their stepmother, for she was
a duenna, whose malevolent vigilance—in spite of her age
and immobility—was almost inescapable. Jones, on the
other hand, who could make a catapult from an ash prong
and a rubber band, or a bow from a yew stick and a piece
of string, or a whistle from an elder stem, was almost an
ally.

Mrs. Pickthall soon found herself unaccountably ailing :
sickish, dizzy, uncomfortable. She ascribed it to change of
climate—of air—of life—to everything, indeed, but to the
real and obvious cause. But at her age, after a consummated
and childless married life of twenty years : could it indeed
be? Mrs. Ward, whose new daughter-in-law was by now
in the same interesting condition, assured her it was.

Caroline, Constance, and Dorothea—(the others were
too young to know)—were bitterly shocked. Like their great
queen, they disapproved their father’s middle-aged trans-
ports. But Mrs. Pickthall sat nursing herself, oblivious of
their hostility, their disgusted, inquisitive stares. She read
to herself all day: not improving works, as becameé a
clergyman’s wife : not nursery lore nor medical text-
books, as would have become a woman well into middle age
about to embark on a new career of which she was utterly
ignorant. No: she read always that same inimitable
book, the Arabian Nights, in a funny old-world translation—
not even the grand new one made by the famous Burton—
but an old copy bound in a lovely Russian leather binding,
that smelt somehow Oriental and outlandish. Always thesc
Paynim stories, in the same scented book.

When her time drew near, she went to London, taking
Mrs. Jones with her. Both were glad to escape from the
country, to return to the familiar noises : Mrs. Jones could
not sleep ‘ for the quiet’ in Suffolk, she complained. On
7 April, 1875, Marmaduke William was born in Cambridge
Terrace, W.2. Mrs. Jones’s son Frederick saw the light about
the same time.

They returned to Chillesford, where life went on as before
though it was still more crowded. When about six months
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old Marmaduke fell desperately ill of measles, complicated
by bronchitis. During the course of this illness he was
circumcised, which made his conversion to Islam in late
middle age less painful than is the case with many adult
male converts. Caroline, her bitterness vanishing at sight
of a sick baby, nursed him devotedly. For Mrs. Pickthall
was once more in  the family way,” and bore, less than a
year after Marmaduke, his brother, Rudolph George.

Soon the little boys were trotting about the lawn in long-
sleeved, high-necked galateas. Marmaduke was early in
learning to talk. But he had certain peculiarities in his
vocabulary—for instance, he would never call a bird a bird,
or starling, thrush, lark, or whatever it might be. The
whole genus of flying things were for him ¢ Gok-kok,” and
he would insist, in the face of all corrections or ridicule, that
¢ There’s a Gok-kok,’ as any feathered thing flew by.

Not until he learnt Arabic did he realize the true inward-
ness of his seemingly unreasonable insistence: for the
Arabic for bird is in sound what his childish imagination
knew it was. He had, too, another curious habit that seems
either an echo of a former existence, or an ‘experiment
with time’ after the heart of J. W. Dunne : or some rare
race memory derived from who knows what remote Crusader’s
Eastern bride. If he were scolded, out of doors, he would sit
down, plonk, on the ground, and with two hands grub dust or
earth or mud and pour or smear it on his head, to the
consternation of nurses and elders. Merely, perhaps, an
early apprehension of the  memento, homo, quia pulvis es et in
pulverem reverteris,” or some foreknowledge of his fate? Who
shall say? He was a precocious baby, very musical and
early distinguishing people, sounds, names, words : indeed,
one half-sister declares that at six months he knew all ten
of them apart. (Though how he displayed his knowledge
she could not tell me.) One of his chief delights as a baby
and little boy was a strange native hat which Mrs. Pickthall’s
aunt, Mary O’Brien, who had married Edward, brother to
Fletcher Christian of the Bounty, left her niece : a Pitcairn
Islander’s hat.

Arthur -had already been promoted to Great Yarmouth



14 LOYAL ENEMY

Grammar School, where Dr. J. J. Raven was headmaster,
and so was out of the house, but in the holidays he added
to the crowd his friend, Ernest Cooper, later to become a
writer of Suffolk lore and a lifelong friend of Marmaduke’s.
When Marmaduke was five his father fell ill, and Mrs.
Pickthall found the only way to nurse the invalid and give
him even comparative peace in that noisy crowd was to
forbid the sick-room to all others than herself. But even
this precaution proved unavailing, and the Rev. Pickthall
died.

His widow, her stepchildren, her own two sons, Mrs.
Ward, and her various dependants moved together to
London shortly after the funeral. Ninety-seven Warwick
Gardens, where they settled, was a steep house, and Mrs
Pickthall, to save Mrs. Ward’s legs and the endless grumbling
caused by carrying of trays, installed the nursery in the base-
ment. It was, to all accounts, a cold, comfortless house,
perpetually gas-lit and linoleum carpeted ; full of the
smells—frying onions, stewing scrag-end-of-neck, damp
sprouting souls of housemaids and a continuous etiolated
haunting aroma of perspiration—that Mr. T. S. Eliot has
immortalized.

It is hard to understand why there need have been such
implications of poverty, for Mrs. Pickthall had been left
£900 a year by her first husband, and her stepchildren
contributed each £go annually towards the housekeeping
expenses. Yet the poor girls with chilblained feet and
chapped hands suffered continually from cold and hunger.
Dorothea, indeed, covered like Job with an outcrop of boils,
was told by her doctor that she was undernourished. “ You
tell my stepmother,” she urged him, “ I dare not.” Once,
too, when Suffolk friends sent a hamper of country fare to
the famished girls, they wolfed it down, first offering pro-
pitiatory tit-bits to Mrs. Ward : but in vain ; when Mrs.
Pickthall returned next day the wicked old woman, full of
lovely fresh eggs, told on them and they were properly
punished.

The dreary fog-bound existence did not affect Rudolph,
for since in each child the whole history of man 4s yepeated
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da capo from gill-breathing tadpole to arrow-carving savage,
an infant is as naturally at home in a smoke-blackened
Kensington villa as in the stale-smelling cave that was its
prototype. It is when it grows beyond such escape as the
false artificial parks provide, that the growing organism
needs' to feel real soil under bare toes, running water against
naked legs, tree branches under hands, pony’s muscles under
knees.

For Marmaduke, leaving Chillesford was a casting out
from Paradise. He hated the grey confining streets, the
puny patches of trapped sky, after the wide horizons, the
infinite air of Suffolk. All his life he had an insatiable
passion for empty skies, bare landscape, and a hatred of
towns and of all urban life. The sky was to him something
infinitely more than

¢ . that inverted bowl .

Whereunder crawling cooped we live and die.’

For him, as man, it remained what it had been to the boy :
an earnest of infinity, the most important part of every view,
the ultimate expression and excuse of earth.

His greatest friend and comfort in London at the age of
six, was the nursemaid. The daughter of a local game-
keeper and a gipsy mother who had soon wearied of con-
ventional wedlock and left both husband and infant daughter,
Enid satisfied, in the noisy, unlovely city, all Marmaduke’s
childish craving for beauty. She was a gracious, gentle,
merry creature, with vitality that neither Mrs. Ward nor
Kensington could diminish. One day, as she was shaking
her duster out, a rich man, passing, looked up, fell madly
in love, and insisted on marrying her. He was an aristocrat,
yet treated her always as his equal and that of his friends,
though to the end of her life she spoke with a broad Suffolk
accent.

This entirely happy and successful experiment was heartily
approved by Mrs. Pickthall, who was oddly blind to class
distinctions, a failing her son was later to describe as ‘ far
from unbecoming in a woman of assured position.” He
both inherited this trait and imitated it from her, and for
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him Enid’s romance was one of earth’s happiest love stories.
One of his novels is actually based on it, whilst in many
there are allusions to such social misalliances, some happy,
others the reverse. His great tenderness for all subject
races may well be due in germ to the gratitude he felt for
the kindness and affection of his nursemaid, who ‘never
made him feel, as his stepbrothers and sisters did, how
infinitely inferior he and Rudolph were to Christies and to
Pickthalls of the first bed. Marmaduke adored his brother,
and was the most unjealous of children, never resenting his
mother’s preference for Rudolph (or ‘Bob’ as he was
always called), which later turned to fear of him.

Mrs. Pickthall was a quiet and undemonstrative woman,
finding in her faith, and in her memories of India, and her
work there, a citadel into which she fled from her step-
children’s bitterness, and her own incompetence. Yet she
was very popular with all her Pickthall in-laws, as well as
retaining always the affection of her first husband’s people.
Soon after the move to London the three elder girls went off
and lived by themselves, and the younger stepchildren
divided their holidays and their loyalty between stepmother
and real sisters. Marmaduke was no trouble to her : she
declared him born with an Eastern mind : he was ever
content to play alone, quiet and self-absorbed.

He went at first with Grace, and later with Rudolph also,
to a little day-school, kept by a Miss Wiistli, where he
much enjoyed the dancing and the learning poetry and the
acting of little scenes—he had an absurdly retentive memory
and need read a thing but once to know it by heart. He may
have been infected there by his real passion for languages :
his German was perfect always, and he had the rare gift of
liking impartially Teutonic and Latin tongues.

Neville and Charles had already been some time at
‘Ringers’ when Marmaduke joined them. His first
cousin, Fred O’Brien, to whom he was always devoted, was
there too, and Bob soon followed. Marmaduke found the
Rider Haggards there, together with plenty of other East
Coast neighbours, and seems to have been happy, though
it may be permissible to wonder if the following, written
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in his commonplace book in 1898, refers to ‘Ringers.’
‘ The master of a private school. He had the conciliatory
purring manner of a great black cat when any of our
parents or guardians came to visit us. These found him
charming. We, poor mice, saw in him only the beast of
prey.’

Marmaduke was precocious and brilliant, overworking
himself from the first. His special joy was ¢ mental arith-
metic,” at which he was constantly being ‘shown off’ to
visiting parents. In the holidays he stayed with his mother
or his many cousins, which latter found him * to our thinking
a curious little boy. He had no love of games which we were
always playing.” As he grew older, his violent distaste for
competition became more and more marked : he never
wanted to compete or contest. Such sports as team races
he simply could not begin to understand. Nor did he care
for*shooting, snaring, fishing, or kindred schoolboy delights.
“ You know, Field, I must be the wrong sort of Englishman,”
he once said to a friend. “I have never wanted to kill
anything.”

After a short time at ¢ Ringers,” when he was only nine,
he got brain-fever and had to be sent home to Chillesford,
whose then incumbent, the Rev. E. Patrick, let him run
wild. This kindly parson taught the boy good Latin and
some Greek, and inspired him a little with his own two
passions : roses and astronomy. He is, in Marmaduke’s
novel, The Myopes, the unwilling author of the young people’s
misery—and therein is charmingly remembered. It was
one of the happiest times of Marmaduke’s life, and for ever
after he had a very warm corner in his heart for country
clergy-folk, and numbered parsons amongst his best friends,
in memory of the gentle eccentric who let him loose in his
own garden and library.

Coming home to his father’s house, yet finding a strange
master there, taught him early the vanity of possessiveness,
and he had always the rare power of enjoying without any
wish to grab, to collect, to arrest. Though he recovered
quickly from his brain-fever, Marmaduke found he had lost
for ever his capacity for arithmetic, mental or otherwise ;

B
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hencefoward he could barely keep accounts, and his in-
ability to do ‘maths’ was a continual stumbling-block.
But he found leisure to devour Byron, Swinburne, Meredith,
Thackeray, Scott, and Dickens, whilst Disraeli’s novels
introduced him both to the East and to an attitude towards
our Eastern Empire and peoples which he was to -make
entirely his own. And living that retired, yet fully active life,
he became a good swimmer, a competent horseman, a tireless
walker.

Always deft and agile with his hands, he had at his finger-
tips all the lore then rare, now happily made proletarian
through the Boy Scout movement : of fires and strings,
compasses and winds, sails and kites, tools and mortar.
It was at this time, when he was just nine, that he suddenly
became bitten with the idea of learning Irish—ancient
Irish, and ‘ did in a very short time master that tongue and
called me names in it, which I well remember,’ his youngest
stepsister, Grace, wrote. The end of this gloriously savage,
or rather perhaps Rousseauesque, existence, came when his
mother took a house in Harrow, and entered both her sons
as day boys at the school. ‘

How bitterly the iron then entered into his soul can be
guessed from a letter he wrote to my mother, forty years
later, when I first went to Cheltenham ; ¢ poor darling—
she will call herself misérable when she means malheureuse.
I remember my own first day at school sufficiently well. to
know what she is going through.” It was not the bullying
he minded. ¢ Picktooth the Homebug’ they called him—
but by now he was used to the despision and contempt of
elder brothers, ‘gamey’ cousins, and seniors in school
rank. Physical pain, roughness, cold, vile food—these he
accepted : what repelled him was the stable-boy language,
the bantering obscenity, and the constant infliction of what
he himself, in his novel about his Harrow days, Sir Limpidus,
calls ¢ the greatest insult manhood can suffer.’

Always a romantic, an idealist, he disliked having to allude
to his fags’ mothers in terms he was naturally reserving for
tarts, and that his equals in length of residence, and, of course,
his superiors, should so apostrophise his own now-aged only
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remaining parent, was a source of continual irritation. He
soon learnt that only one thing was required of him : the
utmost idleness compatible with avoiding punishment ;
this was the first essential of conduct. There were a few
miserable saps who had scholarships and were obliged to
work, but, otherwise, swotting was regarded as the gravest
abnormality by both masters and boys.

Of course, working at a fad or hobby was different—
chaps who regarded it terribly infra to do a stroke in school
hours did hard reading in the library or made experiments
in the school laboratory for their own pleasure, and Marma-
duke, who was devoted to geography and languages, found
every encouragement to follow these bents; even swells
honoured him by allowing him to coach them five minutes
before a class was due in either of these, which were admitted
to be his subjects, for that was the custom—captains and
kings stooped to question the expert when the shadow of the
cane crept near. But neither captains nor kings nor their
fags ever worked at ‘ lessons.’

It was before the days of games-worship : sport was not
the universal evacuant it is now, and, as he explained, ‘ we
were not keen on games unless we happened to be good at
them’ : public opinion did not then reprehend the boy
who frankly said he hated violent exercise in wind or rain
or the sun’s heat. But nearly everyone had some sport
he was keen on: it might be fencing, rackets, or the
rifle corps. Boys who slacked at school were often good
horsemen or crack shots. ‘Yet we all liked football in
moderation, or to lie on the grass in summer and watch
cricket, or swimming if the pool were not too crowded.’

Mrs. Pickthall had obtained from her London doctor a
certificate saying Rudolph was not to play games, because
of his eyesight—his father had died blind. A cousin of
Marmaduke’s wrote to me about him, ¢ His going as a day
boy always seemed a pity to us, and I think that doctor’s
certificate affected their whole lives and made them feel
they were different from other Englishmen. Duke had his
Eastern interests and made friends through his writings, but
Bob remaiped painfully self-conscious with a strong inferiority
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complex to the end of his days.” Yet Marmaduke fielded at
cricket and belonged to the Harrow Volunteers. Indeed, he
quickly became, outwardly at least, a fairly typical schoolboy.

In his day there were fewer Public Schools, and few boys at
any of them had any reason to suppose they would ever need
to earn their own bread and butter. So he idled with the best,
was constantly reported for inattention in class, for truancy,
for stravaging about during school hours with no lawful
object, and was very proud, when caught, of his ingenuity
and the brilliance of his entirely mendacious excuses—a
pride so strong that years later he was to boast, before a
thousand boys whose headmaster he was, of his Harrovian
fibs. He has pictured himself well : ‘ not sociable at heart.
The crowd of boys rather appals him. He prefers to be
alone. He responds immediately to overtures of friendship
made by individuals and thus is particularly liable to drift
into bad company.” His hero at school, whose praises he
sang each holiday, was the idlest boy in the whole of Harrow,
‘who had a perfect genius for idling,” he declared once,
prophesying a great future for one so adept. Nor was his
faith vain, for before Marmaduke was forty, Winston
Churchill had been Cabinet Minister.

There was much in the school he grew to love : the
solidarity of the boys against the masters ‘ our opponents in
the game,’ the freedom of the higher forms, a goal sufficiently
near to be worth striving for, sufficiently far to inspire such
awe as one was never to feel for mortal man again, and the
sense of continuity—the knowledge that greater men than
he could even dream of emulating had undergone the same
experiences in the school before him. The system was
indefensible : the life lousy : but there is something about
every institution where men have been young that pertains
to the ° mortalia quae mentem tangunt’ and he never forgot
the Harrow songs. Years later, thousands of miles from
England, he would quote :

¢ Byron lay
Lazily lay
Hid from lessons and games away,

Dreaming poetry all alone, .
Up on the top of the Peachey stone. ‘



LOYAL ENEMY 21

All in a fury enters Drury,
Sets him grammar and Virgil too,
Poets shouldn’t have work to do.

Peel stood,

Steadily stood,

Just by his name in the carven wood,
Reading rapidly, at his ease,

Pages out of Demosthenes.

“ Where has he got to? ”’

“Tell him not to ! ”’

All the scholars around him cry :

‘“ That’s the lesson for next July.”

Byron lay, wearily lay,

Dying for freedom far away,

Peel stood up on the famous floor
Ruled the nation and fed the poor.
None so narrow the range of Harrow,
Poet and statesman are welcome too
Doer and Dreamer ! Dream and do.’

