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CAUCUS-RACE

“What is a Caucus-Racer” said Alice.

“Why,” said the Dodo, “the best way to explain it is to do it.”
First it marked out a race-course, in a sort of a circle (“the exact
shape doesn’t matter,” it said) and then all the party were
placed along the course here and there. There was no “One,

two, three, and away,” but they began running when they liked,
and left off when they liked, so that it was not easy to know
when the race was over.

ALICE IN WONDERLAND.
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FOREWORD

THE countries that I first visited, seemed each one a thing
apart. It was not until I got clean away from the ordinary
world, into an atmosphere itself so clear that one’s mental
vision clears as well, that I recognized the chaotic mood com-
mon to all nations to-day.

The pattern of life that we found good when years of peace
stretched before us like the beauty of long-drawn-out gestures
in a slow-motion picture, is changed, balance is gone, rules
are ignored, each nation races by itself as in the “Caucus-
race” of the Dodo. But at the end of this race, will even a
Dodo be able to say: “Everybody has won, all must have
prizes’’?

To record such a period of transition is like trying to har-
ness something on the wing and make concrete an uncer-
tainty. In presenting the picture of bewilderment, I have
not sought to dramatize events at the expense of accuracy,
but have preferred to act as camera man and throw upon the
screen, pictures that have not been “touched up.”

To cramp such varied experiences into a few chapters, I
have tried not to obscure the pictures more than was neces-
sary by stepping before the lens myself. What is happening
in the world to-day is more interesting and more important
than the personal exploits of a writer.

I believe that I have written an impartial story, for I have
no prejudices and serve no special interest. Where I have
turned the clock back it has been in the interest of better
understanding; where I have looked into the future, it has
been to raise questions that urge themselves upon me.

The Palestine tangle suggests that there need be none.
Publication of the McMahon-Husein letters would prove
whether title to the land given to the Jews is clear.

vii



viii FOREWORD

The arguments I use to dispute the authorities about the
Bayon Temple of Angkor, are at least as sound as theirs.

The day has passed when colonies may with impunity be
looked upon as mere producers of raw materials and con-
sumers of manufactured goods; obligation to the human ele-
ment is supposed to enter in to-day, but appears often to be
disregarded.

In the interest of fair play I have resurrected a picture of
Japan that is not so old that we need have forgotten it, but
has been obscured by dust, on the shelf whereon we laid it.

In a book otherwise full of strife there is an interlude of
high adventure across the Great Himalayan Range that di-
vides India from Tibet. It was my sixth crossing, my fifth
alone with native servants.

It is in the Orient that one realizes best the timelessness
of Time. It is in the high Himalayas that one’s mind accepts
Time’s far reaches; that worlds come and go . . . Atlantis,
and why not Lemuria, since “7To-morrow! Why, To-morrow
I may be Myself with yesterday’s Sev'n thousand Years.”

Night after night, week after week, month after month out
under stars so remote that the news of the World War may
not yet have reached them, one recognizes that the design of
the Universe could only be spiritual and man’s ultimate des-
tiny magnificent, though he may reach it by as many chan-
nels as the Nile seeks the sea through the great Delta.

I hold in my fingers a string of amber that some Pharaoh
might have worn, so deep an orange is its color, so rare and
exquisite it is; cut into perfect beads centuries ago. The
many who have caressed them to give so brilliant a polish,
have passed away, yet men think that they can define con-
ditions of infinite duration in a few blundering years.

3 * * * *

My thanks are due to fellow members of the Himalayan
Club who aided me with information about routes for the
long journeys I describe. Mrs. H. P. V. Townend, Hon’y
Sec’y of the Club; Mr. W. J. Kydd; Mr. and Mrs. Arthur
P. F. Hamilton; Capt. C. C. Gregory; Capt. D. E. Lowndes;
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Colonel and Mrs. A. E. Mahon. To the Resident of Kashmir,
Colonel Lane, and to the Joint Commissioner of Ladakh,
for giving permits. To Rev. Walter Asboe of the Moravian
Mission for permitting me to use the information about
Lahouli customs that he compiled; to Bishop Peter of the
Moravian Mission of Leh and particularly to Mrs. Peter for
her labor in my behalf when I lay alone in the dak bungalow
with a dislocated spine, two hundred and fifty miles from the
nearest doctor.

I am likewise indebted to those who kindly read and
criticised parts of the manuscript: Rear Admiral Mark L.
Bristol, U. S. N.; Major General Wm. C. Rivers, U. S. A;;
Dr. Charles C. Batchelder; Colonel A. E. Mahon; and Ameen
Rihani. Also to Herrick Young, head of the American Col-
lege of Teheran, for specific information about Persia.
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PROLOGUE

THis journey around the world started with a definite
plan; one country, Persia, had absorbed my interest for a
year, during which time I had studied its written and spoken
language and had tried to learn what one might in so short
a time about its history, its art, its people, and its changing
customs, fearing to trust solely to the impressions of my
own transient moments there and risk such mistakes as that
made by the man who declared the pyramids of Egypt to be
just “useless stone mountains,” never having heard that the
Great Pyramid is now considered to be a mathematical won-
der, a text-book in stone, but never just the tomb of a
Pharaoh as was long supposed.

My last journey had been across Tibet. Writing me about
my new plans, a British officer whom I had met there, asked
if I would visit it again, and said: “It’s queer how that
country fascinates; when I was there I often cursed it and its
bare hills and cruel winds, but now I would give a lot to
spend another two years there.”

I felt like waving the letter like a flag before those who
think me completely daft because I like to travel in such
places. It would seem that, because 1 look like something
grown in a hot-house, I am guilty of an almost-indiscretion
when I choose to have not even a glass roof between myself
and the sky.

On this visit to Persia I expected to have as thrilling expe-
riences as I had had in the wilds of the Himalaya, for, besides
keeping house in Teheran and Isfahan, I intended to travel
among the Tribes and to take my camel caravan across the
Lut, or Great Desert.

I did none of these things. Persistent opposition, endless
red tape, suspicion, and every conceivable delay, convinced
me that I would get nowhere in Persia off the beaten path,

15



16 PROLOGUE

and on the tourist route there was not enough of interest,
by comparison with other countries, to hold one’s attention
for many months.

My first plans gone wrong, I decided to travel thenceforth
without any at all, to march to whatever trumpet-call lured
me on, to let my travels be somewhat like the motion of a
person who “tunes in,” and moves the dial from one station
on the radio to another until the ear has caught a melody or
a word that holds the interest for a spell, then turns again
until some new note captures the attention. The way of my
going was not ordered, days followed no set pattern, I did not
have to be in any place at a specified time, nor to leave it
when perhaps I had just found the touchstone.

The record of two years was full enough: Brilliant recep-
tions in royal palaces and life in a house made of mud; visits
to golden temples and to dead cities; gay and frivolous life
in big cities, and laborious marches across a world as it was
before creation . . . soundless and without life. There were
breath-taking climbs at 17,500 feet above sea level, and dawn
seen coming majestically to uninhabited lands as it came
when ONE said: “Let there be Light”!

Sometimes meals were served me on rose damask, strewn
with flower petals, at other times I took them by the road-
side, cooked over a fire of yak-dung or clods of earth that held
dried roots. In some places men worshipped idols and made
blood sacrifices, in others they grabbed eagerly at Western
civilization, or wistfully and with misgivings, threw over
age-old traditions and ideals for doubtful blessings.

An amazing world!

People seemed helpless against the fate that had drawn
them into the mighty current of the world’s unrest. What
they had done, or what had been done to them to make them
pawns in a game, seemed more interesting than the actual
experiences of the journey.

I had left a country where people were at peace, united,
free, coming happily out of what was just one more financial
depression. Two years of travel around the world to-day
inclines one to laugh at talk about the nervous strain of life
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in the United States. Here, at least, one does not have to be
afraid of one’s neighbor, nor to purchase gas masks with
trousseau and layette.

“Hold that fast which thou hast, let no man take thy
crown,” was surely written for America.






PERSIA OR IRAN?

PROPITIOUS LANDING

BEIRUT, in Syria, marked the end of my first sea journey.
The landing there was propitious.

“It contains the trousseau of a horse,” I explained in
French when the Customs Inspector pointed to a formidable-
looking carton tied securely with heavy cord that was knotted
in many places; it looked indeed an amazing piece of luggage
for a tourist to carry about. I tried in vain to remember the
French for saddle, bridle, etc.

“It has everything that a horse will need to make me com-
fortable on its back,” I elaborated, to the further bewilder-
ment of the official; but with that sixth sense that makes
French officials so delightful to deal with, the Inspector burst
out laughing and cried:

“Une selle! Vous voulez bien dire une selle?”

“Ah oui!” Then, as the French words came back to
memory, “There is also a crupper, martingale, saddle
blanket, and . . .”

“Bien! Bien! mais on ne monte pas a cheval a Beyrouth!”

“Dieu merci!” I cried, and hastened to add that there were
moments in my life when 1 had to ride; that they usually
occurred when it was impossible for me to secure proper
equipment, and I had no desire to renew the experience I
had had in India where the local instrument of torture had
both girths broken and I had been forced to ride along the
edge of a precipice, my saddle tied on with rope and with
strings of frayed hemp for stirrup straps.

The inspector was all interest; but when I told him that I
was on my way into Persia he exclaimed:

“Pas amusant!”

19



20 CAUCUS-RACE

PASSAGE TO PERSIA

THE most inexperienced traveler may reach Persia to-day
with little difficulty though it is not “en route” to any likely
quarter of the globe that the tourist visits. Despite all the
modern improvements in transportation it is still almost as
isolated as when sea routes first turned the tide of trade from
caravan trails that linked it with East and West.

There is no danger encountered on the road from any
quarter; there are, in fact, well known and well traveled
routes from several countries. One may reach Persia through
Russia via the Caspian Sea, or through the Black Sea to
Tabriz, or journey up across the mountains from Bushire on
the Persian Gulf to Shiraz. From India one may enter
Persia via the Khyber Pass and Afghanistan, now open to
travelers, or across Baluchistan about which the Arab poet
wrote: “O Allah! Seeing Thou hast created Baluchistan,
what need was there of conceiving Hell?” I once landed
there in an airplane and endorse the poet’s aphorism.

Many delays and discomforts beset these routes that the
traveler from Europe and America need not encounter. It
is easier and more comfortable to enter Persia via the Syrian
Desert and Baghdad. This would make the starting point
Beirut, reached from New York most conveniently by the
American Export Line.

From Beirut a four-hour motor ride brings one to Damas-
cus; from there the six hundred miles of Syrian Desert may
be crossed by air or via Nairn Transport. The huge motor-
busses of this service took twenty-seven traveling hours to
complete the journey only a year ago; but to-day, with im-
proved, air-cooled busses it covers the route in thirteen.

I had made the journey by air three years before, on my
way from England to India via Imperial Airways, and chose
the new experience. It was a wretched journey.

The windows had to be kept closed to shut out the sand
churned up by huge wheels. My neighbor, a stout Jewish
woman, contributed to the agony of foul air by preserving in
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the basket at her feet, the remains of food and peels of fruit.
She was a slovenly person, and at frequent intervals she
doused herself with a strong citron perfume that she took
from a tiny suitcase where it tumbled about with brush and
comb and tooth-brush. She might have been even less en-
durable had she smelled like herself. Her husband sat be-
hind us. Three noisy and perpetually hungry children tum-
bled over our feet; they were booked second class, but spent
all of their time in the first class compartment.

Hours rolled by. The door of the toilet jammed; grown
people looked pained, but the children took care of them-
selves on the floor. We finally forced the bus to halt and all
passengers climbed out pretending that they wanted to look
at the stars.

All transport stops at Rutba Wells, in the desert, to refuel,
and there passengers seek the rest rooms and the restaurant
inside the fort. Three years ago it was heavily guarded; to-
day there is an encampment outside the walls, so safe has it
become from Bedouin raids.

Before arriving in Baghdad, I had been able to learn of
only one means of transport from there into Persia, via the
bi-weekly so-called “de luxe” motor service run by Thomas
Cook Co., whose cars meet passengers at the railway station
at Khanekin, the border town of Iraq, at half past seven in
the morning. Before leaving Beirut I had booked a seat on
one of these for the journey to Teheran, made the journey
from Baghdad to Khanekin by rail at night, and arrived there
at four in the morning.

Too late to cancel this arrangement I discovered that I
might have hired a private car and have motored direct from
the door of my hotel in Baghdad to Teheran, and have saved
money, besides taking along with me most of the luggage
that I had shipped ahead at great expense.

I had been advised that I might take with me only the
minimum amount of hand luggage. The much more that
was necessary for the various kinds of experience that I pro-
jected was, on advice, packed into one large crate and sent
six weeks ahead of my departure from New York in order
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that I might find it in Teheran on my arrival. T had been
advised by the Persian Minister in Washington that, upon
application, my effects would be permitted to go forward to
the capital for examination in the customs there, instead of
having this formality at the border.

With my own car I should likewise have had control of
the chauffeur, and have stopped the first night in Kerman-
shah. In the agent’s car 1 was rushed at break-neck speed
over roads that were altogether unsafe in the dark; with hair-
pin turns up to the pass before Hamadan; and always with
the danger of meeting goods lorries, driven recklessly in
Persia. We saw three of them wrecked beside the road, by
one of them the dead chauffeur and several wounded passen-
gers lying.

We raced along; tore three inner tubes to shreds, dragging
a yard of red rubber along the road before the car could be
brought to a halt. I clung through over fourteen wretched
hours to a hard round tassel that slipped out of my hand
each time that a jolt threw me towards the roof. It was not
reassuring to recall that my ticket declared the agent’s im-
munity: “Not liable in any way for any injuries, damages,
losses, accidents, delays, or irregularities which may be oc-
casioned either by reason of any defect in any vehicle or
through the act or default of any company or person engaged
in conveying the passenger or carrying out the purpose for
which this ticket has been issued, or otherwise in connection
therewith.”

The winding road was sometimes blocked with herds of
sheep and goats that tribesmen were driving to their grazing
grounds in the valley, or by donkeys loaded with long poles
that narrowly escaped entanglement with our wheels. My
chauffeur cursed them roundly.

Much of the beauty of the pass before Hamadan was missed
because we covered it in the dark; we had motored two hun-
dred and forty miles before we halted at the little hotel in
Hamadan where the chauffeur slumped, exhausted, across
the wheel.



PERSIA OR IRAN? 23

I too was exhausted, and refused to make so early a start
next day. But the chauffeur said he had orders, and again,
before eight o'clock, we started on another day of speed to
Kasvin, and there I was kept waiting. Two and a half hours
passed, punctuated by my protests, while the chauffeur put
the car in shape for his return journey that he might not have
this to do during his two-day halt in Teheran, which we
reached long after dark, missing that most lovely sight . . .
the blue-tiled minarets of a Mohammedan city looming on
the desert horizon.

