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PREFACE

THE question which is most frequently put to the
returned traveller by his kindly, curious friendswith
regard to the regions which he may have traversed
may be summed up in the query, ' What is it like ?*
It is the question which has most frequently greeted
the writer; it is the question which he invariably
puts to other returned wayfarers. Some of us may be
interested in the politics or economics, the sociology
or anthropology, or any of the other more abstruse
features of foreign lands, but we are all interested in
the ' What is it like ? ' of them. And what do we
mean when we ask this question ? We mean, what
experiences did the traveller have in his wanderings
in those countries? Howdid he travel ? What sort of
country did hetraverse ? Where did he sleep o' nights,
and what did he eat ? Of what kind were the folk
with whom he rubbed shoulders ? Did he perchance
have any adventures? And so forth. Nor do we
expect the traveller in reply to display any undue false
modesty in thrusting himself into the background.
Not that we necessarily feel a specia interest in the

personality of the traveller himself, but it is through
ix



X PREFACE

him that we vicariously enjoy his travels, and if he
interests us many capital’ Is' may be forgiven him.
If, therefore, the writer can be said to have any
object in this book beyond the already ambitious one
of pleasing the reader, it is to answer the question,
"What is it like travelling in the Middle East ?"'
Not that he has any illusions as to this ambition
being attained. Amongst all the multitude of travel-
books written since first Man set out upon the Open
Road, there are perhaps a dozen—if as many—which
answer this simple question, ' What is it like ? and
Travels in the Middle East is not one of them. But
the writer has the less excuse for the extent to which
he may fail in his object, since the scope of hisjourneys
cut, as it were, avery fair ' section ' throughthe various
strata of Middle Eastern travel. These journeys con-
sisted of two ' language-leaves ' from India, the first to
Turkish Arabia and Syria, the second to Persia, forthe
purpose of studying respectively Arabic and Persian.
The itinerary of the first was: Karachi to Busra via
the Persian Gulf, Busra to Baghdad up the Tigris, a
stay in Baghdad of some three months, a short trip
to the borders of Kurdistan, Baghdad to Damascus via
Palmyra, and a sojourn in Damascus of about three
and a half months. Thence back to India by the
ordinary steamer route—Beyrout, Port Said, the Red
Sea, &c. In the second trip, starting from Quetta,
the writer proceeded to Seistan by the trade route
across the Baluchistan desert, thence up to Meshed via
Birghand, and thence to Teheran via Askabad, the
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Transcaspian Railway, the Caspian Sea to Baku, and
Baku to Resht. From Teheran he travelled south to
Ispahan, thence out of Persia via the Lynch Road to
Ahwaz, the Karun river to Mohammerah, and back
to India via the Gulf.

These two trips were taken, it is hardly necessary
to say, and the records of them written, before the
War broke out. The result of the tremendous struggle
now in progress will bring, of course, considerable
changestothe Middle East, and it may seem that such
changes will make this book not so much a picture—
asfar asit is a picture at all—of present-day travel
in the countries concerned as of travel-conditions
of a bygone age; that it may haltingly answer the
question, ' What was it like ? ' instead of ' What is
it like? ' It istruethat with the changes may come
those revolutionaries of travel—railways ; that where
the writer's caravan bells tinkled merrily there may
one day be heard the raucous scream of the locomo-
tive; and that journeys which took the writer weeks of
preparation and months of actual wayfaring may be
accomplished by the reader in a few days after five
minutes conversation at a booking-office.  But it
is also true that the said changes will in the main
affect politics, of which this book contains no mention
from cover to cover; that railways are not built in a
day nor yet in ayear ; that even when—if ever—they
stretch across the Middle East they will be few and far
between, and that in the wide spaces ' between' will
still lie the happy hunting-grounds of the traveller,
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where wayfaring will stretch before him in all its
primitive fascination as it did before the writer.
And as for the cities, the life of which the writer
has endeavoured to give some impression of in his
chapters on Baghdad and Damascus, those—as far as
the indigenous inhabitants are concerned—will con-
tinue to present the same features to the gaze of
the traveller by whatever new mode of locomotion
he may arrive at their gates.

THE AUTHOR.
October, 1915.
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TRAVELS IN
THEMIDDLE EAST

PART |
CHAPTER |
KARACHI TO BUSRA

THOUGH the sky was grey the day had not yet broken,
and | stood leaning out of my carriage window sniffing
at that little breeze which in the East is herald of
the dawn. And | had need of that little breeze, and
enjoyed it accordingly, for | was a passenger in the
Lahore-Karachi express which the night before had
crossed the Scinde desert.

The crossing of a desert at certain seasons, and by
the proper means of locomotion, the camel, is not
without its strange fascinations, but to cross it by
train, and while the weather is still warm, is—in one
word—Hades.

Hour after hour you live in a sand-storm raised by
the rapid passage of the train through the air. Sand
is in your hair, in your shoes, in your eyes, in your
mouth, down your throat. A terrible gritty feeling
pervades you from head to foot. At frequent intervals

you wash your outside and your inside man with the
B
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sandy tepid mixture which passes for water under
such circumstances, and at every halt you have your
carriage swept out. But in another half-hour the
desert has once more flowed over you and your abode.

And as, with this twelve hours of nightmare be-
hind me, and my train journey about to end, | stood
and drank in the fresh morning breeze, | felt a strange
sweet tangintheair, and knew that | smelt thesea. . . .

Karachi is a city which has not yet come to her
own as any of her residents will tell you. At some
future date when various railways, as yet but dotted
lines on the map, are converted into iron rails laid on
firm earth, she will assuredly come into her kingdom
with all the pomp and circumstance of a great com-
merce, and will bear the tide of the East and West trade
roaring through her gates, and her rivals will gnash
their teeth with envy.

But for the present she sleeps, a city of the desert,
with sand-strewn streets on which her traffic moves
noiselessly, silent and somehow sinister. Even her
vehicles smack of the primitive wastes from which she
has arisen, for you can see many carts drawn by camels,
which lounge along at their accustomed leisurely gait.
Her houses likewise are low, and straggle amazingly,
sure sign of ayoung township—young in progress, if
not in site—before rising rents force the sky-scrapers
upwards.

If you should explore her at night, Karachi is even
more of the East. She hasall the silence of an Oriental
town after dark. Littleor none of thelife of aWestern
town—or of a Westerntown in the East, such as Cal-
cutta—with its blazing shop windows, its open doors
of theatres, its quick come and go of motor-sped traffic,
is hers. Rather does she present to your view wide
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squares, empty or perhaps occupied by a caf€, at which
under palm trees the townsfolk collect after the manner
of the Arabs (and, indeed, one sees not a few Arabs
amongst them); white-faced houses shining in the
moonlight, many-windowed, flat-roofed; dark mysteri-
ous lanes, narrow and tortuous.

No ! Karachi has not yet come to her own in the
march of progress, but perhaps is none the less interest-
ing thereby to the casual traveller with an eye for
contrasts.

It isaswell for the traveller if, at the outset of his
journey, he can put himself under the protection of
some patron saint of wayfarers, more especially a saint
with powerslocal to the territory which he proposes to
traverse—Ganesh of the Elephant Head for India, but
who for the Persian Gulf ? No saint could | find for
this corner of the world, and so was fain to pay my
vows to a certain famous traveller and put myself
under his aggis.

For if you know your Arabian Nights you may
perchance remember the following passage :

So we took ship and st sail by the permission of God
(whose name be exalted). And destiny favoured us, and
the wind aided us, and we ceased not to travel by day and
night until we reached the city of El-Bussorah.

Andhaving remembered so muchyouwill undoubtedly
be able to fit the quotation to its author—Sindbad the
Sailor.

Having thus acquired a patron saint, as well as
more mundane necessaries in the shape of steamer
tickets and the like, | was ready to depart, and one fine
morning stepped off the quay into the sailing-boat
which was to bear me steamer-wards.

B2
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The great lateen sail bellied from the breeze, the
boat heeled over, little ripples whispered along the side,
and with my bag and baggage—two mule trunks, a
Wolseley valise, and a saddle—I moved down channel
to where the up-Gulf mail had her nose pointed to the
open s, It was good, after nigh on four years' total
abstinence, to sail again on the face of the waters,
to hear the soughing of the bow meeting a wave, the
creak of the ropes, and to s the harbour st fair
in the sun to the moving shipping.

It was better that evening, leaning on the taffrail,
to watch the sunset's panoply gild the sea and sky,
the twain equally calm ; to watch, and scan with the
imagination—beyond the gold of the horizon—the
coasts of Arabia, and the minarets of cities hitherto
but cold names on the map, and wide desarts, and
months of wayfaring with no master but the whim of
the day and the turn of the road.

There are two boats by which you can go up the
Gulf, both of which belong to the B.I.S.N. Company.
The fast mail will rush you up to Busrain six days ; the
subsidiary mail, proceeding leisurely, and lading and
unlading cargo at many ports, will land you there in
tento twelve. Ourswasthe latter, so leaving Karachi
we skirted the Mekran coast and touched at little places,
Pusnie, Charbar, and Jask—this latter after Maskat—
on the Persian side, and Debai on the Arabian, which
the mail ignores completely. All these spots are as
like one another as the dots which represent them on
the map. Of a sudden, coming up from the saloon,
you will find the ship at anchor, agood two milesfrom
the land. Here on the straight sea-shore—without
pretence of harbour—you will perceive some mud
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huts, nearly merging into the sand onwhich they rest.
In front stretches the sea burnished into molten silver
by the sun, behind rise bare sand-coloured hills, on
either hand the sandy coast runs uninterrupted, and
the glare is intolerable.

On shore, with sand trickling over the edges of
one's boots, even in November it is warm, and one
makesonesway gladly toabuilding, alittleapart from
the miserable bazaar, over which fliesthe flag. And
the flag, which one never notices folding and unfolding
itself majestically over public mansions in the impor-
tant places of the earth, claims one's attention, and
perhaps something more, in these outposts of Empire.
Here, flouting the open sea and the stark Mekran hills,
it isnot so much a decoration as an emblem.

Beneath the flag one is received courteously with
a cool drink, and the superintendent of the telegraph
office is pleasantly communicative. ' Yes, there are
only just ourselves, myself and my assistant. Of
course, there isthe guard. All the places up the Gulf
have detachments from the Indian Army as guards.
A trifle lonely ? Well, perhaps. We're not so well
off as a Jask, for instance, where there are at least
twelve men in the telegraph office, a hockey ground,
and a billiard table. Letters of any sort, of course,
only once aweek. A bit warm in the hot weather ?*
(Looking out of the window across the sand dunes, to
the glare of the ssa—as one asks this question—one
can in imagination se the heat wave rise to heaven.)
"Not too cool, certainly. The ladies fed it rather.
Ladiesinthese places ? Oh, yes, sometimes.  Always
me at Jask." (Mary, pity women up the Gulf inthe
hot weather!) ' There are worse places than this, too.
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There's a telegraph station on the other sde of the
Gulf where there's a white man by himself. Never
has a soul to talk English to from month's end to
month's end. What, got to get back to the ship ?
Have another whisky and soda? No ? Well, good-
bye. Hope you'll have a pleasant trip." . . .

The boom of the ship's signa gun woke me with a
start, and by the grey dawn | saw that we were floating
peacefully on the dark waters of a great lake—so it
seemed—qgirdled with high cliffs still ringing with the
echoes of the shot, while from in front a silent white-
faced town stared gravely down on us with innumer-
able window-eyes. And this was Maskat—the Maskat
of my first impressions, at any rate. Later there were
others. The lake wasno lake, but aharbour; two castles
flanked the town on either hand, and behind towered
apeak-topped hill.  Later still | went ashore.

Maskat keeps its windows for the sea front.  Once
past the British Consulate, and you find yourself in
narrow bye-ways, scarce room for two abreast, while on
either gde the blind walls of houses rise cliff-like to a
thin strip of sunny sky. But down below there is no
sun, or heat, or sound—only the cool shade, the shuffle
of ones feet in the sand, and the solitary figure of a
cloaked Arab striding leisurely. Who lives behind
these silent walls ?  What plots and counter-plots are
hatched behind their friendly barriers ?  What strange
eddies here commence of the East whose fringes
touch the Wahabis at Riad or the Pathan in the far-
off Khyber hills ? Behind thisiron door, gun-runners,
or the beauties of the harem ? And instinctively one
pauses in one's step for the glimpse of a fair hand and
the tinkle of asilvery laugh. But the door opens not,
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the blind walls seem to frown, and there is no sound
save the shuffle of one's feet in the sand. . . .

| have said that the small fry of the Gulf ports—
Pusnie, Charbar, and their ilk—are alike as so many
peas, and in truth the large ones are unable to present
any startling peculiarities from each other. There is
the same sandy straight foreshore, the same long white
line of houseswith dark masses of palms here and there,
and the same crowd of native craft with their queer
ungainly sails. As one draws near there is the same
evil-smelling beach, with boats half built, or left by
the falling tide. A few women wash their clothesin
the pools, afew boysplay with shrill criesup and down
the sand, some curs—scavenging for their daily bread—
slink aside as one's boat grates upon the beach. Over
the Consulates and the houses of the local powers that
be, flutter many-coloured flags, and over the flagsin
the blue vault hang vultures, ever wheeling. To be
sure, they call up different memories—do these said
ports—in retrospect. Bander Abbas and Bushire we
were fain to explore from the ship's rail, at the end of
our glasses.  From the former the laws of quarantine
debarred us, and from the latter the distance of our
anchorage from the shore.

Lingah, tomeat any rate, isaplaceof lonely squares
flooded by the moonlight—for we landed at evening—
with palm trees sending fantastic shadows across our
path aswe stumbled after our cloaked guide, lantern
in hand. Now and then a figure muffled to the eyes
came from the shadows, peered at us askance, ex-
changed a hasty word with our guide, and disappeared
again into the shadows from which it came.

At Bahrein you will remember that my patron saint,
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Sindbad the Sailor, did some very good trading. It was
on his return from the City of the Monkeys, where he
had obtained many coconuts by the simple expedient
of pelting the creatures with stones until they pelted
himwith the preciousfruit. Onhisarrival at Bahrein
he induced some pearl-divers, by the payment of a
coconut apiece, to make a descent. ' And lo! when
they came up out of the water they had with them
many pearls of price.  And they said, " By God, 0
our Lord, thy luck is great/"

Remembering this fortunate episode, | had visions
of myself seated in aboat, smoking my pipe at my ease,
while energetic divers brought wealth, beyond the
dreams of avarice, to my feet. But unfortunately, on
our arrival at Bahrein | discovered that the pearl
SN was over until the next hot weather warmed
the water, and even if it had not been s, | doubt
whether | should have made my fortune. For | learnt
that most of thetrading isinthe hands of banias (money-
lenders and merchants) from Hindustan, and when the
bania has squeezed the orange there is not much juice
left. The greater number of the pearl-divers are com-
pletely in the hands of their masters the merchants,
from whom they are compelled to obtain all the
necessaries of life, and thus are as arule heavily in their
debt. Bahrein has apparently not been backward
in adopting one of the leading maxims of civilised
trade, that one shall sow and another reap.

At Koweit | saw the Bedouin on the edge of his
native desert. Here he comes with horses, cattle, and
sheep to barter for fire-arms, dates, and clothing. Out-
sde the town was his encampment—a confused mass
of camels, bales, odds and ends of gear, black dwarfish
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tents, women, children, and prowling dogs. Over all
rose a babel of grunts, babblings, shrill cries, and the
occasiona yelp of adog visited with vengeance for too
boldan attempt at pilfering. Andamidst this noise, con-
fusion, and scuffling, moved the Bedouin, stately, calm,
and aoof, one of the last picturesque figures left to a
civilised world. A long cloak hangs from his shoulders,
with broad deeves which leave full play to his sinewy
wrists and well-shaped hands. Open at the front, this
reveds along garment resembling the dressing-gown of

the Western world, gathered in the midst with awaist-
cloth into which are stuck a couple of silver-handled
daggers. Over the head, and drawn forward at each sSde
S0 as to resemble a headpiece of old, is a gay-coloured
kerchief, round which are twisted rings of camel hair.
From under the kerchief stares out a dark sombre
face, with keen dark eyes puckered at the edges with
much watching against the desart sun, and well-cut
features. Over his shoulder hangs arifle by its sling ;

afull bandolier crosseshischest.  Suchisthe Bedouin,
the Spirit of the Desert made manifest in flesh. Such
was he that day at Koweit; suchwas he long centuries
ago or ever Mohammed was born to Amina, wife of

Abdullah, the merchant of Mecca.  Not otherwise can
we imagine him on the Last Day, facing the assembled
nations, stately, calm, and aloof. . . .

The soene 'tween decks when unloading was in
progress—a oene  repested at every port—was of
perennial interest, especidly if at night. Leaning
over therail of the upper deck, calmed by oné€'s after-
dinner cigarette, one watched as from high Olympus
the stirrings of the mortals below. Overhead the
electric light flared; under it the great ' buggalows
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(native boats) rose and fell gently against the ship's
side; the deck teemed with the movements of many
men, and sent up to heaven the sound .of many
voices and the harsh rattle of machinery; whilst
all around the night encompassed us, dark and
impenetrable.

After awhile the eye began to dissect the component
parts of this hurly-burly. Supreme above it was the
chief officer, conspicuousin white, wielding the voice of
authority, bidding this one go to Tophet, and that
one come. Near by stood the tally-clerks, notebook
in hand, elaborately arrayed in long frock-coats and
fezzes, oblivious to all but the checking of the bales.
A crowd of ragged coolies formed connecting links
between the holds and the boats, their voices sounding
sepulchrally from the former and with no uncertain
discord from the latter. Around these the bees of
the hive crowded the drones, the deck passengers:.
Arabs in long cloaks of divers colours; Persians in
pleated skirts, with tall fezzes; old men with long
patriarchal beards ; women enveloped from head to
foot in black, funerea garments, with white face-
pieces; children inrags; some sheltered in little corners
made by erecting their packages of stuff; some with
only ablanket; some cooking, some smoking fromlarge
hubble-bubbles; a few, more devout than the rest,
perusing their Korans.