Yet he was a realist for all his memories. He could not
help reflecting that what it really boiled down to was that
one’s mater was spending £400 a year that one might learn
a few swear words, be encouraged to the greatest imaginable
idleness, and inspired to do as one’s father had done, i.e.
beget a son to send to Harrow in his turn. In his later
life he admitted and preached the value of this idleness,
admired the example (which he regretted being unable to
follow), and even found the swear-words useful—when he
enlisted as a private in the ranks in 1916.

Being a day boy was not entirely the misfortune it appeared
to his relations. It was relief, in the evenings, to escape
the circumscribed monotony of school ‘shop,” to be saved
the dormitory life, and to sleep alone. It meant when prep.
was over one could really open a door and walk out : into
books, into pictures, into talk, into sleep. On the other
hand, home reminded one of such forgotten things as
poverty, widowhood, dead father, ordinary class distinctions,
difficulties of communicating with grown-ups—all of which
school_extinguished, or more truly engulfed in a blinding,
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all-embracing, pitiless light : the light of seven hundred
small sharp eyes seeing and judging as one.

Marmaduke tried hard to win the acceptance, if not the
respect, of his schoolfellows by attaining that bland indis-
tinguishability from the herd which is the secret of success
in Anglo-Saxon countries, and which, as Sir Limpidus
shows, remained an amazement to his sardonic humour
until his life’s end. He kept steadily to the safety of the
via media : on the one hand, neither ‘boozed nor kept a
harem,’ on the other, refrained, in the summer holiday, from
leading revivalist meetings on August beaches— extremes
the ¢ none so narrow’ range admitted of in his day ; but his
sacrifices, his abstentions, and his efforts were doomed to
failure. He never became a typical Harrovian : the gallic
quality of his wit, that made him discover the pose under
whatever humbug or hypocrisy of disguise, and make merry
over his discovery, even when the object of it was himself,
marked him out as queer, as . . . not . . . quite . . . quite,
and kept him from becoming a real public-school man.

Besides, he was potty about poetry, and though not a bad
little fellow was obviously a bit gone : yes, of course, that
was it, he was absolutely bats. Yet he enjoyed ragging the
masters, and delighted in all the traditional class-room
gambits : such as keeping a ball going from hand to hand :
or throwing well-chewed pellets of pink blotting paper on
to the blackboard, or leaving one day a fictitious and.the
next a real pool of spilled ink on the master’s desk, or
filling notebooks with hallucinary diagrams. Harrow
neither corrupted nor cured him : he left, after only two
years, owing it nothing.

The one really live influence there—the personality of
John Farmer—he seems to have missed, although he
was not unmusical and had a lovely baritone voice. He
adored shouting hymns in chapel °the utmost of which
British lungs are capable’ is his description of the noise.
And he wrote once to me, from India, when I was thirteen,
‘I do not in the least wonder at your passion for hymns—
indeed, I share it. The tunes are so pathetic that they make
me weep. But they seem to me palliative, a soporific like
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strong drink, which also I gave up when I became a Muslim,
though I like it very much. Hymns plunge one into a sort
of hot bath of sentimentality, which is not quite healthy, do
you think ?’ At Harrow he regarded with distant awe the
building ‘ specially set apart for instrumental music, whose
disciples,”a few queer-looking boys, considered cranks or
foreigners, made squeaks and moans which caused saner
and more manly youths to class that kind of music as a
beastly row.’

When he was just sixteen he left. He wanted to get into
Woolwich, and his mother, a little horrified by his worship
of idleness, thought if he were removed from the home of this
cult and sent to a crammer’s, he would more likely succeed
in passing the ordeal of examinations. His languages had
deteriorated : ““ You can’t expect me to talk differently from
the others,” he complained when she suggested the words he
orrce knew as ‘ mignon, allons voir si la rose’ could not
have been intended by the deus qui gestat per Francos to be
transmuted into ‘ menjong allong voir see lar rose.’

She had found little margin of money for holiday amuse-
ments whilst both were at school, but after Marmaduke left,
she could afford an occasional excursion, leaving Adelaide
in charge of Bob and the Harrow house. (Bob remained
his full four years at school and then passed on for another
four to Oriel College, Oxford.) She took Marmaduke
travelling with her, to improve his languages. Of all human
rationalizations, perhaps the one that has been most
conducive to happiness has been this necessity for learning
languages. What golden hours in Paris, what evenings on
Lido’s sands, what sunrises over Alps and sunsets over
Fuji do we not owe to our parents’ desire that we should
perfect our French, our Italian, our Japanese? Babel was
not the least of God’s miracles and is still one of his kindest
mercies.

Marmaduke and his mother stayed with a Pasteur Gauvain
at Neuchitel and walked the Jura; there Marmaduke had
his first taste of mountain climbing, which was always one
of his greatest delights. In Florence with Donat Orsi, one
of the great banking family, he spent all his pocket money
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on photographs of antique statues. He loved and reverenced
human beauty all his life—especially male beauty on the
large scale—somewhat pathetically, for he was himself
somewhat birdlike, and insignificant in appearance. Walk-
ing the Welsh hills, attending Welsh services, he mastered
that language : duck-shooting with O’Brien cbusins in
Ireland he practised his Gaelic: one holiday he had a
Spanish, another a German, tutor. Always his desire was
to get under the skin of the people he was amongst; to
smite himself into their very souls, as Tennyson’s Grail
smote itself into the bread : this was the driving force that
inspired his talent for languages : this the compassion that
made him first a great novelist and later a great teacher.
Often Marmaduke, his mother and brother made no plans,
leaving the choice of holiday till the time came, and deciding
on places because they had names which pleased them—as
Marazion, Dolgelly, Aberdovey, and Stranraer. .

But these delights were but interludes—peeps at heaven
from behind muslin curtains. He lodged in Pembridge
Square, with an old crammer called ‘ Tommy.” London
seemed as dreary to him as it had when he was six : ohly
now he could better appreciate its unpleasantness. From
his window he looked out over uneven slate roofs, relieved
only by an occasional flutter of grey undergarments drying
on a line. ‘ Tommy ’ himself was an old dear : completely
ga-ga, but kind. ‘“Have a cigar, sir, have a cigar,” he
would offer, whenever one of his pupils came for advice or
correction. He would reflect aloud, °nice gentlemanly
chap, Pickthall is,” and repeat, whether the need were money
or forgiveness, ““ I say, have a cigar, sir ! > Here Marmaduke
met his first Oriental : a delightful, idiotic, creature nick-
named by all ‘ Brown Geegee.’

Marmaduke’s great friend at ¢ Tommy’s,” however, was
Frank Buller Robinson, who remained devoted to him until
his death, and may well have been the original of the baronet
in All Fools, Marmaduke’s first novel. The identity of
¢ Bunny ’—the hero of that work—still remains unknown,
unless he flayed himself in that character. Marmaduke
was both very shy and very homesick, with far oo much
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courage to admit to either. He spent a great deal of time
leaning out of his window, or out of Brown Geegee’s, from
whose room one could watch, with palpitating heart, the
‘ bits of skirts’ come hurrying by. How much time he
spent doing this, and how devotedly, who wades through
All Fools may realize.

The land beyond Exhibition Road was as remote then
from London as Ruislip now is, and with suburban ¢ naicety ’
gloom descended on young Marmaduke. He broke down
completely from overwork and lost his memory. Although
sent down to Tonbridge to a famous coach when he re-
covered, he failed outright in maths., and so in the whole
exam., which ruled Woolwich out completely. His failure
sent him once more to the country.

Throughout his life, whenever depressed or ill, he had only
to go to the country, and, hey presto, he recovered. Antceus-
like, it seemed as though the touch of earth cured him, was
to him holy and healing as Jordan or Ganges to a pilgrim.
He went first to his relations at Broxbourne, until he was
entirely restored, and then, early in 1892 (the winter before
his seventeenth birthday), he entered St. Catherine’s School
there as boarder. The headmaster, the Rev. H. P. Waller,
coached him for the Consular Service exam. There were
three vacancies in the Eastern Department, and since
Marmaduke showed such early interest in the East, it was
hoped that he might carry off one of these prizes.

It was at this time, when he was just seventeen, that he
met at a party a Miss Muriel Smith, whose father, Mr.
Cadwallader Smith, had been first a schoolmaster, then an
inspector of schools, and now worked for a firm of educa-
tional publishers. Marmaduke proposed to her at once,
on the way home in a hansom, and was accepted : he
confided his engagement only to his best friend at the Rev.
Waller’s, one Fatty Smith, who kindly wrote to me the details
of that confidence—how the two boys went together to the
theatre in London two nights running, to see Miss Decima
Moore, in whom Fatty was deeply interested. Coming
home after the second visit to the theatre, Marmaduke
confided his news to Fatty, who was so moved he wrote the
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lovers an ode, which, happily, has been lost. Summer
came, and with it the exam. But Marmaduke, though top
in languages, was only seventh on the list. Fecling himself
an all-round failure, he went down to Hollinghurst, to his
cousins, the Wallace Pickthalls, a large, gay family, three
of whose members he specially adored : Ettie, Ella, and
Maud.
¢ A Paris je sais trois filles,
Londerirette, lou, lon, la
Toutes les trois sont fort gentilles
Londerirette, lou, lon, la
L’une coud, et ’autre file,
La troisiéme c’est Pétronille
Londerirette, lou, lon, la.’

One of these cousins he was most deeply attached to :
but she repelled his advances, treating him as a silly boy.
He bore her no ill will, for she is the gracious and lovely
Gertrude of The Mpyopes, who, brought up with her cousin
and adoring him, by a foolish marriage loses him, and
realizes too late that  She knew him now to be the only
man she could have endured for husband without shamd or
weariness.” Though they escape for an enchanted fortnight,
resulting in a child, there is no help for them : time, in
complicating their relationship, and encumbering it with
better or worse halves, has blurred and coarsened the fine
edges of their love. The dew is off the grass, revealing it,
no longer April tender, but stubbled, leathery, and parched.
It seems as though Marmaduke was ‘ through’ with his
falling in love by the age of eighteen : his English novels
are all concerned with his adventures before that date :
in All Fools the proposal is in a hansom to a young lady
met for the first time, who lives in a remote suburb ; in
Brendle, the lovely Jenny, the carpenter’s clever school-
teaching daughter, marries the rich brewer’s rebel son, in
spite of the protests of his indignant and snobbish family, to
realize too late that he adores, and always will, the rich and
wayward Stephanie, his near neighbour. In Enid there is
the enchanting nursemaid, and the foolish girl who romantic-
ally and quixotically is forced by her parents to marry a
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young man with whom she went off platonically to escape
her family. She, too, makes a loveless marriage and finds
¢ A wind-flower for Adonis, a shower of cold white bloom
instead of fruit, moonlight for warmth upon a winter’s
night, ah ! ah ! the poor exchange. She was self-frustrated,
a thing to toss, and moan and yearn eternally. For her
there could be no fruition, only famine and regret beneath
the flouting, triumphant banner of conscience. She hated
conscience as men hate a bloodless tyrant.’

In his last English novel, Larkmeadow, which is set in his
beloved Suffolk, the evocation is even more obvious.
Marmaduke describes a callow young man, coming to the
country with no knowledge of it but a real love that saves
him from the more dangerous vices of youth ; he is the
eldest son of pretentious parents, who have grand ideas for
him : he, however, finds true happiness in marrying, very
young, his first cousin and near neighbour, the daughter of
a simple yeoman farmer, whom her future father-in-law
describes, not untruthfully, as ‘that maypole, that great,
long-legged, staring hoyden.” It is not necessary to be either
a Father Brown or a Freud to see, in this medley of
fact, and phantasy and wish-fulfilment, the portrait of a
man who, as a lover at least, ‘ by backward steps would
move.’

Maud’s rejection of him, her failure even to take him
seriously, was very bitter. ‘I was eighteen years old,’
Marmaduke wrote in the preface to Oriental Encounters,
¢ and, having failed in one or two adventures, I considered
myself an all-round failure, and was mucly depressed. I
dreamed of Eastern sunshine, palm trees, camels, desert
sand, as of a Paradise which I had lost by my shortcomings.’
(Here is a curious echo of Richard Crashaw’s ¢ Shady City
of Palm Trees.’) Whilst he was thus utterly cast down, his
mother heard from her ex-sister-in-law, Miss Caroline Hale,
to whom she had written when there was still hope of her
son passing into the Consular Service. Miss Hale wrote
that a friend of hers, a young parson called Dowling, was
going out to Jerusalem to become chaplain to the Bishop,
Dr. Blythe, whose retiring chaplain, William Hastings
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Kelk, had been promoted to a cure of souls upon Mount
Lebanon.

¢ Since my longing for the East seemed to indicate a
natural instinct with which she herself, possessing Oriental
memories, was in full sympathy,’ Marmaduke explained,
his mother offered him the choice between joining his
brother at Oxford and travelling out to Palestine in the
company of Mr. Dowling. Marmaduke unhesitatingly
chose the latter, and his mother comforted his family by
explaining he might, after all, if he learnt the languages and
studied the people, find some consular employment on the
spot, or even some sort of honorary attaché-ship.

Through his despondency his troth to Miss Smith shone
out for him a beacon light. He had not seen her again, as
both her parents and his thought better not, but she, she
only, had neither rejected him nor scorned : he would come
back for her, he vowed, and come back worthy of her. ~ *

He first set his face towards the Qu’iblah—though as yet
he was unaware of its existence—one day early in 1894
when he joined his ship at Marseilles. |



CHAPTER TWO
%

T is delightful to lie in a deck-chair and slide on over

this blue ruffled sea, always in the centre of a perfect
circle. Al Mutanabhi (an Arabic poet of the third Islamic
century) talks of camels in the desert moving always in the
centre of a circle, and though always hurrying forward,
making no advance because the circle on the sand always
moves with them. The same description would apply to
this blue halcyon sea. A tumbled summer sea is the very
picture I would choose to indicate pure joy, ideal joy.’
So* Marmaduke wrote to me from the Mediterranean in
1920, when on his way to take up a strange and uncongenial
job in an unknown and generally hostile country.

In 1894, on the ship that took him from Naples to Port
Said, his joy was as much more perfect as youth is than
middle-age, as holiday adventure than hard and unappetiz-
ing work. Then Marmaduke, gifted with that youthful
white emptiness of mind that is the prerogative of the
pilgrim and the child, absorbed new impressions with the
virgin receptivity of unused blotting-paper. Mr. Dowling
proved an unburdensome chaperon and faded tactfully out,
and while on board ship Marmaduke met a man consider-
ably older than himself, with whom he struck up one of those
shipboard intimacies that are mushroom-sudden, inexpli-
cable, and so often indigestible as well. His mentor, it
appeared, knew most of the folk to whom he had letters of
introduction, and, as he himself was obliged to stay in Cairo
for some weeks, suggested Marmaduke should also.

Marmaduke needed no coaxing—the more that, since
his new friend would be very busy on shore, he would be
left to his own devices and have a chance to explore,
uncramped by another’s Englishry. For, from his first
glimpse ofsthe sun-intoxicated harbour at Port Said, Marma-
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duke knew that this was the beginning for him : that all
experience, all study, all emotion, he had ever felt, had been
leading up to this, preparing him for it. Here, in these
utterly carefree crowds, for whom time ¢ is not a dimension,
but merely a state of mind,” he found happy people for the
first time. They were, as he, uncompetitive by nature,
and like himself, without class consciousness : money they
lacked, yet never felt the loss of that which they had never
had, and every one, from the scurviest fellah to the richest
bey, had two inestimable gifts : humour and imagination.
Marmaduke could listen from morning to night to their
stories, and never fail to be both enchanted and amused :
whether they were of evading authority in the shape of
tax-collector or medical officer, or merely such fables as
those of Mansur and Musa.

At the end of his life he wrote : ¢ When I read Alf Leylah
wa Leylah (The Arabian Nights) 1 see the daily life of
Damascus, Jerusalem, Aleppo, Cairo, and other cities as I
found it in the early nineties of last century. What struck
me, even in its decay and poverty, was the joyousness of
that life compared with anything that I had seen in Europe.
The people seemed quite independent of our cares of life,
our anxious clutching after wealth, our fear of death.

¢ And then their charity! No man in the cities of the
Muslim empire ever died of exposure at his neighbour’s
gate. They undoubtedly had something which was lacking
in the life of Western Europe, while they as obviously lacked
much which Europeans have and hold. It was only after-
wards that I learnt they had once possessed the material
prosperity which Europe now can boast, in addition to that
inward happiness which I so envied.’

Before he left Cairo, he had already decided that his
mother’s suggestion, that he should struggle into the back
regions of the Foreign Office by some local tradesmen’s
entrance, could never be realized. Itwasnot as representing
England that he could get to know the East : every European
seemed to him out of place in that smiling, sleepy landscape,
a tactless anachronism—either a Lilliputian in Brob-
dingnag, or a Brobdingnagian in Lilliput : he was not yet



LOYAL ENEMY 31

sure which, but bought a fez and determined to find out.
Already he felt better : more secure, in that un-English
head-dress, a little removed from the we-are-carrying-the-
white-man’s burden pomposity with which a topee shadows
even the most kindly face. But how penetrate the gay-
coloured world, from which he was excluded by the very
salaams of fawning dragomans, he, their prey, their daily
bread, how was he to become their ally and equal? The
change could not, and did not, take place in Cairo.
Indeed, he confessed once to a friend from whose house he
later learnt more of Egypt than at this time he thought
possible, that he never really got under the skin of the
Egyptian fellahin, as he had done with Arabs and Syrians
and Turks. The well-to-do, the effendi, yes—these he
came to understand, but not the peasants. Yet these first
weeks unchaperoned in Cairo were certainly not wasted :
he found an old khéja to teach him Arabic, and he visited
the poorer parts of the city, and watched the shadow plays
—the Kheyyul-el-Zull—and made the acquaintance of the
immortal Karakash.