The first part of the route beyond the Persian border is
monotonous, though it runs through rich pasture lands and
by vineyards and melon fields. Numerous look-out posts
stand like mile-stones beside the road, and the ceaseless vigi-
lance of soldiers keeps the roads safe from molestation by
tribesmen whose black tents of goat’s hair dot the plains.

Then, like the slow tuning-up of an orchestra until it
bursts into splendid volume, the hills gradually turn colorful,
and waves of olive green sweep up to crests that curl like
foam on an incoming wave. The mountains are cobalt, pur-
ple, and rust color. Facing them is the majestic cliff of
Bisitun that rises perpendicularly four thousand feet above
the plain. Thereon Darius, the Great King, recorded his
victories. To-day, as when five hundred years before the
birth of Christ they were carved, the heroic figure of the king
stands out, surrounded by his officers, the conquered enemy
at his feet. In the face of such reminder how inapt the warn-
ing: “Memento, homo, quia pulvis es!”

Below, on a large tablet, the glories of this “enchanted
dust” are proclaimed in three languages, and a curse is laid
upon whosoever should destroy the monument:

“Saith Darius the king: If thou shalt see this tablet or
these sculptures and shalt destroy them, and shalt not pre-
serve them as long as thy life endureth, than may Ahura
Mazda slay thee and may thy race come to naught, and
whatsoever thou doest may Ahura Mazda destroy.” *

* History of Persia by Sykes, grd ed. p. 178. Vol 1.
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This recalled another inscription in like vein that I had
seen in far-away Ladakh, across the Himalayas; one that had
been placed there two hundred years before the birth of
Christ by King Naglug, beside the first bridge that ever
spanned the Indus River. It ran:

“Whoever thinks evil of it in his heart
Let his heart rot!
Whoever stretches his hand toward it
Let his hand be cut off!
Whoever harms it with his eye
May his eye become blind!
Whoever does any harm to the bridge
May that creature be born in Hell!”

Many mud villages are passed on the road to Teheran, far
too many, for on entering and on leaving one of any size the
chauffeur has to stop and show his license; one’s passport is
inspected, and innumerable questions asked and answers
noted in a ledger. Thus is everyone in Persia kept under
the eye of the police. Twelve such stops in one day require
that sense of humor that Kipling advised as necessary “to
save a woman when religion and home training fail.” In-
deed, a hardy-perennial humor and optimism are necessary
adjuncts to travel in Persia, where one wanders through a
maze of red tape and is convinced that Persians hold basic
patents on every form of annoyance and delay.

PERSIA OR IRAN?

IT matters a lot whether one thinks of it as *“Persia,” or
“Iran.”

The government has recently proclaimed that henceforth
it should be referred to as “Iran,” the name by which it has
always been known to the inhabitants, and around which the
Westerner has built none of the pre-conceived ideas that
“Persia” evokes: pictures of rose gardens, and bulbuls, and
romance that belongs to a name in itself soft and beautiful
as a length of fine silk drawn through the fingers; a name that
expresses so well the splendor of the East.
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It was no whimsical preference of the Shah that prompted
this declaration, but emphasis upon the fact that the people
are Aryans. Iran (including likewise Afghanistan and Balu-
chistan) is the Airiya of the Avesta, and signifies: “Land
of the Aryans,” or “Illustrious.” Semitic people are alto-
gether out of favor in Iran to-day. One encounters there an
acute racial sensitiveness.

Picturesque phrases have recently been abolished in Iran.
Yet the gilt upon a title has not been discarded. The Shah
of Persia is the only reigning monarch who retains a story-
book title in a world where Khedives, Caliphs, Mikados, and
Czars have faded into history. He is still: “King of Kings,
Shadow of the Almighty, Vicegerent of God, Center of the
Universe.” His power is so absolute (in spite of a constitu-
tional government) that his subjects might well, in this twen-
tieth century, employ the medieval concept that they are:
“Under the shadow of the August Throne which your Maj-
esty does so gloriously replenish.”

I wrote over and over at the elbow of my Persian teacher
such amazing sentences, from the then current speech of
Persia, as made me wonder how (without learning “Haji
Baba of Isfahan” by heart) one might come to an understand-
ing of such people:

“Gurban-i Hazoor-i mubarakat gardeedam,” “May I be the
sacrifice of Thy Blessed Presence.” And the naive acknowl-
edgment of a kindness with a plea for further benefits:
“May your kindness be increased.” And the superlative of
subtle compliment that places a higher value upon another’s
life than upon his own (though doubtless with a tongue in
his cheek) when he says: “May you die if I fail.”

Three centuries ago our own English-cousin-dandies were
no less flowery of speech. We find a seventeenth century vol-
ume entitled: “A Most Delectable Nosegay for God’s Saints
to Smell At,” and in Fuller’s “English Worthies,” we read
that Thomas Shirley “was ashamed to see his two younger
brothers worn like flowers in the breasts and bosoms of for-
eign princes.”

Is the difference between us and them, merely a matter of
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distance from a romantic age, in which Persia lingered longer
than the countries of the West? Or does the subtlety that is
bred in the bone of the East make them so fundamentally
different, that we should be on our guard lest we lose con-
sciousness of it, seeing them now grown outwardly Western?

At no time in its history has Iran been so interesting as
it is to-day, and never so difficult to judge correctly, because
those who have interests in the country fear to express any
but flattering opinions, and sometimes unwittingly mislead
with over-much praise, lest they be debarred from ever re-
turning there.

The traveler to “Iran” will be hampered by fewer in-
substantial dreams than the pilgrim to “Persia,” who will be
forced to trim his fantasy to fit a nation wishing to become
“Western” with all dispatch. Were it possible to divorce a
country from its past, one might be deluded into thinking
that, because they have adopted Western costumes and cus-
toms, and have ceased to weave lovely patterns of speech, the
Iranis have likewise acquired the mental attitude of the West.

To what extent Western nations can successfully deal with
them depends upon a correct understanding of how much all
this is “assumed” and how much is really assimilated.

My dreams were all of “Persia.” The realities of “Iran,”
I found, emphasized the fact that, call it what one may, it is
at heart thoroughly Oriental, with a fierce individuality of
thought that does not touch the rim of our own, in spite of
all this rage for conformity to Western ways.

When I planned my trip to Persia it seemed to me that it
might well satisfy the most ambitious traveler. It covers
over twelve hundred miles from East to West, and from six
to seven hundred miles lie between its northern and its
southern boundaries; an area larger than Holland, Germany,
Belgium, Switzerland, and Spain combined and three times
the size of France.

It offers likewise endless variety: Outside the walled cities
are plains as vast as those of Tibet, though not so high.
Chains of mountains cut across it, and its heart is trackless
desert. Along the Caspian border runs the Elburz Range
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wherein lay the fabled Paradise of the Zoroastrians; an abode
of song, lifted above the stars into a sphere of endless light,
as they believed. There, also, between ancient hills, is the
once famed Valley of the Assassins.

Deep jungles turn to flower gardens from spring to autumn
in Mazandaran province; and there once roamed Rustum,
the Achilles of Persia, in search of adventure. It was:

“. . . the place of demon sorcerer

And all-enchanted. Swords are useless there;
Nor bribery, nor wisdom can obtain
Possession of that charm-defended land.”

as Firdausi, the Dante of Persia, describes it.
With Persia and Beauty linked in my mind, I awoke in
Teheran.

TEHERAN

However can I describe Teheran to those who expect to
rub Aladdin’s lamp and find themselves suddenly transported
into the midst of enchantment?

The tale is ““full of the waters of the eye.”

I had arrived after dark. The broad streets were ill-lit,
full of mud, and deserted. High walls flanked uneven side-
walks, inhospitably. 1 lay awake, impatient for the day,
then went forth into the city that is neither of the East with
its mystery, nor of the West with its comfort. It is a semi-
modern city. The thoroughfares are splendidly broad, and
there are numerous up-to-date buildings; but it is drab.
Most of the streets were then of dirt, though being rapidly
replaced with stone and concrete; the city water supply ran in
open conduits along the pavements, and these “khanats,”
which supplied the drinking water, were used as latrines as
well as for bathing, cooking, and laundry. Foreigners ar-
range for a supply of water from the British Legation, that
controls its own pure source from the Elburz Mountains.

Buildings in Teheran are mostly of stucco over sun-dried
brick with too much high relief in rococo style, and with
tiles that bear no resemblance to the beauty of Persia’s old
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art. Watching the hap-hazard construction of buildings,
as anyone may, one wonders that buildings in Iran stand up
at all. The mud-mortar is put on when almost dry, and sun-
baked bricks are laid lightly upon it. I watched public build-
ings climbing to three stories with wide cracks across their
facades, that were being covered with outside finish across
the open break. It was no surprise to learn that the ceiling
in the parlor of the American Legation fell down when the
roof had to be repaired, and was found to have been held in
place only by one short brad at the end of each lath.

One of the most enduring things in Teheran is the splen-
did Mission College set in an immense compound; there is
also a school for girls, and a hospital run by our missionaries.
Their presence, and their ever-ready helpfulness rob Teheran
of much of its loneliness.

Few foreigners are seen walking the streets of Teheran,
but there are plenty of motors and droshkies; the latter on hand
everywhere, with prices fixed by law at two krans, or rials
(about thirteen cents), for one or two people, to go anywhere
within city limits, and a rial extra if held during a call.
For points outside the gates, unless far, the tariff is three rials.
Drivers are licensed, which does not mean that they are re-
liable; all of them are opium smokers, the more amiable, the
fuller they be of it. Opium smoking is the universal evil, a
government monopoly, and source of large revenue. I never
saw a droshky driver who was not ragged and dirty. The
horses were tired and shaggy; the vehicles ancient marvels
upholstered with gay carpets or plush in red or yellow, with
tassels hanging wherever a place for them might be found.

Teheran boasted several mediocre hotels when I was there;
“pensions” were more favored. There were a few curio
shops, numerous chemist shops, several stores where confec-
tions were sold. The butcher shops did not hide, as they
should, up back alleys, but displayed their unnecessarily
bloody specimens, covered with flies, along the popular thor-
oughfares. But the bakeries were fascinating. On the
Naderi, one of the main streets, one could stop and watch
“bread by the yard” baking in a glowing oven just as it did
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centuries ago. At Mirabella, on the Island of Crete, I had
seen such ovens that had served during the lifetime of
Jesus Christ. The dough is spread in a thin layer to one
side, on a heap of pebbles; opposite, a stack of twigs is
lighted and kept at even temperature. As one of these sheets
of bread is consumed daily by the average person in Persia,
and the amount of wheat that goes into the making of it
is known, its consumption is the means of estimating the
population of Iran where no census has ever been taken.

It is too bad that the foreigner gets his first impression of
Persia from Teheran. As he passes down the main shopping
thoroughfare, the Lalezar, he will hear the raucous sound of
phonographs crooning the latest love songs from Broadway.

Persian singing is loud and lusty. One wonders what they
make of this Western, crawling music that is so in keeping
with the posters that hang before motion picture houses.
One “bites the finger of astonishment” before the very latest
brand of Western love-making, the very blonde, very bare-
backed, very alluring Western woman, heavy-lidded eyes half-
closed by sweeping lashes, wrapt in ardent embrace,
half-open lips courting and about to receive lengthy kisses.
One wonders what conception the Oriental gets of European
morals as the story unfolds upon the screen and they learn
that these houris (that they must surely have taken for
what is called farther East “sing-song-girls”’) are respectable
members of society.

The crowds about these pictures are three deep and it is
difficult for the Westerner to imagine what effect they may
have on the Oriental. Their women have gone veiled for
centuries; in Persia they have only recently emerged with
uncovered faces, and kissing in the East is not ever just a
sweetened moment of delusion, but is reserved entirely for
those private hours that none may disturb. With all the
other forms of censorship in the East one 1s amazed that there
1s none for the film industry.

What impressed me most in Teheran was the emptiness of
the streets. I expected to find the people in front of their
small shops gossiping, or in the bazaars, making a vivid thing



30 CAUCUS-RACE

of life as one sees it elsewhere. There is none of that. There
seemed to be an air of depression, suspicion, and fear on all
sides; foreigners spoke of it continually. It reminded me of
Paris in war time when placards on all sides admonished:
‘“Taisez-vous! M¢éfiez-vous! Les oreilles ennemies vous
écoutent.” When foreigners wanted to discuss Persia they
would say: “Let’s get out into the middle of the street where
no one can hear.”

Everyone is suspected in Iran. One’s mail is opened, one’s
bank account, almost the state of one’s liver, and whether one
may have fallen arches, is of interest to the authorities. My
diary, carefully locked in my suitcase where I knew the
sleuths would find it, is full of flattering illusions for their
consumption. I was extra-special suspect: a woman who had
expressed her intention of travelling alone off the beaten
path. And what woman who had not an ulterior motive
would dream of such a thing? The fact that I had declared
this intention, and applied to government for permission,
did not make me less suspect. I was continually asked by
Persians if I was a dealer in antiques. If there is one thing
they fear more than another in Iran, it is that someone will
smuggle treasures out of the country.

With the national house-cleaning that is going on in Persia,
I imagine that they must feel as anyone might when unpack-
ing and hanging pictures in a new house, and callers come
before things are in order, and one’s hair and one’s temper
are out of joint. It is obviously not desired by government
that Iranis fraternize too freely with foreigners; they might
come to like them; to be influenced by them; and a dictator
rules in Iran.

An incident occurred a few months before my visit that
illustrated this. It was still the subject of much discussion,
and a warning of what might be expected to happen again
any day. It had caused so great uneasiness that several for-
eigners were advised to seek the protection of their Legations.
Here is the story:

Persians frequent the Iran Club as do foreigners. A mixed
polo match had been arranged for one morning. The for-
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eigners were on hand at the appointed hour; the Iranis never
showed up at all, and when they next met the men with
whom they had been on such friendly terms so short a time
before, the greetings of the foreigners were acknowledged
with a formal salute.

Persians must blow hot or cold as directed, and without
explanation. They must emulate the European and hate
him at the same time; they may not even show that measure
of social tact which is said to rest on the ability to make your
guests feel at home even though you wish they were.

One is not apt to have a high regard for one to whom one
may be rude with impunity. Perhaps it is one of His Maj-
esty’s schemes to breed contempt for foreigners, just as it was
his plan to draw all his people into one great family of
Pahlavi hats.

There seemed to be no gaiety at all in Teheran. I heard
no laughter, even from children, and there seemed to be few
children. Our missionaries say that Persian children are lov-
able and gay in school; that is not the impression that one
gets, wandering about the streets of Teheran day after day.

There was little color in Teheran when I was there. All
males were then forced to wear that most hideous head-gear:
the Pahlavi hat, and women were wraiths in depressing black
“chadurs.” The world of men amused itself without its
women. But all that has now been changed. By edict of
1937 men are permitted to wear, I should say commanded to
wear, European hats; most amazing of all, they are now per-
mitted to remove their hats in the presence of their superi-
ors. Since time immemorial an uncovered head has been a
sign of disrespect in the Moslem world.