And by the side of these placid Biblical figures of
a bygone age the machinery clanked and groaned,
brought up large baes from the depths of the hold—
while the coolies yelled caution as one man—swung
them across the deck, and lowered them into the wait-
ing buggalows. It was a strange medley of the East
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and West rubbing shoulders, the twentieth century and
the first cheek and jowl. . . .

At Koweit we took on board a pilot to navi-
gate us up to Busra. He looked three-quarters negro
to one Arab, but akindly and loyal heart must have
beat under his uncouth exterior. For: ' Sse our old
pilot ? asked the second officer. ' Funny-looking old
card, isn't he? Well, apparently at one time he was
slave, or servant, of some fellow in rather a big way
up in these parts. The fellow died, and his son got
into trouble over killing aman ; Turkstook him and
put himinprison. Well, our old pilot worked heaven
and earth to get him off; he gets a good screw, you
know, does a pilot, and he spent it right and left—
" backshish/* of course. It seems he got him off all
right, too, and then spent most of his hard-earned
gains in having him smuggled out of the country. |
cal it rather fineon the old fellow's part.’

Yes, it was quite fine of him, and long may he live
to take ships across the bar and up the Shat-el-Arab
to Busral

It isarelief on entering the Shat-el-Arab to have a
cool green vista of date-palms on either hand in place
of the sea glare and barren sandy coasts. And it is
fitting that the country should be restful to the eye,
for here in the beginning was the Garden of Eden, here
did our first parents fall, and hence were they driven
out, whilst behind them stood an angel' with aflaming
sword which turned every way,' so that never more
might tired humanity find its way back to the shady
groves.



CHAPTERII
BUSRA TO BAGHDAD

ONE isnot long in the East, outside those parts of it
controlled by the British Government, before one dis-
coversthat oneisunder the specia protection of Provi-
dence. Everything will occur—or not—by the will of
God, and if you make statements without the proviso
of In sha Allah (If God wills) your speech is looked
upon as mildly irreverent, and ismildly corrected. If
God willed the river steamer would leave Busra for
Baghdad on a certain date, and under the same pro-
viso would slip her moorings at 3 P.M., the advertised
time of salling. With the first, God's disposal was in
accord with man's proposal; but not so with the
second, for it was not until 5 P.M. that our paddles
began to churn the waters of the Tigris.

' We shall reach Baghdad, then," | remarked, ' on
Saturday next.'

"In sha Allah, corrected the Turkish captain
gently.

We were carrying pilgrims to Kerbela, the great
Shiah shrine situated about sixty ‘miles from Baghdad.
How many hundreds | don't exactly know, but cer-
tainly more than the Baghdad could comfortably hold.

For in spite of much vociferation and gesticulation on
12
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the part of the chief clerk, who withstood them for a
time at the top of the companion-stairs, they pressed
forward with their wives, their children, and their bales,
and finally took possesson of the space reserved for
first-class passengers.  The captain, blue-suited and
fezzed, shrugged his shoulders as we came forward
and took refuge on his quarter-deck. ' At this time,*
he said, philosophically lighting a cigarette, ' there are
many many pilgrims all going to Kerbela, and they
must travel somehow.'

However, with a plentiful supply of cigarettes, a
book or two, my fellow-passengers, and the panorama
of the banks slipping past on either hand, the hours
sped away as quickly asthe swirling water.

Filled by the sense of movement, | couldwatchwith
a placid interest the pastoral life on the banks, from
which the great bare plains stretch away on either
hand to a far horizon. Now and then a horseman,
rifle on back, stood on a little mound, clear-cut as
a statue against the sky. Now and then we passed
a Bedouin encampment—low black booths, hobbled
camelsand horses, |ounging men, and screaming women
and children, who scurried along with us, scrambling
for the bread and dates thrown by the passengers.
Anon would come a sail moving, so it seemed, in the
midst of the land, but when we had travelled alittle
further, lo! it wasbut abend inthe river and a great
clumsy country boat which had created the illusion.
Sometimes we passed wooden erections for drawing
water fromtheriver, worked by two bullocksor horses.
Once we neared, where the river narrowed, some men,
armed as usual, one of whom proceeded to cover me
with hisweapon, doubtlessinjest, as, if they had medi-
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tated an attack, they wouldhavebeenin larger numbers.
Nevertheless, as | happened to be on the bridge at
the time, offering a conspicuous mark, and asamotion
begun in jest might end in earnest—the temptation
of bringing down a Feringhi proving too strong to be
resisted—with as great a show of nonchaance as |
could assume, | walked slowly to the other sde and
put the chart-room between myself and the jester.

The pilgrims, too, were always a source of in-
terest, and, by reason of the overcrowding, were in
very dose contact with us. They lay sprawling over
the deck around the clear oass still left exclusively
for our use, so that one picked one's way carefully to
and from the companion-hatch over prostrate bodies.
They were for the most part Persians, who are practi-
cally all of the Shiah sect, fairish of face, with great
conical caps, sheepskin coats, and dirty blue dressing-
gown garments. They gathered in little groups of
families or chance acquaintances, building up their
bales as a precaution against the wind. Some of the
more weal thy—probably by the purchase of deck space
from their fellows—arranged little harems for their
women by devices of hanging cloths, though to the
outsider it would seem that these temptresses of the
virtuous were already sufficiently protected from pry-
ing eyes. For one and all wore the burkha, a great
shapdess garment with elephantine deeves, effecting
a complete concealment of form and face, and only
allowing the eyes to appear.

There was, however, one fair pilgrim who was by
no means content to hide hersalf behind her black
shroud, but then shewas privileged by her youth, being
not more than six or seven years old. She had that
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peculiar beauty which is often granted to the younger
generation in the East to compensate for its rapid
decline, and moreover a very decided will of her own.
She bullied her father—a venerable white-beard—her
presumable brother, and her mother in the most de-
lightful way possible, and the way she would coquette
her burkha,mimitation of themore flighty of her elders,
with her playmates, two ragged urchins, turningfirsta
coldlittle shoulder,then a peepingand finally a piquante
little face, all merry with smiles, was one of the most
engaging sights | have ever seen.  Poor little maiden!
It was sad to think that once of age she was likely to
be sold by her parents in loveless marriage to some fat
old merchant of Shiraz, who would squeeze her young
life dry, and then make of her a household drudge.
Great beauty in the East is a family asst in hard cash,
not lightly forgone.

Although they were on their way to a shrine which
isat least as sacred in their eyes as Meccaisin the eyes
of the Sunnis, the pilgrims did not seem very zedous
in the matter of prayer. One only of the five times
during the day did they honour with any approach
of unanimity. All during the day they would lounge
about the deck, deeping for the most part, but when
the evening came, and the setting sun flared the western
sky and the river with crimson, turning towards
it, they would make their devotions to Allah. This
accomplished, they would gather inlittle circlesaround
their charcoal braziers and eat the evening med,
sending forthrich odours into the night, which now
gathered quickly around.

Now and again a pilgrim would go a-begging from
his fellow-travellers. It would seem that there was
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an etiquette in this matter, the needy one not asking
of himself but through the medium of a patron. The
latter, loud of voice and gesticulating, would go the
round of the deck, importuning all and sundry, and
detailing the merits of the particular case in hand,
become penniless so far from home, and while perform-
ing the sacred duty of pilgrimage. The former, poor
wretch, in rags and looking half starved, would follow
inrear, uttering noword, but beseeching with his looks.
Once or twice | contributed something, which must
have put a handle to the arguments of the patron.
For if a Christian's heart was melted by his eloquence,
hard indeed must that Mosdem be who refused his
zakat (alms).



CHAPTERI 1]
IN BAGHDAD

WE arrived at Baghdad in the most un-Oriental
weather. A grey sky, a cold wind, and the waters of
the Tigris whipped to small waves. So Baghdad im-
pressed itself rather as how it would have looked under
a bright sun than how it actually appeared. First
came gardens sheltering detached balconied houses
overlooking theriver—deserted, too, for these were the
summer residences of the wealthy classes.  Still steam-
ing, and passing garden after garden, we reached
Baghdad itself, a long vista of fine houses fising from
the river banks, backed by the tumbled mass of the
city, and overtopped by the blue minarets and cupolas
of the mosques. Flocks of pigeons hovered over these,
women washed their clothes where the narrow streets
ran down to the water's edge, across the bridge of
boats endless passengers passed, the long balconies of
the coffee-shops were crowded, and innumerable gugas
whirled giddily in the tide. These last added the
necessary touch of quaintness to the scene, being per-
fectly roundconstructions,propelled by paddling,and of
an antiquity stretching back to Herodotus. Taking it
asawhole,it was animated, pleasingly strange to the eye
of the traveller, and needed but aflashing sun to make
17 c
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it perfect of itskind. But unfortunately the traveller
cannot bring his weather with him, or, for the matter
of that, his emotions.

Having taken a temporary footing in the building
which does duty for a hotel in Baghdad, | went
house-hunting. To a bachelor—in a profession which
necessitates much shared quarters with other beings—
the prospect of a house to himself was not without
charm, especidly in the city of the Arabian Nights.
And as the hunting-grounds lay through acity which
was virgin soil for the hunter, where he gathered new
impressions of a new people at every step, the hours
passed quickly enough. Among these first impres-
sons the one that strikes most forcibly is the narrow-
ness of the streets. When one finds onesdlf in a lane
barely eight feet broad, when to avoid the crushing of
toes by a passing carriage one has to pancake against
thewall, it isdifficult to believe that thisisthe principal
thoroughfare, the Piccadilly of Baghdad. Yet it isso,
notwithstanding the fact that the streets, being un-
metalled, are merely of beaten earth, with many hills
and valleys. Then the houses force themselves on the
attention. They bound the streets on either hand
with high blank faces. There are no windows by
which to get a glimpse of their inner life, no gardens
visible with plessant flowers. They have an air of
hostile secretivenessto the wandering eye.  Eventheir
doors—of iron s&t deep in archways—seem rather
made to bar one's passsge than to open and let one
through.

Coming from India, one misses the large and im-
portant turban in the headgear of the people who
tread the narrow streets between the frowning walls.
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In its place are the coloured kerchiefs of the Arabs,
drawn over thehead and beringed with camel'shair ; or
the small, inadequate-seeming turbans of the Persians,
or the fezzes of the Turks. As for their garments,
first impressions are of voluminous outer cloaks, over-
flowing under ones, awarring kaleidoscope of colour.

After many wanderings, and openings of heavy
iron doors which only closed again behind my dissatis-
fied back, | at length found the house wherein | write
this. It fronts an alley-way so narrow that | have
christened it the Needle's Eye, no camel, | am con-
vinced, being able to passthrough. It leads off an alley
slightly broader, whichturnsinto the lane constituting
Baghdad's principal street. It has no windows, and
offers in true Eastern fashion a blank face to the few
passers-by. Few, because the Needle's Eye is not a
frequented thoroughfare. Now and then a couple of
urchins sport up and down ; a woman, enveloped in
her shapeless black cloak, shuffles by ; a beggar raises
his mournful whine before my door. But for the rest
it is left to stray cats and dogs, who prowl and fight
and sleep away the sunny hours.

So we find ourselves in the alley-way before my
door, which is not of iron. In truth my imagination
longed for an iron portal—that would have given the
final touch of the Orient to my abode, that would in
very sooth have made my house my castle. But the
houses which possessed iron doors also possessed dis-
advantages, so | was fain to descend to a mere wooden
one. Perhaps | should have taken the disadvantages
with the iron portals, and so satisfied my imaginative
conscience ; one should, of course, endeavour to live

up to ideals. But | am punished for my backsliding
Cc2



20 TRAVELS IN THE MIDDLE EAST

in this matter by the loss of a sensation—its absence
barely noticed, but surely there—every time | passin
or out.

At any rate, the.door is sunk deepinitsarch—like
its betters, the iron ones; it looks stout enough to
resist a battering-ram, and we passthrough. Wefind
oursalvesin a small courtyard with a balcony running
round three sdes, not on the ground level, but one
storey up. On the ground level are the kitchen,
store-room, servants' quarters, and sardab (summer
quarters)—these latter beneath the ground level for
greater coolnessinthe hot months.  The four rooms for
the use of the owner of the mansion are off the balcony.
Thefirst | do not use; the second is my dining-room,
sparsely furnished; the third my bedroom, still more
Spartan ; the fourth the roomwhere | live, move, and
have my being, and where, consequently, some attempt
at comfort in the shape of divans, Persian carpets,
and book-littered tables has been made.  Such athing
as a furnished house to let in Baghdad is unknown;
and as atraveller—sojourning there but for a gpace—
it profited not that | should invest in more encum-
brances than the comfort of the body absolutely
required.

All houses in Baghdad are built on very much the
same plan as mine—that is to say, round a courtyard,
with the sardabs down below. The larger sometimes
posess two courtyards, the outer for the men, the
inner for the harem, with fountains, tessellated pave-
ments, and so forth; but these are not for the way-
farer, here to-day, gone to-morrow, with alight pack
and a lighter pocket.

Baghdad is a city of coffee-houses, anong other
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things—khawa-khanas, as they are called. They vary
in sze between little dark recessss just holding the
proprietor and his coffee-cups, while his patrons stand
drinking in the street, to large open halls holding a
hundred or more. Undoubtedly, the best khawa-khana
in Baghdad is the Khawa-Khana al Jisr (the Bridge
Coffee-house), and half-past four of an evening, as a
rule, saw me turning down the lane which leads to it
from the main bazaar. Mounting the dark earthen-
stepped staircase, | would find myself in a large room,
and, crossing to the outside balcony, would take a seat
from which to view both the free spaces outside and
the crowded life within.

The room is large and airy, with wooden pillars
supporting the roof ; seated on wooden benches covered
with straw matting are the coffee-drinkers. These are
mostly of the well-to-do of Baghdad—merchants,
whether Turkish, Christian, or Jewish; so the fez
surmounting the ordinary garb of civilisation, pre-
dominates. Here and there, however, flowing robes,
with small turbans or wool-ringed kerchiefs on head,
proclaim pure Persans or Arabs, some of the latter
especidly taking the attention. Their gait as they
loungeinto the hall ssemsto speak of the desert.  Their
cloaks are coarser, stronger, ssem made more for use
and less for show than those of their degenerate fellows
of the town. In like manner, their faces are harder,
darker, as though tanned by the unthwarted sun.
They taketheir coffeein taciturn silence, watching with
some contempt their gesticulating, babbling fellows.
Their eyes are glare-wrinkled ; they have something of
a free, predatory air. Perhaps they are of Nejd, or
Hail, or still more distant Riad.
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The rest of the customers, however, pursue their
way unmindful of scrutiny. Some recline amost
at full length, puffing narghilehs (water-pipes); some,
cross-legged, smoke cigarettes ; others sip their tea or
coffee ; others play at draughts, chess, or backgammon
—the latter the favourite game ; others again, their
coffee and smoking finished, gather in little groups,
discussing the news of the day. A bespectacled old
man reads aloud the paper to a couple of other grey-
beards in one corner, and in another the Koran is
being softly chanted. Among them moves the beggar
whom the charity of the proprietor allows in to ask
ams of his patrons; the water-boy, jar under arm,
chain over shoulder, metal dish in hand, selling water
at half afarthing adrink ; the dispensers of the coffee,
clinking their china cups, metal pot under arm, and
their satellites, the urchins who collect the empty
vesls.  So from the room rises a cheerful bustle, the
sound of many voices, the sharp click of the pieces on
the backgammon boards, and now and again athwart
the whole the cry of khawa-khawa from an impatient
customer.

No sooner am | seated than the proprietor himself
hurries up with a smiling greeting, calling loudly for
a narghilen. Perhaps | am the only Feringhi in
Baghdad who regularly frequents a coffee-shop, and
Mahmud considers it a specia testimony to his house
that this should be the one chosen for my patronage.
The narghileh, | think, he looks upon as a shibboleth
of good faith, an open sign that under hisroof | conform
to its customs, that when | am in Baghdad | do as
Baghdad does. Asthe narghileh givesitsfirst bubble,
and | puff out the first cloud of smoke, Mahmud smiles
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anew and departs. In the meanwhile an attendant
has brought me my tea in a tiny glass, milkless, but
with a large piece of sugar slowly crumbling in its
amber depths; for this is the custom of the coffee-
houses—first tea, then coffee.  Presently he returns
with coffee, which he pours into a diminutive cup,
holding perhaps three teaspoonfuls. Even this the
attendant—for his other customers—fills but half full,
whenit isdrunk at adraught, and returned for another
helping. For me, however, hefillsit, brimming over,
so that | may sip as | smoke, a habit not in vogue
amongtheArabs. Asforthe coffee itself, it ismilkless,
unsweetened, and of an excellent quality untasted
elsewhere.

Here on the balcony it is very pleasant. Twenty
feet sheer below the Tigrisflowsbroadly, slowly past.
From the further bank many-windowed, irregular,
flat-shaped houses rise stately. Behind the houses
tall date-pams move gently in the evening breeze
against the setting sun, which gilds the sky, and soon,
descending, touches the water with crimson.  On the
right the bridge of boats bears its complement of small
figures crossing to and fro. A guga paddies its way
leisurely across the crimson flood ; far down the stream
a single country craft remains becamed with hoisted
sail. Two more are tied to the bank beneath us, their
crews on deck mending the gear. A little while and
the sun vanishes suddenly from behind the palms ; a
mist rises from the river; the long high-pitched cry
of amuezzin rises from a neighbouring minaret, and is
taken up by another, and another ; the Arab boatmen
below turn to prayer. In the coffee-shop behind, the
hanging lamps are lit. The day is past. . . .
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Baghdad, though in some ways the most Oriental
of towns, possessss one Occidental luxury—music-halls,
of asort. Mohammedan public opinion, however, in-
sisting as it does on the veil for its womenkind, would
hardly tolerate that the danseuses should profess its
faith. So the ladies of the corpsde ballet are mostly
Jaweses from Aleppo and Beirut, with a few local
products, and Baghdad goes nightly to s them
perform.