These shadow plays are a combination of our Punch and
Judy shows and puppets. Direct representation of human
beings is forbidden in Islam, and drama has always been
disregarded, as it is considered to be beneath the dignity
of a Muslim to dress up and pretend to be what he is not,
and of course unthinkable for a Muslim woman. But the
shadow plays, performed at all public and domestic festi-
vals, and brought to such perfection that even the most
intelligent could take delight in them, created, before the
cinema was thought of, that curiously faery and remote
illusion which is only obtainable by restricting vision to
two dimensions.

As for Karakash, he is the Emir Beha-ed-din, ¢ the learned
judge’ par excellence, and remains always one of the most
essential figures of the Near East, a faithful lieutenant of
the great Saladin. He was a wise judge, and based his
pronouncements always strictly on the evidence in each
case with which he was called to deal. Curiously, these
judgmglts'inevitably savoured of the ridiculous, as in the
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famous case of the thief who put his eye out on a weaver’s
needle as he was entering his shop after dark to burgle it.

“ This poor man,” said Karakash angrily to the weaver,
whom he had summoned before him at the thief’s demand,
“lost his eye through your carelessness : so you must lose
yours.”  But he came to rob me : he had no right to be
in my shop,” protested the indignant weaver. * Did you
find anything damaged or missing?” asked Karakash.
“No.” “ He has done you then no harm, and it is adding
insult to injury to cast his profession in his teeth.”

In vain the miserable weaver offered money to both
robber and judge—the righteous and impartial Karakash
refused to be moved, until the weaver brightly suggested
that as he had a wife and children and a profession which
depended entirely on his eyes, surely it would be fairer to
put out the eye of his next-door neighbour, who was a
bachelor, and, moreover, a gunsmith, who, of course, only
needed one eye at a time for looking down the barrels of
his guns. This reasoning convinced the upright judge, and
the gunsmith’s eye was accordingly put out.

Karakash, like the legendary Turkish khéja whom M.
Ewing last century translated so amusingly, is a half-
national half-mythical figure—a mixture of Dr. Spooner,
Horace Cole, and Mr. Justice McCardie seen through the
mists of seven hundred years, and beatified by people for
whom humour is more important than bread, nearly as
precious as water.

The best Karakash of all, perhaps, is that of the carpenter,
the builder, and the girl in the red dress. A carpenter was
fitting doors into a newly built house, when a lintel, over
one of the windows, fell and broke one of his legs. He
complained to Karakash, who cited the owner and charged
him with culpable negligence. “ Not I, but the builder,
was at fault,” pleaded the landlord, so the builder was
summoned. He said he could not help it because as he was
laying that particular stone a girl passed by in so red a frock
that he was momentarily blinded and could not see what
he was doing. The girl was sent for by Karakash, who
said : O veiled one, that red dress you wores on such-
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and-such a day, has cost this carpenter his leg : therefore
you must pay damages.” It is not my fault, but the
draper’s,” said the girl, “ when I went in to buy stuff for a
frock he had nothing but that bright red which, perforce,
though it does not suit me, I had to buy.” ‘ Fetch me the
draper,” said Karakash. But when the draper came he
said it was not his fault, because of all the materials he had
ordered, the English manufacturer had only sent the red.
“Son of a dog,” said Karakash. “ You deal with the
heathen ! You shall be hanged from the lintel of your
own door.” But when the soldiers were going to hang him
they found the door of his house was too low, for he was a
tall man. °“Idiots,” said Karakash to his servants, when
they came back to ask him what to do next, “ go quickly
and hang the first short man you can find.”

Marmaduke may have, at this time, wandered beyond
the city, but I can find no evidence that he did and no
trace of such excursions. Certainly, after a short stay, he
took a ship again and arrived at Jaffa. There his mentor
deserted him, leaving him in a comfortable little guest-
house run by Germans, in the heart of the German colony.
Poor Mr. Dowling, who had not dallied with them at Cairo,
carried tales of Marmaduke’s vagaries to the Bishop of
Jerusalem.

The German colony at Jaffa, amongst whom Marmaduke
found himself, was extensive, composed for the most part
of respectable and respected merchants and agriculturalists.
Many of these were Swabian Protestants, from South
Germany, believers in the Second Coming, who had arrived
at Jaffa to wait the arrival of their Saviour, and, whilst
waiting, filled in the time with such occupations as orange
farming, bee-keeping, and small trading. The orange
growing was a very live industry : the little oasis of Jaffa,
only five miles wide, produced at that time over thirty
million oranges annually. The place enchanted him : all
around, as far as eye could see, the grey sands that lay far
off beyond the blossoming orange groves were white-starred
with narcissus (quite possibly the true rose of Sharon), a
little flower which year after year covers the desert’s dusty
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face as with snow, and lasts, not an hour or two, but a
couple of weeks, and then is gone. The scent of the oranges
round the city was so strong that he was sometimes forced
to get up in the night and shut his windows, lest he suffocate,
as some Roman victor, choked in their blossoms’ sweetness.
The fact that in the city the narrow streets were muddy in
winter and dusty in summer, that 5000 people were com-
pressed into hovels, the natural nests of disease, did not
depress him ; nor streets steep and paved in steps, terraced
houses, roofs rising tiered above each other, bare brown and
burning. The sun, against whom the mud houses huddle
together, envious each of the other’s shadow, excused and
exonerated pestilence and famine: so disinfectant its
action, so cheering its aspect. Besides, for Marmaduke,
already a novelist in embryo, the individual was all : the
crowd nothing.

In Egypt, Marmaduke had found the annexation®of
North Africa, begun by the French conquest of Tunis, and
completed by the recent Italian victory over Abyssinia, in
full swing. England, as a result of her excellent and speedy
handling of Arabi’s revolt, had assumed the pr_otcctora&e of
country and Khedive, and the latter now was subject to
the power which had preserved him at Tel el Kebir and
Alexandria, even against the power which had created him
—the Porte—as events were soon to prove.

In Syria, the European Powers had not yet arrived so
far : here Turkey, that ‘living sore of European legiti-
macy,” as Kar]l Marx had described it, was still supreme,
although her efforts to keep up the status quo were about as
effective as trying to maintain the same precise degree of
putridity in the carcass of a dead donkey.

The English, Marmaduke found, were not .as entirely
absurd as they appear when they claim synonymity for the
British Empire and the Kingdom of God. In every case of
conquest, annexation has always been preceded by the
peaceful penetration of missionaries : Bibles have always
been landed before troops, and, as inevitably, followed by
them, when the native converts or their mentors come into
conflict with members of the earlier faith. For the mis-
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sionaries then appeal to their government to protect the
Christian minority, and British ships are dispatched to the
offending shore. The sequel is best told in the words of
Abdulla el Rashid, who to Colonel T. E. Lawrence com-
plained of the British soldiers daily landing at Rabegh :
‘Soon they will stay nights, and then they will live here
always, and take the country.”’ Already, in the ’nineties,
English travellers to the Holy Land echoed the hopes of
Aubrey Herbert and Gertrude Bell, whose diaries are full
of such sighs : ‘I confess I left . . . looking forward to the
time when this country should be controlled and developed
by Great Britain.’

In these far-off days, before that great Day was fully
come, Syria was divided for administrative purposes into
the province of Sham, the vilayets of Aleppo and Beyrouth,
and the Sanjaks of Lebanon (this already under a Christian
governor, and European protectorate) and Jerusalem. But
in nearly every case authority lay lightly on the native
populations. Despotism of the Oriental kind is a form of
State Socialism, its rigours mitigated for the people by the
patriarchal village government and by the liberties secured
to many little corporations. For the first act of all Orientals
is to appoint a sheykh. Even the gangs of workmen doing
forced labour on public works, men more miserable than
prisoners, elect each their foreman, who stands between
them and their taskmaster. The very thieves have their
headman, as Marmaduke found when his purse was stolen ;
he went to the sheykh of the thieves to try and recover it.
Unluckily, the thief had already spent the contents, but
Marmaduke got the purse back; for though individual
thieves are pursued by the police and hated by all honour-
able folk, the thieves’ headman is trusted and respected by
all, including the police.

The Englishman coming to the East and doing a bit of
building who thinks he can be his own foreman, has no
idea with what intense horror such an idea is viewed by
Orientals. His own foreman! Why, the foreman is the
men’s, never the employers’.  How many times have I
been mobpbed in out-of-the-way places, and escaped
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disintegration by the simple question: * Where is your
sheykh ?”” ¢ At once the rabble became orderly and, curious
to say, whatever their tribe or condition, a sheykh was
always present in the twinkling of an eye.’

The civil population of the Turkish Empire was divided
into three classes : freemen, subjects, and allies. The free-
men were all Muslims ; the subjects, Jews and Christians
of the various conquered races ; the allies, certain lawless
Arab tribes, not conquered, but nominally brought into a
loose confederation : and such exiles as the Circassians, or
Jews who fled Russian pogrom and Catholic Inquisition to
find the safe shelter of the Khalif’s rule. Local government
was controlled by three officials, with the mudir, at the
bottom of the scale, in charge of a village, and at the top
the Vali, governing a whole province.

The Turkish method of government shocked the doc-
trinaire English who visited Eastern lands with the ohe
idea that natives of those lands have the same minds and
require the same government as English people. It also
shocked the resident English, who would argue that Arabs
ought to be the same perhaps as Anglican peasants, but are
not : they are a lower race, a generation naturally degraded,
mischievous, and tiresome, who require the treatment one
would give to naughty children. The Turk looked on and
laughed at both these attitudes. He said, of the Arabs:
“ Their minds are altogether different from ours. Praise
be to God—Who made them different.”” He never quar-
relled with the fact of their dissimilitude nor sought to
change it, but remembered it in all his dealings with them.
The natives over whom he ruled were for him folk of his
household whom he had known since childhood, and he
knew the way to make his meaning clear to them. Being
of the same faith he could employ religious language
debarred to us, and even in his tyranny there was a sense of
brotherhood. It was accepted, as all accomplished fact is,
by his fellow Muslims, were they Arab or Albanian.

It was absurd, as Gertrude Bell saw, for foreign printing
presses to issue inflammatory Pan-Arabic leaflets. © There
is no nation of Arabs,’ she truly wrote, and Lawrence
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echoed her with his: °Patriotism, ordinarily of soil or
race, is here warped to a language. Arab Government in
Syria, though buttressed on Arab prejudices, would be as
much imposed as the Turkish Government, or a foreign
protectorate.” Lawrence goes on to say that the very
Akhua itself, the ‘ Arab mother society’ preferred °an
Arabia united by Turkey in miserable subjection, to an
Arabia divided up and slothful under the easier control of
several European powers in spheres of influence.’

After a time, as no message came from Jerusalem, Marma-
duke began to grow restive and, at the end of the second
week, in spite of the kindness of the good Germans, since
there was still no sign of any message, he was really bored.
Then Mr. Hanauer, the English chaplain in Jaffa, hearing
of his plight, came to see him, and changed the whole of
life for him. He took him walks, and, being a famous anti-
quarian and also an enthusiastic botanist, folk-lorist, and
Arabic scholar, taught Marmaduke much about the
country and the people. He rescued him, in fact; and,
moreover, blessed his half-ashamedly admitted desire to get
to know the natives and fraternize with them. Together
they first explored the suburbs, visiting Colbert’s farm
schools, and the gardens of the Alliance Israelite. This
school cultivated some seven hundred acres of market
garden whereon Jewish children were trained, but it was a
somewhat pathetic experiment, for, as fast as the children
gardened, the sand made vain their toil.

The native Jews were mostly descended from refugees
fleeing the Inquisition and other pogroms; they often
retained the speech of their country of origin—thus the
Sephardim always talked an antiquated form of Spanish.
Originally there had been only some forty thousand Jews
in Palestine, but they were increasing -tremendously from
the beginning of the nineteenth century onwards. Marma-
duke talked also to many of the decrepit Russian pilgrims
who landed here on the last lap of their pilgrimage. They
came from all parts of the empire ; creeping, crawling, in
the final stages of disease and decay, for, if one had the
good fortuhe to die in the Holy Land, they told him, at
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the Resurrection one would be carried instanter to Abraham’s
bosom : if one died elsewhere, one could not rise immedi-
ately, but must burrow through the earth until one reached
the neighbourhood of Jerusalem. At a later date he wrote :

‘I carry, and shall carry, to my dying day, .2 certain
picture in my memory ; on the outskirts of Jedda a trowd
of Russian pilgrims was arriving: men, women, and
children who seemed to have had their vitality crushed out
of them, who seemed to have been deprived of earthly
hope, headed by long-haired priests who treated them like
cattle. They might have stood for a procession of the
damned, if it were not for a strange dreamy look in pale
blue eyes which suggested they saw some hope a long way
off. The ancestors of these poor serfs had been free men and
women : the yoke of Czardom had degraded them thus
and chief among the instruments of their enslavement was
the Russian Church. And skipping round them, chaffing
them, caressing them, trying to sell them souvenirs of various
kinds, there were the ¢ persecuted” Christians of the
Turkish Empire, clad in rich colours, with their fezes set at
rakish angles, swaggering along, independent, laugs‘}fing,
full-blown to the point of arrogance. The contrast and the
truth which it revealed were unforgettable.’

It was his first meeting with Russia, his arch-enemy, who
all his life stood for the politics, the superstition, the tyranny
he hated. The British Empire in the East: England as
the leader, the guard and guide of the whole of Asia, this
was the vision Disracli had given him. As a child, he
remembered his mother subscribing towards a tomb for
Gladstone, in the hopes that a sufficiently heavy monument
might keep him underground where he and his cant
belonged, and here he was come face to face with the
Power Gladstone hoped to see enthroned in Constantinople
—Russia—and no doubt in India, Marmaduke reflected
bitterly—since it had already crept to within twenty versts
of our frontier there—(and a verst is less than two-thirds of
an English mile!) without Gladstone or his successors

showing any alarm. .
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As yet, Marmaduke had not come across Islam—a few
Mohammedans he had, indeed, conversed with, but knew
as little about their faith as a Nonconformist holiday-maker
in Rome would have gathered of Catholicism from the ice-
cream vendors. It was only when there came to his Gast-
haus one of the most famous dragomen in Syria—a well-
known joker and a very great character, that he began to
know something of the working of the Syrian mind. This
dragoman, Suleyman, who is the hero of Oriental Encounters,
found Marmaduke as educable as Mr. Hanauer had done.
He helped him to throw off the Englishman, and put on
the Oriental. There are many people who maintain that
no Englishman can ever be mistaken for an Arab, that his
accent, his manner, and the texture and colour of his skin
must inevitably give him away. But that is not always the
case.

T. E. Lawrence, it is true, never entirely lost his original
Jerablus accent, and, as Sir Ronald Storrs admits, ¢ never
could have passed as an Arab with Arabs’ ; but Marmaduke
was, in later life, consulted by the highest Islamic ecclesiasti-
cal authorities on points of Qu’aranic spelling. As he wrote
to his agent, ‘ my knowledge of Arabic is better than that of
most of the Muslim Ulema. I have even been asked to
issue fetwas (or decisions) on what are considered moot
points of Qu’aranic teaching and could, if I had wished,
have been acknowledged leader of the Qu’aranic or reform-
ing movement. Among Muslims, indeed, I find that I am
so regarded in my despite.’

This was, of course, many years later : but his Arabic
continually improved, for he never stopped working at it :
ceaselessly reading and perfecting his grammar and pro-
nunciation and losing no opportunity of speaking. As for
appearance, though his skin was fair, he was small, as town
Arabs often are, and had the merry, very dark brown eyes
that are not unusual among the Arab aristocracy. The
Arabs did not necessarily think him an Arab—they generally
mistook him for a Turk, or perhaps a Persian : but once he
had really soaked himself in the languages and the life of
Palestine, few Orientals suspected him of being a European.
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At Jedda, in the spring of 1894, however, he was as yet
far from such metamorphosis. With Suleyman, who hired
horses for them both, he now began to wander farther
afield—beyond the reach of a day’s walking, which had
hitherto been the limit of his explorations. With Hanauer
he had learnt the theory, as it were, of Syriac life anid legend :
now with Suleyman he practised it. Every morning, at
dawn, before the inmates of the little Gasthaus were awake,
they would set off, on horseback ; the dragoman, a saffron
sash round his waist, a scarlet dust cloak streaming from his
shoulders, a white-frilled shirt of lawn showing above a
vest of fawn-coloured velvet, soft skeepskin boots, and a
snowy turban twisted round his tarbush, leading the way
on a superb stallion, that in very joy of life jumped and
danced and curveted unceasingly. Marmaduke, for whom
had been found a decent and serviceable cob, followed
soberly. '

One April day, there, as here, half storm, half sunshine
(they say in Syria that on such a day the sheykh of the
Haradin gives his daughter in marriage), they rode across
the country along the edge of the sea marshes to |Nebi
Rubin—Reuben’s tomb, where a great annual pilgrimage
had gathered.

It does not matter that the Prophet of Islam forbade
men to worship at his tomb, or at any other : monotheism
is, in April, too hard a creed for any man, and the
Syrian, as much as the Sicilian, longs then to ‘go on
pilgrimages.” There is, in that annual urge, a consecration
of the eternal restlessness, in statii vig, of man. Whether we
own one God or many, or none at all, after the long
winter sleep and stagnation we must stretch our minds
and souls no less than our limbs: must convert the
stagnant ablative that follows the question ubi, where are
we? into the sharp accusative that answers quo, where
shall we go? We are indeed blesséd if we can travel, as
Suleyman and Marmaduke did, across the flowering plains
around Gaza, without compulsion of return. No journey,
unless undertaken as part of one’s job, should have a
specified moment of ending. For, seen framed in their
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context of what-we-saw-yesterday, and where-we-are-due-
to-morrow, places assume false values.