To-day, in Iran, men take their wives to parties . . . their
several wives. From a too large stag line there is now the
reverse. One of the most interesting and romantic chapters
of contemporary history will be that which describes the
clever and tactful way in which “purdah” was abolished in
Iran. High officials and their wives were first bidden to come,
in European costume, to a reception given by His Majesty the
Shah. No excuses were allowed, even to husbands who
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pleaded that they be not forced to bring a homely wife.
From high places the custom percolated downwards. Officials
were required to extend the courtesy among themselves;
European clothes had been imported in quantities for the
occasion.

What an experience these first receptions must have been!
What delight to the lovely ladies; what heartache to others!
With what fear they must first have gone into the street, un-
veiled, protected though they were by police, and a law that
forbade men to stare at them. |

Social life in Teheran was not the gay whirl that one
associates with a national capital. Of the proverbial wit and
humor of the Persian, one heard little. No one was being
funny at the expense of anyone; that would be dangerous
where walls have ears. It was not amusing to have people
comment on the passing scene by speaking out of the corner
of their mouths, lips barely moving, lest someone might read
the words. It was not pleasing to have the head of the army
pointed out at a dance as the one with greatest power, next
to the Shah; a man who could put anyone in prison. “And if
they are let out and ever complain, they go back, and would
be lucky if they ever saw the outside after that,” one Persian
remarked out of the corner of his mouth.

And speaking of prisons: One of the erstwhile reasons why
extraterritoriality was insisted on in Persia, was that the pris-
ons were impossible habitations for Europeans. The other
reason was that Europeans could not be subject to laws based
on the Koran.

First the criminal, civil, and commercial laws of Switzer-
land were adopted as the law of the land. Then a Russian
architect was employed to erect a modern prison. At its com-
pletion, foreigners were invited to a reception there and
bidden to inspect it. They were loud in praise of the gar-
dens, the tank of water, and of one particular wing that was
fitted with modern conveniences; they declared that it was
better than the hotels in Teheran. The following day they
were informed that the wing they had admired was the one
reserved for foreigners. Extraterritoriality was abolished.
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The greatest disappointment I experienced in Persia was
the noticeable absence of gardens. There are such there of
course, as everywhere, but one expects them to be conspic-
uous and unusual in a land where they speak of renting a
garden when they mean a house; where poets have given the
pitch of ecstasy to their songs of roses and bulbuls. There
used to be gardens in Persia that were more beautiful than
those in any other country, to judge from the descriptions
given by our own first Minister to Persia, appointed fifty-
one years ago. Ferd6z-Bagh, Negaristan, Kasr-i-Kadjar,
Daouliéh, Arajéb, Kamaramieh, and the like, that covered
the slopes of Shimran, the summer residence of wealthy resi-
dents and ofhcials from Teheran. I asked about them, and
was told that they had mostly fallen into decay. It is one of
the pities of propaganda, that it lingers on the phrases of
ancient poets . . . the voice of delusion applied to Iran of
to-day.

“CONGRES FIRDAUSI”

WHATEVER ill-will had been displayed toward the foreigner
before my arrival in Teheran, had entirely disappeared at
the moment when Iran was host to distinguished Orientalists
who had come from all quarters of the globe to attend the
Congress, and to pay tribute to the great Persian poet, Fir-
dausi, on the thousandth anniversary of his birth. Among
them was the oldest living Arabian poet, eighty-four years
of age. There were many distinguished names among the
visitors.

A splendid gesture of good will had brought foreigners of
every nation to Teheran for the ‘“Congreés Firdausi.” The
opening address by the Prime Minister was as felicitous in
expression as so gracious a language as Persian makes pos-
sible: “He knew that they had come a long and arduous
journey, but hoped that, in the language of the poet Sa’di,
the journey to a friend was not ever a long one.”

There was a fine dignity about the Congress, but by and
large it was an amazing thing. It seemed not to have been
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staged with the thought of welcoming distinguished visitors
(though they were billeted with officials and dined and
wined) so much as to impress the people of the country with
the importance of Iran, this time exemplified by the poet
Firdausi.

For one full week the Orientalists sat all day long, day after
day through what seemed interminable hours, in a barren
room of the University improvised for the occasion into a
lecture hall, with a bust of the poet near the chairman’s desk.
They listened to the praise of Firdausi. Few of them could
understand the language, but all applauded vigorously and
added their tribute in glittering speeches. For once the West
outdid the East in flattery. Over and over and over one
would hear: “Firdau-si!” “Firdau-s:!” There were endless
readings that must surely have dragged us through the entire
“Shah Nahmé” or “Book of Kings,” the poet’s chief work.
His Majesty the Shah, of course, was likewise lauded.

A brief intermission at noon gave us the opportunity to
walk across the hall to a small reception room where tiny
glasses of tea were served.

In any other capital in the world such an event would have
called for the gracious reception of the nation’s guests by the
head of the government, whether King or Dictator. But the
Shah of Persia held aloof in truly Oriental seclusion, a fact
that must have and was doubtless intended to impress his
people; Orientals are very quick to note fine shades of cour-
tesy.

The sole expectation that any of the nation’s guests had of
seeing His Majesty, lay in taking a further long, dusty, un-
comfortable, and exhausting three-day journey by motor to
Meshed, at the other end of the land. After they had dragged
themselves so far they would be permitted to watch His
Majesty lay the cornerstone of a hospital; then pay further
tribute at the tomb of Firdausi in Tus, near by. Perhaps
(there was nothing certain about it) they would then see the
Shah at a luncheon that was to be staged after the ceremony.
Had it actually been planned to exploit those who had
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already journeyed so far it could not have been conceived
differently. Some of the Orientalists went as far as that and
His Majesty, I was told by one of them, spoke most graciously
to everyone.

There came to mind an echo of another scene that I had
witnessed three years before at the very end of the earth;
across the Himalayan snows, in Tibet, where also they are
subtle. The British Trade Agent, the leading official, had
just come over the passes from India. It is customary for
representative citizens to call and welcome him on these oc-
casions. In Tibet one never enters a house empty-handed,
and the representative of the Dalai Lama, the Kenchen, had
presented the B.T.A. with twelve dozen rotten eggs. These
are a great delicacy in China, but as he well knew, for he
had lived long in China and known foreigners, rotten eggs
are thrown at bad actors in the West. It may of course have
been a coincidence but I chuckled when I reminded the
B.T.A. that the English had forced the Tibetans to sign a
treaty in the sacred Potala at Lhasa.

SHADOW OF THE ALMIGHTY

WHEN the World War broke out, Iran was helpless to
protect herself against foreign troops that overran her terri-
tory. Germany had started to utilize the Turkish Army in
a drive across Persia, Afghanistan as first objective, and an
ultimate attack upon India in mind, with anticipated co-
operation of the Afghans. She had her eye also on the Karun
Valley, where the refineries of the Anglo-Persian Oil Com-
pany are a source of immense wealth for Great Britain.

Before the end of 1915, the British and the Russians had
actually been driven from the Persian plateau and had taken
refuge in ports of the Persian Gulf; this promoted the forma-
tion of the South Persian Rifles, which was accomplished two
years later.

Russians in turn, sweeping down from the North and
West, alternated in victory and defeat with German and
Turkish troops on Persian soil. The end of the war found
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Persia on the verge of collapse; threatened by the Bolsheviks;
defended, partially, by the British South Persian Rifles.

At this crucial moment the Man of Destiny, Riza Khan,
rose from the ranks. He was later made senior officer of the
Cossack Division of his regiment, and dispatched to drive the
Russians out of Resht. This effort was unsuccessful, and he
fled to the British lines where he reorganized his men. In
1921 he led them to the capital and seized the government.

Eventually the weakling Shah, who had retired to Paris,
was deposed, and in 1925 Riza Khan was elected to his place
by the Constitutional Assembly. To-day he may truthfully
exclaim: “L’Etat, c’est Moi!”

It is safe to say that no other Shah of Persia has devoted
himself so wholeheartedly to the interest of his country as
has Riza Shah. There is no record of self-indulgence in his
reign. From the beginning it has been marked by stern, hard
work and amazing foresight that, in so brief a time has re-
constructed a nation that was prone, into one well in line with
Western progress. It is certainly not love for his people that
prompts him, but determination to make Iran a force in the
modern world. He has already made it safe from aggression,
and a safe place to live and travel in.

Although he is secluded, one never gets away from the
omnipresence of the Shah of Iran. He does not strike pic-
turesque attitudes like Hitler and Mussolini, or our own poli-
ticians. He does not need to be constantly turning up new
tricks to keep the game in his hands. He does not have to
publicize his personality, except, perhaps, by accentuating its
exclusiveness, for always Iranians have lived in awe and obe-
dience to the throne.

Shah Riza is 2 man of kingly bearing, imposing in appear-
ance, tall and handsome. He is said to have an extraordinary
memory, particularly when he bears a grudge. It is said also
that he is unscrupulous and of ungovernable temper; in-
stances are cited as proof of this. If he is hasty in action, he
is certainly thorough also. Yet, for all his power he is super-
sensitive to criticism, the weakness of dictators everywhere.
I have never heard it said that he was friend to anyone.
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Riza Shah is amazingly shrewd, even when acting on im-
pulse. An instance was when his favorite wife returned from
a pilgrimage to Fatima's Shrine at Kum, and reported that
the Mollah had reprimanded her for having failed to keep
sufficiently veiled. His Majesty rushed at once the long dis-
tance to Kum, entered the Mosque in his riding boots with
whip in hand, grabbed the Mollah by the beard (the greatest
indignity that could be offered a Moslem, not alone a priest)
and thrashed him thoroughly. This, of course, broke the
Mollah’s prestige with his congregation.

The church used to own one quarter of the lands of Iran,
and they were tax-exempt. With the influence of the Mol-
lahs gradually undermined, the Shah had church-ownership
cancelled and took the lands over for the state.

The control of the tribesmen, who a short while ago made
travel in Iran perilous, will go down in history as one of the
great accomplishments of Riza Shah’s reign. Near every
tribal village there is now a small fort. The heavy hand of
the law has been laid upon them; their migrations have been
curtailed; they are being forced to settle in villages erected
by government; they must dispose of such cattle as they can-
not support all the year round in one place. It is said also
that they are being ruthlessly exterminated.

One wonders whether history will record that two of the
Bakhtiari leaders: Sardar Assad, Minister of War, and Chief
of the Bakhtiari, and his brother Amir Djang, also Solat-i-
Dowléh, chief of the Ghashgai tribe, were thrown into prison
and that all but Amir Djang (who is still in prison) died
there speedily. Proof of treachery was doubtless provided,
just as their deaths were duly ascribed to normal causes, re-
ferred to by skeptics as “official colic.”

The tribesmen of Persia were the feudal seigneurs and
controlled great wealth; government cannot have been in-
different to the fact that the most lucrative oil wells of Persia
ran through their territory. One feels that the Bakhtiari
had won what gratitude might be in the heart of government
by making the constitutional régime possible in 1go1, by
their cooperation. One can but feel also that the race will
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be poorer for the loss of these hardy tribesmen who live
frugally, these vital, free men, though ignorant and fierce
like the Afridi along the Northwest Frontier of India, whom
the British hold in higher regard than the hand-holding
males of the plains. In Iran also, men hold hands as they
walk the streets and, in European costume, look very foolish
doing so.

The standing army of Iran to-day is about 250,000 men.
This, for an estimated population of twelve million, is a
heavy burden. The national budget in 1925 was twenty
million tomans. In 1936 this had risen to one hundred mil-
lion tomans (the toman then one and a half to the dollar).
In 1937 it was stepped up to one hundred and twenty-five
million tomans, and the Minister of Finance, at his wit’s end,
committed suicide.

A hasty view of the sudden transition of Iran into a mod-
ern state would lead one to think that it is being reared
upon such superficialities as European clothes and manners;
such outward forms as the abandonment of the kalyan or
waterpipe, and the relaxing of public prayer, while at the
same time retaining such anomalies as multiple wives, a
recognized custom of the country.

We think this very dreadful in Moslem countries and have
abolished it by law among ourselves, yet, between the
Grand Canyon and Boulder Dam, the “United Order of
Brethren” perpetuates polygamy. The Moslem argues that
the security of woman’s position under their régime is more
admirable than the indiscriminate raids of Christian men,
that offer protection neither to women nor children. One
delightful Persian nobleman, whose eldest son was sixty years
old and his youngest only one year of age, laughed heartily
when someone asked him how many wives he had, and said
that he would have to consult his bookkeeper.

In love the Persians are our opposites. In hate also.
Theirs does not spring from a broken pledge or a bit of
treachery (which may even be considered admirable cun-

ning) but from injured prestige. Prestige is the vital thing
in the Near and in the Far East.
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Behind the seeming discrepancies in the reorganization of
Persia, immense progress is being made. Military roads con-
nect all important points; roads are protected where they
traverse tribal territory; there is now a railroad being built
from sea to sea. It was merely creeping up from the Persian
Gulf and down from the Caspian two years ago; the latter
section to Teheran is already finished, and in little more
than a year hence this immense job, calling for two hundred
and fifty tunnels, will have been accomplished without a
foreign loan.

Probably the most striking thing of all in the new spirit
of Iran, is the entirely new conception of cooperation with
world society that was inaugurated as far back as 1930 by
Riza Shah. The importance of it has never been stressed
sufficiently. At that time, even so short a while ago, infidels
(meaning us) were excluded even from the Royal Library.
Much less were such permitted access to any mosque in the
land.

The treasures of the sanctuaries of Persia were guarded
from the eye of the unbeliever; his very glance, it was
thought, would contaminate. How great then, the daring of
the Shah, to wound the deepest feelings of his people, to
risk their fanatical condemnation and the contamination they
believed certain, and to permit the priceless treasures of the
shrines of Persia to be shipped to the London Exhibition of
Persian Art. It was a magnificent gesture and more than any
other thing disposed the Western world to cry: “Long live
Persial” *“Zinda bad Iran!”

The genius of the Shah in overcoming fanaticism was re-
cently demonstrated again, at the Feast of Gadir in 1937.
This celebrates the appointment of Ali as Muhammed’s suc-
cessor. His Majesty took this occasion publicly to defend
the modernizing of Iran by saying that the great lawgiver of
Islam, if alive today, would himself show the conformity of
his laws with forms of present-day civilization. He declared
that amends had now to be made for the torpor of the past,
when mistaken ideas had pulled the country backward for
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thirteen centuries. Persians are not orthodox Moslems, but
Shia’, the corner stone of whose doctrine is the Imamate, as
distinguished from the orthodox Sunni, who hold to the
Caliphate.

Since Riza Shah has recognized the wisdom of moulding
his country on the lines of Western civilization, one regrets
that he has among his advisers none who can or dare inter-
pret the West to him. Thus the slightest misunderstanding,
caused sometimes by a mistaken translation from a foreign
tongue, brings immediate retaliation that is senseless and
altogether stupefying to any harmonious relationship with
the West. The repercussion of his anger at the French be-
cause of the ill-advised pun in a French newspaper over
“chat” and “Shah”, was felt even in America; for many
months thereafter no American newspaper or periodical was
allowed to enter Persia.