Behold us, then—my friends, A. Effendi and M.
Effendi, and myself—ready to set out on the path of
pleasure. The Effendis have dined with me, we have
finished our coffee and cigarettes, and it remains but to
don fez and overcoat for the expedition to be ready. |
wear afez sometimesat night, not with any ideaof pass-
ing as a Turk or Baghdadi if spokento—my Arabicis
very far short of that ideal—but merely to avoid the
curious glances of the crowd. Nothing spoils enjoy-
ment so much as being the centre of attention, as s
ing aneighbour nudge his neighbour and the two look
covertly, until perhaps half a dozen pairs of eyes are
turned upon one. However innocent and harmless the
curiosity may be, it gives an uncomfortable feeling of
sf-consciousness. A stray European now and then
wanders into a Baghdad theatre, but is sufficiently a
rara avis to share with the stage some of the attention
of the audience. Nor can this be avoided except by
the expedient of afez. A cap immediately ' gives one
away," and a bare head equally so—for the fez, like the
turban, is never taken off indoors. On the other hand,
in a fez and a dark suit—the dress of the greater part
of upper-class Baghdad, whether Christian or Moham-
medan, Jew or Gentile—one passes without comment.
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A. Effendi is a youth of about twenty, but un-
commonly old for his years. He belongs to a well-
known, wealthy and respectable merchant family in
Baghdad. Hisuncle, besdes his principal occupation,
indulgesin journalism, and is editor of one of the four-
teen newspapers in Baghdad—El Irak—not the name
the paper bearsin print, but no matter. | gather that
El Irak, with thirteen competitors among such a small
public, is not a stupendous success from the sordid
financial point of view, andiscarried on for the pleasure
it gives its editors. Art for art's sske! It was this
which first attracted meto A. Effendi. For I, too, have
been editor en amateur of ajournal, now defunct, which,
far from being a pecuniary success, necessitated sundry
disbursements from the editorial pocket. We fore-
gathered on the river passage from Busra, and renewed
our acquaintance in Baghdad.

M. Effendi is a somewhat older man. He has a
good taste in cigarettes, and affects a somewhat un-
common brand, of which hewaskind enough to present
mewithahundred. Both talk Frenchfluently besdes
Turkish, as do the majority of educated Baghdadis;
so when my Arabic fails | eke it out with the first
language.

Having started—preceded by our servants carrying
lanterns—the first point to decide is which theatre, for
there is a choice of four in Baghdad.

The Jisr coffee-shop which | frequent during the
day is at night metamorphosed into a cafe chantant, at
which Thera, the' beautiful Egyptian,' sngsand dances.
In the lower floor of the same building arival beauty
trips and warbles, while in the Midan bazaar are two
more places of amusement.
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Wefinally decide onthelatter, and quicken our steps,
for the Midanisfar distant. Turning out of the Needle's
Eye, our way lies through the uncovered bazaars.
The shops are shuttered, the streets deserted save for
a few chance wayfarers. Overhead the stars twinkle
stilly in the black sky ; now and then we catch agleam
of water intheflickeringlight of alamp ontheriver's
edge at the end of an alley-way. The streets are empty
of life until to-morrow's sun shall again set them astir.
To the quick, jostling, noisy come and go under the
blazing lights of aWestern city at night, Baghdad offers
dark, empty, silent bazaars. But it is not until we
reach the great covered marts that we find the true
Avernus. Herethe arched roofs shut off the stars, and
the gloom is as that of Tophet. Our steps sound muffled
in the emptiness ; unconsciously we talk in whispers.
Dark tunnels open on either hand ; we might be in
caverns or vaults far under the earth. Save for the
watchmen and the city dogs, we seem the only moving,
living things. The former—crouched half adeep,
swathed in their long cloaks—raise a cry of 'Yal
Allah," on our passing, as awarning to their brethren,
and these in turn take up the mournful wail, which
echoes and re-echoes far in front of us down the long
aides. The latter raise their voices in dismal barks
and howls, which their enemies of the next section reply
to—in the manner of Stamboul, each party having its
ownterritory—until theroofsringagain.

Then suddenly a large open door flings a band of
light across our path, and the sound of music, and the
murmur of voices. We have arrived at the Theatre
Royal, Baghdad.

The price of entrance, the same to any part of
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the house, is not excessve—about fourpence, coffee
and narghilehsextra. The hall isatolerably large one,
with a gallery all round. At the further end is the
stage, a which we get a confused glimpse as we make
our way to our placesinthe gallery above. Oncethere,
our overcoats off, cigarettes lighted, we have oppor-
tunity tolook round.

The shortest way to describe the entertainment
would be to say that it was an Indian nautch. Those
who have not seen an I ndian nautch will at once conjure
up some picture of Oriental fascination, bewitching the
senses, deliciously wicked.  Those who have will agree
with methat it is one of the most boring entertainments
possible for a European to watch.  Sad am | to strike
down another illusion, but soiit is.

Nothing could be further from our ideas of ballet-
dancing than those of the East. IntheWest it ismostly
energetic movement, quick gesticulation of arms and
legs, short skirts, and possibly high kicking; inthe East
it is all dow shuffling,imperceptible turning of the hands
and head, twitches of the body never out of the perpen-
dicular, limbs swathed to the toes. The nautch-gix|
dhuffles this way and that, completes dow circles,
thrusts her chin backwards and forwards, waves her
hands stiffly from the wrists, and twitches all over like
a deeping sed. After five minutes you are fearfully
weary of it, but do your best to conceal it from your
Eastern friends, who watch it calmly, gravely, keenly
interested, and will continue to do so until far into the
morning. For the nautch is no duller, no more moral,
not a whit less suggestive to Eastern eyesthan the pas
seul of the most daring danseusein Europe isto Western
onlookers. But it is different, that is all, and the
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nautch remains a perfect epitome, initsway, of the gulf
between East and West.

The singing is on the same plane, so far removed
from the Western that one hardly draws a comparison.
What can one say of an Eastern prima-donna who
possesss not a single treble note in her voice, but who
yet is said by educated Easterns to sing beautifully ?
Again one can only shrug shoulders, and say the East
isdifferent. Itisapoor definition, criticism, what you
will; butitisthe best possible.

The performance at the Theatre Royal, Baghdad,
was a nautch, with the difference that the artistes were
Jawesses and not Mohammedans, and that for the most
part they wore morning gowns of European cut, which
made them look somewhat ridiculous. Altogether the
performance was not exciting, and although that un-
failing Eastern ' draw ' to the Western traveller, the
crowd, made up in part for the dullness of the stage,
| was not sorry when we were once more walking
homewards. . . .

An hour before noon M. Effendi and | set out
one day for a continued exploration of Baghdad.
M. Effendi was much amused at the idea of our minia-
ture expedition, and we strode out of the Needle's
Eyewithagait and seriousness asif bound for the perils
of Nejd. Turning to the left, wefound ourselvesina
long street, which isthe highway between the European
quarter of the well-to-do classes and the native bazaars.
Near the latter end a few solitary shops exist—out-
posts of the native town—nbut these soon cease, and we
walked henceforth between blank walls, iron doors,
and high overhanging windows. A little further on we
met some maidens of the place—Christian Armenians,
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by their dress—out to pay a morning call. Non-
European Christians in Baghdad adopt the custom of
veiling their womenfolk when out of doors, but in a
far more artistic way than do the Modems. The
funereal shrouds of the Moslem women with their
thick black veil give place to beautiful pieces of
coloured silk, and veils so thin asto be merely attrac-
tive. Every face is beautiful behind a veil, and very
pretty bits of colour did these maidens bring into the
street as, passing on their way, they gave us a fleeting
glance from mantles drawn coquettishly across.

The Bab-ash-Sharki (the Eastern Gate) is reached
by the Road of the Strangler—a memorial to some
garrotter long snce gone to his account—and lies
between gardens.

At the gate was a guard, and the inevitable coffee-
house. It is a favourite resort for the town-dwellers,
this café on the edge of the desert, where some of the
fresh breezes come, and there was the usual complement
of fezzes and kerchiefed heads puffing at narghilehs and
basking in the sun. But beyond these the gate slept.
East only by name, south-east by position, not two
hundred yards away from the rippling Tigris, it bears
no throng through its portals. It is one of the four
ancient gates of Baghdad, but now its glory is departed
and it desps away the hours with its loafers and coffee-
drinkers.

One thing, however, does appear at the Bab-ash-
Sharki, and that is the desert. We passed through,
turned sharp to the left, and, ascending aslight incline,
were on the edge of the great plain which stretches
away to the mountains of Luristan. Baghdad isringed
with deserts. From whichever gate you travel you
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cannot excgpe them, but from the Bab-ash-Sharki the
desert comes suddenly. One moment we were in
narrow streets, the next our horizon was bounded only
by our eyesight. The wind blew fresh as across an
ocean ; in the middle distance a file of camels moved
microscopically; from the city behind began the call
to the mid-day prayer, faint and clear, Alla-hu-Akbar,
Alla-hu-Akbar (God is most great, God is most
great).

Here we could s the limits of eastern Baghdad—
adried moat, a crumbled wall—and rousing ourselves
from the semi-trance born of large distances and far-
off sounds, we walked the half-circle, always the desert
on our right, the town on our |eft, passing the two gates
—the Bab-at-Talism, still closed by the order of an
ancient caliph, and the Bab-ul-Wustani. So some
hours after leaving the Bab-ash-Sharki, we found our-
sves at the Bab-ul-Muazzam. This is certainly the
most imposing gate in modern Baghdad. The arch is
high and complete ; thewall issothick that houses are
built uponit, and the arabana (carriages) to Mosul pass
to and fro beneath. Outside, Arabs from caravans fed
their animals or chaffed with the stall-holders. Now
and then a string of camels or pack-horses streamed
through, while their owners shouted ' Balag, balag,
and the small urchinstried to stampede the frightened
animalsintothedividing crowd.

A little way inside the gate are the book-shops.
Here you may purchase tomes in every language of
the East, from the Thousand and One Nights to the
Koran, and their vendors, gravely smoking, will often
let you thumb the volumes without importuning you
to buy.
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To-day we had no time for loitering, and pressed
forward into the heart of things—the great crowded,
jostling, gesticulating, shouting bazaars. It was a
wonderful scene. All aong the sde were the little
shops, raised some three feet off the street, with their
owners sitting cross-legged behind their wares. Over-
head the great arched roofs shut off the sun and en-
closed the hum of the vast hiveto adull roar. Under-
neath moved the crowd. And what acrowd ! Flow-
ing robes, colours of the rainbow; keen, dark faces,
tossing hands, wide-opened mouths vociferating to be
heard above the din. Arabs of the city, Bedouins of
the desert, Persians from Shiraz, Turks from Stam-
boul, Jews, Christians—all crushed together pell-mell.
Porters charged through thefray, shouting the universal
' Balag, balag'; carriages followed hard on their track,
driven at reckless speed, but the crowd only parted
to join more firmly. Women shuffled timidly on from
shop to shop, cast hither and thither by the stronger
eddies. Auctions collected struggling whirlpools in
which even hardy porters were lost to view. Water-
selers, bearing their merchandise in skins on the backs
of horses, or in smaller bulk on their own backs, or in
smaller bulk still in earthen bottles slung by a chain
under the left arm, joined their criesto the hubbub. At
the corners the money-changers clinked silver in a
flowing stream from hand to hand. And in the midst
of this pandemonium, among the legs of the passers-by,
picked out by a shaft of light through the roof, two
caged doves, for sde, pecked unconcernedly at their
food, whiletheir owner above extolled their plumpness
and small price.

There are many covered bazaars in Baghdad, each
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with its own trade. The bazaars of the iron-workers
ringing like a blacksmith's shop, while the workers
themselves, half-naked, stand out in the gloom against
their own fires like figures of an inferno ; the clean,
comparatively quiet bazaars of the carpet and cloth
sellers, much frequented by women; the bazaars of
chinaand enamel ware, mostly in the hands of the Jews,
of the butchers, grisly withmuch saughtered flesh; of
fruit, pleasant to the eye and smell; of the kabob sellers,
with simmering dishes of stews and balls of meat
(kabobs), stuck through with skewers, roasting over grid-
irons—these and many more did we inspect. Then
we sought rest and refreshment in the nearest coffee-
shop. It now wasthree o'clock, and we had been some
four hours afoot. Aswe sipped'our first cups of teagrate-
fully, the cry of the muezzins calling to the asr (after-
noon prayer) rose high even above the roar of the
streets, and floated peacefully in on our ears—Alla-hu-
Akbar, Alla-hu-Akbar.

It must have been nearly four when we rose regret-
fully, and st out once more, this time down to the
bridge of boats which connects east with west Baghdad.
The same crowds which filled the bazaars passed and
repassed, but for the most part in silence, save for the
occasiona cry of asweetmeat-seller, sitting cross-legged
by the bridge-side. Here the air blew pleasant and
chill uptheriver after the close streets, and seagull-like
birds swooped over the sun-kissed wavelets and the
plyinggugas.

We paused a moment at the other sideto look back
at the best view of Baghdad, whichisany one€sproperty
who takes the trouble to cross from bank to bank on a
fine day. On the water's edge were the large white
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houses, long-bal conied, flat-roofed ; behind rose minaret
and cupolas into the blue sky, beringed with settling
and hovering pigeons ; in front rolled the great river
with its busy bridge.

Western Baghdad is Baghdad's East End, as is
only fit in the topsy-turvy East. On the east bank
are the houses of the well-to-do, the large bazaars, the
great mosques; on the west the mean houses of the
poorer folk whose work lies in the eastern quarter,
the smaller bazaars, the minaretless mosques. Yet for
all that western Baghdad contains two things of note,
its tramway and its busiest gate.

It was with something of a shock that | came upon
the former. | felt a jarring note. A tram—even
that ancient vehicle, a horse-tram—is centuries out
of place in the city of the Arabian Nights. It does
not thrust itself too much on the attention, that is
one good point aboutit: it hidesits decrepit modernity
—for it is avery poor affair even as horse-trams go—
exclusively in the western side, running a couple of
miles to a Shiah shrine (Kazmain) outside the city.

As for the gate, though it is the busiest it is the
least pretentiousin thecity. Thereisnodefinite arch,
nowall, merely an open square into which the bazaars
run. There is no startling contrast here between the
busy streets and the silent desert ; you reach the
latter through scattered hovels, diminishing as you
proceed, and high-walled gardens. Yetitisfrom here
that the overland route to Aleppo and Europe begins ;
from here that the pilgrims set out to Kerbela; by
this gate that the caravans arrive from Central
Arabia.

We found it busy enough. A score of arabana
D
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stood empty round the square ; more had just arrived
and were disgorging their passengers. Pilgrims—
Persians, for the most part, in tall conical caps and
sheepskin coats—trudged in, Kerbala accomplished,
their womenfolks following in horse-panniers. A
string of laden camels padded past. All was bustle
and the arrival of tired men and animals from many
miles of wayfaring.

Here aso ended our exploration; but | had
rather the feeling, which | suppose must come at the
end of every exploration, of things unseen rather than
those seen, places unvisited, streets untrod.

" There,' replied M. Effendi, 'will we explore
another day. In sha Allah (If God wills).'

"In sha Allah," | echoed.



CHAPTERI V
TO THE BORDERS OF KURDI STAN

TEN o'clock of afinewinter's morning, a month or so
after my arrival in Baghdad, found me outside the
Bab-ul-Muazzam with my caravan bound for the open
road. Caravan! Let there not arise in your mind
mistaken visions of a long line of swaying, shuffling
camels. My caravan consisted of only three animals,
and they were horses—ponies, to be quite accurate.
One carried myself, one my servant Mohammed,
perched high on layers of quilts—his bedding for the
night—and one my goods and chattels for the journey—
my valise, to wit, balanced on the other side by pots
and pans and my gun-case. Hussein, the youth in
charge of the horses, brought up the rear on foot.

Starting from the Bab-ul-Muazzam, for all you
can e to the contrary, you might be bound on some
desert journey of months. In front stretches away
the bare brown desert to the flat horizon, and it is
only from the map that you know that what lies
beyond is not desert again, but the mountains and
hills of Kurdistan.

Yet there was enough desert that fine January
morning to dwarf my minute caravan into less than
insignificance. Stamping its hoofs in the little court-

35 P2
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yard of my house, boring itsway blusteringly through
the crowded bazaars, my caravan had seemed of
importance and moment. But here in the midst of
that vast circle of horizon we dwindled down to five
shadows, hurrying almost fearfully, asit were, over the
sand in the midst of the encompassing solitude. For
of all animals it is the camel, and the camel aone,
who fits into the desert. Other animals, like my
ponies, scurry fussily acrossit, knowing they are out
of their proper sphere—the land of grass and hills—
and speeding to reach it once more. But the camel
moves leisurely in his own kingdom, lounging away
one after another the long desert miles. No fear for
him, no fuss, no slipping in the moving sand. Else-
where incongruous, here he is the spirit of the land
made manifest in the flesh. He belongs to the desert
and the desert to him.

The wind was fresh, the sun was bright ; | had
opened the gates on a new journey. Al dunia taieb
(the world was pleasant), as the Arabs say simply.

At about three o'clock we arrived at our khan,
Beni Said. A short stage this, starting late and halt-
ing early. But it is not wise policy to press one's
men and beasts the first day.

So we alighted, and while Mohammed and Hussein
unloaded the pack-pony, | made a tolerably straight
line for the coffee-house adjoining the khan, for here
tea, a narghileh (Turkish pipe), and pesce were to be
found.