Each new mountain or village or monument should be
judged objectively, sub specie aeternitatis, not as site or view or
quaint custom, not at all, relatively to the traveller, who
must subrnit himself wholly at each halt, be so persuaded
and dominated by each place that he will stay as long as it
requires, go on only when he is bidden. Thus alone can he
learn, not what Jerusalem, or Cairo, or the yellow primrose
were to him, but what they are. And Marmaduke could not
only ride when and where he pleased, his own master, but
he also was free from the daily clutter that besets all our
travelling. The Mediterranean lay between him and such
banalities as, have I packed my tails? shall I need my
brogues ?

Doctors declare all illness is due to faulty elimination :
surely and unquestionably all failure is. If only we could
slough our memories every spring, sulphur and brimstone
and scrub out our hearts, rinsing off even one winter’s caked
and layered accumulations, Easter would be Resurrection
for every one of us indeed.

As they cantered gaily along wadis fringed with oleander,
gay with every sort of anemone, Suleyman told his pupil
that this was the first moment such a ride was possible :
earlier they would probably have found flood and torrent
everywhere, legacies of the ¢ borrowed ones ’—el Mustak-
razat. These are the last two days of Shubat, or February,
and the first three of Adar, or March : they are borrowed
in order that February may kill off the old men and make
the old women break up the wood of their spindles for
firewood before March tulips signal spring.

Marmaduke found a most delightful company gathered
for the pilgrimage, only too pleased to find him a willing,
if as yet inaccurate, listener. And the handsome dragoman
had the art of collecting a crowd : his voice ©attracted
people like a drum ; and the matter of his talk had power
to hold them. It was a weighty voice, of studied modula-
tions, which promised wisdom on the brink of laughter.’
On this accasion he, too, was content to question: to
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account for this group and that, to persuade one man, then
another, to explain to Marmaduke the reason of their voyage.

Talk was at first of the state of the road ; and the four
sorts of Syrian road, each of which was to be found in
those neighbourhoods, were passed under review : Balat, or
roads of paving stones, which were unanimously condemned
as the worst of all : hard, shapeless limestone slabs and
sheet-rocks, set at almost every angle, flat, rounded, pointed,
or inclined, they could be white or ochre or pink ; the
second sort, watercourses, with worn channels, were safer,
but a horse might catch its feet and trip and fall on the
uneven stones, and when dry, the shining, slippery surface
was as polished as glass. Then the chalk paths, burnt by
the sun into molten streams, white as tumbling water, were
discussed : these, though wearying to the eyes and hot
cinders to feet, were dubbed good foothold ; lastly, the
tracks of sandstone and basalt were unanimously acclaimed
best for both man and beast.

The ways to Nebi Rubin were good, and around the
mosque itself, standing up nobly on the desolate shore of
the big marshes, booths had been set, and, as at a fair,
sherbet- and coffee-sellers, and vendors of fried cakes and
biscuits, sweetmeats and fruits, cried their wares. For the
rest of the year the mosque would serve only a few peasants :
now the approaches to it were crowded, and with rich men
as well as poor, with merchants as well as countrymen.
Everybody talked to everybody : with inequality they had
a true fraternity. For the first time in his life Marmaduke
saw a happy crowd, not grumbling and grousing, not riling
nor reviling those above or below, but free from such worries
as rent or wages, entirely content to live from day to day,
and to make the best of such holiday circumstances. The
Arab, discovering impermanence to be the only virtue
of existence, immobilizes the present by the intensity of
his enjoyment, fixes, as a moving-picture camera, each
enchanted moment on his mind’s film.

The tiny village, when they reached it, was merry with
thousands of chanting pilgrims : the sandhills were covered
with tents : on the small harbour fishing boats were being
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unladen, silvered with freshly caught fish to feed the multi-
tude. It was an intensely hot day, and Marmaduke sat
with Suleyman in the shadow of some rocks. The latter
explained they came from Jaffa, and the fellahin around
murmured, politely : ““ Ah, alovelyspot.” * Cadi Abdallah
el Mustakin, he was of Jaffa: a very wise man, may he
rest in peace,” said one, and *“ There are many of his de-
scendants still in the city,” added another.  For what was
he so remarkable ? > Marmaduke ventured to ask. ‘He
lived under El Mansur,”! was the reply, “ and his strict
impartiality won him the name of the Honest One.”

“ How came he by such an honourable title ? > * Once,”
said an old sheykh (sheykh, Marmaduke learnt then,
literally means ¢ grey-haired,” and is a title of respect only
when followed by a proper name), “as he was leaving
his house early, he met a poor woman weeping bitterly,
accompanied by a small boy, who was driving a donkey.
On being asked what made her weep, she burst out, ‘I am
a widow, and, as my husband lay dying, he made me swear
always to keep this piece of land we live by, and to teach my
son to till it and get his children’s food from it in his turn,
as his forefathers have done for generations. But the Khalif,
who is building a new palace near here, required my small
field to round off his garden, and, after he had three times
offered me a fair price for it, and I had thrice refused,
he caused us to be driven thence by his slaves, and seized it
for himself, leaving us with nothing but each other and this
donkey and this empty sack that is upon it ; and none may
now help us, for none is greater than the Khalifa.’

“ ¢ Lend me your ass, and the empty sack,’ said the Cadi,
¢ and remain here in my house for a few hours : I have the
honour of the Khalif’s acquaintance, and will do what I
can for you’ The widow agreed, and the Cadi went on
until he came to the widow’s field and found standing in it,
giving orders to his architects, the Commander of the
Faithful. After due salaams the Cadi asked for a private
audience immediately, and the ruler of El Islamiyeh, who
had a great respect for the righteous judge, accorded it.

° 1 In our sixteenth century.
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In vain, however, did the Cadi plead for the widow :
nothing would move the Khalif. The Cadi finally said,
¢ Grant me, then, one small favour : that I may fill this
one empty sack with earth from the widow’s land.” *Ten
sackfuls if you will,” laughed the ruler, ‘ but I fail to see that
it can help your client or yourself.’ :

“ The Cadi made no reply, but loosened some earth and
diligently shovelled it into the sack. Having filled it, he said,
‘ One more small request : be so good as to help me lift
this sack on to the donkey. By all we hold sacred, I adjure
you to help me yourself : the sack would lose all its virtues
if other hands touched it, and you yourself would be
immeasurably the loser.” ¢ Very well,” the ruler good-
naturedly agreed, and seized the bag. But he found it was
far too heavy : he could not even move it. °In that case,’
said the Cadi seriously, ‘ how will you, who cannot bear
the weight of that sackful of earth that you are willing to
restore to its rightful owners, support at the judgment day
the whole weight of this land which you have stolen from
the fatherless and the widow ?’ The Khalif, stricken with
contrition, gave the widow back her land, and to compensate
her for the misery he had caused, remitted for ever all
dues and taxes on it.

“ Such a man was Abdallah el Mustakin, and such were
his judgments.” ‘ Would he were alive to-day,” said
another, ‘ now that our lands are molested by two ruffians
who fear neither God nor man, who take what they will
from all, and who have no fear of Turkish power.” ‘ Rih
and Rihan are but miserable outcast Bedawi,” grumbled
a young man, ““ whose own sheykh cast them out, and since
their own Hamadan will not have them, we must submit to
their incursions as best we may.” ‘ Since they stole the
saddle of the tax farmer, surely they have left the poor
in peace?” queried another. ‘How did they that?”
inquired Suleyman, winking at Marmaduke as though to
say, Of course I know the answer, but let us hear it. ““The
saddle of the tithe farmer,” explained the first speaker,
“1s interposed between the fattest region of his person and
the horse’s back.”
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“ One day,” the second speaker took him up, ““as Rih
and Rihan were out in search of exploits, they met a man on
horseback, armed to the teeth with every kind of weapon
that could by any means be stuck or slung about his person,
seated upon this monstrous saddle, which hung about with
coins and jewels could in the sunlight be seen afar. He was
attended by a troop of Turkish soldiers ; but these, being
ill mounted, were a mile behind when Rih and Rihan
accosted him, inquiring in a friendly way how much the
saddle cost, who made it, and why he was condemned
to ride on such a cumbrous thing. For all reply, the
horseman called them sons of dogs, and bade them haste
away or they would get a beating from his armed attendants.

“ Such language from a townsman being insupportable,
Rih and Rihan seized the boaster, one on either hand,
moving him clear out of the saddle to the ground. Rihan
leapt down and sat upon him, while Rih removed the
gorgeous object from his horse’s back. Then they reset
him on his naked steed, and were themselves remounting
when the soldiers, summoned by the great one’s cries, came
within range. Then, for a moment, there was fear from
bullets, and the cousins crouched along behind their horses’
creeks : but soon their thoroughbreds had borne them out
of danger, and up before Rihan was set the saddle of the
tax-farmer.”

“ Yes, and it was for that shameless deed they were dis-
graced by the chief of their nation, for the townsman had a
safe conduct.” ‘° And moreover, they lied when the sheykh
asked them where was the saddle, and that he cannot
forgive.” “ They grow daily more bold,” mourned another,
hitherto silent ; ‘ they have to-day cut off the road between
Jaffa and Gaza, hoping to take much grain from pilgrims.”
“ Over there, in Yebna,” pointed another, “dwells the
wife of Rih, daughter to a poor fellah.” * That would be
the way to take him, if the caimmacams but cared.”

“ Justice is then slow here, and unsure ? > queried Mar-
maduke. “ Nay,” said Suleyman, quickly, it is not that,
only our Government leaves us in peace, except on great
occasions, when the public weal or the honour of our faith
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is threatened. We are not like you Franks, who will not
eat your dinner contented unless your Government has
given you permission for every mouthful : Franks require a
tezerah! before they relieve nature,” he added, whilst
approving nods greeted his remarks. A pettifogging
Government that demands, scheduled and on a form, the
very privacies of life, is utterly alien to the Oriental mind.
Even Mrs. Burton, whose dislike of the Turkish Empire
was only equalled by her desire that we should annex
Syria, stated that ¢ the districts with the maximum of home
rule and the minimum of interference by the authorities
are peaceful and prosperous.’

The countryfolk, for the most part, minded little such
rogues as these two gangsters, who although they required
food and grazing for their horses and help in hiding from
the shadirmas of the village where they pitched their tent,
yet generally attacked not the poor, but the rich. T he
soap and oil merchants of Lydda, Jaffa, and Gaza, and the
Christian usurers who lent seed and claimed the harvest as
interest, travelling through the hill-side villages on mules,
their purses so laden that the gold clanked, and it were a
sin not to relieve them of such noisy and onerous a load ;
these were their customary victims.

As Marmaduke and his companions talked, the sun set
and night fell with the suddenness of ‘tragedy, for where
there is no twilight, evening is a daily reminder of death’s
certainty. Suddenly neglecting their guest, all the company
stood, stooped and rose again in prayer.

That night, when the crickets in the stubble were silent,
and over all the country from hill to hill the jackals called
to each other, Rih and Rihan shot the son of the Cadi of
Gaza, and though every man of Yebna heard the shot, and
many moaned all night in terror of the ruffians, none dared
be near the place till day dawned. And then, although
they buried the young man with all honour and wailing of
believers, the murderers were not called to account, for
Yebna lies half-way between Jaffa and Gaza, so who was
to say which caimmacam was responsible ?

1 Permit.
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It was Marmaduke’s first encounter with desert Arabs, for
whom livelihood by any means except battle was still
impossible, for no self-respecting Bedouin could be either
farmer or tradesman. The cleavage between the town-
dwellers, who were peaceful and °lacking the fibre which
responds to valiant deeds,’ the farmers who lived in the
rich valleys between the Lebanon and the sea, and the
dwellers in the deserts behind the Jebel Hauran who were
still subject to nothing except the most primitive tribal
discipline, was complete. It is of these last T. E. Lawrence
was to write : ¢ Since swords have passed out of fashion,
life was grown too complicated for this childlike people.’
Already the opening up of Syria to foreign emigrants was
crowding out such types as Rih and Rihan, who were as
unamenable as our gipsies to education or improvement, as
we know it.

It was amongst such folk as Rih and Rihan’s chief, the
Sheykh Hamadan, that Marmaduke first heard talk of what
would happen on the downfall of the Turks. The older
men looked to Egypt, remembering the conquests of
Mehemet Ali, and the gospel of an Arab empire under the
Lord of Egypt which Ibrahim Pasha preached in Palestine
and Syria. That gospel, he gathered, was still being
preached in secret by missionaries sent from Egypt. Of
such talk he wrote : ‘It astonished me, at that early age
when I had faith in all things English, to hear those Arabs
ascribe the recent material prosperity of Egypt not to
England, but to the action of Mehemet Ali. The English
in their projects figured as a tool, and the British occupation
was an incident which could be used to their advantage, a
step towards the Arab Empire which they had in view. I
gathered then, and subsequently, that the sherif of Mecca
was to be the spiritual head of the reconstituted realm of
El Islam, the Khedive of Egypt the temporal head.’

These views, which later became of such tremendous
importance, he hardly then took seriously : seriously
enough, however, to remember them twenty years after,
when he heartily disapproved the plan adopted by the
British and $o passionately advertised by Colonel Lawrence
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—of transferring the Khaliphate to Mecca and founding an
Arab empire. This Pan-Arab scheme frightened him con-
siderably. As an Englishman, it seemed to him fantastically
unsound : to allow the spiritual power of Islam to be
removed from a progressive Muslim country close to
Europe to a Muslim country the reverse of civilized seemed
folly : Egypt, strongly disaffected as soon as Lord Cromer’s
iron hand was removed, was the home of a race ¢ whose
mentality,” he declared, ‘is so different from us that it is
impossible for them to understand us perfectly’ : and he
added : ¢ Personally, I should incline to back an Arab
Khaliphate against the British Government in a struggle
lasting over fifty years.’

Sitting in the coffee shop of Ramleh, after the killing of
the Cadi’s son, Suleyman and Marmaduke heard the
murder discussed, as also many other deeds of blood, and
gradually, as he rode about the country—they went out,
day after day, from dawn till dark—he became accustomed
to seeing men dead and learnt to look as calmly and com-
passionately on a corpse as on a living fellow-creature. He
began now to subtract from human life its Occidental, and
credit it only with its Oriental value. By our intensifying of
life for life’s sake we have lengthened and stretched it in all
directions, but we have lost in depth and vividness what we
have gained in measurement.

Of our charity we patch up war victims so they may live
in agony to die some eighteen years after the Armistice, of
wounds received in action : we commute to penal servitude
the more passionate or clever of our criminals ; but in our
terror of death—which we regard as the greatest of all
evils, postponing it with every possible excuse and thinking
all else endurable so long as God lends life—we lose what
dignity and what delight life may have. For it is from
death’s certainty, and by fixing our imagination on skull
and tomb, that we can best teach ourselves the value of
every instant.

The Arab finds his happiness simply and continuously :
green trees, sweet waters, and a kind face, as his own
proverb says, are sufficient to banish care, andethere is no
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sorrow which may not be eased by grass growing, water
flowing, and the beauty of women. Dying is for them a
question merely of chronology, and since ‘ the fate of each
is tied about his neck and no one laden may bear another’s
load —as is written in the Qu’aran—the respect for
individual liberty is carried to what may seem to us to be
extremes of laissez-faire.

For example, once, when Marmaduke was riding with
Suleyman, on the seashore, a sudden storm got up : the
wind, tearing through the sharp dune-grass, beat itself on
to the churning sea, and both men, closely followed by
their muleteer, galloped madly for shelter to a village on
the nearest headland. This proved to be a stronghold of
Circassian settlers who had fled from the Caucasus, to
escape the yoke of the accursed Muscovite, and proclaimed
themselves not subjects of the Turkish Government, but
allies. There the three drenched riders were entertained by
an old man. This old exile, when he heard Marmaduke
was English, was very thrilled, and explained to them the
secret of British influence in the East.

“ An Englishman is good, any Englishman is good, and
his word is sure. I remember the defence of Kars. My
son, here, does not remember it ; he thinks, when I tell
him, that my mind wanders. But that day (during Shamil’s
revolt, in the Crimean War—an insurrection which we first
encouraged, and then, conveniently, forgot) three English-
men behaved like warrior angels, they fought like devils.
And while they fought for us their Government betrayed
our country. With you,” the old man went on, * personal
honour is everything : you will never, any one of you, lie
or cheat. But your national honour is not : you may say
one day one thing, and the contrary on the morrow. With
us it is different. An individual may sometimes, occasionally
cheat ; but if a tribe or community or a country pledges its
word in solemn conclave, you may trust that word for
ever.”

He set food before them : a bowl of eggs cooked in clari-
fied butter, sour milk, Arab bread, and fragrant coffee,
apologizing the while for the meagreness of the fare. Next
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day he sped them on their way with ‘ zad *—food for the
road—in the shape of two roast chickens. Yet hardly had
they regained the shore when they found a group of Turkish
soldiers surrounding a dying Englishman and his dead
servant. These men, the soldiers told them, had been
murdered by those same Circassians by whom they-them-
selves had been so hospitably entertained—indeed, it was
their host himself who had killed the camel-driver and
wounded Marmaduke’s young fellow-countryman : the
latter had been taking a large company down to Lydia with
the idea of setting up a business there.