This indicates an unhappy frame of mind in a great ruler.
Does Riza Shah, perhaps, in his heart, bow to the intellectual
tyranny imposed by the Koran upon Moslems: “Let not the
believer take the unbelievers for friends rather than be-
lievers; and whoever does this he shall have nothing of Allah,

but you should guard yourselves against them, guarding
carefully’’?

HAJI BABAS

IT is said that the inhabitants of Iran to-day are of such
mixed blood, that there are no more genuine Iranians.

They seemed to me, however, to have enough characteris-
tics in common for one to define national traits. Talking
to them on every possible occasion and about them with
others, I could not find that they place any value at all upon
the qualities that are the very base of Western civilization.
Sincerity, trustworthiness, truthfulness, kindness, generosity,
fidelity, are not even praised among them; even their pa-
triotism seems not to mean what it signifies to us in the West.
Judging by all that was said about them and what they said
to me themselves, I believe that they would make fair-weather
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friends; one hears praise of their nimble wit and quick in-
telligence, but never a word of lasting friendships.

The thoughts of Persians seem to run wholly in the first
person; all the self-deprecation that their language of courtesy
calls for is insufficient to disguise a bland assurance and an
arrogance that seems to be the turning point, from an in-
feriority complex, to one of amazing superiority vis-a-vis the
world at large. Yet with all this, there is a disarming quality
about them, a charm such as one finds often in the incon-
sistency of a child. Intimate association with them would be
pleasant; one would then experience a graciousness that is
not apparent with the restrictions imposed upon them to-day.

The glamor of the great Exhibition of Persian Art in Lon-
don started this amazing complex. The adulation of a world
stunned with further revelations of the great art of Persia
has nurtured it. Each Persian would seem to take all this to
himself as if it were his personal achievement, and seems
to consider all foreigners inferior because of it. Their atti-
tude was well expressed by one Persian who described the
manner of his resentment of an implied slight: “I must pro-
tect my personality. Do you not think that 1 was right?”
I knew that he would not understand at all when I answered:
“A superior person does not have to protect his personality.”

PERSIA . .. HOST

THE most interesting thing in Teheran is undoubtedly the
Gulestan Palace, former residence of the Shahs, but used by
Riza Shah for audience only, and for such formal entertain-
ing as took place in honor of the visiting Orientalists, for
whom His Excellency the Prime Minister, acted as host.

Lanterns lit the paths that led through a small formal
garden to the arched porte-cochére; above this the windows
of the palace blazed with lights. Encircling a central tank,
crystal candelabra supported hundreds of candles whose shafts
of light were reflected in the water.

From the entrance hall a broad stairway led up to the Hall
of Audience and Throne room. Every inch of wall and
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ceiling was covered with tiny faceted mirrors set in mosaic
pattern, a characteristic Persian art known as Aindh-Karré.
Each little piece reflected the light from great crystal chan-
deliers; the effect was as if walls and ceilings were set with
diamonds.

At the head of the grand stairway, turning left, we entered
the Hall of Audience. After a merry dinner party we were
late arriving and most of the guests were already assembled;
hundreds of men mingled with few foreign women, a drab
picture against a background that called for cloth of gold
and many-colored turbans strung with jewels, as in the days
described by Sir John Chardin. Even the accoutrements of
the stables were then “enriched with precious stones as
thick as they can lie; the chains, the shoes, the hammers, the
buckets, the curry combs, in a word, whatever is used in a
stable.”

At the end of the Hall stood what is called the Peacock
Throne, although there is no record that even the jewels with
which it is adorned were ever part of the famous Peacock
Throne looted from Delhi by Nadir Shah. It is a platform
about five feet square, covered with gold plate, and set with
precious stones in crude enamel work. The rubies, sapphires,
emeralds, and diamonds looked dull; they might well have
been glass. At the rear is a small sunburst of gold set with
diamonds and flanked by two small jewelled birds.

Before this Peacock Throne stands the one actually used
by the Shah, a high-backed chair heavily studded with uncut
jewels set in a design of dragons, a crude and ugly object.
Nearby hangs the conception of a Russian artist, a life-sized,
full-length portrait of the Shah. From its display there it
may be taken as the approved representation of His Majesty.
A more sinister figure could not be imagined, done in moon-
light tones of green; a gloomy, unhappy figure, though of
undoubted strength.

The Hall of Audience is likewise a treasure chamber. In
deep glass-covered recesses, are jewelled armor and orna-
ments, not so magnificent as the crown jewels of Western
monarchs. More splendid were the illumined Korans and
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the books of poems illustrated by great masters, that were
spread on the table where one might examine them at will,
Part of the loot carried from Delhi by Nadir Shah was valu-
able manuscripts from the Imperial Library; certain books
bore the seals of Jahangir and Shah Jehan. We saw treasures
from the brushes of Behzad, Mirak, and Sultan Mohammed,
who left no record of Buddhas or gentle Kwannons, but
dedicated the brilliance of their craftsmanship and triumph
of color, as did the great poets of Persia, to the praise of
princes from whom benefits might flow. Firdausi, Sa'di
Nazami, and Hafiz, sang of the fun of the chase, of love, and
of the glory of war, of the splendor of courts and the power
of monarchs; never a word of tribute for noble deeds or lofty
ideals, or of the Gods they worshipped, as one finds in the
Epics of India.

The calligraphy of Persia flows like music; the rhythm of
their poems is sometimes a word repeated endlessly for the
lovely lilt of it, as one holds on the tip of one’s tongue the
fragrant taste of rare wine.

In a large room across the hall from the Throne Room,
supper was served; cold meats, salads, ices, and sweetmeats.
The table was decorated with high silver candelabra; tall
vases held flowers cut with too short stems and made into
tight little bouquets, as is the habit in Persia.

Circling among the guests were waiters dressed in gray
sack suits, wearing Pahlavi hats, at that time obligatory
throughout Persia. Dignity would then still have been as-
sailed by the bare head of a man. The recent concession to
Western custom now permits servants to be properly dressed.

There came the sound of rockets bursting in the garden;
of Roman candles spluttering. Bengal lights etched the
branches of trees; music crept upon the air as an unseen or-
chestra conjured dreams of ancient splendors. We fled be-
fore an oncoming day that would prove anti-climax to so
lovely an experience.

The Minister of Foreign Affairs likewise gave a reception
and supper, but in the prosaic setting of the Municipality.
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One danced on a thick rug that got itself in folds between
one’s feet. The invitation of one partner was: “Will you
leap with me?”

Chief entertainer was a Persian woman. Her face was
bold and hard, and her white satin evening dress was of the
latest mode. She sang the songs of Persia as Persians love to
hear them, lustily, The drum with which she was accom-
panied was a wooden vase with skin stretched across its
wide base.

A buffet supper was spread on a long table around which
Persian men packed themselves closely and “fed.” There
seemed to be no chance that the foreign ladies would be
served at all, for no Persian male would dream of seeing that
mere ‘“females” had attention. We sat against the walls
hoping that our own thoughtful countrymen, who struggled
to reach some of the good things across Persian shoulders,
would be successful. Everyone made effort to be agreeable;
Europeans outdid themselves in graciousness; they even tried
to be merry. It was not successful.

»

RAYY

AutumN weather in Persia is about as perfect as possible;
clear, crisp, and dry; one might make plans without fear of
rain, and near Teheran there is much to see.

I motored out to Rayy, which was ancient Rhages, with a
population of over a million souls at the time of Darius. It
was, indeed, the largest city in Asia, divided, as Sir John
Chardin tells us “into g6 quarters of which every one con-
tained 46 streets, each one of these having 400 houses and
ten mosques. There were 6,400 colleges; 6,000 public baths;
12,000 mills; and 1,300 inns. Arabian writers affirm that
with exception of Babylon, no other city could rival it; hence
it is called: The First of Cities; the Spouse of the World;
the Gate of the Gates of the Earth; the Market of the Uni-
verse.” And all that glory is now a dust heap, destroyed
in the thirteenth century by Ghengis Khan.

The Thompson Foundation of the University of Pennsyl-
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vania, under the direction of Erich Schmidt, was excavating
there. The professor was in Luristan, but Mrs. Schmidt
showed me over the “digs” and explained that workers were
not paid according to the value of an article, but rather with
view to the ease with which it might be stolen. If anyone
imagines that archaeology is all dry science they should see
the youngsters working with enthusiasm on these ‘“‘digs”
where at any moment they might discover something that
would revolutionize history.

A distance from Rayy stands the Tomb Tower of Toghrul,
roofless and used as a stable. Another, of twelfth century
origin, had a stork’s nest on its pointed roof. Beyond lay
Veramin, just thirty miles from Teheran, and there a beau-
tiful blue-tiled mosque in ruins, at that time wholly unpro-
tected and being ravished of its lovely tiles. Donkeys were
stabled in it; the sun glanced through great fissures in the
roof and struck across broad but broken bands of kufic frieze
and the deep stucco of the mirab. One realizes the place that
idealism has in Persian art with its expression -in lofty iwans
and high-flung minarets and wonders, now that a new world
of beauty has been revealed, how we were so long content
with the poverty of our appreciation of it.

RED TAPE

THE visa on one’s Iranian passport is good for only thirty
days, but is renewable on application to the police in what-
ever city one may halt; there one must report within forty-
eight hours after arrival and obtain a Permit de Séjour.
French is the official language of Persia.

Permit to photograph is likewise required. Much etiquette
surrounds each official act. The first application for permit
of any kind brings the instruction that one is to go home and
put it in writing and return in four days with four photo-
graphs of oneself. In regard to the Permit de Séjour, a large
four-page questionnaire is given one to fill out; for permit
to photograph one must cite the make and number of camera
and the size of the picture that it takes. One is out of luck if
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one returns at mid-day when all offices are closed for an
hour, or on Friday which is Persian Sunday.

When I went to take up my permit to photograph in Per-
sia, I was obviously kept waiting that I might be impressed
with the importance of the officer to whom I reported. The
paper lay in plain view in front of him on the desk, but he
kept me waiting for a good half hour while he pretended to
go over official documents, eyeing me occasionally out of the
corner of his eye, to see how I endured the backless wooden
bench on which I sat at his elbow. It was quite as impressive
as he imagined.

Several soldiers came in during the delay. Each one was
dressed in a brand new uniform. Each one clicked his heels,
saluted, not just upon approach, but with every sentence. It
was like a dress rehearsal. Meanwhile the officer was served
with several miniature glasses of tea. Persian men seem not
to be able to transact any business without this stimulant;
having been told that all of them took opium I suspected
that each wee cup of tea had “a stick in it,” though I don’t
know that there is any way of taking opium in beverage.
I once visited an opium den in China and they used a pipe.

When sufficiently stimulated, and as if suddenly remem-
bering my presence, the officer picked up the “Jawaz” and
handed it to me with the air of one scattering insect powder.
Persian courtesy? I had as yet experienced none of it.

When my camera had finally won the freedom of the city,
I set out to find human interest to photograph. The bazaars
were too dark under vaulted roofs, and, on the streets, every
time I got set for a shot that had “atmosphere,” up would
come a policeman and motion that it was forbidden. Not
even an amusing child with baggy trousers and a huge Pahlavi
hat on the back of his head might be recorded; the police-
man waved him away; they will not permit photographs
taken of anything that is not trimmed to their idea of Per-
sian progress.

I had greatly complicated matters for myself in Persia by
taking too much luggage. How else could I have prepared
for two years or more of travel, with much variety that called
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for things not procurable in the localities where they were
needed? Even in India I had found difficulty in procuring a
proper saddle.

At the border customs of Kasrovie, on my way into Persia,
I inquired whether the box that I had sent ahead had passed
through in good condition and was told by the chief that it
would be too much trouble to look it up, to go on to Teheran
and find out. When I sought this information at the Custom
House in Teheran, I was advised to consult my Consul. He
eventually got information that the box was still held at the
border.

“You must send your keys to the agent with authority to
have the box opened and inspected at the border,” the As-
sistant Chief of Customs told me.

I was accustomed to doing this when dealing with Thomas
Cook, but had been advised never to do it in Persia. In-
stances were cited of others who had been so trusting and
had received only a third of the contents of their luggage.

“Why didn't they sue for redress?” I asked.

The laughs that greeted my questions said plainly enough
what was then put into words: “A Persian court! There
would be as much chance of a foreigner getting justice in
one of them as a snowball would have of staying whole in
Hell.”

I refused to give up the keys. “Then you must go back to
the border yourself for the examination,” the Assistant Chief
declared.

“A three-day journey? At a cost of $150.00 for the motor?
No decent place to stay? No certainty of the length of the
delay? Mais, monsieur, ce n’est pas raisonable,” I retorted.

“The only way!” the official insisted.

“But you had my letter two months ago saying that your
Minister in Washington had told me that upon application,
which I then made, permit would be given to have the
examination in Teheran. I even sent you a copy of the bill
of lading, and one to the border customs.”

“Possibly those things have not yet been “mise en circu-
lation,” the Assistant Chief declared.
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“Not in two months? C’est incroyablel!”

A shrug of the shoulders, and he turned away, indicating
that the interview was over. I thought that perhaps my
French vocabulary had been inadequate, and returned next
day with a Persian, to meet with no better success. To the
border I would have to go if I expected to get my luggage.
“Je m’en fiche!” was the attitude of the Assistant Chief of
Customs.

Each day thereafter, at the hour when Westerners expect
to be coaxed with bacon and eggs to face another day, I
would board a droshky and repair to the Custom House. I
would enter the office of the Assistant Chief of Customs and
plead my case; be refused assistance, and then take up my
vigil by his door. One of us would be sure to give in, I
thought, and I knew that it would not be I. Sometimes the
Assistant Chief would pass me by swiftly with a glance of
distaste. Occasionally I would vary the monotony by driving
across town for consultation with the shipping and receiving
agent, Obadieh. After several visits to him I learned that
what I would have to secure before the box might be shipped
was a “Permit d’Importation.”

“Why had no one said so before?”

I returned to the Custom House and changed my plea
from a request for the box to one for a “Permit.”

“But it is not I who attends to such things,” said the As-
sistant Chief of Customs. “Go back home and put the re-
quest in writing.”

The next day was Friday and the office was closed. Satur-
day the Assistant Chief of Customs was out and I took up my
vigil at his door. When he appeared he said, in answer to
my request that he expedite the matter by sending a tele-
gram to the border customs granting the permit:

“But it is not I who attends to writing out telegrams.”

Then followed a chase about the building to find the man
who wrote telegrams. The Custom House is a large build-
ing; I travelled all over it, up and down stairs and into un-
expected courtyards; men pointed fingers in the opposite
direction when I said: “Télégramme?”” At last I located the
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right office and sat down to await the return of the man who
wrote out telegrams and sent them.