Mohammed, my servant, was somewhat scandalised
by this trait of mine of attending the public coffee-
houses. He held my conduct to be unconventional
on the part of a sahib, and would have had me shut
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myself up in my room in the khan. Now, whatever
position | may have held in the Indian station where
my regiment happened to be quartered, thanks be
to the god of liberty | held none in Turkish Arabia.
So | bound myself by no shackles of respectability
and foregathered with whom | pleased. There is of
course a commonsense limit to this matter of fore-
gathering with all and sundry, since familiarity breeds
contempt, East as well as West. Still, it should be
the traveller's aim to approach as near as may be to
this limit, and with the exercise of some tact and a
little knowledge of the local manners and customs
the golden mean can usually be struck.

A word as to khans. In Europe you call them
! caravanserais ' ; in India we shorten it to ' serais ';
in Asia Minor they become khans. But in India for
English travellers there are ' dak bungalows ' (rest-
houses) along the roads, so this was my first experience
of akhan. True to itstype, it was built in the form of
a square in two stories, in front of the upper of which
ran a balcony. In the middle was a courtyard for
the animals. All round were rooms for the travellers,
or for stowing grain, or for stables for the horses.
As | walked across to my room from the coffee-house
the caravans were very busy settling down for the night.
Mules were being curry-combed, their heads deep in
their feeds, their heels ready for the unwary ; camels
squatted hunched up, ruckling and munching ; while
the muleteers or camel-men, ragged and unkempt,
staggered to and fro with fodder, or chaffered in
high-pitched screaming voices. Through half-open
doors | could see well-to-do travellers—fat bearded
pilgrims returning from Kerbela maybe—squatting on
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piles of carpets, their narghilehs and samovars before
them.

My roomwas of the ordinary type, bare asthe palm
of your hand, mudfloored, mud walled. My camp
bed had been left in India by a careless servant when
packing, so Mohammed had annexed two benches
from the coffee-house whereon to lay my valise. Here
| ate my evening meal of stewed chicken, dates, and
native bread ; here by the dim light of my candle
lamp | wrote up my diary for the day ; and here
finally | strapped myself into my valise and slept as
one of the Seven Sleepers, notwithstanding the hard*
ness of the couch.

The journey which | proposed was as follows:
From Baghdad | purposed to travel north-east to
Kirkook by way of Deli-Abbas and Kifri, or Salahiyeh,
as it is called now ; from Kirkook to Suleimaniyeh,
from there to Kifri, and from there to Baghdad, via
Gurfa—a circular trail, leading nowhere, but travers-
ing in its compass caravan tracks both great and
small, so that on returning bearing one's sheaves with
one—to the extent of some four hundred and fifty
miles—one would have a shrewd idea of what travel
was likein Turkey in Asia. Andin any event—

There's nothing under heaven so blue
That's fairly worth the travelling to.

It is the road that one travels for, not its end—the
pilgrimages that one remembers, when the shrines are
forgotten.

Next morning we were up betimes and, travelling
without incident, reached Bakuba, the next halting-
place. Hereit was pleasant, with aflowingriver and
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thick palm groves rustling in the breeze, and Moham-
med would have had us stay there. Now, | was paying
for my caravan at the rate of two mejidies, or about
a lawyer's fee, six and eightpence, per diem. And
though | was quite willing to pay for my own moods
of laziness, and stop days in places if the fit took me,
| had all the objection in the world to pay for other
people's, and stop hours. So | gave the fiat that the
march would be continued, and the more Mohammed
grumbled and protested that the next stage was baed,
baed (far, far), the more determined | naturally
became to traverse that farness.

So we fared forth, and rode the long afternoon
over flat grassy lands, pleasant to the sight after the
sparseness of the sandy tracks between Baghdad
and Bakuba, and even as Mohammed had foretold
the setting sun found us still upon the road. Low it
sank behind a palm grove, flushing the sky, and fill-
ing the plain with creeping shadows. Evening mists
arose and mingled with the scattered smokes of Bedouin
encampments. The flush left the sky, and the far
horizon line gleamed thinly red, darkly defining the
sentinel palms. The cries of unseen herdsmen driving
home their flocks came faintly to our ears from the
gathering darkness, then the sun fell, and all around
us, the earth slipped swiftly into night.

And surely it is in beautiful, inevitable, simple
things like this that the true charm of travel lies,
and not in uncertain adventures by the way. Every
day the traveller has in fee the promise of the dawn,
the rich life of the noonday, the fading panoplies of
eve. Every day they come, old as the world itself
yet ever with something new, either in themselves,
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or in his seeing them with new eyes. And yet they
are unrecordable. The traveller cannot pass their
joy on to another. The words are not forged to paint
one such beautiful simplicity, how much less to dis-
tinguish between the subtleties of a thousand.

That night found us in poor quarters, as khan Said
was not the regular caravan stage, which went through
from Bakuba to Deli Abbas, and could only offer us
the same accommodation as our horses. Supplies,
moreover, seemed to be scanty.

At last, however, a chicken was produced, slain out
of my sight, though not altogether out of my hearing,
stewed, and eaten ravenously with the inevitable bread
and dates. My waterproof sheet was laid in the
cleanest—not clean—part of the stable, and my valise
being extended | strapped myself into it, clothes and
all, minus only boots and coats, it being no occasion for
the amenities of civilisation. Then Mohammed brought
my tea, steaming hot and fragrant, and | set match
to my pipe. The firelight flickered strange shadows
on the mud walls and roof beams ; the horses near at
hand munched steadily; a little breeze floated in
through the doorway—open, for door there was none—
ruffling my hair gently as it passed ; and | would not
have exchanged my stable for the most gorgeous
mansionin Park Lane. . . .

All the next day we travelled over the same pleasant
grassdands, the wide horizon broken only by scattered
Bedouin encampments, herds of sheep and goats, and
an occasionad mound, its insignificant forty feet or so
here standing up with all the dignity of Mount Everest.
We had left the main caravan route from Persia to
Baghdad at Bakuba, and consequently the road, purely
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a courtesy title for a rough track, emptied itself of
company. No longer did we move withlong, swaying
lines of camels, with sheepskin-coated pilgrims from
Kerbela, leading bepanniered ponies in which sat
their womenfolk discreetly curtained from the gaze of
the curious; with the hubbub and life of an important
way. For two hours perhaps we would journey with-
out meeting any save a solitary wayfarer, then far off
on the horizon would appear some black dots, disappear
into adip of the ground, emerge again larger and more
distinct.

" Karawan' (caravan), Hussein would say, with a
wave of his hand. Nearer and nearer would they
approach, until all of a sudden, so it seemed, they
would be upon us, one hundred and fifty, two hundred
laden ponies, the leader stepping proudly in the van,
his head held high, jangling perhaps a score of bells,
the others in the rear making the most of their one
apiece. So the whole air would be full of their merry
chorus, and the rattle of hoofs on stones, and friendly
greetings between the two caravans. Then the last
loiterer would pass, the track stretch ahead empty as
before, afinal faint tinkle of their bells reach our ears,
and we would be alone again in the silence.

That night we stayed at Deli Abbas, where, the
khans being full, | slept in aspecies of store-room, and
next day were off with the dawn, for the march was a
long one, twenty-seven miles. My escort had beenin-
creased, for to-day we were to cross the Jabal (moun-
tains or hills) Hamrin, which do not bear too savoury
a reputation, the Kurdish tribes which inhabit them
now and then preying upon the travellers.

By thistime the character of the peoplehad changed.
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We had left behind the Bedouin and began to meet
the Kurd. No longer the beringed kerchief drawn
over the head, the long abba, the clear-cut face. Our
fellow-wayfarerswore now small turbans of thick shawls
wound round their heads, blue garments curiously
like dressing-gowns, and thick sheepskin coats. They
had a more uncouth air than the Arabs, with thicker
features, and gibbered Kurdish at our escort, who aso
were of that district. The Jabal Hamrin did not prove
very formidable, and we crossed it in a leisurely two
hours. All the way we met parties of Kurds—for the
most part with the rifle slung on back—driving their
small flocks before them. Some of them seemed to
eye first my caravan wistfully, and then my escort,
with a look that was not all loving. Perchance, but
for the latter, they had already divided the spoil. Now
and then, coming round a corner, we would se a party
seated on a knoll that commanded the road. Then
would the escort dig their stirrups into their horses
and dash forward with afine clatter, holding their rifles
free in their right hands. | dso would loosen my
revolver in my holster, in case of accidents. But the
supposed brigands would give us a friendly ' Salaam
Alaikum!" (Peace be upon you !) as we passed, and all
was well.

At Kartepe—our stage for that day—Mohammed
got me a pleasant room on the upper storey of the khan,
from which | could view the country-side, and at sun-
st it was curious to s the flocks coming in from all
points of the compass, whose centre was the town—
at first moving smudges on the far pastures, then dis-
tinguishable units on the brown tracks leading through
the green, finally a jostling, black and white woolly
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mass, following with much maa-ing their shepherds
in the street beneath my feet.

Next day | remember as one of the most enjoyable
of the stages. We started over rolling downs—for
all the world like those of Salisbury Plain—with good,
rich grass—for we had now entered the fertile uplands
—covered with flocks of grazing sheep. And we had
just topped arise, when lo ! of a sudden to the north-
east rose on the horizon snow mountains, so beau-
tiful, so serene, so unexpected, that they came in the
form of a shock, tightening my hand on the reins, and
bringing an exclamation to my lips, while all around
stretched the empty spaces, with the wind blowing
fresh and chill from the snow.

The whole of that day—

‘Twas bent beneath, and blue above,
‘Twas nodding grass, and naked sky.

So that for the very joy of living | would press my
horse into a gallop, and tear down some long slope,
or burst into song. And at evening we reached
Salahiyeh.

To me, standing amid my bales in the khan,
approached the Good Samaritan. He introduced
himself as G——Effendi, an Armenian clerk employed
in the administration of the Ottoman Debt. The
English Consul at Mosul had frequently stayed with
him when on tour, and would | give him the pleasure
of doing the same by me ? | was delighted, and said
so. A comfortable house was an improvement on
a khan, a pleasant interlude of the road not by any
manner of means to be refused.  So he took me to his
home, where | was introduced to Madam Mina his wife



44 TRAVELS IN THE MIDDLE EAST

—they were Christians, hence the introduction—and
to the Lady of the House, Zakhea, aged one year and
two months. When we had had dinner, seated cross-
legged on the ground round a tray bearing not less
than half a dozen choices of delightful indigestibles,
Zakhea played with her mother, while G——Effendi
and | smoked, each in our separate corner of the
divan. And they seemed so happy, thislittle Christian
family in the midst of a Moslem town, so contented,
that | could amost find it in my heart to envy them;
or more accurately to envy what they stood for. Even
for arolling-stone like myself afixed habitation with
the etceteras thereof was not without its attractions.
There were other things in life besdes the open road,
| reflected, as | lighted a fresh cigarette ... at which
point | decided it was time to go to bed. The mood
passed, of course, swept away by the first breath of
dawn taken in the saddle next morning. But it
occurred, and so | have put it on record.

The next day we reached Duz Khurmutli, and
two days later the town of Kirkook, picturesque with
half its high-walled houses and minarets perched on
ahill, looking from a distance like a great castle, and
connected with the lower half—nestling mid pams—
by a long bridge over a wide stony bed; this latter
now dry, save for shallow streams, but after a month,
when the snow melted, to become a rushing torrent.
Here, by virtue of letters patent given me by G——
Effendi, | stayed with relations of his, and not merely
that night but the day following aso.

Our journey from henceforth until we reached
Salahiyeh once more by way of Suleimaniyeh was
to be off the beaten track. The semicircle led to
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nowhere. Caravans went to Suleimaniyeh, but they
were small ones, and the track was bad, even for pack-
animals. So we were informed, but undismayed we
st forth.

Our informants were correct when they said the
track was bad. It was stony, it was steep, in parts it
overhung precipices—it was in fact all that a caravan
route should not be.

However, we had our reward. If travelling on the
plain is easy, a dead level to the sky-line becomes
monotonous in time. But here!  Once over the first
pass and we could s stretching before us rolling green
downs, then a greenish-brown sea of small hills, break-
ing wave upon wave against the sheer range beyond,
while o'ertopping these again were the snow moun-
tains.

That evening we rested in a Kurdish hut, for the
village where we stopped possessed no khan. A fire
was lighted in the middle of the floor, the smoke, after
nearly stifling me, escaped through a diminutive hole
in theroof, and the whole party of us—villagers, escort,
and travellers—waited hungrily for our food. At
length it was brought—great tin trays covered with
" chupatties/ on which were mountains of rice, and
wooden bowls of butter-milk. After the mea we one
and all disposed oursdlves for the night. My vaise
was unrolled in the warmest corner, somewhat apart
fromthe others, atoken of respect for my Effendi-ship ;
the others wrapped themselves in their blankets and
lay where they had sat, the escort hugging close their
rifles, which never left them day or night. The dying
embers hissed gently and played grotesque shadow-
tricks with the recumbent figures. | reflected that
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wayfaring, aswell asmisery, could make one acquainted
with strange bed-fellows, and fell asleep.

Next day the frost crackled crisply under our
horses' feet as we started, and | was glad of my great
cloak of camel-skin, purchased in Baghdad, for we
were ascending with every step we took. We crossed
the last of the rolling downs, entered the sea of little
hills—seen from so many miles back on our journey
of the previous day—scrambled through them, and
made for the cliffs in front.

Half-past five that evening found us riding over
rolling downs again, with the hills behindus. In front
far away across the plain | could se a dark blotch
through my glasses—Suleimaniyeh—while beyond it
towered the snow mountains.

Then arose the question as to whether we would
halt for the night at a village near by or press on to
Suleimaniyeh. We had been on the road since 8 A.M.
Suleimaniyeh was about two hours distant, which
meant an hour's march in the dark. | hesitated, and
finally plumped for going forward. In for a penny,
in for a pound, and the road seemed good—com-
paratively.

So we rode somewhat wearily forward, while the
setting sun cast our shadows long upon the grass, and
tipped the snows with the delicate pink of a blush on
a woman's cheek. The sun sank, night came with a
chill wind and breaking stars, and we stumbled on
with tightened reins, kegping close to the blurred figure
of our next ahead. At length came the barking of
dogs, the flare of lights, and not long after we clattered
through the bazaars of Suleimaniyeh.

Suleimaniyeh was disappointing. As the furthest
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[imit of my desultory pilgrimage, it ought to have proved
picturesque, something out of the ordinary, some
thing to match the snow mountains behind it. But,
quite otherwise, it shrank from observation in a large
hollow in the ground. Its people, too, were altogether
given over to their barbarous Kurdish language, so
that | could rarely find one to understand me, address-
ing them in Arabic. There wasin fact but one thing
which claimed my attention in Suleimaniyeh, and
that was the track out of it to the north. Zigzagging
up towards the snows, | could follow it with my glasses,
and, when it disappeared from view over the mountain-
tops, with the glasses of the imagination, as it wound
ever northward through Persia, until it reached the
land of the Muscovite, where doubtless it became a
carriage-road, and so lost half its interest. ' Some
day," | thought to myself, ' | must go and s if this
IS s0.'

But in the meantime it was a case of a return to
Baghdad, not of atrip to Caucasa and after a day in
Suleimaniyeh my caravan once more- took the road
southward.

A scrambling march followed, over a stony track
which crossad the first range of the Kara Dagh, and
at two o'clock we halted at a village for the day.

There was no khan in the village—we were, as |
have said, well away from the main caravan routes—
so we enjoyed the hospitality of the chief man. En-
joyed his hospitality, that is, in theory; in practice,
Mohammed, in my name, pressed something into his
hand the next morning, as he had done between
Kirkook and Suleimaniyeh on a similar occasion.

That night was an uncomfortable one. There were
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other living things present besdes human beings—small,
but in great numbers, and incredibly voracious. | had
had a nodding acquaintance with these eaters of
human flesh snce my start, and being hardened by a
resdence in Indiahad escaped almost scot-free.  But
here—ye gods and little fishes! So | spent an unessy,
dozing night, tossing from side to side, being slowly
devoured alive; and scarcely had the square of light
at the door changed from black to grey before | was
up, had collected my caravan, and had shaken off
the dust of my feet from that unpleasant place.

Our landmark for the first hour or so was a great
cleft in the hills in front of us. Steering by this, we
made our way over the customary foothills, and as we
went the sky became overcast. The wind blew in
eddying gusts, drops of rain began to patter on the
stones, and great clouds descended and rolled over
the cliff ahead, until it loomed dark and menacing like
the gate of Avernusitself.

Nor did its entrance belie what lay beyond—a
narrow valley, clothed with black, lesfless, stunted
trees, with the track climbing upwards on the other
Sde, to befinaly lost in the sombre mists above.

Soon we oursalves essayed the heights. My horse
stumbled on the steep stony track, and the blinding
clouds encompassed me from my companions, so that
soon | moved aone, the one living thing in that dead
world. It was bitterly cold, here and there patches
of snow stood out in dazzling white againgt the sur-
rounding gloom, and the moaning wind pierced me
like a knife, treating as naught my thick cloak. The
whole hillside seemed to lament for its desolation,
knowing not that in a short two months the kindly
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spring would melt the snow and clothe its nakedness
with green.

So we groped our way across, and half-way down
the other side were free of theclouds; andlo ! far below
stretched to the horizon the level grasslands bathed
in the noonday sun, but still up above the clouds
hung dark over the pass.

Notwithstanding the remonstrances of my escort
—who wished to make a halt at avillage near by —1I
insisted on pushing forward. So we rode over flat
country, and evening found us still bacd, baed from
the next stage. Gloomily the escort prophesied a
night spent in the open, consequent upon my obstinacy
in endeavouring to accomplish two stages in one day,
contrary to all custom. Moreover, under cover of
darkness haramis (robbers) would doubtless attack us,
and we would be slain one and all. Having worked
artistically up to this point and seeing me perfectly
unmoved, the chief of the escort suddenly announced
that there ought to be a village near by, if it hadn't
been removed—where, if God willed, we might find
shelter for the night. | didn't understand how a
village might take wings unto itself until, turning
sharply up a steep path, we topped a rise, and there,
cunningly concealed in alittle hollow, was a Kurdish
encampment—a dozen long black tents—all agog at
our sudden appearance. The children ran screaming,
the women stood at their tent doors divided between
curiosity and fear, while the men hastily appeared,
rifles in hand, ready to welcome or repel, as the case
might be. Asfor us, the escort laid their rifles ostenta-
tiously across their saddles, and after a few minutes'
conversation with the men, made for the largest tent,

B
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that apparently of the Sheikh, where we stopped,
dismounted, and went inside.