As Marmaduke and Suleyman rode on to fetch a doctor,
the dragoman made the following remarks on what they
had lately seen : “ It is like this, my friend, each man must
see with his own eyes and not with another’s ! Whosoever
sees, as the Qu’aran says, sees to his own profit : Whoso is
blind, is blinded to his own hurt. People are as one finds
them, good or bad ; good to their friends, bad to their
enemies. They change with each man’s vision, yet remain
the same.” |

Gradually they visited in turn all the three zones into
which is divided the land that lies between the sea and the
violet, snow-covered heights of the ‘ Mountain’ and its
satellites. The sea-board strip, or Sahil, on which the
coastal towns from Tyre to Tripoli are built, is now flat,
now broken : a piece of land in some places very wide in
others narrowed down to a few miles. In pre-classical and
classical times densely inhabited, it is now a happy hunting-
ground for all digging and deciphering folk. In spring corn-
fields stretch as far as eye can reach, stained with patches
of scarlet tulips, and broken by sudden crops of mud huts,
some round-topped, which are villagers’ houses, others
conical, serving as granaries and store-houses. In their
midst rise generally one or two date-palms, crowned each
with plumes of fountain-spreading leaves and clustering
swarms of reddish ripening fruit.

The streets are narrow lanes winding between low mud
walls, enclosing small courtyards. Each hut has two open-
ings, a low door, and a hole from which the smdke escapes.
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Generally, they found the inhabitants squatting in street or
court, and hardly troubling themselves to move out of the
way of the horses’ hoofs. In the summer, all this land is
desert, only the thistles, blue and yellow, survive the
drought, and the white mosque of Ramleh shines like a
mirage. Farther north, at Gaza, the fight with the sand is
continual—every fruit tree has to be dug out, swept out,
whilst the wind that sweeps the orchards and houses buries
them daily afresh.

Dark, slim, hand-woven dresses, with a single bright
stripe, white with blue, yellow with red, red with blue, with
long, tight sleeves, a square waist-cloth and a long white
head veil were worn by the women of these parts: by the
men, a loose grey or brown coat, the abayeh, and under it
the long striped kumbaz, or shirt.

After the Sahil, the Wusut, or middle region, might seem
entpty, so thinly planted are the mud huts, but it is even
more extensively cultivated and fertile. Vast olive groves,
English-willow coloured, that in this strident landscape are
as effective as grey nuns in the pageantry of a medieval
court, tapestry the gentle slopes, affording dappled shade to
horse and rider. The olive tree is sacred in Syria, for when
Muhammed—God bless and keep him—died, all the trees
shed their leaves, as in winter, for grief ; but the olive did
not, and when taxed with lack of sorrow, bade Gabriel
cleave it with his axe : its whole heart was found to be in
mourning, black for the prophet’s loss. The kharrub grows
here, too, but is a tree of which to be careful, for, together
with the fig, the sycamore, and the caper-bush, it is used as
a perch by various kinds of demon.

The villages are often enclosed with hedges of nubk or
lote-tree, for is it not common knowledge that Paradise
itself is so walled? And the little shrivelled apples set
among the thorns are much prized as a delicacy. Above
the villages there is often on the top of the nearest steep
hill a sacred grove, sometimes of this tree, sometimes of
tamarisk, which, when the wind blows through it, soughs
the name of Allah. If the trees are more than forty years
old they are often visited by saints whose spirits come and
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sit in them, especially every Thursday, which is a weekly
Muslim all-souls’ day.

The high land, the Jurd, beginning at about four thousand
feet, was the most exciting country of all, Marmaduke
thought. Here, long-eared hares, with pale ash coats, ran
across their path, and they saw plenty of foxes, a few lynxes,
and hyenas (although luckily they escaped the sad fate of
many travellers, against whose legs, of an evening, a hyena
has rubbed itself; they are then bewitched, and must
follow where the hyena leads, crying after it, * Wait for me,
Oh, my dear, oh, my uncle,” until, arrived at its den, they
are eaten). Black and white duck rose out of the wadis,
and when the travellers had climbed up into the woods of
Syndyan oak, terebinth, and kaykab (maple), wild boar
were to be met.

Marmaduke loved going out after them, and was content
to pursue them all day long, but failed always at the ¢nd
either to catch or kill—an unsporting attitude to the chase
which was deplored by Suleyman, who was horrified at
his lack of zeal. Once for a whole day amongst the rocks of
En-Gadi he chased a solitary partridge, and here in' the
hills was willing to endure any amount of real discomfort,
such as frost-bite, only to neglect to fire when his chance
came, because dawn, too, was come, and in the face of the
sun’s rising he could only stand and stare and praise : * Eum,
qui omnem hanc pulchritudinem regit et tuetur””* He says of
himself, ‘it was lurking in wild places at unusual hours
which pleased me, not matching my strength against the
might of beasts.’

The air itself was heady—the pure ‘ yailak * to which the
natives drove their flocks up into the highlands from their
¢ kishlak ’ or winter quarters. When Suleyman stopped for
prayer, lizards would run out of their holes in the hot rocks ;
with red and green coats they had bright blue heads that
bobbed up and down as though in mockery of his devotions.
Often he and Marmaduke would eat their lunch under an
overhanging mass of gishar—the wild white honeysuckle—

1 ‘Him who is Ruler and Guardian of all this beauty, Cicero: De
Senectute,
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or under red mistletoe that hung in huge-acorned oaks, or
under the Sinauber pines, light as larches but evergreen.

For breakfast they would stop and eat leben (curds) and
Arab bread, and in the evening, if too far out from Jaffa
to get back, would put up at the village guest-house. If
it was feast day, or they were feeling rich, they would have
sheep roasted and stuffed with olives and nuts, or pigeons
fried with oily rice, but more often just a mess of lentils or a
stuffed vegetable marrow, followed by héalewéh—cakes of
sesame and honey, or dibs—grape syrup and molasses, or
baklaweh—a kind of fine pastry powdered with sugar.
Coffee followed and a narghileh; then to sleep on the
mattresses laid in rows in the long upstairs room, with a
glimpse of stars seen through the lattice and the night air
as cold to breathe as a drink of ice-water.

Marmaduke found in this life and in the Arab dress he
wore as much release as T. E. Lawrence was to find twenty
years later. But Lawrence always felt he had become a
Yahoo, had ¢ bartered his soul to a brute master ’ and ‘ quit
him of his English self,” wholly destroying the West in him,
whilst averring he ‘ could not sincerely take on the Arab
skin : it was an affectation only. Easily was man made
an infidel, but hardly might he be converted to another
faith.’

Marmaduke felt no such tearing ; no such division. He
had no axe to grind ; nor knowledge of that grinding to
destroy all his assurance, as, on his own testimony, it had
destroyed Lawrence’s. He never felt with Lawrence ‘as
for honour, had I not lost that a year ago when I assured
the Arabs that England kept her plighted word.’ His
release was complete : the content of one, born in a foreign
country, who, when he reaches home, finds that by some
trick of race memory he has recognized the place.

Mr. E. M. Forster wrote of him in Abinger Harvest : ¢ He
appears to be one of those rare writers who only feel at
home when they are abroad. As a pose, such an attitude is
common, and can easily be detected by the scorn with which
the poser always treats tourists, Oriental Christians, and
Levantinessgenerally : they are on his nerves, because they



54 LOYAL ENEMY

remind him of the civilization to which he really belongs.
Unadulterated Islam alone will suit him, and he returns to
Paris or London to say so. Mr. Pickthall is much too serious
to be scornful : though Islam is indeed his spiritual home,
his most charming novel is about an Oriental Christian and
his most ambitious novel about a Muslim of the bad type :
a cruel and treacherous swaggerer. He does not senti-
mentalize about the East, he is a part of it, and only
incidentally does his passionate love shine out.”

Plato’s legend of the creation of man and woman as an
entirety, split by Zeus into two, and thereafter condemned
ceaselessly to search for the missing half, which is found in
only one of every several thousand copulations, is not less
true when applied to man and milieu. Very rarely—almost
as rarely as he makes a perfect marriage—does a man find
himself in the century, the place, and amongst the people
where he is at home. Often, even were he so to find hinself,
he would not recognize nor realize the place ; alien habits
of thought, constantly superimposed by education, environ-
ment, and convention on his original make-up, strange
modes of dress, of speech, and of life, have so warped him
that he is become nor flesh nor fowl nor good red herring.

Not so Marmaduke. From the first moment, when still
little more than a boy, he woke up and found himselfin the
Near East, he knew himself come home. At first he thought
it was Syria and the Arabs that were his long-lost, new-found
country and people. But as he grew older he realized it
was not perfumed Arabia

¢ where the princes ride at noon’

that had ensnared him, nor any glamour of Eastern magic or
Turkish delight—meretricious, glutinous joys invented by
steamship companies, and ‘the mysterious power called
Kak.” This is the faked East of which Mr. Forster writes so
bitterly as being an invention of the ‘ dahabiyeh school * :
¢ it is often sumptuous and skilful, but it exists to be the
background of some European adultery. This faking began
long ago, Cleopatra was the original excuse, and the
Emperor Augustus (wishing to keep the Egyptiah corn trade
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in his own hands), pretended that the country would corrupt
his pure-hearted Romans, and forbade them to land without
a permit. It is a long cry from Virgil to Mr. Hichens, but
the germs of the exotic fallacy may be found in the eighth
book of the Aeneid. Adultery in the East is no more univer-
sal than the mummies with which the writers of the dahabiyeh
school entwine it. Cancel it off against sin in England and
pass on.’

Marmaduke’s taste for this synthetic Orient passed.  He
was very fond of dressing up, but outgrew it,” as one friend
of his wrote. He came to realize that ‘ notions of the
country > bought for friends and people in England °lose
significance when taken out of their setting,” so, too, he
learnt that living in Arab garb’ a la Lawrence was to
disguise oneself only, not to change. Play-acting em-
phasized separateness, as Lawrence knew and complained
when he found ° the corroding sense of my accessory deceit-
fulness towards the Arabs’ and the ‘mental tug-of-war
between honesty and loyalty ’ settling down °expediently
into deadlock.” Change is a chemical process, which can
take place only under the influence of strong positive
emotion : love only can ‘ find out the way,” and by the will
to identify produce the necessary identification.

Marmaduke, when he found the real East, discovered
what he had really found was the great brotherhood of
Islam : a fraternity that has bound innumerable classes
and many nations in a unity so strong that hostile armies,
foreign conquest, and the whole efforts of all the capitalist
Christian nations have not shattered it. And in that unity,
which is without comparison, for it has gathered together in
complete agreement and complete equality black and white
and brown and yellow races, and created a solidarity of
peoples which has survived the political break-up of the
Muslim world, he found himself accepted, caught up.

All the peoples and tribes he wandered amongst, Lawrence
said : “ Lay open to us through the master key, Arabic ” ;
but with greater insight, Gertrude Bell wrote : ‘Islam is
the bond that unites the western and central parts of the
continent, as it is the electric current by which the trans-
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mission of sentiment is effected, and its potency is increased
by the fact that there is little or no sense of territorial
nationality to counterbalance it.’

Marmaduke was accepted by Muslims as the young
Dane, Knud Holmboe, was to be later, because he himself
accepted the two only essentials of their faith : belief in
God’s sovereignty, and in conduct as the only test of faith.
No wonder he grew out of ¢ dressing-up ’ : for what he hated
most in Europe was this instinct to escape into play-acting :
the dressing-up in a different speech to persons of a different
class : at different times of day : the continual refusal to
face the facts either of life or of death simply, without
affectation or pose.

For twenty years after his first journey East he remained
a Christian : but he had already found, as Holmboe did
later, that Muslims are, as their Prophet said, ““ as a wall,
one part supporting another. Muslims are all one body.”
And he was not to be completely content until he was a
stone in that wall, an integral part of the masonry. Other
men have had more of that touch of Chanticleer which
Mr. E. M. Forster so rightly considers necessary to a true
understanding of the East, and which Wilfred Blunt so
completely typified. But no one has ever more wholly
fulfilled Mr. Forster’s other essential : ‘it is desirable to be
young. Only in youth, or through memories of youth, only
in the joyous light of the morning, can the lines of the
Oriental landscape be seen.’

Marmaduke at nineteen was what the French call
‘avrileux’ : he was a perfect mixture of fool and philosopher
—sometimes an ass, but always a Golden, Apuleian ass.
And he was young as though no one had ever been young
before—as though he were fresh out of Eden, archetypical
of all youth, enjoying life as though no one had ever enjoyed
it before. There was a continual naiveté about him which
he kept to his life’s end ; and at nineteen he was always
surprised and nearly always delighted.

Adventures he had in plenty ; but in the strangeness of
this new life each day was itself the best adventure. The
danger from marauding Bedouins ; the everlasting flies and



LOYAL ENEMY 57

filth and other such trivial discomforts provided the necessary
hardships, which are so essential, for without them can be
no pretence of pilgrimage, and for lack of such make-believe
a journey becomes merely a getting from one place to
another. To the traveller hardships are the magic which,
by some divine sleight of hand, transform and enchant even
the most ordinary happenings.

To obtain the necessary handmaiden miseries, men will
spend winters alone in ice huts, nauseating pemmican, or
summers blown in Gobi sandstorms, or exposed, toes
dropping off, ripe fig-like, on the slopes of Everest, and
will show only annoyance when their strange antics are
interrupted, their self-sought martyrdoms disturbed. Any
objective—a saint cave-hidden in the perpendicular cliff
face of Mount Kailas, a mythical colonel in a Brazilian
jungle—is applauded excuse for adventure, whereas really
cothfortable travel cruises on super ships, blue trains, pullman
aeroplanes, Rolls-Royce excursions, and de luxe hotels, are
despised and ridiculed. Nor is this only the compensatory
attitude of the have-nots—the tailless do not jeer loudest.
Though Marmaduke had not yet acquired the wonder and
worship that drives men of all ages across every continent
to kneel beside an empty tomb, he was goaded already
as by a spur, to go, it mattered not yet where ; and as he
moved he discovered around him obstacles to overcome.

¢ How many miles to Babylon ?
Three-score miles and ten.
Can I get there by candle-light ?
Yes and back again.’

Suleyman introduced Marmaduke to the only Europeans
who had ‘gone native’—the Baldenspergers, a French
Alsatian family, with whom Marmaduke was to make life-
long friends. They were the pioneers of scientific bee-
keeping in Palestine, and Marmaduke travelled with them
reviewing their innumerable hives all over the country.
They parked these, in the orange groves of Jaffa, in the
mountains south of Hebron, by Askalon and Edron, and
from time to time moved them on camel-back to new fields
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and flowers: from gardens to mountain meadows, thus
securing several crops of honey in the year.

The three brothers, Emil, Samuel, and Henri, were young
men after Marmaduke’s own heart. They told him how the
Government had, for a long time, ignored their activities :
then rumour spread that their industry was ‘extremely
profitable, whereupon a special tax was imposed, a very
high one. The Baldenspergers refused to pay it, but said
the Government might remove the hives if they wished.
Soldiers came, but the owners had taken the precaution of
lifting out the bottom of each hive, so out flew the angry
bees and away the soldiers, thereafter leaving owners and
hives in peace. In the days when the young Baldenspergers
grew up there was no European life in Palestine, so the
young boys had lived in close association with Oriental
Arabs, and in an Oriental atmosphere, and in closer associa-
tion with Arabs than could any European of the present day.

Then one day Suleyman came sadly to announce the
tourist season had come and he must quit holiday-making
and go forthwith to Jerusalem to ply his trade as dragoman
in earnest. Marmaduke decided it was the momerlt to
present his introductions. To the walls of the Holy City they
rode, and there Marmaduke, memory hot upon him,
dismounted and walked into the town. (Years after, when
Allenby was about to enter Jerusalem in triumph, his sister
got special leave from the war office to wire her brother and
ask him to enter on foot. And Marmaduke at that same time
begged Lady Valda Machell to do what she could to prevent
Allenby wounding Arab susceptibilities by riding where
Another had walked. Allenby took their advice, though
Sir Mark Sykes telegraphed back suspiciously to discover
from whom it came.)

To Bishop Blythe, who had been expecting a Harrow
schoolboy, Marmaduke, dressed in Arab clothes and cheer-
fully chatting in Arabic to the Palace servants, came as
rather a shock. The boy found himself once more in the
old reproving atmosphere, beset with social conventions
as to ‘done ’ and ‘ not done,” which were the only criteria
of conduct and taste. In the good Bishop’s circle he found
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the only subject of conversation was religion : what scandal,
news, gossip, and politics provided in Europe was catered for
in Jerusalem solely by the various sectarian views of the Deity.

In spite of the kindness of the various English people to
whom he had invitations, he found this life, confined within
the city walls and to the society of missionaries, terribly tame.
And he was shocked by the narrowness of Christianity.
It was true that when the Crusaders took the Holy City the
streets had run so deep in Muslim blood that their horses
waded up above their fetlocks (as Suleyman said, *“ That was
a glorious massicration ”’), but towards each other, surely,
and in the nineteenth century, Anglicans, Catholics, and
Orthodox might feel more benevolent ?

He remembered continually the Emperor Julian, who
invited representatives of all the leading Christian sects to
wait upon him and endeavour to convert him, not, however,
méntioning to the spokesman of any one sect which was
individual that the invitation had been extended to any
other than himself. The Emperor was purposely late for his
appointment, and the various divines found themselves in
each other’s unwelcome company. At last, when they had
come to actual blows on the finer points of the filiogue clause,
and blood was beginning to flow, Julian stepped into sight on
the balcony from which, unobserved, he had been spectator
of the whole scene. In a voice that could be heard above the
din, he remarked to his entourage: ‘ See how these
Christians love one another.”