Eventually the message was written; 1 took two copies
back to the Assistant Chief of Customs for signature; brought
them back to the telegraph clerk who collected prepayment;
then I carried one copy across town to the shipping agent
who told me that he would also send a telegram at my ex-
pense, and that I could rest assured that my box would be
in Teheran without fail within four days.

I retired from business and gave myself up to social enjoy-
ment and sightseeing.

One of the major embarrassments I suffered was the lack
of visiting cards; these were in a trunk within the expected
box. My formal calls were thus delayed, but, as the box had
been expected daily and I intended to remain in Teheran a
long time, I waited until I could pay my respects without
explanations about the lack of visiting cards; one cannot get
them engraved in Persia.

I knew that members of the British Legation would receive
letters about my visit to Persia, but hoped that they might
not have arrived. I then met Lady Hoare, the wife of the
British Minister, at a reception and explained my delin-
quency, and that I now was sure that I would be able to
make my calls within a day or so. She was very gracious and
invited me to dinner next day.

I allowed an extra day for good measure before telephon-
ing the agent about my luggage. He then informed me that
the telegrams had both been sent by mistake to the wrong
place, and had only that day been received back in the mail,
but said that, if I would prepay other telegrams they would
be sent to the right place and I would be sure to receive my
effects within three days. I hastened to comply. Four days
later the arrival of my box was announced; but, said the
agent, it had arrived without the “Bond,” and without this
it would be impossible to present it to the Customs. Again
I haunted the Assistant Chief of Customs.

“Without the Bond it may not be received,” he declared.

“But the box is in Teheran. I am in need of the clothes

Nomad before her tent of yak's hair at Debring. Page 167
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in it. Why should I be put to this further inconvenience
because of the stupidity of some clerk?”

“Clest la reglel”

“But you can make an exception in this case. The matter
has already dragged out for nearly three weeks. I am worn
out with it.” This time the shrug of his shoulders said:
“Pas mon affaire!”

Four days later the Bond arrived. “But,” said the agent
then, “the box has been broken into; we cannot deliver it to
the Customs until it is repaired; we must have the money in
advance to do this.” I paid, and wondered how much would
be left in the box.

My experience with the Custom House had become a
“Cause Célebre.” Bets flowed freely, most of them against
the chance of my receiving the box even then. Cases were
cited of people who had waited over a year to get their
household goods out of Persian Customs; that mine would
be delivered intact was beyond the imagination of anyone.

I was entertained with descriptions by eye-witnesses who
had seen everything dumped out of trunks onto the floor
of the Custom House, while coolies grabbed whatever they
pleased despite the owner’s protest. I was told that every
single new item would be charged heavy duty, and began to
count movie and still films, silk stockings, etc. Events, how-
ever, turned quickly against my having any need for the lug-
gage in Persia, and I decided to have the box shipped back,
unopened, to Beirut.

Before one may visit out-of-the-way places in Persia, appli-
cation must be made to the Minister of the Interior. He
passes the request on to the Minister of Education; if they
jointly approve it it must then be submitted to and be ap-
proved by the Governor of each province wherein one wishes
to travel, and by the General in command of troops there.
My first application was returned for a complete itinerary
which I was unable to supply. I submitted instead an out-
line of my whole plan for travel in Persia during a long
stay; this included the provinces where I had been told that
I should find special interest. I affirmed my promise to con-
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sult the local authorities as required when I learned what
routes were available. Just as I was about to pass my things
through customs, answer was received: *“Ces endroits sont
impossible et absolument défendus.”

This was a surprise, since before leaving New York I had
made known my plan to travel off the beaten path to offi-
cials of government; it left nothing but the guarded tourist
route, and from what I learned from others about this, 1
concluded that there was not enough to tempt me to endure
a bitter winter in Teheran, the rent of a motor, and the
struggle to keep house with Persian servants. I therefore re-
quested that the box be reshipped to Syria.

“But it has now entered Persia. It must be examined. It
now becomes an export,” the Assistant Chief of Customs in-
formed me.

“You could hardly charge me import and export duty at
the same time,” I said. The Assistant Chief shrugged his
shoulders: “Tant pis!”

“Voyons, monsieur. You don’t know what is in the box.
It contains only my personal effects.”

“It will have to be opened.”

“I will not deliver the keys.”

In my presence the box was broken open and it was con-
sidered to be a very special privilege that I should be per-
mitted to be present at this ceremony. I stated with as much
formality as I could, that I wished to make record of the
fact that I refused my permission for this.

A happy thought of the manager of the Manhattan Storage
Company in New York, had sealed each separate small trunk
and suitcase with broad steel straps. The inspector balked
when he saw them and I again stated that I refused my per-
mission to break the seals. Seals look very “legal.”” The
matter was compromised by levying an arbitrary sum, pay-
ment of which, plus all handling charges and repair of the
box was made to the agent before I left the Custom House.
He assured me that the box would be in Beirut within ten
days.

Of course it was not. Four weeks later it was still in Per-
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sian Customs, and from the distance of Beirut I pulled wires
and made myself a general nuisance to effect its release. This
time the fault lay with the shipping agent, Obadieh, who
had forgot to pay over to the customs the amount due them
that I had paid to him for this purpose, accordingly the
“Jawaz,” or permit to export, was held up.

Days of frivolity followed my decision to leave Persia;
days lengthened by stealing many hours of the night. Din-
ners, luncheons, teas and dances, and a day out at Shimrén,
the summer residence, to witness a wrestling match between
hairy men of enormous size, after a luncheon at the German
Legation where I sat beside the Afghan Minister who as-
sured me that anyone might travel through his country then.

The farewell evening: Four of us dined and danced at the
“Astor” until the wee hours. I was a little bit sorry to leave
Teheran after all.

ISFAHAN

AFTER long search I had found an excellent chauffeur who
owned his own new Buick of which he was immensely proud.
When I had asked residents of Teheran to recommend a good
chauffeur they had answered: “There are none.” I found
the one exception cleaning his car, as I made the rounds of
garages in Teheran. He contracted to take me to Shiraz,
with stops at Isfahan and Persepolis at extra cost; then out
of Persia and across the desert to Baghdad. He turned out to
be a perfectly delightful person who had an excellent record
with the Persian Oil Company. I had engaged a Persian
interpreter, of sorts, the only one available in Isfahan, when
I anticipated wider travel. The services of such are entirely
unnecessary for travel on the beaten path, but it seemed
rather short notice to dismiss him, so I took him along, and
he proved to be not entirely useless.

There were no railroads connecting the main cities of
Persia then; at that time the spur from the north had not
even got to Kasvin; people travelled by lorry or private mo-
tor and merchandise went by goods lorry or camel back.
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From Teheran to Isfahan is prairie, lying between low
hills. Many find great beauty in this expanse and the low
hills that cut across it; but with memories of the splendor of
Tibetan plateaux and the Himalaya it seemed a dreary ex-
panse to me. A few mud villages were passed; at Kum the
golden dome of Fatima’s Shrine with blue tiled minarets was
outlined against the sky, making a lovely picture. But the
“Infidel” might not visit it; we motored by. Each time that
we halted, the car was besieged by beggars who exhibited
deformities and pathetic diseases, and begged for alms.

I am told that a new hotel has been built in Isfahan. Old
“Ferdows” was the best when I was there; it faced the famous
Chahar Bagh, where a broad avenue is lined with tall but
now i1ll-conditioned chenar trees, under whose branches the
grandees used to promenade with their numerous trains, to
outvie one another with pomp, in the glamorous days of
Shah Abbas.

On either side of the Chahar Bagh run thoroughfares for
vehicles, and through the night there came the enchanted
sound of the East, the tinkle of camel bells, faint and silvery.
Again and again I went out on the veranda in front of my
door to watch the silent forms steal by mysteriously. Isfahan
has something of the charm of Damascus, both are redolent
with a past of almost inconceivable luxury. For all that it
lies at five thousand feet above sea level, the atmosphere is a
lazy one; the streets are almost empty except where bazaars
draw throngs into half-lit passages, from which one may
climb to an altogether different life on house-tops.

The sanitary arrangements in Ferdows were appalling,
the parlors uncomfortable, the dining room fourth-rate. But
I liked it because the waiter tucked a tiny rosebud into my
napkin, the very nicest way to remind one of baksheesh. My
room there was spacious and most comfortable; it had an
iron bed with clean mattress; an ancient wonder of a wash-
stand with high-upstanding mirrored back; hot water was
brought in a pewter pitcher etched in fine design; and from
the ceiling hung one electric light on a cord, another was
by the bed. All this, including meals, for $1.50 a day!
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Just across the street was the Royal College, the Madrassi-
i-Shah; its main court was shaded with fine trees, and behind
the large tank an immense iwan, or entrance portal, held
blue tiles up to glisten in the sun. Much of the finest archi-
tecture in Persia is found in Isfahan. The Masjid-i-Shah is
first seen across the wide Maidan where the first polo match
in history probably took place, between Iranians and Tou-
ranians, that is described in a poem of Firdausi. In Persia’s
seventh century women played polo also; Shirin and her
ladies were adepts at the game. Nazami, the poet, describes
how “the fair-faced ones curvetted on their steeds with
joy.” The ancient goal posts used in the days of Shah Abbas
are still seen, and from the palace of Ali Kapu, by the royal
Mosque, he used to view the games from an upper balcony;
at night they played with fire-balls.

Between this royal residence and the Chahil Satun audi-
ence hall, is what must once have been a fine garden; to-day
very much in a neglected state. Public moneys are needed
for more important things than the upkeep of gardens in
Persia. The time will surely come, however, if he be spared,
when Shah Riza who has thought of everything else that
might benefit Persia, will turn to bulbuls and roses.

The blue-faience dome of the Royal Mosque looms behind
blue-tiled minarets that flank the iwan, or entrance portal.
On another side of the Maidan is the Masjid-i-Sheikh Luft
Ullah, said to be the most perfect mosque in Persia. But
none of these beauties may be enjoyed in peace. One must
apply to the police for permit to enter, one goes flanked by a
soldier and a policeman; a mollah soon joins the procession,
and they all talk at once, in Persian. It is just sightseeing.
The sweep of high arches; the restraint and symmetry; the
polychrome tiles of cobalt, turquoise, emerald, gold, white
and black impress one; but of that loveliest thing of all in a
Mohammedan shrine, silence, there is none.

How different my first visit to the Taj, in India. T sent
my servant ahead to find the gardener and to tip him to have
all the dozens of fountains turned on before I entered. I
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then had it entirely to myself; twilight made purple shadows
on the marble before 1 left, only to return that night again
to see it by full moon. The beauties of the shrines of Persia
can really be best appreciated by looking at the enlarged
photographs of them, shown by the American Institute for
Iranian Art and Archaeology.

The bazaars of Isfahan are not disappointing; there is all
the color that delights the eye in ancient trappings and gay
kalamkars, the printed draperies seen in most of the cities
of the world.

Isfahan is dirty; full of diseased beggars who crowd about
and pluck at one’s sleeve; some of them look to be incred-
ibly old, yet not a gray hair is seen, it is henna-dyed; even
white horses have spots of henna painted upon them for
good luck, and in their tails and manes blue beads are tied
for the same reason.

The farther one travels south from Teheran, the stranger
“European costume” becomes; a mixture of just anything
at hand. This may combine trousers of yellow checked ging-
ham with a purple coat, or something pink and blue; always
the shirts are without collars or ties; and though a uniform of
sorts is intended with the white suits of hotel boys, they are
hit-and-miss affairs and never clean.

Near Isfahan is Julfa, the Armenian town, with Christian
cathedrals that seem painfully overcrowded after the lovely
emptiness of Mohammedan mosques. And from Isfahan the
road runs monotonously between bleak hills and across
desert; a good wide road, but devoid of any sign of life except
where one lorry was parked with the chauffeur asleep beside
it on a pile of rugs. He was in need of a new tire and would
wait there until someone going to Isfahan might send one
back to him.

Eight and a half hours at the wheel on a broad, clear road!
No wonder Chaffee dozed. I was sleepily watching the shad-
ows on the hills and did not notice the sharp turn in the
road ahead, nor did he. We jumped a ditch, and buried the
car’s nose in a sand-pile at an angle that closed the door on
my side. We crawled out to inspect the damage, and found
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it to be slight; the two men had little difficulty in digging the
motor clear and pushing the car back onto the road.

PERSEPOLIS

IF there existed no other reason for visiting Persia, Per-
sepolis would be a sufficient one.

Approached from the south it is more impressive than
when one arrives from Isfahan, in the north-east, to find the
Takht-i-Jamshid close beside the road, its great size scarcely
appreciated at such close quarters. :

I had expected to visit the ruins and pass on to Shiraz,
and sent my man ahead to ask Professor Herzfeld, in charge
of excavations, if I might see them at that time. Sir Denni-
son Ross had kindly written him of my intended visit and
the Professor came out himself to greet me and insisted that
I spend the night as his guest and take my time looking over
the ruins and the treasures in the little museum.

I was ushered into an immense room, the Queen’s apart-
ment in the partly-reconstructed harem palace of Darius and
Xerxes, that is headquarters for the expedition. This wing
was rebuilt on the exact lines of the ancient structure; the
Queen’s own apartment, mine for the visit, had niches along
two sides of the walls wherein some splendid unmounted
paintings were hung.

One enters the harem by what was once the Queen’s Audi-
ence Hall; new columns were set up on the bases of the old
ones which remained still in place. To the rear of the build-
ing was the Professor’s library and work room; beyond that
was a small museum that housed the treasures found in the
excavations: buttons that were seals as well from the gar-
ments of long-dead princes; oil lamps such as were carried
by the Wise and the Foolish Virgins; lovely bowls of ex-
treme thinness, some of them with satirical designs, cartoons
of old; many of them with design very similar to those made
by our American Indians. One sketch resembled an air-
plane, it showed a pointed body with outstanding wings. I
was inclined to think this a representation of a canoe, or
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“banca,” such as is used in the waters of Malaya and the
Philippines, with outriggers of bamboo. It seems signifi-
cant, however, that some years ago Colonel Lockwood March,
once Secretary of the Royal Aeronautical Society, called at-
tention to an ancient manuscript of Abyssinia: “The Glory
of the Kings,” which was translated by Sir E. Wallis Budge,
Director of Egyptian Antiquities of the British Museum
about fourteen years ago, where it stated that Solomon gave
the Queen of Sheba: ‘“a vessel wherein one could traverse
the air, which Solomon had made.”

I bathed, lunched, and rested before the great event of
the day: the visit to the Takht itself. To be led there by
Professor Herzfeld, who had discovered and unearthed the
magnificent stairways, underscored an unforgettable im-
pression.

History is written on the triumphal stairways, each step
of which is so broad and low that many horses abreast might
easily have mounted them. The great relievos show row
after row of tribute-bearers, each national costume distin-
guishing the different race; the hair of a negro is so care-
fully wrought that it could not be confounded with that of
an Asiatic. Sages brought bowls in each hand, or vases, the
handles of which were carved to the fineness of jade; figures
of ibex with horns done as if worked in precious stone.
There were trees pointed like cedars, oxen, chariots drawn
by splendid horses, even the nails in the chariot wheels could
easily be counted; wild animals were there, and what inter-
ested me most: a bearded sage with tasselled cap who carried
across his outstretched hands, a scarf. He was bringing
tribute to Xerxes, the Ahasuerus of the Bible “who reigned
from India even into Ethiopia, over a hundred and twenty
provinces.”