The tent was a large one, about twenty feet long
by fifteen broad, and was divided into various com-
partments all the way down by means of matting
partitions. Thewalls of thetent itself were also made
of matting, or in some places of packed, dried grass,
to the height of about five and a half feet. From the
top of thisthe tent itself, its texture black by long
exposure to the sun and wind, sloped up to a height
of about seven feet, where it was supported by poles
placed at intervals down the middle.

Onfirstentering | had turned to the right, but the
shrill expostulation of women's voices and a tug at
my deeve announced the fact that at that sde was
the harem—or what passs for that institution among
the free Kurds. So | made my way to the other end
of the tent, where, in complete contrast to his ragged
owners, and appearing incongruously largein that small
goace, was a fine upstanding horse, deek and well-
groomed, munching his evening feed. Animprovised
manger of matting held fodder in one corner; a
saddle, some large ornamented stirrup irons, and other
odds and ends were in the second ; and in the third |
took my seat on a pile of rugs.

| sighed contentedly as | stretched my legs, a
little tiff after the day's riding. Without a doubt
these were the ' black booths of the Bedouin/ albeit
inhabited by Kurds, of which | had so often read
but never entered up to now. Even down to the
horse stabled in the corner the details were complete.
It was in abodes like this that Doughty sheltered,
taking hislife in his hand, for a long two years; that
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Palgrave in the guise of a Syrian merchant enjoyed
desert hospitality; that every traveller in Arabia
Deserta has made mention of.

| had had enough of khans and villages, but here
was something new, something not yet experienced,
all the more acceptable because not arranged for, coming
as a happy chance of the road, and | blessed my
obstinacy of the morning which had brought ustoiit.

The Sheikh came in gravely and saluted us
courteously, whilehisson, amerry-looking lad of about
eighteen, proceeded to kindle a fire, for the evening
drew in chilly. As, however, they spoke no Arabic
save a few words of salutation and the like, our con-
verse was limited to smiles and signs. The women
and girls hurried in and out of the tent door, preparing
the evening meal for the strangers; and pretty girls
they were, moreover—all Kurdish women, you must
know, have areputation for beauty—tall and slim, fair
as many a European, with well-cut features and great
dark eyes. Asthe sun set | heard a confused murmur
approaching, and soon sheep and goats streamed past
the door—the flocks returning from the pasture—and
the whole camp was filled with their bleatings. A
boy, blithe and light-footed, his shepherd's crook in
his hand, entered the tent, accompanied by a little
maiden. All day long they had been out with the
flocks, and now had brought them safely home again.
A cheerful greeting met them as they came in, and the
boy made what | judged to be a report ot some sort
to the Sheikh, who listened attentively, and at the end
signified his approval with a word of praise, whereat
the lad blushed with pleasure.

How good it all was, this simple pastoral lodging!
E2
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Here amid these nomad folks, in their free airy tents,
with their smple straightforward courtesy, | felt pecu-
liarly at home. | even let myself dream, absurdly
enough, of adopting their way of life. .. marrying one
of their womenfolk—that girl with the laughing eyes,
for instance, who let them stray now and then in my
direction—accumulating flocksand herdsand . . .

My meditations wereinterrupted by the arrival of
the evening mea—arich muttonandrice stew. While
we ate it | was conscious of a subdued whispering and
giggling behind my back, and looking round perceived
that the womenfolk had collected in a little group
and were watching me interestedly. Doubtless | was
the first European they had ssen.  Among the tent-
dwellers, whether in Arabia or in Kurdistan, the
Mohammedan custom which restricts its womenfolk
to a life behind the veil is relaxed, and they move
about freely, unveiled, and mixing with the men,
though with certain limitations. Thus they eat by
themselves, are not supposed to converse with
the male sex outside their family, and are conse
quently more or less in secluson when a stranger is
present. Even these restrictions are more a matter
of loose convention than any strict custom, and, un-
like the laws of the Medes and Persians, are frequently
broken.

After dinner the curiosity of the womenfolk became
alittle more embarrassing: the minxes would s the
stranger into his bed. They scanned my valise and
deeping-bag with wondering eyes, then directed their
gaze on me, whereupon the Sheikh's son turned and
drove them off, with much shrill squeaking. But |
had hardly taken off my right boot when again | heard
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those feminine giggles and whisperings, and looking
up, behold! there they were once more, but reinforced
thistime, apparently, with a contingent from half the
camp. It was usdess to attempt to frustrate them.
They had evidently determined not to miss any of the
antics gone through by this strange being whom fate
had brought to their camp. The Sheikh turned to me
and made a gesture with a shrug of his shoulders as of
man appealing to man against the vagaries of the Sex.
| nodded sympathisingly, and continued my toilet,
shortening it, however, to ridding myself of my boots
and coat. | am no shyer than one here and there, but
not for all thegold in Asiawould | have continued my
disrobing any further before that battery of criticising,
unabashed, entirely feminine eyes. . . .

After a long but uneventful march, in the late
evening of the following day we were once more in
Salahiyeh, where once again | shared the hospitality
of G——Effendi. The Lady of the House appeared to
have grown perceptibly older even in the short time |
had been away, and greeted me gravely by raising her
small hand to her head, in a manner that delighted
her proud parents as much as it did me.

But at Salahiyeh | had perforce to change my plans.
My original intention had been, as may be remem-
bered, to return to Baghdad by a place called Gurfa.
Fair and clear ran the caravan route on the map, but
on inquiring at Salahiyeh anent this route | was in-
formed that it had been disused for some little while,
and bore a bad reputation by reason of robbers.  Well,
like the * cat who walked by himself/ all ways were
alike to me, and since to return by Deli Abbas would
have been old ground, | determined to regain Baghdad
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by way of Khanikin and Bakuba, by which route up
to Bakuba at all events would be new.

We reached Khanikin in an easy two days, the
only event to break the monotony of the plain being
the crossing of a small river, which we accomplished
on a khalag. This form of conveyance is a raft sup-
ported on inflated skins, and of an antiquity stretch-
ing back into the mists of time.

At Khanikin we joined the main caravan route
from Persia to Baghdad once more, and moved in
company with long caravans of camels, horses, and
mules, and pilgrims bound for Kerbela carrying their
dead with them. For it is the custom of the Shiah
sect of Islam to bury their dead, if possible, at the
shrine of Kerbela. So down come the caravans bearing
their gruesome burdensfrom all the wide land of Persia
—the stronghold of the Shiahs—from Ispahan, Shiraz,
Teheran, or even far-off Meshed.

From Khanikin to Baghdad was an orderly tally
of regular marches from flat horizon to flat horizon,
its monotony only broken by the come and go of the
road. Againwereached Bakuba, once more Beni Said,
and two hours later saw far away a blurred mass of
palm trees with here and there a minaret against the
grey sky. Baghdad was in sight!



CHAPTER V
BAGHDAD TO PALMYRA

NOT long after my return from Suleimaniyeh | pro-
ceeded to carry out my intention of moving on to
Damascus, a journey of some twenty-six days. So
one March morning found me leaving Baghdad with
my caravan—travelling light, with but three horses
in all—my proposed route being Kerbela, Hit, Der,
Tadmor, Horns, Bealbeck. But, aswill be seen, this
itinerary was to be observed inthe breach rather than
in the observance.

On my arrival at Kerbela, the great shrine of the
Shiah sect of the Mohammedans, | was unable to pro-
cure an escort to take me direct across the desert to
Hit : water was scarce, the Bedouins were on the war-
path. So I had perforce to double back on my tracks
and make for a place called Ramadi on the Euphrates,
two days' journey below Hit. From Ramadi |
passed on to Hit, where | fell in with F——, of The
Times, whom | had seen before in Baghdad, and
whom | had agreed to meet on the road, as we
were both travellers for Damascus. From Hit we
journeyed up the Euphrates along the usual route,
whipped by the howa-al-ajuz (the wind of the old
woman), as the Arabs call it, which blows every year
for ashort timejust at thisseason. Sotravellingfrom

55
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khan to khan, in due course we reached a little village
called Abu Kamal—you may or may not find it on
your map—where, for all its unimportance, the un-
expected stood in ambush for me.

For here my journey took a different aspect, and
by the course of events | was snatched from my
caravan and the beaten track and pitchforked into
the desert with a single Bedouin guide. Thus:

A glance at the map will show that by going
straight across the desert to Tadmor instead of round
by Deir we would shorten our journey considerably,
and before arriving at Abu Kamal we had determined
to make this short cut. On reaching Abu Kamal,
however, we found difficultiesin the way. The caravan
track from Abu Kamal to Tadmor marked on our
map, if it had ever existed in reality, certainly did so
no longer, the track of country lying between Abu
Kamal and Tadmor being desert pure and simple,
inhabited solely by the wandering Bedouin. Water
was scarce too, and the stes of the infrequent wells
known only to the tribesmen. Altogether an impos-
sible route for a caravan.

But, the first disappointment at this piece of news
over, the idea came to me that what was out of the
question for a caravan might well be posshble for a
single traveller who could ride far and fast, and who
would offer but little temptation for plunder to any
Bedouin met with—indeed might even lay claim by
his defencdessness to their traditional hospitality.

It is perhaps hardly necessary to add that the
further idea came to me that this solitary hard-riding
wayfarer should be myself. | was tired of the Darb-
us-Sultan (the King's highway), and an unending
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succession of unclean khans. | wished, moreover, to
$e something, even if avery little, of the open desert,
and this trip across it would fulfil that desire.

So | broached the ideato F——that he should take
the caravan road by Deir, that | should proceed straight
across the desert, and that we should meet at Tadmor,
the first to arrive to wait for the other. F——was
willing, and it only remained for me to obtain a dalil
(quide).

But it was just in this matter of the dalil that my
difficultieslay. He would have to posess an intimate
knowledge of the desert between Abu Kamal and
Tadmor, belong to one of the tribes which roamed
this area in order to ensure us a good reception at
their hands, and above all be trustworthy. And this
paragon of dalils would have to be found in less than
twenty-four hours, as we were off on the morrow.

By a piece of good fortune | got in touch with a
merchant of the village—a Christian as it happened—
and he, being a person of influence, at length procured
me a Bedouin who agreed to take me to Tadmor across
the chol (desert) for a specified sum, the said sum to be
deposited with the merchant and to be delivered to my
dalil on his return from Tadmor with a letter from me.

But thistreaty was not made without many sittings.
At last, however, it was concluded, the merchant, as
court of arbitration, summing up the situation.

' Effendi, Nayal (the dalil) is your wajhak, that
is to say your surety with his life against harm
to you from the Bedouins, and for guiding you in
safety from here to Tadmor. And you must know,
Effendi, that when an Arab has sworn to be
wajhak for anyone, he stands to it with his life,
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in act as well as word. Well," turning to the Bedouin,
"do you agree ?

" Ayel said Nayal, extending a sinewy hand which
| gripped in mine, ' W'Allahe, t'Allah B'Allahe.'

So the treaty was signed, more binding | trusted
at the time than some treaties written on parchment.

Asfor therisk of the journey. In my person little
or none unless the very unexpected happened ; for my
property some, but slight. The Arabs are chary of
meddling with Europeans, from the trouble which some-
timesensues. On the other hand, anyonetravellinglike
myself in the desert, without escort, does so at hisown
risk, and some ghazzu (Bedouin raiding party) might
take advantage of this. F——himsdlf, whiletravelling
near Aleppo some time previously, had been shot at,
badly wounded, and robbed, by a Kurdish outlaw.

Altogether it waswith afeeling of excitement, half
pleasant and half—let me confess—the reverse, that
| went to bed that night, realising that when next the
hour of deep arrived | should be far out in the desert.

Since for various reasons | wished my departure
on my desert trip to be as inconspicuous as possible,
| had planned to leave with my caravan inthe ordinary
manner the next morning, and then to flit away with
my dalil.

In pursuance of this object my dalil and | started
alittle ahead of the others, and about half amile from
the village reached a mound by the roadside, with
a little hollow nestling behind it—the very conceal-
ment for my purpose. Inatrice | had ridden behind
it, had dismounted, and was casting Europe from me
in the shape of my Norfolk jacket and riding-breeches,
while embracing the Arab East with its flowing abba
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(cloak), voluminous shirt with long full deeves, and
beringed kerchief drawn over the head. A chilly
metamorphosis, too, | can assure you, that March
morning, in the coldest hour of the twenty-four which
comes just at dawn.

My reason for adopting Bedouin dress was not that
| hoped to pass as an Arab at close quarters, but that
at a distance, or even at casual meetings when much
converse was not required, my garb would be sufficient
to carry the deception off.

As | dressed we heard the caravan approach with
ajingle of bells and sound of voices, pass and die away
in the distance. Scarcely had it done so when two
seeming Bedouins rode out of the hollow and headed
straight for the open west at a sharp trot, with the
empty sky above and the empty desert around—
apparently the only living, moving thingsinthe great
world.

And since we were destined to travel in this desert
world, we were not unprovided with the wherewithal
to sustain existence.

In our saddle-bags were dates and bread, Bedouin
fare, sufficient for five days. Hanging to my saddle
were two kirbas (small leather water-skins), while
a matarea (large water-skin of the same material)
squelched against the sde of Nayal's mount. My
blankets for the night, including a waterproof shest,
were placed beneath us, divided equally. This was
at once an easy and comfortable way of carrying them,
aswe both bestrode native pack-saddles, with the addi-
tionin my case of stirrups taken from my English one.

Andwhat of the Bedouin, that unlettered wanderer
of the wastes, now become for me the most important
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personage in the strange world into which | had
plunged ? Short was Nayal, and slightly built, with an
open countenance and a pleasant smile that revealed
arow of beautiful teeth. Indeed, had | not liked his
face and trusted him instinctively from the first, |
would have been very far from putting myself so com-
pletely in his hands, had all the Christian merchants
from Stamboul to Bushire testified in his favour, for
once in the desert | was as dependent on him as he
would have been on me in the streets of London.

| have used the word desert, but it must be under-
stood that there are deserts and deserts in Arabia.
There is the terrible Rub-el-Khali (the Abode of
Emptiness), which no man has ever crossed, where there
is no life of beast or bird; there are the sands of the
Nafud, which guard the emirships of Nejd, traversed
even by the Bedouins themselves in safety only at cer-
tain seasons of the year ; and there are the deserts—like
the North Syrian—so called merely because they grow
no single acre of crops or contain asingle house. Over
such lay our path, over scanty grass, and desert
flowers, and rolling downs.

After some five hours' riding we reached wells.
Themselves life in the desert, they presented a
desolate contrast to the green around. The grass
had been killed by the trampling of many feet, and
a ring of bare sand extended on which were fire-
blackened stones, charred sticks, and odds and ends
of frayed garments. The wells were shallow holes
in the earth, their water stagnant and slightly salt,
so that the horses, when it was poured out for them
in the little troughs built for that purpose by the
Bedouins, sniffed at it, dissatisfied, and drank only a
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few mouthfuls. Nevertheless, it was the only water
for man or beast, so we drank of it ourselves—Nayal
with relish, | as one taking medicine—and filled our
water-skins. For all that they present so poor a
satisfaction to the senses, whether of taste or smell,
wells are the important factor in the desert. Feuds
between the various Bedouins not uncommonly begin
with a dispute over water, and once fighting has
commenced he who holds the wells has his hand on
his enemy's throat.

Here also Nayal and | took our first meal together—
dates and bread—squatting on the ground by our
tethered horses. Then we readjusted our saddle-bags
and rode away.

That evening we sighted a Bedouin encampment-
half a dozen black tents, surrounded on the horizon
by flocks of sheep and goats—and here Nayal proposed
we should stay the night. Repressing as best | could
my apprehensions as to the nature of our, or rather
my, reception, | followed him with what confidence |
could summon up.

A little group of men were seated outside the biggest
tent, whom we greeted—after the Arab fashion—with
' SalaamAlaikum!' (Peace beuntoyou!). "Walekum
as-Salaam !" (And on you be peace!) they replied, and
then when we had dismounted and taken our seats,
"Marhubba! ' (Welcome!). Suchisthe* How-do-you-
do ' of the desert.

The fact that | was English did not occasion the
surprise | had expected. This was doubtless due to
the fact that English travellers are by far the most
frequent anywhere in the Middle East, and that one of
them should wander a little off the beaten track in
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Bedouin guise they doubtless attributed to the incom-
prehensible vagaries of the Western mind. For the
rest, their bearing was kindly, but their interest chiefly
centred in my dalil, who could give them the latest
news—for even the desert has its gossip.

Where did the So-and-s0 pitch their tents in these
days ? Had Nayal seen Such-a-one, the son of Such-a
one, lately ? Above all, how did the great Anazeh tribe
move ?—north, south, east or west ?

Their eagerness on this latter point was soon ex-
plained. They themselves, unlike my guide, were not
the Anazeh, but on the contray asmall tribe on which
the Anazeh preyed, taking off their flocks and herds.

| was by no means loth thus to play second fiddle,
asit were, to my guide, since it gave me an opportunity
of observing my hosts. My host-in-chief, whom |
judged to be sheikh of the tribe, was middle-aged,
very fair-looking for an Arab, not unhandsome, but
with a shifty expresson which | did not wholly like.
Instead of the abba he wore a long, English-looking
coat, which at once proclaimed him not quite the
Simon Pure, for no sheikh of a big tribe would so
Westernise himself. The others, whose exact rela-
tionship to the sheikh | could not quite determine,
were a youth—a walking arsenal of cartridge-belts—
a pleasant-faced man with a dark beard, and an old
greybeard whose only contributions to the conversa
tion were cackles of senile laughter.