The pettiness of sectarian snobbishness, which restricted
the Bishop’s visiting list to the European missions, and even
whittled it down to the various Protestant communions,
first bored and then shocked Marmaduke. Surely here, he
thought, where Christ died that they might all be one;
Catholic, Anglican, Protestant, Orthodox, and Uniate
might pass the time of day? In the face of the infidel,
could they not even make up fours at whist? What
must the Muslims think—they, whose prophet had said :
¢ Difference of opinion in my community is a manifestation
of divine mercy,” and : ‘Let there be no compulsion in
religion ’ ?*
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As he heard his chers confréres lamenting the converts made
by other, older sects, he could not but remember the
Qu’aranic texts : ‘ The right direction is henceforth distinct
from error. And he who rejecteth vain superstitions and
believeth in Allah hath grasped a firm handle which will
not give way. Allah is all-seeing, all-knowing. *And hold
fast, all of you, to the cable of Allah, and do not separate.
Verily, those who believe, and those who keep the Jews’
religious rule, and the Christians, and Sabaens—whoever
believeth in Allah and the last day, and doeth right—
surely their reward is with their Lord, and there shall no
fear come upon them, neither shall they suffer grief.’

It was Christianity, that had driven so many of his con-
temporaries into the arid wildernesses of Darwinian scepti-
cism or Spencerian atheism, which finally led him to Islam.
Partly his youth revolted against the prune-like consistency
of mind of the good Bishop’s satellites, but mostly his over-
whelming sense of reality refused, in this holiest of all cities,
either to limit the means of Grace or to arrogate to any one
community the ownership of the places where that Fracc
had manifested itself most clearly.

Ruh’ Allah, the spirit of Allah, was the Muslim name for
Jesus, and this conception tallied better with his childhood’s
faith than did the ornate, be-tinselled mummy, whose
worship was, to his passionate monotheism, idolatry, or
¢ bogey-bogey >—his name for it to me. He found Muslims,
who objected to the idolization of anything (and even were
afraid of music as an adjunct to religious worship, because
it associated religion with something tending to produce
illusion), were kindred spirits, for he held with enthusiasm
their conviction that through disillusion only lies the path
to truth. The adoration of one god, without mother or
mystery, was the only creed bare enough for him. He was
as sensitive as the Arabs, for whom °each morsel which
passed their lips might, if they were not watchful, become a
pleasure. Luxuries might be as plain as running water or a
shady tree,” yet their very rareness might lead to misuse
and turn them into lusts. His God must be what he himself
longed to become ‘ without body, parts or passions.’
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Marmaduke never suffered from even the mildest attack
of what Mr. Burton calls ¢ Holy Land on the brain.” He was
the most naturally Protestant of men, and for him a place’s
identity was only the sum of its inhabitants. Mankind is
ultimately divided into those who think dogs right in their
insistent affection for people, and those who agree with
cats that it is places which matter.

For Marmaduke, Tobermory was nothing without her
fisherfolk, and he knew the Cannebiére for dull when its
crowds were abed : for him, too, Sinai, widowed of its ill-
tempered, damp-cloud emantled deity, was an uninteresting
mountain, and, but for the creaking of a wooden horse and
the shadow of Creusa, he believed Troy powerless to draw
men still. Jerusalem for him was its markets, its gay crowds,
its childishly hostile creeds : bones and stones gave it no
value in his eyes. Virgil for him created Mantua, not
Mantua Virgil, and he had no use for those who insist that,
citizen of a meaner city, Socrates had not so learnt to die ;
or that, walked daily on Clapham Common, instead of in
Hyde Park, the scions of the English aristocracy would
grow into lesser breeds.

All the influences that were to determine his life came to
him in places both ghost- and relic-ridden, but nevertheless
he always denied Barrés’ contention that ° a race, a soul, an
atmosphere, and a genius manifests itself as such only in
proportion as it is closely linked with the land and its dead.’
He carried this Frazerian! iconoclasm of mind very far, as
is instanced by the fact that his chief delight in the chapel
of the Holy Sepulchre ‘ was another chapel cut in the rock,
known as Calvary but under it. This is the traditional
tomb of Adam, and round its walls are some quaint old
Oriental frescoes which depict the whole long legend of the
tree of life. I once spent a summer afternoon and evening
listening to an old Arab telling me the story, which began
with Lilith and somehow ended with Krtimer.’

Marmaduke managed, indeed, to find amusement and
make some very close friends, even amongst the ministrants
of the various creeds in the Holy City. For example, a very

! If one may use the name of the Golden Bough's great author adjectivally.



62 LOYAL ENEMY

learned Jewish Rabbi who would tell him legends of the
¢ evergreen one,” E1 Khadhr, mysteriously, also Elijah and
St. George. Another friend, a member of the Orthodox
Church, would enchant him with such ribald legends as
the story of the Young Man who married the Sister of his
Brother’s Wife—a thing forbidden by the canons of the
Greek Church, to whom such a marriage is incestuous.

The priest to whom the sinner applied for forgiveness at
first declared that for so monstrous a crime there could be
no forgiveness, then at length suggested the following
atonement. The village was getting sadly slack : what it
needed to revive its faith was a miracle. If the young man
would consent to let himself be tied by cords on to the cross
in the place of the great Christ during next Sunday’s
service and, whenever the priest made a point from the
pulpit, nod his head vehemently as though in assent he
might, just posmbly, be forgiven.

The young sinner gladly agreed, but, when Sunday
came, insisted the priest must show him how. Safely tied
to the cross, the priest was horrified when the young man

icked it, and him, up and threatened to expose him and
tell the whole story unless suitable forgiveness were forth-
coming. This agreed upon, priest and sycophant changed
roles and the young man made such a handsome living,
what between performing and blackmailing, that he was
able to have his son educated to become a priest in his
turn. When Marmaduke went out to visit the teller of this
tale in his suburbs, he had to stop every few yards and light
matches, all the way, to keep the jackals, who crowded
after him, from biting his heels, and in Jerusalem matches
were not so easily come by as on the Lebanon, where there
was always an open match-box in every Druze grave, to
which non-Druze passers-by could—and did—help them-
selves.

Another of his friends ‘ without the City Wall’ was an
old khéja who, whilst teaching bim Arabic from J. S.
Wilmore’s Manual of Spoken Arabic, also told him stories in
the Daraji, the dialect Arabic of Palestine. This khéja
was very anxious to impress his pupil with the importance
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of worldly wisdom, and, to encourage him, bade him make
Heylim his rule of life. * What is this Heylim 2 questioned
Marmaduke, and was told that the English words ° flatter,
insinuate, ingratiate yourself, and dissimulate ’ all together
hardly expressed the full significance of the Arabic. As
illustration of the proper practice of this difficult art, he
would be told the following tale.

An impoverished poet, thinking to better his fortunes,
wrote two odes in honour of the Commander of the Faithful.
He then had to spend his little all on paying his way to an
audience with the Khalif. The great one listened to
his verses, smiled kindly, and gave him ten dinars. As the
young man looked crestfallen, the Padishah, who was in a
good humour, asked him the reason of his disappointment.
Hearing it, he bade the young man make Heylim his rule of
life. Still more depressed, for advice was to him insult
addé&d to injury, the poet left the presence, and, on his way
home, met an Orthodox priest. Him he fell upon, and
forced to change clothes with him. Then he lived in retire-
ment long enough to grow the long beard and hair affected
by the Orthodox clergy. When these were grown, he went
to the Sheykh-ul-Islam, and asked for an audience, which
was courteously granted. °Three nights ago,” said the
supposed priest, ‘I had a most disturbing dream. A
venerable old man ’—and here he described the traditional
appearance of Muhammed—-° appeared to me, and, telling
me he was sent to teach me true religion, made me repeat
the following prayer after him. When I awoke, to my great
surprise, I remembered it” And he proceeded to recite
the first chapter of the Qu’aran with great unction. The
Sheykh-ul-Islam, after cross-questioning the visitor carefully,
had to admit that here, to all appearances, was a very
interesting convert—a Christian priest, to whom the
Prophet himself had taught the rudiments of the Faith. He
therefore housed him, and treated him with every possible
care and consideration. Next day the convert electrified
his host by saying the old man had visited him again, and
taught him the whole of Chapter 2—the Surah of the Cow,
which happéns to be one of the longest in the whole Qu’aran:
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he repeated it flawlessly, with every accent and vowel point
correct.

Next night the third, thereafter the fourth, and every
succeeding night yet another chapter was revealed to the
pseudo-priest, until the Sheykh could no longer conceal his
prodigy, and invited his learned friends to witress the
marvel. Though, when they came, they did their best to
confound him, they found him more than a match for all
the lot of them, and soon the chief topic of conversation
was the great Christian theologian who had been converted
by the combined efforts of the Holy Prophet himself, and
the highest living authority in Islam. But when it came to
divesting himself of his habit, and submitting to circum-
cision, the priest insisted he had been forbidden by the
Prophet to embrace El Islam except at the hands of
the Khalif himself. Hearing of this mysterious Nazarene,
the ruler’s suspicions were aroused, and, when he saw the
young man, confirmed, in spite of locks and beard. Bidding
all others leave the room, the Commander of the Faithful
heard the poet’s story to a close, and was so delighted that
he sent word to the Sheykh-ul-Islam to say he would himself,
in future, be responsible for his pupil. Thenceforward the
young man, shaved and dressed once again in believer’s
clothes, was one of his private secretaries, and by degrees
worked his way up to ever higher posts in the Government.

Another of Marmaduke’s delightful Jerusalem acquain-
tances was an old English lady, who, firmly believing the
Second Coming imminent, climbed every morning the
Mount of Olives before sunrise with a picnic basket and a
thermos, and there waited, certain that when the Messiah
arrived He would be glad, before the hard work of Judgment,
of a hot cup of really good early morning tea. When she
found He did not come, she quietly breakfasted and
returned to Jerusalem for lunch.

One of the Baldensperger brothers turned up in the nick
of time, when Marmaduke was rather languishing for lack
of any contemporary companionship. They did many
things together. Baldensperger took Marmaduke to all his
childhood’s haunts : together they slid down Zion—a little
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snow fell that winter, a rare occurrence, happening some-
times late in February. Also, they went to the assembly at
Mamillah where, under a big terebinth, was held the
jousting. It was old Bedouins fighting : with palm branches
stripped of their leaves for spears. The challenger first
hurled his Jerid at the champion, who crouched along his
horse’s neck : then the latter would spring up and pursue
the thrower. They went, too, out to Bir Ayub, which the
melting snows and the heavy rain had caused to overflow.

Siloam fellahin brought the glad tidings, and, as it was a
fine day, immediately there was a general exodus. All
Jerusalem set off to Job’s tomb (the Muslims do not appear
to have heard of Joab, whose memorial it actually is). The
rushing water was a rare and lovely sight for those accus-
tomed only to see it still, in cisterns. Temporary coffee-
stalls were set up beside thestream, for Ayub is a very popular
prophet, and it is here he was cured of his boils. It hap-
pened thus. When his boils grew really very uncomfortable
his wife decided to go and look for work, so she slung him
into her abaya, and carried him on her back for seven
years.

During their wandering, Iblis appeared to them in the
guise of a handsome young man, and asked Mrs. Job to fly
with him. She indignantly refused, but Job was so angry
with her for parleying with the Evil One that he vowed to
give her a hundred lashes. One day, when they were
arrived at the spot where Bir Ayub now is, his wife set Job
down whilst she went on an errand. As he waited there,
Jubrail (Gabriel) appeared, and, striking the ground with
his staff, caused water to appear. ‘‘ Wash yourself,” he
ordered Job, ‘ and drink of this water which now is red,
but which will soon turn green, and then white, and then
sink below the level of the ground.” Job did so and at
once became young and healthy. He was worried about
his vow, but Gabriel, whom he consulted, said : ‘ Take a
palm branch with one hundred leaves and strike your wife
gently with that,” which Job did. His spring still cures
boils, childlessness, and many other complaints.

The same*Baldensperger also showed Marmaduke his old

E



66 LOYAL ENEMY

school, and the dark stairs where the terrified boys thought
Dr. Roth, a murdered tourist, lay in wait for them. For
jackals had taken some of his bones before his body had
been found in the Jordan valley, and he was reputed to try
and snatch a rib or a bone to complete his skeleton. There
were many ghosts in that country, for human - blood,
sinking into the thirsty ground, penetrates deep, and the
spirit of the slain haunts the place for a hundred years.
One of the Bishop’s serving maids, coming home from
shopping, saw on her doorstep a tall shape higher than a
palm tree, and saw, too, the dim human face lamenting,
its sighs dilating and contracting the whole figure like an
accordion, its sad voice distinctly saying : ‘ Ya Hasreti ”—
O, my torments. All ghouls, affrits and Marids (these
last commoner in Egypt, because at greater liberty beyond
the confines of the Holy Land, where prophets and
wélis—holy men who were already in Paradise before they
came to earth—are more scarce) could be exorcised by the
mere showing of iron, from which one and all would flee,
terrified.

Doubtless, Baldensperger explained, now able to ladgh at
his childish fancies, they were a memory of Bronze Age
dwellers who must have survived in wild places long after
their conquest by the men of iron. Baldensperger could
remember when he was still young enough to be taken by
his mother to visit the Muslim women, and whilst she and
they talked ‘fasatin’! he would play with their tiny pots
of flowers : their favourites were mantlr and rihan,? for
though they idolized roses they could not grow them in
their minute pots. As they talked the women would grind
the day’s burghfil® and would sing melancholy songs. One
told his mother that the only way to rid a room of flies and
mosquitoes was to strip a new-born baby naked and smear it
with honey : the flies would then collect and the baby be
taken out of the room and dusted.

Marmaduke found the Turkish soldiers, who stood even
in the Church of the Holy Sepulchre itself, where they were

1 From ‘ fastin,’ a petticoat. * Levkgja and basil,
3 A kind of dressed wheat broken into pieces.
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essential to the keeping of the peace, far less offensive than
he had imagined them to be. He went out prepared, with
an English, or even more with an Irish, enthusiasm for
subject races, to find the Turks loathed conquerors, aggres-
sive bulligs. He found, on the contrary, as even Gertrude
Bell (who was to work against them no less bitterly than
Lawrence himself) was forced to admit, that : ‘ There is no
nation of Arabs: the Syrian merchant is separated by a
wider gulf from the Bedouin than he is from the Osmanli.’
And he found, as she had, that in Syria it was the Turkish
Army which earned pity and praise : ¢ There is no more
wonderful and pitiful sight than a Turkish regiment on the
march,’ she wrote. ‘Ragged, half-fed, ill-clad, often bare-
foot, pinched and worn, they are indomitable.” Of the
peasants who made up that army : ‘I am prepared,’ she
added, ‘ to lay tokens of esteem at the feet of the Turkish
peasant. He is gifted with many virtues.” And for once
Marmaduke agreed with her.

The merits of Turkish government, as Marmaduke saw
it, were that it was rough in the hand, but genial in the
head, allowing great liberty to the individual and furnishing
rich material for song and story. But though he found the
Turks both amiable and admirable, it was the Arabs whom
he preferred above all races. At that time such a passion
was quite incomprehensible: even when, much later,
Lawrence was to put the Arab communities on the map in
so many senses, his affection for them was understood by
few and shared by fewer. (Smuts, for example, said : ““ We
had forgotten that one could not do with hireling Arabs,
however romantic they seemed to Lawrence—I never saw
any romance in them myself—what one could do with one’s
own people.”)

Whilst he was still living in episcopal circles in Jerusalem,
Marmaduke led what he says ‘ might be described as a
double life : until Suleyman, the tourist season being ended,
came with promise of adventure, when I flung my discretion
to the winds. We hired two horses and a muleteer, and rode
away to the north together. A fortnight later, at the foot
of the ladder of Tyre, Suleyman was forced to leave me,
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being summoned to his village. I still rode on towards
the north, alone with one hired muleteer, a simple
soul.’

It was his final breaking loose entirely from Western
civilization, from which, Mr. E. M. Forster says, literature
has gained so much. ‘As soon as we open Marmaduke
Pickthall’s cheerful pages,’ he writes, ‘ the Western world
vanishes without a valediction, like night at the opening of
the day. We sell carpets in Damascus or visit Tanta fair
with no sense of strangeness : it seems our natural life,
when our compatriots do stray across the scene they seem
quaint and remote, just as they must seem to an Oriental,
so completely does the writer capture the reader that it is
the West, not the East, that has to be explained.’

Marmaduke, now on his own, was entirely unmindful of
Murray’s most emphatic warning, in the famous guide-
book : ¢ One must be careful against any undue familiarity,
which is apt to lead to even worse results than bullying or
force.” Never once, not only in Palestine, but throughout
his life, did he find Murray’s admonition come true, pr his
confidence abused by either Arab or Turk.

In the stuffy straitlaced immediate entourage of the
Bishop, Marmaduke had found the Bishop’s former chaplain,
William Hastings Kelk, his one ally. Kelk, son to a friend
of Marmaduke’s mother, was, to quote one who knew him, a
little yellow fellow—very queer-looking, whom Marmaduke
praised as ¢ the most unparsonical of men.’ Kelk had been
on a visit to Jerusalem, having been promoted to the charge
of a rich and eccentric female missionary, Catherine Worsley.
She, married to a poor parson, had bullied him as of right,
and when she set out for Palestine with a pantechnicon full
of furniture to look for Hittite conglomerates, she had taken
him with her. She landed at Beyrouth, the city El created
out of lime, and made, in the words of the Dionysiac litany,
¢ fountain of life, foster-mother of all cities.” The harbour
of this Paradise would not admit of the pantechnicon’s
landing ; it had to be taken ashore on spccially built lighters.
Many, many mules were then hired to drag it up country.
At one place even these failed. It was a small village to
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which serpented upwards a pebbly road among terraces of
fig and olive.