It is an exclusively Tibetan custom to present the scarf
when making a ceremonial visit, and gifts are borne by
servants who follow one. The scarf, varying in fineness from
coarse loose-woven cotton to finest silk, according to the dig-
nity of the person visited, is held exactly as is the one borne
by the figure on the stairway of Persepolis; the ends of it
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are heavily embroidered. In Tibet the visitor throws the
scarf across the outstretched hands of the host, a charming
gesture witnessed nowhere else that I know of, yet depicted
on the stairways of Persepolis.

Professor Herzfeld left me after he had called my atten-
tion to special details of the stairway. I mounted it with
his assistant to the “‘Hall of a Hundred Columns.” The slen-
der, fluted shafts stood in groves, most of them broken, some
of them cut off at the base, others towered sixty feet up to
the open vault of the sky, as became the Audience Hall of
Sun Worshippers. Some of the splendid capitals were half-
bulls placed back to back, others were of Corinthian design,
though erected long before the Parthenon. We stood on a
platform two hundred and fifty feet long, that rose forty feet
above the plains. Just there once stood the palace of the
great King.

It would be ungrateful to so magnificent a past as that of
Persepolis, to merely view the ruins and pass on. Learned
professors have said that upon the walls of our most private
apartments, there remain the traces of all our acts; silhou-
ettes of whatever we have done, permanent records that
might be made visible by the proper process. What a rec-
ord would be disclosed at Persepolis if even the stones re-
maining could be thus read! It seemed easy to call alive the
images that story books had made me familiar with.

Beneath a massive portal, flanked by winged bulls, is the
inscription: “I am Xerxes the Great King, the King of
Kings, the King of many-tongued countries, the King of the
Great Universe, the Son of Darius the King, the Achaemen-
ian Xerxes.”

I traced with my fingers the colossal figures of the King
on a marble doorway, and touched the holes where neck-
laces and bracelets and beads of lapis and jade had been
wrenched out before the city was sacked and burned by
Alexander. How intimate to know that Xerxes wore red
shoes; the trace of paint is still visible on his statue.

No female or naked figure is traced anywhere in Persepolis,
harem privacy was strictly observed. There was lofty dig-
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nity. Of old there would have been basins for sparkling
fountains, rich brocades would have hung between the col-
umns; carpets such as only ancient Persia could produce,
would have lain thick under royal feet; great pots of flowers
would have marked a path, and across the rim of the Takht
one must once have looked down into an enchanted garden.
Just there, where we stood, my guide figured, Xerxes must
have slept; Xerxes who ordered Vashti to unveil at a ban-
quet and deposed her for refusing to show her face in public.
It took a whole corps of men merely to make Xerxes' bed.
The Achaemenian rulers lived on a scale of magnificence
undreamed of to-day, and the members of their families held
every position of trust in the realm. Daily, fifteen thousand
persons fed at the King’s table; his bodyguard was an armyj;
he was surrounded by courtiers; pages waited upon him; a
whole year was spent in purification before each new beauty
was thought worthy to be brought to the King’s bed, and a
new virgin was sent to him each day. There were masters
of ceremony, guards, dancing girls, and excess of luxury,
jealousy, rancour, and cruelty. Into such surroundings came
Alexander the Great, Iskandar, as they called him in Persia.
Alexander made himself master of the whole Near East,
and of Sousa with its treasure, home of Achaemenian kings;
it was from Sousa that he marched north towards the great
capital, Persepolis, from whence had sprung the vast armies
of Darius and Xerxes that harried Greece. The riches of
Persepolis exceeded that of all other cities; gold and silver
lay in heaps in its godowns and its coffers were filled with
rubies and diamonds, tribute from its vast domains.
Against armies of elephants, Alexander pitted his battal-
ions; against hundreds of chariots that had scythes attached
to their axles to mow men down. Ardor and courage and
energy were his, and the worship of his soldiers. They
won through. Nearing Persepolis, the army of Alexander
encountered four thousand mutilated Greek captives of the
Persian King, who cried out to him for vengeance.
Alexander the Great died when he was only thirty-two
years old. He was only sixteen when his father, Philip of
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Macedon, entrusted him with the regency; his twentieth
year found him seated on the throne. But the Kingdom of
Macedon was too small for so vast a spirit. Already at the
age of thirteen he was Aristotle’s pupil, trained in iron con-
trol over himself and others. Homer inspired him; he
knew almost all of the Iliad and Odyssey by heart and slept
with the volumes under his pillow, close by his trusty sword.
In Damascus, amidst the plunder of Darius’s treasures, he
had found a rare jewel casket and dedicated it to the holding
of these precious volumes; they were carried in it everywhere,
precious to him as Bucephalus, bred in Thessaly, his great
horse that was killed in action against Porus.

Alexander was straight of limb and finely formed, at-
tractive in appearance, kingly in bearing, and hypnotic, with
curly yellow hair and one eye of blue, and one so nearly
black. He was simple in his tastes, and doubtless wore the
short Greek tunic girt close about the waist and over this a
quilted linen breastplate, a belt of gold finely wrought, a
helmet of polished steel flaunting a white plume above its
crest, and a close-fitting neck-piece set with precious stones.
His sword, very slender and light, was surely a Damascus
blade that would bend but never break, of perfect temper;
he must have carried a lance, and a shield would have com-
pleted this costume. No wonder his legions worshipped
him. He was every inch a king.

To celebrate his victory at Persepolis Alexander ordered
a great banquet to be spread for his friends and the officers
of his troops, and for the Persian nobles who had submitted
to him; we measured with our steps the probable spot where
he may have sat at table.

Before him would have been carried the vast treasure of
the city, estimated to have been $138,000,000. The wine
offered him must have been brought all the way from Syria;
the water hauled in silver urns from Greece; the salt used
at his table must have come, as always, from the center of an
African desert, near the Temple of Jupiter Ammon; and the
wheat from which his bread was made was the growth of
Aeolia. FEach country, of the many he had conquered, of-
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fered its finest fruits for his delectation, and a corps of
men were employed for the sole purpose of searching far
and wide for special delicacies for the royal table.

Up to the capture of Persepolis, Alexander had been calm
and considerate; he was famed for his forbearance; but with
passions inflamed by war, the great goal achieved, the wine
of which he drank too freely gone to his head, and the voice
of a siren, Thais the beautiful harlot, ringing in his ears,
he stooped to his first base act, and his soldiers hung their
heads in shame that so splendid a city should be destroyed in
a drunken orgy.

It was so easy to picture: Thais had come with him from
Greece and sat at his elbow; perhaps she whispered to him:
“Make a bonfire of all this. Burn Persepolis to the ground
and revenge the mutilated Greeks. Persepolis has been the
terror of Greece, the birthplace of those Persian kings who
sent their armies and a thousand ships against us.” Jeweled
goblets were held high, toasting Alexander’s victory. Crazed
with drink, he grasped a firebrand and started the blaze,
servants, courtesans and guests emulating him in destruction.
Exquisite vessels crashed to the ground; images of gold and
of silver were hurled to earth; axes swung against fluted
columns, and the jewels were torn from the reliefs. What
a holocaust! The marks of fire are still visible on the mar-
ble. So perished the noblest city of the East.

The sun had set in a golden glow long before I thought
of going indoors. Beyond the Takht-i-Jamshid, as far as eye
could reach, stretched the desert, rimmed on the far horizon
with purple hills. There was no sound at all. A crescent
moon was etched into the darkening sky, and all around was
vast silence.

SHIRAZ

FroMm Teheran to Isfahan it is 251 miles. From Isfahan
to Shiraz there is a journey of 306 miles to cover, but the
break in the journey at Persepolis made it possible for us to
reach Shiraz in four and a half hours. It is good to look first
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upon this charming town from the Pass of Allah, where,
through an opening in the hills one looks down over the
tombs of Hafiz and Sa’'di, two of the most loved poets of
Persia, hidden in little gardens of green.

The streets of Shiraz are broad and clean, but it looked
as if it had been waiting there just like that ever since the
Magi left it, guided by the Star of Bethlehem as it is said, to
seek the new born Christ. It seems very remote from Tehe-
ran. To the south the land stretches down across steep passes
to the Persian Gulf. It gives the impression of having little
interest in the world that is being shaped around it; a pretty
volume of blank pages. There is little of interest there, even
the famed silver-work of Shiraz is now inferior and the in-
laid boxes can be purchased as well elsewhere; the sherry,
which is said to have taken its name from the city though
sold by the way of Spain, was nothing to boast of.

At the Hotel Sa’di I found a moderately clean room with
five doors, two of which opened onto the backyard. Luckily
I arrived before dark, else I might have dropped down ten
feet for there was not even a railing where once had been a
veranda, and no steps led down into the yard. The food was
as bad as could be, and in the dining room rows of red
plush chairs and sofas were ranged stiffly all around the
whitewashed walls. About thirty years ago there was not
even a table in Persia; that is something to measure its prog-
ress by. This was “European Furniture” with a vengeance.
Pictures of the battles of Napoleon hung upon the walls, and
in one corner stood an atrocious bust of the Shah. The
dining table had the usual tight little bouquet of short-
stemmed flowers in a dirty European vase.

After dinner I sat on the porch and listened to the hotel
orchestra of three pieces; one of them was a wooden drum
shaped like a thin-necked vase. You will understand what
it sounded like if I say that it seemed like a mirliton making
a noise like a kazoo. But there was beauty too, when long
fingers played over the drum with incredible swiftness, and
snapped between strokes like castanets.
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ACROSS LURISTAN

A LONG, dull journey brought us back to Isfahan. From
there we turned west, and, before reaching Kum, took the
road to Sultanabad, thence over a colorful pass that the
chauffeur said was a short cut to Kermanshah. We had
actually to motor eighteen hours to get there. As long as the
day lasted it was sheer delight, for this was Luristan. Tribes-
women passed, dressed in gay prints, with full skirts, and
long trousers that ended in ruffles, showing below them.
There was wide cultivation everywhere and villages of Lurs
and Kurds were frequent, always with a small fort nearby.
Some of the women were very beautiful, proud, and free-
looking, with that charm that attaches to the unknown
quantity. They are an ethnological mystery, with seemingly
no relationship to any other race; with a unique language;
and with family names long before the Persians assumed
them.

It was exquisite country.

Not all high grapes are sour. I would have given much to
have been able to loaf along and to have pitched my tent
and made friends among the tribes. In anticipation of such
wanderings I had provided myself with a tiny, portable
phonograph and records of wild, free songs, strings of bright
beads, little mirrors, knives, balloons that became rabbits
and dogs when inflated, bait to make friends along the way,
and funny little toys to make the children laugh.

Night fell amidst the colorful hills. We motored in the
dark over unfrequented roads, the hills outlined in moon-
light. We lost our way, got quite off the road, and had to
back out of a sandy track. Little twinkling lights from a
Kurdish village on our right made it seem, if possible, even
more desolate. We went on and on, until at last we saw
the lights of Kermanshah in the distance.

A publisher once said me: “If you're going to make a
business of writing, you'll have to stop being a lady and tell
things exactly as they happen.” I now feel a most unholy
urge to do so.
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We arrived at the Hotel Bristol in Kermanshah at mid-
night.

I was given what the proprietor insisted was the best room
available. The carpet was stained and threadbare; the walls
had paper that was brown with age and coming off in strips;
upon them hung a chromo of a dog fighting a gray kitten in
a barnyard, to the distress of many hens. Beside the bed a
piece of matting hung and on it was painted the design of an
angry lion.

The sheets were too short to cover the mattress, and not
clean; they had most certainly been used since last they had
been in the tub. I insisted upon having fresh ones, then lay
down in my clothes rather than trust the blanket which I
deposited in a corner of the room, and upon it the pillow
which had the remains of a gray flannel petticoat for cover
under the dirty linen. Upon all of them I sprayed enough
Flit to have converted the pile into a graveyard.

On the washstand was a much-used hair brush, full of
wisps of hair, and a dirty comb. The lavatory at the end of
the hall would call for language of which I'm not possessed;
and with the pot-de-chambre that was brought to my room
when I refused to avail myself of the public conveniences,
they brought the 1id of a cook-pot.

I left without breakfast, after listening all night to the
barking of a dog under my window; in spite of our fatigue
we started at dawn, because the customs at Kasr-i-Shirin and
Kasrovie, and Khanekin had all to be passed, before we
might cross the desert to Baghdad.

At Kasr-i-Shirin, the police officer who examined my pass-
port and asked numerous questions the answers to which he
wrote down in a ledger, had finger-nails stained with henna.
He was something of a snob; what the Persians call: “Did-
na-did,” meaning literally: “He saw. He did not see.” The
Persian language is as graphic as the Tibetan which calls
warm: “hot-cold.”

Tribal village at Luristan, Persia. Page 63
A prison in Isfahan, Persia. Page 52
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PASSAGE FROM PERSIA

A POLICEMAN boarded the car at Kasr-i-Shirin and drove
with us to the border customs at Kasrovie, and there my car,
with luggage, was driven out of sight, and I was ushered into
the private office of the Chief of border customs.

The door into the Chief’s private office was closed after I
entered; the Chief, a man “young-old,” motioned me to a
seat across from his desk and offered me a tiny glass of tea
and a cigarette. I took the latter; then he sat back and sur-
veyed me in silence. This seemed rather unusual to me,
another one of those efforts to impress that I had grown used
to from Persian officials. I determined to let him have the
first word; it looked as if 1 might have use for the last one
myself. It was strange that my car should have been driven
out of sight instead of waiting by the entrance as is cus-
tomary, and that no question of customs inspection for my
suitcases should be raised. When I had asked the chauffeur
what it meant he had smiled mysteriously.

We smoked in silence, eyeing one another for some min-
utes. I had smoked my cigarette and stepped the butt into
the floor and flicked the ashes from my skirt, before anything
was said; meanwhile the Chief had not taken his eyes oft of
me. The ritual was interesting. I began to think that I
might have an unsuspected talent for acting. It was appar-
ently to be a slow beginning. All right! I folded my arms
and looked back at him. He was rather a good-looking man,
with shrewd eyes. What was all this bluff anyway? Finally
he began to speak:

“You are a millionaire, are you not?”

How amazing, I thought, and answered: “Far from it.”

“But it costs to travel.”

“It sometimes costs more to sit still,” I hazarded.

“You must have money to travel. Do your people send
you money?”’ This was incredible. My answer in the nega-
tive brought, almost with a note of protest: “But you must
get money from somewhere! How do you get it?”

What a stupid and impertinent question! I answered:

Arab Nationalists met to confer in the Lebanon hills. Page 79
Bee-hive village of Bedouins in the Syrian Desert. Page 87
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“From the bank.” By that time I was prepared to be
searched for hidden treasure.