Presently the setting sun brought theflocksin, and
soon the air was filled with their clamour and the
guiding shouts of the shepherds. The twenty or so
camels which belonged to the tribe dso came to rest,
and there was heard from time to time a harsh con-
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tented gurgle as the ungainly beasts sank on the ground
one by one and fell to chewing the cud.

The shepherds, long taffs in their hands, joined
our circle, and the evening meal was prepared. Leban
(sour curds—in Persia called mast), a sort of cream
cheese, and barley bread were our portion, and may
it never be my fate to have worse. The leban and
cheese were placed in bowls, the bread in dabs around;
we used the knives and forks which nature had given
us, and the devil took the hindmost, who was not the
Christian of the party. After the meal we had gathered
round the fire, when said Abdul Aziz—such was the
sheikh called—' Ya (0) Fehal' (this was their Arabic
interpretation of my name); ' have you apistol ?"

'Yes; 0 Abdul Aziz,' | answered foolishly and
without thinking.

' Then will you show it ? '

| could not well refuse, and handed it across.

" Itisagood pistol, but not asgood asmine ; se !

| saw quite well that mine was the superior weapon,
but—

"Yes, it is a good weapon, and perhaps is better
than mine.'

" Then will you make a darghaish (exchange) ?"'

" Nay, | do not wish to rob you.'

The sheikh laughed, and the incident passed, but
not without further unpleasant consegquences, as will
be seen.

Anon the idea came to me that instead of departing
on the morrow | would stay with these people another
day. | wasinno hurry. | wouldin any case arrive
in Tadmor before my caravan, and | might as well
take the opportunity of seeing as much as possible
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of Bedouin life. So | suggested it through Nayal,
and it was well received.

This being agreed upon, | announced my intention
of retiring for the night. Nayal spread my bedding
in a corner of the tent, and making a pillow of my
saddle-bags, and placing my revolver under my pillow,
| rolled myself well into my blankets, for the night was
chilly, and presently fell adeep.

Next morning, at sunrise, when | awoke the camp
was all a bustle, for the Bedouin were to move to
another ground. The men hastily swallowed some
leban and bread, and fell to loading or striking tents.
These tents are not really tents in our sene of the
word, pyramid-shaped and of regular appearance.
They are in fact more ' booths ' than tents, oblong in
shape, six feat high perhaps, of goat's hair turned
by long exposure to sun and rain pitch-black. They
ae but a feeble protection against the elements,
for many a tear lets in the sun's heat in summer,
the rain and wind in winter. Down the centre there
is a partition—or if the tent be a large one, perhaps
two—which divides the men's from the women's
quarters.

While superintending the breaking of camp the
sheikh found time to hail me across the hubbub:

" Ya Fehal; may your morning be fortunate !'

" And may God make your morning fortunate!'

'S¢ Fehal,' coming towards me; ' anent that
matter of the pistol. Come, now ; make an exchange,

"But | have aready said that | do not wish to
rob you.'

'Nay, | am willing to take the risk. But we
will talk of the matter later '; and there was a tone
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in his voice which seemed to take away, for me, some
of the freshness and joy of the morning. It was not
so much that | objected to the exchange in itself,
though mine was the superior weapon, but | judged
it would be merely the beginning of other polite de-
predations. Already Abdul Aziz had peremptorily
exchanged an old water-skin of his for a new one
of mine, and | had pretended to acquiesce willingly
in this piece of petty knavery, but revolvers were
a different matter, and decidedly a long step" in the
wrongdirection.

At length the business of breaking camp was
finished, and, Nayal bringingup my horses, wemounted
and rode off. We horsemen, about half a dozen in
number, went ahead, our robes fluttering in the breeze.
Behind came the donkeys and camels, loaded with
tents and bundles, and behind them again moved
slowly the flocks and herds, spread fanwise over the
plain, grazing as they went.

Soon we reached the wells, where the precious
water was placed in skins for personal use, and the
thirsty animals were watered. Then again we set
out and after some two hours reached the camping-
ground, for the Bedouins do not camp on water, but
within easy distance of it, and Abdul Aziz cantered
ahead to choose the exact site. To me anywhere in
the vast plain would have seemed suitable, but doubt-
less to the Bedouin eye there were subtle differences.
Where he halted there was to be the camp, and when
this at length occurred there ensued the minor point
of the situation of each tent. Finally this also was
arranged, and each horseman, lord of atattered booth,

rode off to superintend its pitching, and within an
F
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hour there were the same six black booths, the same
groups of men moving in and out, and dotted here
and there, far away on the horizon, the sameflocksand
herds as had marked the camp of the evening before.

The camp pitched, and ameal of datesand leban dis-
posed of, the sheikh had leisure to give his time to me
and to the acquirement of that thrice accursed revolver.

" Ya Fehal; wilt thou not exchange pistols ?

"Ya Abdul Aziz; thine is the better weapon.
Moreover (happy thought!), the cartridges for my
pistol cannot be obtained in this country.'

' Have you no more with you than those in the
pistol ? None in your saddlie-bags ?"'

" Only half a dozen.'

His face fell.

' No matter, | shall be able to get them in Halab
(Aleppo), or perhaps Baghdad.'

" | am sure that that will be impossible.’

! Then the lossis mine. Come, now, Fehal, and
make the exchange,’

And so it went on, half-hour after half-hour. Y ou,
if ever you have been in a position like mine—
hostilely questioned by some one in whose complete
power you were—will appreciate my fedings. You
will know how | longed to lose my temper and tell
him and his d—d piece of ironmongery to go to
the devil, and you will aso redise how foolish such
an explosion would have been.

The climax came some time in the early afternoon.
Abdul Aziz entered the tent where | happened to be
sitting, and addressed me in that loud blustering tone

which | had begun to learn heralded a demand for
the darghaish.
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" Ya Fehal; | am going to take that pistol from
you to-night.'

Whatever my outward composure may or
may not have been, inwardly | felt that damnable
sinking sensation at the pit of the stomach which
ordinary mortals feel when face to face with a sudden
danger.

' Yes, Fehal; | am going to take that, pistol from
you to-night," and he advanced his sneering face close
to mine.

"Then Lwon't give it to you,'

"What! You won't give it tome?"

‘No!"

The buttons were off the foils with a vengeance,
and if the sheikh's face had been dark before, it grew
ten times blacker at this. An outbreak wasimminent,
but with a manifest effort he checked himself, and
proceeded in a milder tone :

" See here, Fehal; the Anazeh, as you know, rob
us and take away our sheep, and our goats, and our
camels, and even our household goods. We have
heard that to-night they will make an attack upon
us. | wish, therefore, to give one of my shepherds
your revolver for the night, so that he will be able
to defend himself properly.'

| knew what that meant, of course. When the
morrow came 'the shepherd had been attacked in
the night by those haramis (robbers) of Anazeh, and
my revolver taken from him'; or ' some camels had
strayed, the shepherd had gone after them, and would
not be back for some days'; or merely a flat statement
that possession was nine-tenths of the law.

I managed to profess a polite interest in the mis-
F2
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doings of the Anazeh, and the storm blew over for the
time.

As soon as was possible | escaped into the open air.
| felt I could face the situation better there than in
the confined tent. But the open spaces, and the wind
blowing free and unchecked from horizon to horizon,
and the blue sky above—all so pleasant to me this
time yesterday—had lost their savour. | would have
exchanged them all for the dirtiest of London's mean
Streets.

And what was this situation which | had come out
to face ? Abdul Aziz had said that he was going to
take my revolver from me that night. | saw no
resson why he should not keep his word. It was
true that | had defied him, but this, in poker parlance,
was the weskest of weak ' bluffs," and if he chose to
"' me, in other words, to take it from me by force,
the game was his. And if he took my revolver, why
not my horses, my saddle-bags, the little money |
had on me? Other and grimmer possibilities aso
hung about nebulously in the back of my mind—possi-
bilities which my reason refused stoutly, but which
my imagination weakly entertained.

Y ou, reading this in your Club, perhaps, with the
roar of police-regulated traffic in your ears, I, writing
it, far removed from Abdul Aziz and all his works,
may perhaps think that at the time | exaggerated the
situation—made amountain, if not out of amole-hill,
at any rate out of avery ordinary hill. But unfortu-
nately—or perchance fortunately, for our pleasures as
well as our pains depend on the circumstance—no
event appears tous asit really is, but distorted by our
sensss, which take colour from our surroundings. So



BAGHDAD TO PALMYRA 69

| can assure you, my dear sSir, sitting in that easy-chair,
smoking that good cigar, and you my other sef, smugly
censorious now that you have won to safety, that in
the open desert things wear a very different aspect to
what they do five minutes walk from a post-office.

The afternoon merged slowly into evening, each
hour laden with its burden of unpleasant anticipations ;
the sun set, the flocks came in, the evening meal was
served.  Still Abdul Aziz made no sign.

| referred to my departure on the morrow.

' No, W Allah, Fehal; you must not go to-morrow.
Behold, everything that is mine is yours. What do
you desre? A camel ? a sheep ? a horse ? Take
what you will when you depart, but it must not be
to-morrow. We do not let our guests leave us so
quickly.'

" | am very grateful to you, 0 Sheikh, but | must
go. | have aready stayed one day with you, and
Tadmor is far from here.’

" Tadmor is close, quite close. Go the day after
to-morrow, and you will arrive in good time before
your caravan.'

| did not press the question. Sufficient unto the
day is the evil thereof, and the morrow could look
after itself.

Night drew in. We gathered round the fire which
crackled in front of the sheikh's tent.

Presently | said that | would deep, and who so
solicitous as Abdul Aziz? Had | enough blankets ?
With his own hands did he arrange my bedding.
B'lllah, but this was very good, this bag for deeping
in. Butmybelt? Was | not going to take off my
belt ? My belt held my revolver.
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No; | would keep it on.

| felt his hand pess lightly over my body, and
turned as if to compose myself to deegp. The sheikh
semed to hesitate a minute—surely that minute
held double its complement of threescore seconds—
then turned and went. | heard his voice join the
circle around the fire, and drew a long breath. My
" bluff ' had come off.

| shivered in the dawn next morning as | made
my simple toilet, and went out to warm myself at the
fire, round which aready crouched the Bedouins. In
dlence, save for a greeting given and returned, |
watched the sun rise, then, turning to Abdul Aziz :

" | fear | shall have to start soon.’

" Start soon, O Fehal ? No, WAIlah. To-day
you must stay with us. We move a short distance
upon your road. To-morrow, in sha Allah, you can
leave us,

' But the way is long,'

"Long ? No, but short. To-day you must stay
with us’

Under ordinary circumstances | should have had no
objection ; in fact, | should have welcomed an oppor-
tunity of another twenty-four hourswith the Bedouins.
But as it was, if ever | have wanted anything badly
inmy life, it wasto get away from my kind host, Abdul
Aziz. | knew perfectly well that | could never hold
out another day against his importunities. Before
nightfall the revolver would be his; and after that the
deluge!

| got together all my Arabic to meet the situa-
tion.

"O Abdul Aziz, listen to my words. What is
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this that you are doing ? | am your guest. | am
your friend. | have eaten your bread, and drunk
your water. For two days | have lived in your tent.
Y et first you trouble me to exchange my revolver with
yours, when you know right well | wish for no such
exchange; and second, when | propose to depart,
you put obstacles in my way. Is this right from a
sheikh to his guest ?'

It was my trump card—it was my only card, and
a sufficiently poor one at that, but it took the trick.
Abdul Aziz reddened and looked stupid; a murmur
of approval ran round the littlecircle. If the Bedouin
sometimes fall away in practice from their ideal of
hospitality, in theory and in speech they cling very
closely to it, and | think it flattered them that a
stranger and an Englishman should appeal thus con-
fidently to their code of honour.

"Nay, nay, Fehal," apologised Abdul Aziz; 'l
meant nothing save that we Bedouins like not our
guests to leave us in a hurry.  Go your way in peace.’

"Nayal," | said, ' bring the horses!

Until they were brought | wrapt myself in a haughty
silence. | knew that my harangue would only have
a temporary effect, but | trusted that it would last
long enough to enable me to effect my retreat. And
so it proved ; but only just that and no more. For at
the end of along hour the sheikh had already recovered
his Bedouin assurance, and was once again throwing
out hints anent that bone of contention—my revolver.
But at the end of an hour dso my horses were ready
saddled at the tent-door.

Then came the delicate question of payment for
my stay. Had Abdul Aziz been a bigger sheikh any
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offer of board and |odging would have been an insult;
had he been a smaller, backshish would certainly have
been expected. | solved the problem by giving him
my pipe, a large calabash in which he had already
displayed considerable interest, filling it liberally with
my tobacco, and passing it round the circle of his
cronies after the manner of a narghileh. This gift,
moreover, was a diplomatic move, which | hoped
would tie his hands had he any lingering designs on
my property. For having accepted a present from
me—and he could not well refuseit—surely very shame
would prevent him from troubling mefurther.

With a ' Fi Aman Illah' (In the guardianship of
God) totheir * Audana hum' (Wetrust you to God), a
handshake and look in the eyes for the sheikh, in
which | endeavoured to express my exact opinion of
him and his hospitality, we rode off.

So closed the incident. But if ever you wander
in Turkish Arabia and come across a shifty-looking
sheikh smoking a large calabash pipe, you will know
that thisis none other than Abdul Aziz, and you will
be wiser than | and not show him your revolver.
Further, if you arein aposition to do so—which | was
not—will you kindly inform him from me that he is
no true sheikh, and a d—d scoundrel to boot, or he
would not wear an English-looking coat and try to
rob his guests ? After this tell him that Fehal, who
stayed inhistents for two daysin one month of March,
has written in a book a full account of the kindly and
courteous treatment he received, so that the name of
Abdul Aziz has become a byword and a reproach in
all Feringhistan, and men spit onthe ground whenthey
mention him.



BAGHDAD TO PALMYRA 73

All that day we rode through the desert, stopping
at wellsonce; and thewind blowing free and unchecked
from horizon to horizon, and the empty spaces around,
and the blue sky above me had recovered all their
charm. | felt asif | had waked from a nightmare,
and hummed snatches of song as | went.

Three or four times we saw men far away. That
is, Nayal'skeen sight picked them up immediately, and
mine, once | knew inwhat direction to look, followed
suit. My sight, in comparison to Europeans, is not
slow, but naturally enough a tortoise to the eagle gaze
of the Bedouin. There are, however, two circumstances
which greatly aid them in picking up objects quickly.
First, any black speck on the horizon must amost
certainly be a living thing or atent, for there are no
trees in the desert and few rocks, at any rate in the
North Syrian part of it. It will not be a sheep, for
that has not the requisite height to show up clearly
against the sky. It may be a wandering camel, but the
pace at which it moves will decide whether this is so,
or whether it is a horseman. Second, everything which
rises above the surface of the desert must sooner or
later silhouette itself without background against the
sky-line.

Whenever we saw these specks we generally made
a detour to avoid them. It was one thing to seek
hospitality from the Bedouin in his camp, another to
meet a wandering band in the open. Sometimes my
dalil would stand upon hishorse, and from this vantage
scan the horizon. Then descending he would strike
his bare hedsinto the chestnut's sides and trot off to
theright or |eft, asthe case might be.

" Haramis,' he would grunt. Apparently in the
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cholamanis presumed to be guilty until he has proved
himself innocent. ' Ride on this sde of me, Fehal,
then we shall only appear as one to them."

Sometimes Nayal would check his horse, dismount,
and dig the tether-pin into a little mound with thin
curious cracks across it.  Anon would come forth a
whitish object something the sze of an apple. This
was that expensive luxury, a truffle, for which gour-
mets in Europe pay high prices. But the Bedouins
cal it katna, or sometimes bint-ul-Rad (daughter of
thunder), connecting it in one of their superstitions
with the after-effects of storms, and get it free by
the exertion of a little manual labour.

That evening we came within sight of some black
stationary specks, which Nayal said were tents, and
where he proposed sheltering for the night. | cannot
say that | hailed this proposa with any particular
satisfaction after my experience with Abdul Aziz, but
| reflected that it would be a very hard and unlikely
fortune to meet two of his breed in so short atime, so
shoved my revolver to the bottom of my saddle-bag
and followed Nayal.

The tents were deserted save for some women and
children, the men being out tending the flocks and
digging for the 'daughters of thunder,” Nayal un-
loaded the horses and laid my bedding on the ground
in front of a tent; it would not, apparently, have
been etiquette for me to have entered it in the ab-
gence of the men.

" Yahint (O daughter),’ said | to the woman stand-
ing at the door, ' may | have alittle water? | am
thirsty ?

"Water ? Will you not then drink leban ? And
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going into the tent she came forth with a large bowl
of that delicious liquid fit for the gods.

"Drink," she said, smiling kindly, ' and take your
rest. You must be weary.'

Now why had | afeeling that all this had happened
before ? Where had | solicited water from a Bedouin
woman and been given leban ? Not in this existence,
| could swear to that. Or perhaps | had read some
vivid account of such an incident. Perhaps . . .
perhaps . . . then all of a sudden | remembered—I
knew.

He asked water, and she gave him milk ; she brought
forth butter in alordly dish.

Siseraand Jael, the wife of Heber the Kenite, and that
"butter in a lordly dish'—none other than leban,
whatever the learned commentators may state—all
passed before my mind.

On just such an evening did the weary captain of
the hosts of Jabin—that morning lord of nine hundred
chariots, at sundown a fugitive on foot—come to the
tents of Heber the Kenite, where Jael awaited him
with words of welcome, and leban, and at the finish
the hammer and the nail.  And since his fate was upon
him, could he have ' obtained release ' more pleasantly
than with the sweet taste of the curds upon his lips
and the lost fortunes of the day mercifully closed in
dep?