At the entrance to the group of stone-built huts grew a
giant sycamore, and the elders of the place were gathered
round it, peacefully smokmg When the mules stuck they
got up'and came to jeer. William Bennett, Mrs. Worsley’s
manservant, rode up to the omdeh, or head-man, and be-
laboured him with his riding whip, commanding him to set
to and help, together with all his men. The Sheykh was so
horrified that he obeyed, and the lady’s reputation was
made : if her servant were so great and powerful a man
she must indeed be second only to The Widow herself ! She
throve on the legend, but soon after their arrival her husband
died.

The southern valley of the Orontes was generally accepted
as the headquarters of the Hittites, and Mrs. Worsley set up
house in a Druze village, Ain Anoub, on the south-western
slopes of the Lebanon. Here she displayed to all visitors
one solitary piece of stone she had found, declaring it was a
Hittite conglomerate ; this meagre evidence proved her
contention that the Hittites had their own conglomerates.
Bennett, her cook, and chaplain made up her establishment,
appropriately called Mizpah.

Kelt, on leaving to resume his duties, had warmly invited
Marmaduke to visit him and promised him an amusing
time. After Suleyman’s desertion Marmaduke decided to
make his way up to the Lebanon to stay with his friend.
On his meandering journey he collected both a kurbaz—
a whip of rhinoceros hide, mounted and ringed with silver,
given him in gratitude for some imagined favour by an aged
Arab—and a servant, whom he bought out of the Turkish
army for five pounds.

Rashid, as this man was called, is one of the most lovable
people in all Picktkall’s books, and his affection for the whip
is the subject of one of the best stories in Oriental Encounters.
The whip itself also figures in Said the Fisherman and The
Valley of the Kings.

Marmaduke stayed in many places. He first crossed the
noble plaint of Esdraelon, where 70 square miles and 120
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villages were owned then by a single Greek merchant, one
Sursuk, who made £40,000 a year out of farming and
exhibited the worst characteristics of Oriental despotism
and occidental capitalism : an absentee landlord who re-
duced the entire population to misery. Then from the
Roman Road at Nawaran, Marmaduke looked down on the
green, swampy plain where the Jordan flows into the blue
tranquil waters of Merom ; at Kuneiterah he camped in
the desert and ate ‘semen’—curds of camels’ milk (the
Bedouins first boil the milk, then hang it, and finally it is
churned in a sheepskin by the women and sent to all parts
of Syria, where it is esteemed above oil, butter, or lard),
and learnt the ritual, too, of Arab coffee-making. Men
only are allowed to prepare it. The berries are first roasted
in a shallow pan called a mahmash, and when half roast
are pounded in a stone or wooden mortar with a great
pestle (mahbash), the pounding being carried on to the
rhythm, one, two-three, four, five; one, two-three, four,
five. The bukraj (coffee-pot) is then placed in the fire, and
when the water boils the meal is put into it. The pot is then
put on the fire again, taken off when it is boiling, then put
on and brought a third time to the boil. Each cup is in
turn warmed with the contents of the first, which is poured
on the ground, a libation to the Sheykh-es-Shadilly, patron
of coffee-drinkers. Always the most honoured guest is
offered the first cup, half-full, for a full cup is an insult ;
then each guest in precedence is served. A second cup is
always offered and accepted ; but never a third : for the
first cup is for the guest, the second for enjoyment, the third
for the sword.

Amongst the desert Arabs Marmaduke found almost as
many variations of Christianity as of Islam, in large measure
due to the results of Western propaganda and of the wide-
spread knowledge and acceptance of the blessed message of
Salvation. One man, however, did puzzle him. Over the
inevitable coffee Marmaduke asked him what communion
he followed, and his reply was “ Biramouzi, effendim.”
Although acquainted with all the four hundred and four
divisions of Christendom, Pickthall had never heard of this
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sect. As his host could only repeat the word, without
definition, he set to work on philological principles.

‘The Arab cannot easily pronounce “p” nor th,”’
argued Marmaduke to himself, ‘ and the terminal “i” is
merely “ follower of,” or ¢ denizen of ”’ : therefore, we will
recast the ‘word as Pramouth.” Aloud: ‘ Look here!”
he said, * just what message did your faith bring you? ”
“ 0O, my lord, a most wonderful message ! All Christians
look forward to their Salvation, but we alone are assured
of it, above all men.” ‘ Then I’ve got it,” said Pickthall.
“ Do you mean, by any chance, ¢ Plymouth Brethren’?”
“ O, sayyid, wisest of all men, thou knowest all things,”
came the answer, ‘it is asthou sayest, ¢ Biramouzi Brezren !’”

On his journey Marmaduke found, too, every variety of
costume, climate, and condition. From the snow-capped
height of Hermon, 10,000 feet above, to the Dead Sea
Valley nearly thirteen hundred feet below, sea-level the
country offered every form of life and climate, from the
tropical to the alpine. In the Moab desert he rode through a
waste of sand, surrounded by piles of burnt red limestone
rocks : the women wore long blouses, shapeless, and hitched
two or three times round them with variously coloured
sashes.

In Transjordan the smart girls had loose trailing sleeves
caught up round the head, the dresses themselves being most
often dark blue, stitched with red embroidery. The men,
if they were Bedouins, wore a kumbaz, a garment, generally
white, with long, hanging, pointed sleeves ; and over all they
wore the abaya, the loose coat that is common to all men all
over Syria and Palestine, and is generally of black coarsely
woven goats’ hair. Their sandals had Louis XI long points
before and behind. On his way to Hasbeiyah he found a
village where the inhabitants thought, on the night of an
eclipse of the moon, that their neighbours over the hill had
stolen it : bravely they set forth with sticks and staves to
climb the hill that divided them, but when they reached the
summit, there, shining benignly upon them, was their moon.

“ Praise be to God,” they exclaimed, ‘ the neighbours,
hearing wee.were come out to attack them, have let go our
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dear.” But when Marmaduke arrived at the thieving neigh-
bours, he heard a very different story. “ They are such
fools, those over yonder,” he was assured, “ they are always
fussing about the moon. One night they saw its reflection
in the river and rushed home for their nets and pails, think-
ing it had fallen in, and came running to pull it out. And
any April morning you can see them crouching in their
fields with their ears to the ground, listening to their wheat
growing.” Around here grew pistacia, with long clusters
of white flowers, camphire, and the apple of Sodom, the
poisonous egg-plant nightshade, and henna.

In Galilee the women went unveiled, their dark hair
plaited, and over it they wore a heavy waka, or coif. In
Bethlehem high and hood-like, in the Ramallah district
the hair was decked with coins—local coins and heavy
Spanish dollars. In the field their gay print trousers, of
Manchester-made blue and white, pink, or pink-striped
cottons, as full as the wearer could afford, and the fuller the
smarter, gathered tightly at the ankle, gave them a ballooned
look, so that they strutted, flamingo-gay geese, against the
rich red earth and opaquely white rocks. When Marmaduke
got into the really high hills he saw coins plaited into the
hair and worn in the caps, and in each village a different
cap, and a different way of wearing the square-folded
waistcloth : now as a pocket, now embroidered as a sash.

At last he arrived at Ain Anoub. This village, en the
main Beyrouth-Damascus road, lived up to its name
‘ Fountain of Palm Trees.” The way up to it lay through
groves of olives and mulberries, and gardens of peach,
apricot, orange, lemon, pomegranate, and fig. He found
his friend Kelk had been installed in a pleasant little house
of his own, built of white stone and rubble. Two-storied,
set into the steep hill-side ; the flat roofs of the lower apart-
ments formed terraces on to which the principal rooms
opened, and where the friends hung their laundry out to
dry.
Kelk had for a servant a magnificent old fellow, nearly
seven feet high, a Druze, who remembered well the rebellion
of the year 1860, and was Marmaduke’s chief authority
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for the happenings related about that rising in Said the
Fisherman. He had killed, he averred, fifty Maronites in the
slaughter, and then, hungry, had slaughtered a sheep and
eaten it whole and raw and warm. Since that massacre
the Lebanon had always been under a Christian governor,
traditionally devoted, ever since Lord Dufferin saved the
Druze nation from extinction, to the English. The Druzes
were, Marmaduke found, a thrifty, energetic, and industrious
people : for example, the high village of Shimlan, gooo feet
up, contained one of the largest silk factories in Palestine,
eniploying 6000 souls—all the cocoons, even then, came
from Japan !

The Druze faith had for him the immense attraction it
has always had for Europeans. It is a very secret faith.
‘ The gate is shut ; none can go out and none in,” is their
saying, though no people are more ready to welcome the
stranger to see the externals of their belief. The Khalweh,
the Druze meeting-house, can be visited upon request by
Europeans, men and women equally : it contains a few
mats, a few sacred books ; sometimes eatables and bedding
for visiting Druzes. No one is ever refused admission to the
Thursday meetings, and if the visitor is a Christian the
Bible will be read, if a Muslim a few suras from the Qu’aran.
Then, when he is gone, the real meeting will proceed.

This second meeting is very largely political : the organiza-
tion and conduct of the various villages is discussed. It
ends with the chanting of epic poems describing the destruc-
tion of the world by Druze armies led by the five ministers,
who will come, as they believe, out of China. Whenever a
Druze dies he is born again elsewhere : when one is born,
another dies ; the number cannot vary. Whatever faith he
may profess, matters nothing : a Druze may be baptized,
can communicate, or can profess the Unity with Muslims.
“ The colour of a man’s shirt will not change his skin.’
One thing they will never do is to marry outside the com-
munity. Their faith, a jumble of Egyptian legends, of
Zoroastrianism with something culled from the Greek
Plotinists, from Christianity, and from Islam, divides be-
lievers into sthree classes. Those who confess the Unity
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first seek Him with their eyes, and with the testimony of the
corporeal view ; the next strive to know Him by the use of
words, reason, and sophistry ; the third, the fully initiate,
confess him by the intelligence only, ‘ for all religions are but
painted cloaks, the knowing say, which those who bear the
Truth in mind may don and throw aside as seems expedient.’
Life is for them an endless wheel, and death, together with
both good and evil fortune, and reincarnation itself, are
incidental and purely transitory.

The Akkas,or Knowing, differ from the jahhal,or Ignorant,
even in costume : the Akka wear a tall cap, wrapped round
turban-wise with a white cloth. The rather short and
narrow abaya is sleeveless and the trousers are mere bags,
with a hole at each corner for the leg, hitched plus-four-wise,
to the knee. The women wear a black velvet crown-shaped
head-dress, and a long black shirt, with a characteristic
rounded neckline, over coloured cotton trousers.

Marmaduke ‘ gained the complete confidence and
friendship of the Druzes,” as one of his sisters tells me;
“he was pledged in blood brotherhood with a Druze
chieftain, and actually initiated into their secret rclikion.”
How far this initiation went no one, now he is dead, can
say. If he knew their secrets he kept them. He certainly
was conversant with their passwords, for in one of his
Tales from Five Chimneys, The jfust Steward, he describes
the old Druze asking chance passers-by : “ Do they sow
the seed of halilaj in your country? > But he may have
learnt that phrase from other travellers, for the question
(sometimes the seed is called mysobalamus) is a stock one,
and the proper answer is known also : “ It is sown in the
hearts of Believers.”” But his power of recognizing Druzes,
and of persuading them to help him, stood him in very good
stead when he was in Egypt in 1907 : he found a whole
colony of them in Cairo, another provided him with much
useful information about the state of the country and the
extent of the discontent.

Whilst in the Lebanon Marmaduke travelled widely,
from one Druze stronghold to another : to Baaklin, to Deir
el Kamr (the Druze capital, although actually containing
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more Maronites than Druzes), to El Bajada on the slopes
of Hermon, to Homs and to Condor’s newly discovered site,
south-west of it, of the great Hittite city of Kadesh, the holy,
where Rameses I1in 1361 B.c. won the victory commemorated
in the Rameseum of Thebes. Ibrahim Pasha had also
stayed "at Homs, and whilst he was there the groans and
squeals of the mill-wheels annoyed him, so he gave orders
that they should stop working—and none of the regular
inhabitants could sleep a wink for lack of the accustomed
rumbling.

Marmaduke went also to Hamah, where Hittite hiero-
glyphics, discovered in 1812, still defied deciphering. In
the vast triangle formed by Hamah, Aleppo, and Antioch,
there are, according to the Arabs, more than 365 buried
cities. Mrs. Worsley, before Winckler or Hrozny had found
the key to the Hittite language, did her best to unravel the
affinities of those remote people and their script, and to
interest Marmaduke in them. But no one can make a
cucumber grow straight, and he remained profoundly
unmoved by the possible or probable descendants of Heth,
son of Canaan.

He and Kelk shared the house and the expenses, and
Marmaduke remained there a considerable while, often
entertaining friends. From Ain Anoub he went to Damas-
cus : the train took nine hours to cover the ninety miles
from Beyrouth. The sea mist hung about the long mulberry
groves of the coast when he started. The train climbed
and, panting and spitting, reached the level of five thousand
feet, then stumbled along the sunny plateau between the
Lebanon and anti-Lebanon. Next came a valley, smooth
as an English squire’s lawn, but surrounded by snow-capped
hills. Past vines and farms the train ran into the rocky
gully which is the stony prelude to Damascus, along the
Abana, until suddenly, round a coil of the river, a foaming
white ostrich-plume fan seemed flung open : the blossoming
plain lay before him, and all around.

Julian had called this city ¢ the Eye of the East,” and
though, numerically, it is second to Smyrna as chief town of
Asia Minor, it is supposedly the oldest city in the world ;
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on the Karnak Stone it is enumerated as one of the cities
paying tribute to Totmes III, 3800 years ago. Everything
that earth can contain, lovely or desirable, is, for the Arab,
contained in the vast garden that surrounds Damascus.

Marmaduke described the first sight of Es Sham as it
appeared to a poor fisherman from one of the villages on
the coast: ‘White domes and minarets, mosques and
palaces, loomed wanly in the heart of a vast grove, which
stretched, far as the eye could ascertain, towards a smooth
horizon which was the desert.” Said’s heart leapt as he
beheld the mistress of his dreams, set in her endless gardens,
seeming the fairer and more desirable for the grim, treeless
mountains which were her girdle. ‘It is paradise,” he
murmured in ecstasy. Such paradise that Muhammed,
gazing on the city from a neighbouring summit, turned from
it with the words : ““ Man can have but one Paradise, and
mine is fixed above.”

In 1897 the streets were still shut off at night by doors
which divided the different quarters of the town from each
other, and Marmaduke found the houses so tightly packed
that to encompass the whole city was hardly more than a
morning’s walk. It was dotted with gardens, with little
thickets and tufts of rose trees, the river murmuring through
them, sparkling over pebbles in the sunlight of mid-stream,
but willing enough to dawdle in deep pools under the shade
of the great walnut trees. Without the walls it was ringed
with orchards and still-green gardens, in whose depths
reigned the most unbroken quiet: under the laced and
laden boughs it was always cool ; even in the hottest summer
there are green deeps so profound the sun cannot fathom
them.

Marmaduke would spend long hours, in the heat of the
day, lying on the bed in his room at the end of a blind
alley, up a flight of nine stone steps. From here he could
look out into the narrow crowded street, bordered with
shops and many-coloured wares. He would alternate
between reading chap-books such as The Rare Things of Abu
Nawwds and looking out at the colour and movement of
that street, which, like all Damascus streets, was narrow,
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cobbled, and perpetually seething with people. Once, as
he lay and read, a thief came in and stole his belt, which
had about fifteen pounds of English money sewn into it.
Marmaduke, panting after him, saw him vanish safely into
a bazaar, and went quietly back to his reading.

There¢ are, luckily, in Arabic, many books containing
nothing else but folklore : some Muslim, others of a
Christian tinge, which have circulated amongst the people
for the last thousand years. The best ancient work, Marma-
duke found, was the Unsw’l-Jalil of Majr-ud-Din, wherein he
learnt the legendary Muslim cosmogony : how the earth is
supported on the shoulders of an angel, the angel on a great
rock of emerald, the rock on the horns of a bull, the bull on
a dragon which swims in a great sea, which is upborne by
air, which is surrounded by darkness.

It was in Damascus that he finally acquired his great
mastery of Arabic, and this, in turn, led him to the Qu’aran
which is the greatest poem, the most superb achievement of
all Arabic literature. What delighted him first about the
book was its rationalism : here was a faith that drew no
shutters down over the human soul, that refused to put the
mind in blinkers, a creed that glorified knowledge. ‘ He is
indeed successful,’ he read in the Qu’aran, ¢ who causeth
the human soul to grow aright. And he is indeed a failure
who stunts and starves the soul.” The full development of
mind and soul is the end and aim of every Muslim—* he is
successful who groweth >—Marmaduke learnt now. Such
was his own secret faith, which he had found in no practising
Christian sect, only in such lonely seers as Gerrard Win-
stanley, whose Law of Freedom in a Platform was one of
Marmaduke’s favourite books.