“What is your income?”

I looked surprised, and made no reply.

“What are your investments?”

What impudence! This was going too far. I recalled
that in the past Persian Customs had been a diplomatic plum.
Was 1, perhaps a “perquisite”? And just what was he going
to do about it?

“You own a house in New York, do you not?”

“No, an apartment, unfortunately.”

“Where is it located? In the fashionable section, is it
not?”’

I was getting angry, and replied with absolute truth: *“At
Hell Gate, between the Insane Asylum and the Peniten-
tiary.” The paradox displeased him; he thought me flip-
pant, and frowned. As a matter of fact Ward’s Island where
the Insane Asylum is located, and Welfare Island, formerly
called Blackwell’s when the penitentiary was there, do actu-
ally face my home. The Chief’s next question was:

“Where do you go from here?”

“To Baghdad.”

“Obviously. That is not what I mean. Where will you
go from Baghdad?”

“To Damascus.”

“You know that is not what I mean. What is your desti-
nation?”

“Beirut.”

“But you cannot be going to live in Beirut? How long
will you remain there?”

“I don’t know!”

“But you must know! What are your plans?”

“I have none.”

He exclaimed in irritation and amazement: “You have no
plans. But you must have plans.”

I had already answered that question and sat silent.

“When will you return to Americar”

“I don’t know.”
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“But you must know!”

“I don’t know any more than you do,” I answered. “I go
where I want to, and do what 1 want to, as far as possible,
and I change my mind as often as I please.”

Clearly this was a strange female, a suspicious person. Also
I was becoming impatient and exclaimed:

“I would appreciate it if you would have my car brought
around and my luggage inspected. 1 am motoring alone
across the desert, and one is warned not to be out on it after
dark on account of the Bedouins. You've kept me so long
now that it will be impossible for me to get to Baghdad
before eight o’clock.” This was a long speech, and elicited:

“Just a moment! Un moment! You are a very charming
woman and I may not have the pleasure of talking to you
again.”

Did he really think that I would be taken in by that?
Was he playing for time? For what? I wondered.

“When did you begin to travel?”

“When I was two years old.”

“I mean, when did you begin to travel about like this
alone?”’

“Oh! I was older than two years then.”

His expression was unpleasant, but his voice continued
suave:

“You speak French well.” (Our conversation had been in
that language.)

“It is charming of you to say so. 1 thought that I spoke
it very badly. I am quite out of practice.”

“You speak German well also?”” Perhaps he thought me
another Mata Hari.

“I speak it indifferently well for the same reason,” I re-
plied. “But I answered both those questions in Teheran
when 1 filled out the questionnaire for a Permit de Séjour.”

There seemed to be no end to the business. I lit another
cigarette and sent a cloud of smoke to the ceiling. At that
moment a soldier entered, closed the door behind him,
clicked his heels together and saluted, then tendered an en-
velope to the Chief. The latter read it, looking up every now
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and then over the page at me to see whether all this made
me nervous as it was of course intended to do. It was a
stupid performance. What did he want with me anyway?
Why did he eye me with that shrewd look, like a cat?
What was he trying to break down in me? Was he trying
to intimidate me? For what reason?

I recalled with satisfaction that, just across the border, in
Iraq, was the rail head, and I might sleep in the station if
this farce kept up much longer...if I ever got there. Where
was my car anyway? There was no sign of it as I looked out
of the window. I affected, discreetly, to stifle a yawn.

The Chief made notations on a piece of paper; slipped it
very slowly into an envelope, looking across the table at me
the while as if to imply: “Your last chance!”

My last chance for what?

He attached an impressive seal upon the envelope and
handed it to the soldier, who saluted, clicked his heels, right-
about-faced, and was gone.

The Chief took another long look at me. This time I
did not answer it with a smile. Then he said:

“You may go now.”

I had been held there for over two hours. It would be
impossible to reach Baghdad before night. But there was
swift and courteous attention in the Iraq customs, and no
protection at all for me alone in the station that would be
closed and deserted at night; it seemed best to go on to
Baghdad, though a four-hour motor ride across the desert
lay ahead of us.

“AS WIND ALONG THE WASTE”

WE made good time over the better ground at the desert’s
rim, but soon slowed down, choking in the clouds of sand
raised by our swift going.

It is unfair to the desert to plough through it in a motor.
Approaching us, plodding noiselessly, their heads lifted as if
in scorn at our mode of travel, came a string of camels. The
Arab says that this superiority complex of theirs is due to the
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fact that they know the hundredth name of Allah while mere
man knows but ninety-nine. But even swifter than our
going was the passage of a Bedouin on his splendid horse.
He sat sideways, and his burnous streamed behind him in
the wind.

There was no shade, for the land lay flat for miles around
us and the sky was cloudless. But the shimmering heat soon
gave way before on-coming dusk, and the quick night of
the desert, and far, far ahead a black line cut across the
horizon at the rim of an oasis, where there were waving
palms. In the Arab village eager eyes peered in at the white
woman who motored alone at nightfall across the desert.

We halted in the oasis to report our destination; then went
out into the enfolding darkness. A last message came to us
with the long-drawn-out, throaty call of the muezzin that
rang out into our empty world: “La illdha illa 'lla Muham-
madum Rasul 'llah.” “There is no God but God and Allah
is his prophet.”

Stars came out, brilliant and big, seeming so close. How
natural that Arabs should name their children after them:
Rigel, Antares.

On, and on, and on! Such silence! “How can the chauf-
feur keep a direction in this waste of sand?” I wondered.
“How can he see tracks in the nightr”



IRAQ

“WHy is it that people pass through Iraq on their way to
Persia these days, without stopping to see the wonderful
sights we have here?” an official asked me in Baghdad.

“A matter of propaganda,” I replied. ‘“There is no pub-
licity for Iraq to-day, and much of it for Persia.”

“But if people want to see mosques and tombs we’ve got
as many of them as they have in Persia, and they're much
more accessible here. Baghdad is a more agreeable place
to stay than any city in Persia; it has more modern conven-
iences; more ‘atmosphere.’”

“That is true,” I admitted. I was stopping at the Tigris
Palace Hotel. We sipped cocktails at twilight on the un-
covered veranda overlooking the Tigris. Lights from river
craft slipped down into the dark waters; above our heads
was a battery of stars; the air pulsated to the beat of gongs
and the droning songs that wafted up from the bazaars. It
was not difficult, at that hour, to create the illusion of those
days when Baghdad had its “Thousand and One Nights.”

“It has indeed atmosphere, but what a climate!”

“From November to April it is altogether delightful. It
even falls below freezing in winter.” I let that pass with
some scepticism, but voiced my delight at the lovely gardens
and homes, so green, at the desert’s edge.

“It is not only Baghdad that is worth while,” my visitor
continued. “Iraq has blue-tiled mosques like those of Per-
sia, and ruins of palaces and cities that rival Persepolis. We
have four of the Holy Cities here, one of them, Kerbela,
holds under its dome the tombs of the martyrs whose death
is celebrated throughout the Moslem world. And take
Assur. It is the oldest and most sacred city of the old As-

70
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syrian Empire. If you're interested in antiquity, and you
certainly wouldn’t go to Persia for anything else, why don’t
you look for it here?

“There’s Hatra,” he continued after a pause. “It is
reached over an interesting desert route. It is the finest of
Iraq’s ancient cities; the railroad provides guides to it, and
to the tombs of the Imams, and to Samarra.”

I spoke of the glorious art of Persia, the miniatures, the
fine carpets, the embroideries. He asked if I had seen much
of that in Persia, and I had to admit that most of it was
now in foreign museums. While my Iraqui friend talked of
the glories of the past of Iragq, my mind was busy with
thoughts of its future.

The Holy Cities of Iraq burrow down into five depths of
communicating cellars. They know more poverty, cruelty,
intrigue, bigotry, and lust than the mind of the West can
even conceive. Out of them likewise springs magnificent
elation, religious obsession, a depth of emotionalism, the
potential strength of which, under a great leader, would
move the world.

The princes of India send annual tribute to the Holy
Cities of Iraq, and thousands of pilgrims come to them each
year from India, Egypt, Turkey, Persia, and Afghanistan,
bringing with them the gossip of the world, and carrying
back home heaven knows what garbled versions of whatever
news their predecessors brought. How strong the bond is
that unites Islam, anyone who has witnessed the celebration
of their festivals must know. I thought of a scene in Delhi
at the Feast of “Id” which terminates the great feast of
Ramazan; of the vast throngs, spread over the broad steps
of the Jumma Masjid, the prostrations, the deep devotion.
I thought also of Muharram, when in a frenzy of self-morti-
fication over the death of the martyrs whose remains lie in
Kerbela, thousands of the faithful drew their own blood in
expiation.

Out of the middle-ages of custom Moslem countries are
emerging to-day in various stages of development, led by
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three of the great rulers of our time: Kemal of Turkey, Riza
Shah of Persia, and Ibn Sa’ud, the Puritan King of Arabia,
of whom it is said that he has never yet made a false move.
The Mohammedan religion is said to be the only growing
religion in the world, increasing at the rate of five million
converts a year; not merely by birth rate. It is certainly
one of the dominant forces in the world, and counts already
230 million followers.

I was called back from my conjectures when my visitor
asked if I had come out of Persia via Bushire, with steamer
to Basra, and thence by train to Baghdad. I explained that
I had chartered a motor for the journey through Persia and
had come out the easiest way over the old Zagros route, but
that I knew Basra and had flown over Ctesiphon, but had
not stopped to see the excavations at Ur.

He went on to tell me about Kish, reached by train, and
thought to be the first city founded after the flood. Under
its foundations they have discovered deposits of the Neo-
lithic age, the first age of civilization as far as present inter-
pretation goes.

“Why don’t you people visit the sights of Iraq?” he cried
again.

I told him that I thought a hundred and twenty thousand
pilgrims a year to their Holy Cities was a sizable crowd, but
he meant people like me who travel just for the love of
strange sights. I excused my own delinquency by explain-
ing that I had had a definite object in going to Persia, and
had been perfectly worn out with the experience and had
little inclination left to visit mosques anywhere.

“But we want tourists in Iraq; we go out of our way to
help them; we have English-speaking guides.” Before I
could say more he was exclaiming again about the interests
of Iraq:

“Take Kirkuk, which is said to be the Ararat of the
Bible; you can go there by rail from Baghdad, there is a
view of the Kurdish mountains from there; there are rest-
houses everywhere. 'Why do not people travel in Irag?”
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It was some months later that archaeologists discovered
in the Valley of the Euphrates, the oldest known record of
man’s emergence into civilization; the earliest trace of a city
dwelling, at Tepe Gawra, near Mosul.



SYRTIA

BEIRUT ... HALF-WAY HOUSE

I sPENT my first night in Syria in an old Druse castle, situ-
ated at g,000 feet in the Lebanon hills. It was once the
home of an Emir and is now the residence of an English
family. Motoring up from Beirut with my host, we passed
through Druse villages and people greeted us with: “Barak
taht amrakh,” “Blessings under your heart.” We reached
the castle by a winding, well-cambered road; each floor of
the building accommodated itself to the conformation of
the rock; doors opened onto roofs at various levels; there
were gardens on top of the rooms below; old stone steps led
down and up to hidden gardens, and from deep-set windows
one looked out over ancient hills, vine-covered, to the bay.

A happy combination has given Beirut many broad boule-
vards with modern shops and tramways, yet left quaint side
streets narrow as they must have been hundreds of years ago.

Beirut is very old indeed. With Sidon and Tyre and
Byblos it was one of the great trade centers of the Phoeni-
cians; the Greeks say that it was founded by Saturn in the
Golden Age. We know for sure that the legions of Alex-
ander marched through it; that Herod, Pompey and Au-
gustus were familiar figures there when gladiatorial contests
took place in the vast arena, no trace of which remains.

Of its past magnificence one sees no signs. In the whole
of Syria and the Lebanon there is not one splendid building,
except those in ruins; but the countryside is beautiful.

There are broad beaches and splendid metalled roads.
Houses look happy and friendly as people do who lie in the
sun all day; they climb the hills in tiers direct from the Bay
of Saint George where the tutelary saint of Great Britain is

74



SYRIA "e

said to have slain the dragon; their windows are high and
broad and set close together in twos and threes; and the
tiling of the floors imported from France is in lovely pat-
terns and soft tones. Shutters are finely mellowed in the salt
air, and bougainvillaea clambers over white or red or pink
or blue stucco walls. Through high wrought-iron gates, one
catches glimpses of twisted olive trees and gnarled mulberry,
giant cactus, and immense bushes of poinsettia.

In one respect Beirut lives up to tradition: It is still the
greatest center of learning in the Near East. The American
College covers fifty acres on a bluff overlooking the bay; its
campus is shaded by magnificent trees, and from there one
has a view such as no other institute of learning in the world
can match.

Beirut boasts one really first-class hotel and as good a
restaurant as one could find anywhere, the “Lucullus.” Liv-
ing is cheap but life is dull in Beirut; it is half-way house to
Palestine and Iraq, and to that country beyond...Persia.

Strange sights are seen in Beirut. A funeral passed by:
Six horses, draped in black and led by a footman, drew an
open hearse that held a coffin covered with artificial flowers.
Following on foot were many mourners, nuns, old men, and
children, crying lustily; making of the event what it was
supposed to be...a step-up in the prestige of surviving rela-
tives.

On the Bab Idris, the main shopping street, I put my
foot where surely only a royal foot was intended originally
to rest: upon a stand of silver plate wrought in elaborate
design while an Arab boy blacked my boots. Passing by,
was a man ringing a bell to call attention to his lemonade
service, a stand likewise made of silver plate that had more
gadgets than a soda-fountain.

Native women went about heavily veiled. Their shape-
less dresses were of coarse brown or black cloth with circular
cape hanging to the waist and a hood fitted in at the neck
and covering the head; around this they tied a short coarse
black veil that completely concealed their features. Arab
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men, lounging about everywhere, look them over with too
much knowledge and too little wisdom.

It was not considered safe for a woman to ride alone in a
taxi at night in Beirut, nor at any time, and I had more than
one “mauvais quart d’heure” when a friend invited me to go
with her to the cinema one night and we boarded a street
car to go home. It let her out in front of her house, but I
had to walk a long distance down dark streets, only to find
the gate of my abode, “Au Coin de France,” locked.

It was past midnight; I could not arouse the caretaker.
What was I to do? I walked several blocks to a broad thor-
oughfare; but every shop was closed. 1 then spied the red
motor of the chief of police parked nearby and got into it
to await his return. He was amused, though not delighted,
when I asked him to take me home and arouse the care-
taker, which he managed to do.

Even the transient visitor like myself found it impossible
to ignore the intense unrest in Syria; the discontent ex-
pressed on all sides with the French Mandate. One Syrian
said to me: ‘““We wanted the United States to take the man-
date, but you refused. We knew that you'd administer the
country for our benefit and then get out. Our second choice
was England because, although they think first of their own
advantage, they also help the people they control, whereas
the French think only of themselves.”