Like Ssera, | dso stretched out my tired
limbs—Jael's prototype might nail my head to the
ground with the tether-pin for aught | cared—and
slumbered.

Unlike Sisera, | awoke not in the next, but in this
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very world, tofind" Jael' bending over me—but with
no hammer in her hand.

"Look ! Themen arereturning from the pastures,
sesaid. ' The evening meal is prepared. Enter into
our tent.'

All this brings the Bedouin woman rather into
prominence—a prominence which unfortunately she
does not adorn. The ' Bedouin maid ' in fiction and
poetry may be a figure of romance. In real life, as
| have seen her, trudging behind some caravan and
assisting with shrill screams and blows to hasten the
pece of the tired animals, or gathering firewood from
the desert bushes around some Arab encampment, she
isvery far from being romantic. Poor soul, sheis not
lovely—the hardships of the desert, doubly hard for
women, have taken care of that; and she is not clean—
if there be barely enough water for drinking, whence
can come the wherewithal for washing? Maid or
matron, young or old, she leads a hard, a bitterly
hard, existence, knowing the pinch of hunger daily—
she sups on her menfolks' leavings—the stabs of thirst
not rarely. Sheis not the household drudge, because
sheisdenied ahouse, but that of the tent—far worse—
the tent which fails to protect her from the biting
blast in winter, and the fiery heat in summer. So the
lean years have their will of her, and soon—far sooner
than her sister of the city—she becomes old, her life
holding naught dse save the hewing of wood and the
drawing of water. Andthen alittletime, and she has
found ' the great palace of Magnificent Death," and
her poor old body islaid to rest in the desert which
has treated her so hardly.

They were poor people, our Bedouin hosts,
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wretchedly poor, so | had no scruples next morning
in offering payment for their hospitality, and pressed
some pieces of silver into the nearest child's hand—the
most gracious way of doing what is after all a rather
ungracious act, however much it may have to be
appreciated.

The next day—the fourth from Abu Kurnal—
passed as the previous one had done, except that we
came upon no wells. Twice or thrice we saw flocks
of sheep and goats, and as we were now well in the
Anazeh country, moreover in that particular section
fromwhich Nayal came, we would ride towards them,
our procedure being as follows:—While we were
still far away Nayal would strike up some Bedouin
ditty, to signify, | suppose, that we had no intention
of a stealthy surprise. The shepherd, rifle in hand,
would advance to meet us, when Nayal would dis-
mount and walk up to him. Keeping his piercing
gaze full upon him, watching his every movement
as a cat does that of a mouse, the shepherd would
suffer his approach. Not until Nayal was quite
close, and this scrutiny had proved satisfactory,
would the shepherd release his vigilance, when they
would embrace and, squatting down, commence
a Bedouin gossip. From myself, as one of less im-
portance, was expected merely a ' Salaam Alaikum,’
but before departing, by the good offices of Nayal, |
generally obtained a bowl of milk, warm, pure, and
refreshing.

That night we were to bivouac in the open, no
sheltering encampment lying on our path, but first
came the evening meal. So Nayal built a small fire
from the desert bushes, cooked some truffles thereon,
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produced bread and dates, and sat himself down
opposite me. And as we ate the sun sank.

Desert lore prescribes that one should eat one's
evening mea before dark, when ones fire is less
likely to be observed, and then move on an hour or so
for the night bivouac. Even if one's smoke has been
sighted, and too curious inquirers approach, they find
but blackened ashes while the friendly night has
covered one's departure.

It was after our meal that | discovered that | had
not yet done with Abdul Aziz. You will remember
that he had high-handedly exchanged an old water-
skin of his for a new one of mine. Hitherto | had
had no occasion to drink from his, as my two small
ones had proved sufficient, but now these had run
dry, and Nayal tilting up one end of the rnaterea, |
put my mouth to the other.

Ugh ! the filthy, yellow, evil-smelling concoction
that trickled slowly forth, grateful for the moment
because of its chill, but thereafter nauseating and
abominable.

| am not very well acquainted with the technicalities
of water-skins, but | have learnt that the goat- or sheep-
skin of which they are made has to undergo a species
of curing before being fit for holding drinking water.
Either this particular skin had never undergone the
required process, or extreme old age had played the
deuce with itsinside. In any case, what had been put
into it as water came out as sewage, and my two
horses, Nayal, and the open desert heard a specimen of
English speech which | trust was not altogether in-
adequateto the occasion.  Also, if there be any virtue
in cursing, Abdul Aziz was asorry man that night.
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It was, however, no good crying over spilt milk, or
bad water, so we mounted our horses and rode forward
another hour under the full moon, when we halted for
the night.

The horses were unloaded, tethered, and left to
graze. My waterproof sheet was unrolled upon the
ground, and my blankets were spread on top—half for
myself, half for Nayal; and then dde by side, the
Mohammedan and the Christian, the Arab and the
Englishman, bound together—I liked to think—by
something more than a promised sum of money, by
that link which binds together all travellers on the
Open Road, east or west, we lay down with the sky
for a roof. And what a splendid thing it isto deep
thus under the stars ; to gaze upwards, not into the
stuffy darkness of aroom, but through infinite space,
where the numberless night-lights of heaven twinkle
so kindly and calmly upon you ; to fed the light
touch of a breeze on your forehead; to hear the
tired earth sigh and turn in her sleep; at one with
the great Cosmos to be near the solving of many
mysteries, and then—Ilest you should unriddle them
—tohaveyour eyesgently closed ! . . .

Up with the dawn the next morning, we travelled
hardtill noon, when an obstacle more powerful than the
most inaccessble of mountains forced us to turn our
steps—thirst.  For though desert travelling ssems so
easy, o smooth, so untrammelled, he—King Thirst—
moves always with you, alittle out of your sight; and
as your water-skins empty he draws nearer and nearer,
until, with the last drop finished, he strides across your
path, imperiously bids you draw rein, and asks with a
mocking smile: "Whither avay now ? And you
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know the answer, which you give humbly enough:
' To the nearest water.'

So it waswith us. My horses had been without
water for over thirty-six hours, | myself—save for
a few mouthfuls of that yellow abomination already
alluded to—for over twenty. From where we were
to the nearest water on the Tadmor line direct, Nayal
said was eight hours' hard riding, but he seemed to be
doubtful of even that. On the other hand, he knew
of wells some two hours to the north.

We turned northward.

At the wells | had hoped for a short rest, but it
was not to be. The Bedouins, as | have said, are
jealous about their water, and we were now in territory
belonging to a section of the Anazeh which was at feud
with Nayal's. So our movements, far from being
leisurely, were characterised by extreme haste. Our
bucket was unloosed and water drawn for ourselves,
for our horses, and for our water-skins, with the same
anxious speed, the same searching glances round the
horizon. At length the watering was finished; our
water-skins, but lately so limp, now squelched
pleasantly against the horses' sides, and we rode off
free of the desert once more.

That night we met a party of merchantswith their
sheep, their horses, their goats, and their camels,
travelling to Damascus, with an armed escort, and
stayed the night with them. The next day we struck
the darb-us-Sultan, by the side of which | again became
of the West—western by virtue of apparel produced
from my saddle-bags—and halted the same night in
a small hamlet, once thriving, now for the most part
in ruins, having been sacked—so the few remaining
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inhabitants told us—by the Anazeh. The Bedouins,
however, could not 'lift" the spring of the place,
which contained delicious soft water free from im-
purity—nectar after what | had had to drink in the
desert—and of which | took exorbitant toll, lying
on my stomach to gulp it down for whole minutes
together.

The day following we saw the ancient burial
towers of Palmyra stand up against the sky.



CHAPTER VI
PALMYRA TO DAMASCUS

T HE best asset, | suppose, which a traveller can carry
with him, next to a well-filled purse, is an orthodox
sense of appreciation. With such a sense he is never
disappointed at what he may meet on his road.
When his guide-book tells him that he is to be
% interested,’ or 'amazed,' or 'struck with the loveli-
ness around him," heis so, and proceeds on his way
rejoicing. But there are some people, hard of heart
and understanding, who cannot for the life of them
order their emotions so conveniently. The thing must
take them in the mood, or they are frankly bored.

For instance, when the orthodox traveller sees
Babylon, he is properly impressed. He feels that
here was one of the cradles of the human race; here
great peoples, nations, and languages have had their
day and gone. He is something of an archaeologist,
well learned in the ancient histories, so 'glorious
guilty Babylon ' means a good deal more to him than
a pile of old stones. But when | saw Babylon |
merely felt hungry, ravenously hungry, cold—there
was a biting wind blowing—and somewhat weary. |
had ridden far. There being nothing of majestic
superstructure to catch my ignorant eye—Babylon of
to-day lies in excavations—it wandered off to the

82
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spaces around, where it saw something which was
at the moment infinitely more to its taste—the open
desert lying bare beneath the setting sun.

So much for Babylon! And | had an uneasy idea
that perhaps Palmyra might prove the same. But it
was not so. For here were large columns, tall pillars,
gateways, arches, walls, porticoes, and what not; while
beyond a great pile heaved itself massively into the
sky. Here was something to see !—something grand
and beautiful which even the most ignorant, like
myself, could stand before and worship.

What impresses one most at Palmyra s that subtle
trick of Nature's—contrast. Here, inthe midst of the
desert, where you might expect a miserable hamlet,
you are confronted with the wreck of a mighty city.
Youknow itisgoingto bethere, yet yourub your eyes.
You are as much surprised as if you came across a
piece of desert set down inthe midst of Piccadilly.
It has the same incongruity. This sense of surprise
stayswith you, moreover. Y ou are continually being
pulled up with a jerk, and find yourself looking in
wonder from the barren hills and the lifeless desert
to the magnificent relics of life around you. There
seems something inhuman about the choice of such a
site for such a city, notwithstanding the plausible ex-
planation of the guide-book as to trade centres and
so forth; but it wasnot until | came to Damascus that
| found that such was actually the case. For, as says
an Arabic writer whose record | chanced upon there :

So God said to Suleiman, the Son of David, ' Go to
the desert, and there collect an army of the Jinns, for |
have given them permission to build Tamor." [Tamor,
Tadmor, and Palmyra are all one and the samel]

G 2
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The Bible is rather more reticent on the subject,
the author of Kings merely remarking," And Solomon
built Tamor in the wilderness. Doubtless he too was
in the secret of its supernatural construction, but very
naturally did not wish to emphasise the fact that
the great and good king was in any way connected
with the Black Arts. For myself, having seen with
my own eyes Tamor and its wilderness, | intend to
adhere to my Arabian authority until | shall receive
direct proof to the contrary.

From my childhood up | had connected the two
cities of Babylon and Palmyra each with a famous
character—to wit, Nebuchadnezzar and Zenobia. The
former, of course, from its scriptural connection, the
latter | really don't know why or wherefore, except
that | have a vague idea that somebody or other
wrote a poem, ' Zenobia, Queen of Palmyra.' | am
sure that | never read the poem, but that was of little
account, the name initself, with itsfinerhythms and
its sne of the romantic unknown, being worth many
poems to me.

As for Nebuchadnezzar, that grass-eating monarch,
| never felt any particular interest either in him or
his harsh-sounding name. The only piece of poetry
| remember where he is concerned was one dating
from the time of my early schooldays. It began,
' Nebuchadnezzar, the king of the Jews'; the rest |
have forgotten, except that the second line ended with
" shoes, and as far as | recollect it was not com-
plimentary to that great ruler.

But Zenobia the Queen, wrapped as much in the
alluring mantle of her sex as of her sovereignty, to
her | doffed my hat.
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Nor in this need | be deemed unduly impression-
able. Even the stolid Gibbon—he ' who sighed as a
lover, but obeyed as a son '—has caught the glamour
of the great queen, and actually devotes some of his
solemn periods to a description of her charms: her
pearly white teeth, her sparkling black eyes, 'tem-
pered by the most attractive sweetness,” and the like.

Andheisno less lavishin his praise of her as queen
than as woman. How in Palmyra she mourned
and avenged the death of her gallant husband,
Odeinathus ; how her imperious will proceeded to
follow, even more gloriously, in his footsteps, until her
soft woman's hand gripped firmly and justly strange
peoples from the land of the Pharaohs to the banks
of the Tigris ; how finally she swept forth with a flash
of spears to do battle with Aurelian for the Empire
of the East; and how she animated her people to a
desperate resistance in the siege of her capital which
followed the lost fortunes of that day—all this glows
in the pages of The Decline and Fall. But why, oh
why, with an altered mind must we read a few
pageson?:

The courage of Zenobia [this when in the hands of
the enemy] ' deserted her in the hour of trial; shetrembled
at the angry clamours of the soldiers, who called aloud
for her immediate execution, forgot the generous despair
of Cleopatra, which she had proposed as her model, and
ignominiously purchased life by the sacrifice of her fame
and her friends. It was to their counsels, which governed
the weakness of her sex, that she imputed the guilt of her
obstinate resistance; it was on their heads that she
directed the vengeance of the cruel Aurelian,

So she purchased her life ; and later still, after they
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had led her in golden chains through the streets of
Rome at Aurelian's triumph, what do we see ?

The Emperor presented Zenobia with an elegant villa
at Tibur, about twenty miles from the capital; and the
Syrian queen insensibly sank into a Roman matron. . . .

Ye gods, what bathos! A ' Roman matron," occu-
pying the smug respectability of an ' elegant villa'!

Oh ! great and conscientious narrator, could you
not,'even for once only, have neglected your meticu-
lous authorities, and, blushing as a historian but dis-
sembling as a man, have manufactured for us some
ending to the story more worthy of youand her ? . . .

Beyond Zenobia, Palmyra held for me the melan-
choly attraction that all great ruins do for those who
gaze upon them.

They have but falen before us: for one day we must
fall. Why dost thou build the hall, son of the winged
days ? Thou lookest from thy towers to-day; yet a few
years, and the blast of the desert comes; it howls in thy
empty court, and whistles round thy half-worn shield.

As for them, so for us—some day. Naught left
but an ' empty court," a ' half-worn shield,' an obscure
legend, a sight for the rare traveller, a motive for a
few paragraphs in his fugitive diary. But though
our pomp and circumstance be gone, let us trust at
least that our legend will not be unworthy of fame. .. .

During my stay in Tadmor | enjoyed the hospitality
of the Sheikh Mohammed, more commonly known
as the Sheikh of Tadmor, none other than he who was
theBlunts' guidetoHail, North Central Arabia,in 1879.
This, of course, | being not uninterested in Arabian
exploration, afforded us much ground for conversation.
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| informed the sheikh also that | intended to write a
small record of my insignificant travels—though only
God and the publishers knew whether it would see the
light of print—in which | would certainly not forget
to mention my host's kindness. So if ever you find
yourself at Palmyra, youwould domeakindnesshby in-
forming the sheikh that | have fulfilled my promise.
F cane the second day after my arrival,
bringing my caravan in tow as well as his own.
Nayal left for Abu Kamal to claim hisreward from the
Christian merchant, and soon after we set out for Horns,
from where we were to go to Damascus via Baalbek,
purposing, like Ulysses of old, ' many things which
the gods had determined should not come to pass.’
Our caravan was now of some little sze. First
there was F——, with two horses and two mules, his
dragoman Shamoo, and his muleteers ; then there was
myself, with three horses, my servant and muleteer;
there was also a Baghdadi clerk, with his aunt, who
had attached himself to our cortege in order to travel
to Damascus in greater security. These latter had
between them two horses and a donkey, and the way
the old lady would sit out the longest and coldest day,
perched up crosslegged on her pack-saddle, was a
thing to marvel at. Besdes these, the permanent
members of the caravan, we would often pick up
chance wayfarers, either riding or walking, who would
accompany us for a stage or two. Thuswe made quite
animportant jingle and commotion as we bustled along.
At a place called Ain-el-Baitha, half a day from
Tadmor, where the road branches off to Damascus or
Horns, we were obliged to take the former, though
we had intended taking the latter. First we were
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unable to procure an escort for the latter road, though
one was available for the former; and second, our
muleteers more or less flatly refused to take the Horns
road. Itistruethat by ashow of force we could have
compelled the muleteers to take whatever road we
liked, but as there was some doubt in their contracts
with us asto whether they were strictly bound to take
the Horns road—which was indeed not the direct one
to Damascus—we were unwilling to do this. And so,
after much argle-bargling and unpleasantness and
time wasted, we took the Damascus road direct and
gave up our idea of Horns.

From this incident it will be seen that travel in
the East isnot all apath of roses.  The very freedom,
unexpectedness, and charm of .the picturesque which
it has over Western travel bring their disadvantages.
The wayfarer in the East dedswith elemental, uncer-
tain factors: horsesinstead of trains, men instead of
obsequious officias, foodstuffs in the raw in place of
station buffets, uncertain wells—few and far between
—instead of taps with hot and cold laid on, robbers
who make unsafe the King's highway ; and histravel-
ling will be successful or unsuccessful, a pleasure or a
continuous worry, according as he has savoir-faire to
deal with these factors. In the West | am amost
inclined to say there is no travelling proper—unless
indeed it be on foot, well away from the railway line-
only touring. For there the journey is made for the
traveller ; inthe East he makeshisown. Inthe West
you pay a certain sum of money, and lo! there are
hundreds of officias, chosen by other people, who are
your most obedient servantsto help you on your way;
there are scores of trains, with the working of which
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you are blissfully unconcerned, to carry you swiftly
and luxuriously whither you will; there are hotels
and refreshment-rooms from which, at a word, you
obtain the soft couch and the well-cooked meals which
you desire ; you ae as a child in the hands of many
considerate nurses.