Here, in Islam, he found, re-stated as a living creed, his
best-loved quotation : ‘ To know the secrets of nature is
to know the works of God : and to know the works of God
within the Creation, is to know God Himself; for God
dwells in every visible work or body. . . . For to reach
God beyond the Creation, or to know what He will be to a
man after the man is dead, if any other wise than to scatter
him into his essences of fire, water, earth and air, of which
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he is composed, is a knowledge beyond the line or capacity
of man to attain while he lives in his compounded body.
. . . God manifests Himself in actual Knowledge, not in
Imagination.” Or, as Muhammed put it, ‘an hour’s
contemplation and study of God’s creation is better than a
year of adoration.’ :

In the Qu’aran, men are bidden to observe the phenomena
of nature, the alternation of day and night, the properties
of earth and air and fire and water, the mysteries of birth
and death, growth and decay—evidences of a law and
order which man never made and which man can never
bend or alter by a hair’s-breadth—as proof that man is
not the sovereign of this world ; his province of free-will,
research, and fruitful effort is but a delegated power within
an absolute sovereignty ; which absolute sovereignty belongs
to Allah, the Creator and Sustainer of the Universe, the
Lord of all the Worlds.

Man does not, as a rule, realize the marvels of his natural
condition and of the providence encircling him. Sur-
rounded by a wonder of creative energy which never if;ails ;
placed in a universe subject to a code of laws which are
never broken ; manifestly subject, being unable to inhale a
breath, or lift a finger, or speak a word, or think a thought
without obeying laws he never made; man in general
thinks but little of such matters, absorbed in the interests
of his own restricted sphere of energy, like any insect.
Idolizing this sphere, he looks for a providence which will
back him in his special aims, oblivious of the needs of the -
whole creation and of the purpose of the Creator.

Obviously, once a Creator and a purpose is admitted,
special treatment cannot be expected by any human being,
but each individual must seek to conform to the definite will
and purpose of creation ; then only can they hope for success.

¢ Nay, verily man is rebellious
That he deemeth himself

Independent ;
Verily unto thy Lord is the return.’

Whilst the Inquisition tortured Giordano Bruno by burn-
ing him at a slow fire for upholding the Copernican theory
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of the revolution of the earth, the revolving terrestrial globe
was already part of the equipment of the Muslim univer-
sities.  *“ Seek knowledge though it be in China,” com-
manded the Prophet, who further declared the ink of the
scholar to be holier than the blood of the martyr, “he
dieth not, who takes to learning.” Spelling his way through
one of the great traditional Muslim authors, Marmaduke
further learnt that  having thus created the world, Allah
next called Mind or Intellect into being. And Allah said to
it “ Imbibe knowledge >’ and it imbibed knowledge. Then
said Allah : ‘‘ Receive the ability to manage matters,” and
it was so. Then God told it : * Of all things which I have
created by my glory and majesty, I love none but thee. By
thee will I deprive and by thee bestow, by thee will I
confirm and by thee punish.” Man’s mind, Marmaduke
discovered, is in Islam, God’s vice-regent upon earth, with
full liberty of judgment over everything which it is capable
of understanding.

Islam brought religion back into its proper sphere of
action, which is daily life. The light of Allah, spoken of in
the Qu’aran, is known to everyone who follows Allah’s
guidance, for it is the light of every day transfigured and
glorified by the knowledge of His immanence. The aim of
religion is no far distant object, situated in a future life ; it
is present here and now, in service of our fellow-men.

Muhammed, Marmaduke read, said that a man may
have performed prayers, fasting, almsgiving, pilgrimage,
and all other religious duties, but he will be rewarded only
in proportion to the common sense which he employed.
And he said that he who has learning but knows not how to
apply it to the conduct of life is ‘like a donkey carrying
books.’

‘ The first thing created was reason.” °Allah hath not
created anything better than reason. The benefits which
Allah giveth are on account of it, and understanding is by
it; and Allah’s displeasure is caused by it, and by it are
rewards and punishments.’ He said: °To listen to the
words of the learned and to instil into others the lessons of
science is bétter than religious exercises.’
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¢ He who leaveth his home in search of knowledge, walketh
in the path of Allah.’

¢ Acquire knowledge. It enabieth the possessor to dis-
tinguish right from wrong; it lighteth up the path to
Heaven. It is our friend in the desert, our society in soli-
tude, our companion when friendless. It guideth to hap-
piness, it sustaineth in adversity. It is an ornament among
friends, and an armour against enemies.’

‘Lo ! the angels offer their wings to the seeker of
knowledge.’

Only Muslims are forbidden to attempt to define the
Deity in human terms, as that is a transgression of the proper
limits of man’s thought. The sort of lethargy, comforting
ignorance, and superstition, which has weighed upon
Muslims for the last three hundred years, he saw as he read
the Qu’aran, came not from their scriptures, but was the
result of historic circumstance very like that which darkened
Europe in the period before the Renaissance. It had little
more than a geographical connection with the Mohammedan
religion. With the revival of scientific religion it would
end, he hoped, and he lived in daily expectation of the
beginning of a great Islamic revival. The darkest hour is
before dawn, and Allah had promised by the early hours,
and by the night when it sheds darkness, thy Lord has not
forsaken thee nor does He hate thee, and verily the latter
portion shall be better for thee than the former, and verily
thy Lord shall give to thee and thou shalt know His favour.’

This was what his mind, first awakening to the scientific
discoveries of the nineteenth century, yet unwilling to cast
God overboard, whispered was the truth. He wanted pas-
sionately to become a Muslim : to profess a creed so pro-
gressive, offering so infinite a scope to human inquiry.
Here was no distinction between secular and religious :
lectures on chemistry and physics, botany, medicine,
astronomy and jurisprudence were given in the mosque,
and these were taught there on the same footing as the
Qu’aran itself. The mosque and the university were one :
and ‘ this unity and exaltation of all learning gave to the
old Muslim writings,” as Marmaduke wrote in: his Cultural
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Side of Islam, ‘ that peculiar quality which every reader of
them must have noticed : the calm serenity of orbed minds.’

The New Statesman, reviewing in 1930 his translation of
the Qu’aran, said : ‘ Mr. Marmaduke Pickthall was always a
great lover of Islam. When he became a Muslim it was
regarded less as conversion than as self-discovery.” This
discovery he made in Damascus : the light that Paul had
found there was ever thereafter about him also dazzling,
blinding, though at times he saw it through a veil of tears.

When I was a child, I wrote and asked him once if it
were true that he had longed to become a Muslim in his
youth, and memory of his mother had held him back. His
answer was :

¢ The man who did not become a Muslim when he was
nineteen years old because he was afraid that it would
break his mother’s heart does not exist, I am sorry to say.
The sad fact is that he was anxious to become a Muslim,
forgetting all about his mother. It was his Muslim teacher
—the Sheykh-ul-Ulema of the great mosque at Damascus—
a noble and benign old man, to whom he cne day mentioned
his desire to become a Muslim, who reminded him of his
duty to his mother and forbade him to profess Islam until
he had consulted her. ‘“No, my son,” were his words,
“ wait until you are older, and have seen again your native
land. You are alone among us as our boys are alone among
the Christians. God knows how I should feel if any
Christian teacher dealt with a son of mine otherwise than
as I now deal with you.” Then, pointing to a candle
burning near, he said : ‘ Observe this fire. There is a
shapely flame, the light that shines around us, and when I
put my hand out, there is the heat as well. I blow, and all
is gone. How many things? You answer three in one, I
answer one. We both are right.” If he had become a
Muslim at that time he would pretty certainly have repented
it—quite apart from the unhappiness he would have caused
his mother, which would have made him unhappy—because
he had not thought and learnt enough about religion to be
certain of his faith. It was only the romance and pageant
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of the East which then attracted him. He became a Muslim
in real earnest twenty years after.’

From Damascus he rode across the Lebanon up to Tripoli,
then down to Beyrouth, where he stayed in a little hostelry
built on piers above the sea. He made great friends there
with Drummond-Hay, the British Consul, and Gibson, the
American representative. Then he went back to Ain Anoub,
and after a time he and Kelk were joined by two other
young clergy, Lestrange and Walker. They remained
together for some months, Marmaduke perfecting his
Arabic and writing home to know if he could buy land and
settle down in Syria. Consent came, upon condition he
did not spend more than a certain sum of money, not a
large one, and he and Rashid, assisted by Suleyman (when-
ever he could escape from his duties), began house-hunting.

Innumerable were the sheykhs who seemed to be in
money difficulties and wished to sell their land : Milhem
Bey Talhook, Sheykh Ali Abu, Naum Pasha, all befriended
him, and suggested suitable estates ; but Marmaduke had
been warned ; firstly, not to buy land from any rclative of
anyone he knew nor in any village peopled by the relations
of anyone he knew ; and secondly, to master the land code
and be quite sure only to buy freehold land. So he sternly
refused all land whereon the trees, for example, belonged
to other owners than did the land. Sometimes the villagers
owned twelve kirats of the olive trees, or fifteen kirats of the
water supply, and such rights were liable to be extremely
troublesome. A kirat is the twenty-fourth part of anything,
and the famous story lately told of someone having a square
foot in a Moscow room, after the Revolution, originated in
this legend.

Johha inherited a small house, but, being in need of cash,
he sold it, all but one kirat, driving a tent-peg into the wall
to show the extent of his reservation. Some time after,
when the new owner had moved in, Johha bought a bag of
lentils, which he hung on his peg. A few days later he
removed it and hung up a basket of cabbages, which in
turn yielded place to a dead cat. This he left there until
the occupants of the house, finding entreatie§ were of no
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avail, and knowing that an appeal to the law would be
useless, resold the house to him for a nominal sum.

At last Marmaduke found the perfect house, belonging to
a great Druze chief, Nesib Bey Joomblat, who lived in the
splendid M{iktana Palace. He required, for house and land,
only that Marmaduke should pay off an Armenian creditor
who was holding a small mortgage on the land. Marma-
duke went down to Damascus to pay the debt, and while
there had his seal cast in readiness to sign the purchase
deed, for stamp and signature were not enough—he must
produce his actual seal. The sad story of the British Consul’s
interference with his plans, because the house he purposed
to buy was without title-deeds, is told in Oriental Encounters.

Marmaduke and Rashid rode back to the Druze chief to
get the necessary transfer signed by witnesses before the
caimacam, but unfortunately the Druze chief and the
Turkish Government were at loggerheads. The former
offered Marmaduke that all the village, the chiefs of all his
people, every head of every family, should witness the
property was his, and promised to lay on them a solemn
charge to defend his right. Such an obligation, laid by a
chief on his people, ¢ would have been worth a good deal
more than any legal document in that wild country,” Mar-
maduke knew. But the Consul thought otherwise, and
forbade, and the English colony cried out in unison that
the boy—for Marmaduke was still under age—was being
‘had,” and for fear and shame of them he let their counsel
prevail. But the bitterness of his disappointment and his
shame remained with him all through his life. Writing in
The New Age in 1915 he tells how : ‘I knew a man who,
having received a solemn promise from the Druze chiefs of
the Hauran, asked for a written contract to confirm it. The
document was given, but you should have seen their faces !’

Several of his relations tell me the reason he did not buy
a farm was that some trouble arose between England and
Turkey at that date, resulting in a law which forbade the
English to buy land in Syria. But though I have searched
thoroughly, I can find no evidence of such a prohibition.
I find only @recurrence of the perennial Armenian question :
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but with regard to that Marmaduke took Gertrude Bell’s
advice to her fellow-countrymen : ‘ One of the objects that
the traveller should ever set before him,” she wrote in The
Desert and the Sown, ‘ is to avoid being drawn into the meshes
of the Armenian question.” Psychologists talk of ¢ accident
prone ’ individuals : they will find in the annals of Europe
massacre-prone peoples, and of these Armenians are the
best example. For all their real miseries, their doubtless
estimable virtues, no single traveller, from Doughty to
Freya Stark, no historian, from Herodotus to Gibbon, has a
good word for them.

Whilst still smarting from his disappointment, Marmaduke
fell very ill of typhoid, and was devotedly nursed in the
German hospital of the Knights of St. John of Jerusalem,
at Beirut, where the good sisters coaxed him back to health.
In the next bed was a fellow-sufferer, a young American.
Together, as they recovered, starved still on milk and soda,
they planned banquets which would have made the most
hospitable sheykh, or Lucullus himself, seem stingy.

When he was convalescent, his Arab friends flocked to
see him, and his bedside was crowded with visitors. At last
he was discharged from hospital and could travel back with
Rashid to the mountains, where innumerable feasts were
given in honour of his recovery. Not always out of the
purest affection—one sheykh came daily to hospital and
stuffed Marmaduke and Rashid with food—and all for the
sake of Marmaduke’s very ancient -210 gun—which he had
borrowed and did not wish to return ! Marmaduke, in the
kindness of his heart, gave it to him, stopping his profusion
of thanks with : “ Oh, it’s only an old one and never was
very good—you don’t have to be so grateful.” Rashid was
horrified at this Chinese deprecation by the giver of his
gift : in Arabic countries one should, on the contrary, laud
one’s own presents to the skies ! It was then Marmaduke
learnt to sit, cross-legged, on the floor and sing Arab songs
—a strange performance which delighted me when given
after a dinner party in a London drawing-room, in obedience
to my seven-year-old commands.

Kelk and he were later visited by two more clergy from
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England—missionaries on leave—and the sister of one of
them came, too. They were not altogether tactful guests,
and Marmaduke was relieved when they proposed a sight-
seeing expedition to last about ten days. His relief turned
to horror when the reverend father suggested they should
take Rashid with them—and Marmaduke’s stallion. He
demurred, but the only result was that they persuaded him
to go, too. The caravan set off.

It was the maddest journey ever made, for Ibrahim, the
cook, and Rashid had taken the measure of the missionaries :
“They are of those whom you can never please : having
dwelt among the savages of Africa, they believe they know
how to manage us poor Syrians. We must be kept in
perpetual fear : we must never be allowed to do anything
right lest the knowledge thereof should breed complacency,
which in base natures is the same as impudence. They say
repeatedly : ¢ Let me manage—I understand these people.’
May their homes be destroyed.” So the whole assembly,
¢ from the resplendent dragoman to the most ragged mule-
teer,” bethought them how to please the English, or, failing
that, how to get even with them. They resolved ‘ to be the
filthiest of human idiots. They are accustomed to bad
servants : they shall have them. They must be teaching
everyone—Ilet all be fools henceforward.’

The plan worked admirably—for all except Marmaduke,
who, though he thought the joke a good one, would rather
not have suffered for his friends’ faults. The donkeys were
persuaded to bray all night : no morning could the party
set out without inspection by the Uganda missionaries :
the luncheon hamper was not unpacked until they approved
the spot chosen : the cook, bursting with laughter, feigned
madness and tweaked the larger Khawéjah’s red moustache.
Finally the servants all fell sick, riding on the donkeys and in
the litter whilst the English walked. Nor was their deception
ever discovered, exceptby Marmaduke,who praised themforit.

But wasps have stings to their tails. No sooner were the
missionaries home than they reported ill of Marmaduke to
his relations : he was running wild : he was wasting his
time and their money. He was nearly twenty-one, and his
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fiancée waited : he should be made to come home. When
the summons came, he was utterly wretched : ° L’Asie est
un mets délicieux, mais qui empoisonne que le mange,’
wrote the Comte de Gobineau, and Marmaduke had
gobbled of the lotus-food. Richard Burton himself had
said that ¢ for those who have gathered flowers in mid-
December : who have for once seen and felt the sun, to the
benefit of the physical man, whilst the moral man has felt
and seen the attention and affection these people have to
bestow, there is no charm nor memory to equal these.’
For one blessed moment he thought he had found a
reprieve : he was officially offered the post of Vice-Consul
at Haifa, without examination, but when his age was dis-
covered he was told he he was too young to be appointed,
so there was nothing to be done but to pack. Whilst he
was in Jerusalem he had been offered, by post, a job on the
British Museum staff, without competitive examination, on
account of his unusual knowledge of Welsh and Irish
languages and antiquities, but the East had entered his
soul, and, hoping still to stay, he had refused. Now,
jobless, he must go home to no job. \
Marmaduke foolishly bought everything he could lay his
hands on that would remind him of the life he had so
abundantly possessed. Years later, when my father died,
and all his estates were broken up and sold, Marmaduke
wrote to warn me against the snares of possession. ‘I can
see you,” he wrote from India, ¢ standing outside the gates
of Possingworth, a peri at the door of Paradise. But do
remember, and believe, that everything in the world is
yours, until and unless you try to grab it and keep it for
yourself alone.’ At twenty-one he was far from such con-
stancy of abnegation. He bought Arab costumes, Arab
pottery, and every sort of souvenir. ‘In after days, when
leaving Syria for England, the one thing I would purchase
for myself was a supply of reed pens for Arabic writing.
But on that first occasion I wished to carry the whole
country with me,” he wrote. His shopping took many days.
At last he was ready : said, weeping, good-bye to the
weeping Rashid and Suleyman, and embarked for Smyrna.



CHAPTER THREE
' *

MYRNA was a come-down after Syria : Levantine in

an ugly, mercantile sense. It left him with no memories

but with a very agreeable taste in the mouth: that of
its many excellent sorts of pistachio-nut sweets, on which
Marmaduke, who had a tooth for such delicacies, fattened.
He went up to Constantinople by land, and the nearer
he got to the seat of Turkish government, the less he liked it.

¢ Oppression seems to beget in its victims,” he wrote, ‘ a
longing to oppress in their turn. The little boy at school
who was so bullied, whose cries used to be so heart-rending,
no sooner becomes a big boy than he is the greatest of
bullies. Every subject of a tyranny is a potential tyrant,
or, to make the epigram still more comprehensive, everyone
who has suffered is not only capable but is desirous of
inflicting the same misery. One sees that daily in Turkey,
where the aim of everybody down to the meanest fellah is
to hector it over some inferior, be it only a beast of burden
or a woman.’

Yet there was much in which he delighted : the archi-
tecture, for example, and the gardens, which, like the old
Greek ones, were planned architecturally, and were, he
considered