But in the East—unless, indeed, you cling to the
beaten ways—everything depends upon yourself.
You propose a journey. Is the time of year suitable
for the country which you propose to traverse ? It
is. Then you must set to work to get your caravan
together. Will you have mules or horses? The
former are better for hills, the latter for plains. Will
you hire your animals, and so incur a certain expense,
or buy them 6n the chance of selling them at your
destination ? In the latter case you run the risk of
mishaps to them on the road, and selling them at a
loss when your journey is finished. Then what is
the state of the horse market, as far as you can ascer-
tain, at your destination ? The animals are brought
for your inspection. Do they look up to the mark ?
Y ou imagine they do, but the price, buying or hiring,
is ridiculous. You must s to work to beat down
the dealer. He will not come down beyond a certain
price. Willyourisk a' bluff," and send him away in
the hope that he will come back with a lower offer—
which should he not do, you may go further and fare
worse—or will you clinch the bargain, and afterwards
find to your mortification that you could have made a
better one e'sawhere ? How many animals can you cut
down your caravan to? Every additional animal
means additional expense; on the other hand, to take
too few and overload them is rank folly. You make
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your final arrangements and start. After a few days
you suspect your horses are being underfed and that
your muleteer is pocketing the difference. This must
be ssento. You wishto go by acertainroad. Your
servant, primed by the muleteers, swears by all he
holds sacred that there is no water or fodder on that
way. From independent inquiries you have to ascer-
tain whether this isthe truth or not. The khan-chis
along your route want acertain amount for your night's
lodging. You have once and for all to decide how
much will uphold your dignity as a Frank, and how
much is mere throwing away of good money. You s
that your servants are quarrelling among themselves.
As afinal court of appeal, you must so arrange matters
that their differences are diplomatically adjusted.
For when retainers fall out, matters go not smoothly
for the master. You can turn two short stages into
one by a forced march, but will your animals stand
it ? And so ad infinitum.

But even if atraveller be never so capable, there
are times of vexation of body and spirit when he finds
himself confronted by the inertia, the hostility, or
the greed of the East. And at such times if he cannot
borrow something from the East itself—something of
its easy fatalism, something of its calm philosophy—
to soothe in part his mind, he had better not leave his
railway lines and his hotels.

| have mentioned the wearisome side of Eastern
travel, because, in most of the books of travel which
| have had the pleasure of reading, this reverse of
the medal is not mentioned. And it was only from
experience of my own that | redlised that such a
Sde existed at all.
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That night wetook shelter in an Arab encampment.
The Der-Damascus road being not much used, the
khans are few and far between, and we were still far
from Khareatein, our next halting-place. The women
were singularly free of bearing, even for Bedouins,
and as they made leban in great water-skins, chaffed
merrily enough with F——and myself. On our solici-
tations two of them even agreed to come with us!
When it came to the point of departure | noticed that
these two lost their gaiety and became silent and
nervous. Their men were away from the tent, and
| imagine they thought we were quite capable of
carrying them off across our saddie-bows nolentes
volentes.

We were attacked by Bedouins about 11 A.M. on
the next day, and this was the manner of it.

Very early, earlier even than usual, had we started
from the Bedouin camp that morning, and by eleven
oclock must have been eight hours on the road.
There was a cold wind blowing, and | was walking,
in the endeavour to restore circulation to my limbs.
Some way behind the caravan came F——, riding.
Our escort, who were supposed to guard us with their
lives, had disappeared on ahead and had not been
seen for the last hour or so.  Such was the disposition
of our forces.

Suddenly | was aware of three men who, mixed
up with the caravan, were demanding khubz, khubz
(bread, bread), in a rather more threatening manner
than seemed to agree with their statement that they
were poor and hungry. Indeed, when | came to
observe these gentry closer | noticed that, poor as
they were, one was armed with a pistol, one with a
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sword, and the third with astick. There was obviously
but one thing to do—to produce some armament of
war on my side.

My pistol, instead of being in my pocket as it
should have been, was in my saddle-bag. Luckily,
however, the enemy gave me plenty of time to run to
my animal and get out my Webley. The production
of this, | imagined, might scare the Bedouins off, but
they belonged to too hardy arace, and were too accus-
tomed to war, for anything of the kind.

They drew away from the caravan; that was some-
thing, but for the rest they stubbornly refused to leave
the field of battle, and as an answer to my levelling
my revolver at them, the pistol man—a negro, by the
way—Ievelled his weapon at me. At this point they
received reinforcement in the shape of an ally armed
with astick, who apparently shot up out of the ground,
for | never saw him walk up.

So there we were, manoeuvring hither and thither,
neither sde caring to commence hostilities—I for a
reason which will appear later, the Bedouins because
they do not care much about assaulting Franks,
whose consuls always make such a fuss on their
behalf. Every minute that they refrained from ab-
solute attack was so much gain to me. The caravan
—the object of their solicitude—was drawing farther
and farther away, and F was coming up from the
rear. | calculated that when he rode up, off would
go the ghazzu (raiding party), and the affair would be
over. But it was not to end so easily as that.

Intheintervals of covering the Bedouins with my
revolver, | signalled and halloed to F——to come up
and take them fromtherear. But the wind, as | have
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said, was high, so my voice failed to reach him. We
were, moreover, in astraight line from him, as he told
me afterwards, and bunched up all together, so he
was unable to se what was happening, or in fact
that anything was happening at all.

So there we continued—the four Bedouins, myself,
and Shamoo, who, though unarmed, very pluckily
stayed with me, quartering the ground in a sort of
grotesque lancers.

| do not know whether you have ever covered a
man with your pistol in earnest. | trust you have
never done it in play. But if you have not, when
you do—unlessit is a cae of covering and firing at the
same instant—I think you will find akind of unreality
about the affair. You will findit hard to redlise that
you hold thelife of afellow-creature under your finger,
that you have only to press it gently, and the man
facing you, at that moment full of strong life, will the
next be a dead lump of flesh at your feet.

At least, looking back on my sensation, that is what
| felt. 1 could hardly bring myself to believe that this
was all real; that these four menwere truly robbers,
only held at a sfe distance by the shining barrel of
my Webley; that it might possibly come to a pinch
where, if 1 didn't kill them, they would kill me. For
the rest, | felt no particular anger against them.

In fact, if | had thought for a minute that they
would have been contented with afew loaves of bread, |
would have given it to them and told themto go in
peace; but | knew very well that the bread was only a
' test case,' to se what sort of spirit we were made of,
and what sort of resistance we would show.

The Bedouins began to encourage themsalves with
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the ancient war-criesof Islam: Ya Allah! (O God !), La
[llaha Illala, Mohammed Russul-Ullah (There is no
God but God, and Mohammed is the prophet of God).
They aso began to use Nature's artillery—stones, and
a shower of these latter came flying about our ears. |
heard a grunt from Shamoo, and he wrung his hand.

The Bedouins had drawn first blood. But for all
their stones, it was the negro with the pistol whom |
kept my eye on. He was the only one of the ghazzu
who could slay from a distance. However, from the
way he held hisrevolver | could s either that he was
not much acquainted with its use, or that he had no
intention of using it seriously—just then. And it was
only with ' just then' that | was concerned: the future
minutes could look after themselves.

Nevertheless, things were becoming serious, and
again | halloed and gesticulated to F——. This time,
tomy great relief, | saw himriderapidly forward. So
did the Bedouins, and began to retreat. It remained
but for us to turn the retreat into a rout, and the
day was ours. Shamoo and | raised a warlike shout
between us and pursued hotly.

Bang, went my revolver. | had fired over the
enemy's heads. Bang, the negro had replied at ran-
dom, but they broke into a run nevertheless. Again
we yelled; the Bedouinsran. Victory was ours. But
the Bedouins did not propose to give up the day so
easly. There might still be time—so they evidently
thought—to depart, if not with the honours of war, at
any rate with loot, which was the same thing to them.

So, suddenly rallying their forces, they attacked,
and it was our turn for the manoeuvre which has
been immortalised by Xenophon. Stones again came
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hurtling about our ears. Bang, bang, went the enemy's
artillery, and bang once more. | thanked the gods
that the son of Ham appeared to be an atrociously
bad shot.

The Bedouins slackened their pursuit. | looked
over my shoulder, and saw the cause. One of my
horses, which | had bought in Baghdad for the road,
withtheintention of selling it in Damascus, had fallen
into their hands. My servant had beenridingit, and,
although armed with a Derringer which | had given
him, had apparently made no effort to protect his
mount, but had got off, left it, and sped after the
caravan.

Here was a nice kettle of fish. My chestnut, my
hard-earned pounds, my prospect of gainin Dimishg—
where horses are dearer than in Baghdad—my well-
filled saddle-bags, all in danger of being ridden off with
by these thieving rogues!  One of them had the chest-
nut by the head-rope. By Allah ! he was preparing to
mount. It was now or never. | ran back upon them.

The would-be thief let go the head-rope when he
sawv me approach, and retreated. | caught the head-
rope with my left hand and levelled my revolver with
my right. The four closed in upon me. There was
no more unreality about the affair now : it was grim
business, and | shot with the faithful intention of
killing.

That | did not succeed must be put down to my
bad aim. They were ten yards off. | pulled the
trigger, picking off the negro. Bang !

A missat seven yards. Bang! | whirled round,
and discharged my pistol point-blank at one of the
stick-men who had come up inrear. A papable writhe
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told that at any rate this shot had gone home—some-
where. | pulled the trigger again; there was a dull
click.

The Bedouins raised a yell of triumph, and the
second stick-man was upon me, and had struck me on
the right arm and shoulder twice in quick succession.
Indeed, the quickness of the blows defeated their own
object, asthey were too light to do any serious damage.
Through the hurly-burly I heard the sound of shouting,
saw the stick raised again, and the savage, contorted
face of the striker. | dodged under the chestnut's
neck, turned to fire once more, and then—

There was F——, sitting on his horse near by,
opening fireon the Bedouins, who were in full retreat.
Phut, phut, phut—his Browning cracked like awhip,
and never was any music Sweeter to my ears. The
cavalry had come up just in time.

But it was not until |1 opened my revolver to
ascertain the cause of the supposed misfire that | saw
how close the margin of time had been. Four empty
shells fell out on to the ground. | then remembered
that 1 had fired two shots away practising at stones
on the road, so when F——came to my assstance |
had exhausted my ammunition.

But this was no time for comments or explanations.
We had driven off the Bedouins, it istrue, but we had
no guarantee that they did not possess friends near at
hand—friends with riflesand horses. And if this was
s0, and they came upon us before we could reach our
next halting-place, Khareatein, it was a case of actum
est it nobis. So the chestnut was hastily reloaded—
in the scrimmage various things had fallen off—my
servant was reinstated minus the Derringer which had
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been so futile in his hands, and which | now took
possession of myself in place of my usdless revolver,
and we hurried the caravan forward at its best pace,
with many an anxious look rearward.

Then, and not till then, had we leisure to discuss
the affair and | to give my thanks—to F for
saving me a probable journey across the Styx, and to
Shamoo for his pluck in voluntarily sharing with me
the risk of such an encounter.

"Well, yes, Shamoo; it was devilish plucky of you
to stay with me like that, unarmed as you were, too.
It was very good of you, Shamoo, to stay with
me like that, very good, and | shan't forget it." |
haven't either.

' By Jove, yes, Shamoo. You've done very well
to-day, very well indeed. You were the only one
of the caravan who stuck to Mr. Fowle." This
from F :

Shamoo's honest face beamed all over.

"How | leave Mr. Fowle ? Not possible that, sir.
| serve Englishmen ten, twenty, thirty years, and then
when little trouble comes | not stick to them ? That
not possible, sir. | stay with Mr. Fowle, and | shout
out to Bedouins that this not ordinary traveller, but
English consul—very big consul' (here was promotion
indeed !) ; 'think perhaps then they become afraid.
But they not care, sir, consul—no consul. Plenty
bad men.'

| think you will agree with me that it was worth
travelling far, worth an encounter with the Bedouins,
worth even the risk—what shall we say ?—of losing
a chestnut horse, to meet such a loyal follower as
Shamoo, dragoman.

H
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" All the same,' observed F——,' | wish | had slain
one or two of those gentry. It would have been
getting my own back for that affair at Aleppo two
years ago.'

But as for me, | was quite content with the ending
of the affray. For, as | pointed out to F——, if | had
killed one of our assalants, sdf-defence or no sdf-
defence, | should have had an Arab blood-feud on my
hands; and a Bedouin blood-feud is, as far as | can
judge, just as bitter as a Pathan one, which is saying
agood deal. Now F——was leaving the country for
civilised lands where blood-feuds are not; but I, on
the contrary, was to be a sojourner in the land for the
next four months, perhaps might again wish to travel
in the desert, so you may imagine that a blood-feud
was the last complication | wished for.

Thus, discussing the affray and hastening forward
the while, we caught up our faithful guards, who had
deserted us, if you please, to gather grass for their
horses. About an hour later we reached Khareatein
and rested from our labours. . . .

From Khareatein to Damascus is only a journey
of three days, but it is a very interesting three days,
asit takesyou out of Turkish Arabiainto Syria. The
change is a pleasant one. The little towns you pass
through have an air of cleanness wanting hitherto ;
the khans show the same improvement. After the
pale, unhealthy looking children of Baghdad, you
are delighted to s rosy-cheeked youngsters playing
riotously at the street-corners. And not only do the
children hold the monopoly for rosy cheeks. For as
you clatter through the streets more than one pretty
maiden glances shyly up at you, and you see that her
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colouring also is pleasant to the eye. You look your
approbation ; perchance you smile.  The pink blushes
slowly to red in the maiden's cheeks, but slowly also
a smile plays about her lips, and you guess that your
boldness is not wholly without its pardon. As you
ascend the air becomes brisker, colder. Ahead you
see a smudge of pure white against the sky : the snowy
peaks of the Anti-Lebanon. You turn to your com-
panion and observe, as | did to F , By Jove,
we're in a different country altogether.'

At Kuteifeh, one day from Damascus, we celebrated
our return to civilisation by hiring a carriage to drive
the rest of the way in, leaving our caravan to follow
at its leisure. As an act of charity we took the old
lady with us, for already she must have suffered much,
poor thing.

It was my fortune to enter two of the most Oriental
cities of the world—Baghdad and Damascus—in most
un-Oriental weather—the former on a bleak windy
day, typical of an English autumn, the latter through
a Scotch mist, thick as peasoup and cold as the
' frosty Caucasus.' But presently the mist cleared
away, and behold ! we were driving through the lovely
green gardens, flaked with the pink and white of the
apricot blossoms, which are the glory of the Sham-Ash-
Sharif (Sham the Honoured), as the Arabs lovingly
call Damascus.




CHAPTERV 11
A SOJOURN IN SHAM

AT Sham F——'s path and mine separated—I to
pursue my studiesin that city, he bound for London
Town via Stamboul .

For that isthe way of theroad. For atimeit and
its hazards, and its long hours spent in the saddle
riding side by side from dawn till eve, bring you and
your companions in close touch with each other;
then, the open country crossed where the road is one,
and one only, you reach an outpost of civilisation
where many highways meet, and they take one and
you take another, each upon your own business, and
the partnership is dissolved.

My object being the acquirement of Arabic, ahouse
of my own such as | had had in Baghdad was the first
desideratum. To have gone to one of the European
hotels, where tourists abound and where the waiters
talk French or English, would have been to have had
no more touch with things Arabic, whilstinit, thanif
| had resided in any Continental spa. After some little
difficulty, for house agentsare al uxury which Damascus
has not yet indulged in, | procured a suitable residence
not far off the Darb-el-Moustagim, the long bazaar

to which two thousand years ago that lion-hearted
100
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traveller, Paul of Tarsus, came groping his way to the
house of Judas, that ancient way which is known to
all the English-speaking world as 'the street which
is called Straight,'

My next necessity was an instructor in the language,
that is chiefly on the literary side; for the colloquial
| had the three hundred thousand inhabitants of
Damascus at my service, or at any rate such of them
as | might chance to speak with in the day's round.
| was fortunate enough to find a capable instructor
in Mr. A. K——, aSyrian Christian ; and it was with
him that | finally acquired the right pronunciation
of the two Arabic letters h and Ain, which when a
European can master he may be said to be at
the beginning of knowledge. Mr. A. K had been
Doughty's teacher in Damascus before that explorer
started on his journey into the unknown wastes
of Northern Arabia, so | felt | was following in no
mean footsteps.

My third need was a 'guide, philosopher, and
friend ' in the shape of some respectable Moslem who
would act as a sort of perambulating professor of
Arabic. | wanted some one who would accompany
me in my rambles through the bazaars—some one
whose knowledge of people and things Damascene
would render such rambles doubly interesting ; and
who so suitable as a Moslem sheikh ?* | say Moslem
because, though the number of Christians in Damascus
is by no means small, yet the city is of course a
Moslem one, and the first interest of a traveller is to get

! Theword ' sheikh,' though used generally to denote the chief
of a Bedouin tribe, also denotesin Syria any Modem of respectable
position.



102 TRAVELS IN THE MIDDLE EAST

into touch with the indigenous people of the country.
Moreover in Damascus, as indeed throughout Syria,
there is still considerable enmity between the Modems
and the Syrian Christians, and one stood abetter chance
of receiving a more open welcome if one came under
the aggs of a Modem than of aChristian. After some
difficulty—for the affair, as you can imagine, was a
somewhat delicate one in consideration of Mosem
prejudices—through the good offices of Mr. A. K—,
who was held in high respect by the Modem com-
munity, the matter was arranged. Of the sheikh |
procured, more anon.

My fourth need was afez, or tarboosh, whichever you
liketocallit, and | procured one—of a height and re-
spectability such as would not have disgraced the head
of the Sultan himself—for the sum of one medjidie,
or about three shillings and fourpence. My object in
wearing a fez was of course the same that it had been
in Baghdad, i.e. to avoid being pestered by beggars,
who invariably expect largesse from anyone wearing
a European hat, and to avoid being stared at if |
chose to frequent places, such as native eating-houses
and cafes, where the European is not often seen.

Thus was my sojourn in Sham completely
arranged for. . . .

If you have been in Damascus you probably were
of the opinion that one of the most picturesgue bits
in that city occurs at the end of Straight Street; but
if you have not | should like to describe it to you.

Straight Street itself is a covered bazaar, but at
right angles to it runs the uncovered thoroughfare
which under one nam