There was bitter denunciation of the French for having
taken all the gold out of the banks of the country; for ruin-
ing its commerce; importing from France even the necessities
of life that could easily be procured in Syria.

The mental attitude of Syria presented the complications
of a fever-chart, and their interests are so linked with those
of Palestine that the tension there was on everybody’s lips.
It occurred to me that the psychology of nations was even
more interesting than that of individuals.

A peculiar and apparently unsolvable problem that affects
all Arab nationals exists in Palestine; an obvious bit of
logic was overlooked when, during the World War, an im-
portant piece of territory was promised to two different
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parties, from each of whom the price had been collected in
advance.

Great Britain found herself in a serious dilemma when
Turkey entered the World War against the Allies, for the
ruler of Turkey was then also Caliph, or Pontiff, of all
orthodox Moslems, and in India there are about seventy-
eight million Moslems. The Turkish campaign against Suez
likewise threatened Great Britain's link with India.

To offset such menaces, it was clever diplomacy on the
part of England to seek the cooperation of the ruler of the
Holy Cities, Hussein, Sharif of Mecca. He agreed to co-
operate with the British in return for a large cash payment
monthly and a further subsidy to his enemy Ibn Sa'ud, King
of Arabia, to keep the peace. He exacted likewise the rec-
ognition of himself as King of the Hedjaz, and of his sons
Feisal and Abdullah as Kings, the latter of Transjordan,
where he still rules, the former of Damascus, from which he
was ejected by the French, then installed upon the throne of
Iraq by the British.

But the paramount consideration for this Arab coopera-
tion, was England’s guarantee that at the end of the war she
would recognize an independent Arab nation which the
Arabs understood to include Palestine where they had pre-
dominated for thirteen hundred years.

The British preferred to leave the question of boundaries
for discussion and determination until after the war, but
Hussein was insistent about having them defined then and
there, and that of the West was stated to be the Red Sea
and the Mediterranean as far north as the vilayets of Mersina
and Adana, g7th degree.

There was dispute between Hussein and Sir Henry Mc-
Mahon, the British High Commissioner in Egypt. Hussein
refused to renounce Aleppo and Beirut, but accepted
modification as far as the vilayets of Mersina and Adana were
concerned. He likewise agreed to let the discussion of the
question of the Lebanon drop for the duration of the war,
so as not to make difficulties between the Allies.

During all of this correspondence, in January, 1916, there
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was no mention of any intention to exclude Palestine, or any
part of it, from the proposed Arab nation. This is very ex-
traordinary. Palestine was indefinitely more important than
Mersina and Adana, and the whole discussion was for the
purpose of fixing definite boundaries. Likewise, the char-
acter of Hussein itself would lead one to think it unlikely
that he would have overlooked so important an item, had
there been any doubt at all about its inclusion in the future
independent Arab nation. Lawrence of Arabia calls him:
“an obstinate, narrow-minded, suspicious character ... with
much of that destructive tendency of little men to deny the
honesty of opponents.”

His lack of faith was justified, it would seem, for it has
been stated time and time again and never refuted that, at
the same time that she made these promises to the Arabs,
England was secretly negotiating with France for the parti-
tioning of Arab lands among themselves; the actual date of
this agreement is given as May 16th, 1916. This would ex-
plain the statement, in 1937, of Great Britain’s Secretary of
State for the Colonies: “It was in the highest degree unfor-
tunate that in the exigencies of war, the British Government
was unable to make their intention clear to the Sharif.”

It was only after they had fought splendidly under British
officers that, in 19147, Lord Balfour sponsored the Zionist
declaration which, in cooperation with the Jews (who must
have known of the previous promises to the Arabs), had been
kept secret until the eve of the capture of Jerusalem with
Arab assistance. England’s “Realistic Policy” began long
before its public acknowledgment in 1938.

England found herself badly in need of the formula for
T. N. T. during the World War. It was the possession of
the Jewish leader and the price that he named for it was a
homeland for the Jews in Palestine. This, with the Jewish
subscriptions to Allied loans, apparently outweighed Eng-
land’s previous promises to the Arabs, for it was in direct
contradiction to them, and created a perfectly irreconcilable
situation.

British prestige, to which they dealt so heavy a blow in
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Palestine, is important to the whole Anglo-Saxon race, to
the whole white race, for their influence touches every corner
of the globe and their control has been largely “Power based
upon reputation, rather than reputation based on power,”
as one of their noted writers, Harold Nicolson, has said.
Above all peoples the English are, I think, best fitted to take
the helm in a world gone mad. But I feel that Mr. Nicol-
son was too optimistic when he asked: “How comes it that,
after the most overt betrayals on our part, we are still trusted
and even revered?” I feel that another prominent British
author, Robert Byron, better expressed the sentiments of
his countrymen when he wrote: “Another landmark in the
Betrayal Era of English Foreign Policy. Will it never
stop?”’

When 1 was in Syria, the British High Commissioner of
Palestine had his hands full trying to win or force coopera-
tion from both Jews and Arabs, by having each represented
on the High Commission. The Jews, with permit for only
ten thousand immigrants annually at that time, and strug-
gling for fifty thousand, demanded equality though in the
minority. The Arabs held back for fear that their coopera-
tion would be taken as acquiescence in the status quo. They
refused to recognize the Balfour Declaration which gave a
strip of their land to the Jews. The High Commissioner
then announced that, if the Arabs refused positions on the
Council, they would be arbitrarily appointed to them.

The final meeting between the Arab Nationalists, when all
this was threshed out and they decided to cooperate with the
authorities, took place in the Lebanon hills. I, and the
Englishman who had brought them together, were the only
foreigners present.

There were eight Arab Sheiks, among the most distin-
guished and influential members of the Nationalist Party of
Palestine, prosperous business men, editors, lawyers, and pol-
iticians, one of them the mayor of an important city; the
ones who sat beside me translated all that was said into per-
fect French.
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We were gathered around a table under a spreading tree
in a garden high up on the hill-side overlooking the wide
bay. Bubble pipes stood beside them; arrac was served, with
lettuce tips and kashew nuts; then kibbeh, a pounded meat
served with fine-grained meal and the seeds of pine cone.
Beside our plates was the wafer-thin bread of Syria, folded
like a napkin. We had fish after that, and yachney, a meat
stew cooked with beans, and the meal was rounded out with
fruit.

These were shrewd men. They recognized that they were
cornered and decided that, for the moment anyway, there
was nothing else for them to do but to play along with the
authorities. They registered in turn anger, distrust, and
humor, and gesticulated freely. I retained the definite im-
pression that, as far as the Arabs were concerned, there
could be only one solution, the complete independence of
the Arab nation.

It was later that the question of partitioning Palestine
came up for discussion. It would force the removal of over
two hundred thousand Arabs, who have been rooted for
generations in the most fertile portion of the land, to an
arid district that has not yet been proved possible of culti-
vation; those remaining would be subject to an alien domin-
ion that would be forced upon them.

The Jews, by the terms of the proposed partition, would
have the richest portion, a sea frontage of eighty miles, and
a land frontier crossed by hundreds of roads and by railways.
And by this arrangement the British would retain their grip
on the meat of the sandwich, the harbor, pipe lines, cus-
toms, barracks and airdromes and railway junction. Haifa,
which would be permanently under their control, is a first-
class naval base in a key position to dominate the Suez Canal,
the lease of which expires in this generation.

Only one picture of this terrible tangle of the Palestine
situation makes any sense at all. Those letters between King
Hussein and McMahon that the British Government refuses
to make public though they would make the whole situation
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clear; this unsatisfactory “Homeland” arrangement for Jews,
becomes logical, if we consider that England never had any
intention of withdrawing from the mandated territory, or
of building either an Arab nation or a Jewish Homeland
that would ultimately have power to interfere with her in-
terests. The Palestine situation is understandable as part of
the Realistic Policy that her statesmen now openly advocate.

The world has been so busy decrying Japanese Imperial-
ism in the Far East and prognosticating the outcome of the
war in Spain, that it has taken little note of a new pattern
in the Near East where all the bits of mosaic fit into the
picture of British Imperialistic design.

Great Britain has vital interests in Palestine. To the fact
that Haifa is the terminus of the pipe line for oil from Iraq
and an important naval base, further guaranteeing her own
future, add the discussed British plans for a parallel canal to
run from near Gaza on the north to Aqaba on the south.
This would give them unhindered access to India without
having to pass through the Suez Canal and Red Sea.

In July, 1934, in the same month that Anthony Eden de-
clared it to be a major British interest that no Great Power,
not even Britain, should establish itself on the eastern shore
of the Red Sea, the British Government announced its reser-
vation of a strategic position for itself around Aqaba. It
went unnoticed in the press that only four months earlier
England had annexed 100,000 square miles of Southern
Arabia in defiance of long-standing treaties with its Arab
rulers.

As this country, although officially annexed, has not been
conquered and Arab tribes resist the encroachments of the
British, a British official has, for the first time in history,
extended his authority from the Aden Protectorate to the
Hadramaut, and has gone to reside there. And again, as
with the secret treaties that looked to the partitioning of
Arab lands farther north, the facts about the appointment
of a British Resident at Mukalla, in the Hadramaut, have
never been made public. It is, however, known that oil has
been found there, in the Hadramaut, and is being developed
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without consent of the Arabs.* Where they have been
so ‘“‘unreasonable’” as to resent encroachment, British aero-
planes have bombed the districts.

There is shaping in the Near East a situation fraught with
possibilities of endless trouble for coming generations. Mean-
while one must admit that the British mandate in Palestine
has been administered ably, though little has been done to
further education of Arab children of whom only twenty
per cent have schooling whereas practically every Jewish
child is given this advantage.

It is claimed that the National Homeland has been of
material assistance to the Arabs in the sale of land. But most
of this was owned by the Effendis and the masses are now
faced with the problem of employment that is only pro-
curable when Jewish labor is not obtainable. And, as to
benefits, the records of 1934 show that only 24 Arabs were
admitted to Jewish hospitals against 1,569 Jews cared for in
non-Jewish hospitals.

The channels of much of our information from this source
are influenced by the Jews and the purse-strings of the race
are loosened; the drive is on for $4,500,000 more for settle-
ment of the Jews in Palestine and their spokesman says that
it is to be “the advance guard of a harassed people.” They
now demand, not the 50,000 they begged for so short a while
ago, but 100,000 to be admitted annually for five years. In
the one month of March, 1938, 2,700 Jews were admitted as
a result of the absorption of Austria by Germany. The Jews
offer cooperation with the British and the poor Arabs fear
that this sharp increase of Jewish immigration will swamp
them. Arab uprisings in defense of their rights have brought
about the dissolution of the Arab High Committee that was
formed in 1936, and the exile of its leaders, among them
the Mufti of Jerusalem. The imprisonment of these im-
portant Arabs, according to their statements, runs counter
to the judicial rights of the natives.

The creation of a Jewish state, calling as it must for the

* “British Bombs Over Arabia” by H. St. John Philby in “World Review.”
London, Jan. 1938.
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use of armed protection, and expanding further into Arab
territory as it probably would do eventually, creates another
narrow nationalism among a people that may be a menace in
the future and would upset further the balance of power
along a coastal strip of four hundred miles that is already
the center of political intrigue among six entities.

The fact that stands out most clearly in the tangle of Pales-
tine is the success of a policy of ‘““divide-and-rule” which re-
tains so many advantages for Great Britain. And now that
the pact with Mussolini has averted danger of interference
from that quarter the Arabs have lost what encouragement
was given them by the “Protector of Islam.”

I have been told by those intimately familiar with the local
affairs of Palestine, that each of the two Commissions sent
from England to study the situation and make recommenda-
tions, decided in favor of the Arabs; that this being the case,
the reports were pigeon-holed; that therefore, when a third
Commission was suggested, the Arabs, enraged and dis-
illusioned, refused it, arguing that they would get no justice
anyway.

The Arab has racial characteristics that put him at a dis-
advantage in conferences. The Grand Mufti was advised to
let someone represent him before the former High Commis-
sion, but insisted on speaking for the Arabs himself. The
Jews arrived at the meetings with all their testimony syste-
matically arranged; the Arab has no appreciation of the im-
portance of little things; they are rambling in testimony and
annoyingly poetic.

The Arab is enchanting socially and is a loyal friend, and
full of wit and humor, gracious and kind, but wholly im-
practical.

The wheels within wheels of foreign diplomacy and the
swift changes of face that nations make; the ruthlessness of
their Realistic Policies; their hates to-day and handshakes
to-morrow, are bewildering to Americans and cause us to
realize to what an extent we would involve ourselves in
pulling other peoples’ chestnuts out of the fire and under-
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writing actions that are alien to our ideals, by too close
an association with other nations’ interests.

How happy our lot in America! We do not know the
tragedy of being rich in natural resources, but too weak to
defend them; nor what it is to be small and in the way; nor
even to have spring from our own strength and security, the
dream of conquest.

* ¥* * * *

One day Mrs. Bayard Dodge, wife of the President of the
American University of Beirut, sent me out in her motor to
call on the well-known Arab writer and nationalist, Ameen
Rihani. He climbed the slope to help me down the stone
steps to his house, that sprawls along the face of a cliff. The
view from his house has been described by himself, in “My
Native Horizon":

“I look out of my northern window in the day on a pros-
pect terrible, wild, and majestic. The valley below, the deep
gorge, the dizzy precipices, the escarpments spotted here and
there with laurels, terebinths, scrub oak; the broad slope on
the other side of the river, decked with olives and mulberries
and terraced homes, and hill-tops fringed with pines rising
behind and above each other.”

We talked first of Ibn Sa’ud, the King of Arabia; of his
accomplishments in the face of almost insurmountable difh-
culties; of his need to go slow with his reforms in order not
to antagonize the mollahs, or priests. Then we spoke of the
acute nationalistic feeling that had been fostered by the
trouble in Palestine; of the reciprocal treaties that had been
made among Arab states; of the advantages of the Jews with
education and unlimited money, many of them at home in
England, having the “ear” of government and of the disad-
vantages of the Arabs, having none of these assets.

I ventured to remark that the Arabs had not yet a sense
of cooperation, necessary for the common good. But if the
sentiment attributed to Arabs by the late deceased King
Feisal of Iraq is true: that they are Arabs first before they
are Moslems, even the split among them into three great
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religious systems, Sunni, and Shia, and the puritan Wahabis,
may not stand in the way of a Pan-Arab movement headed by
Ibn Sa’ud, who is certainly one of the great leaders of our
times. He may well have chosen the motto of his people:
“Patience is the Key to the Door.”

The frugal, hard life of the desert; its heritage of strife;
the austerities of a Puritan Empire in the hinterland; all
these have saved the masses of Arabs from the softening in-
fluence of civilization that was the downfall of the ancient
Arab Empire. It has likewise kept alive in them the virtues
that we love: courage, endurance, pride, loyalty, and humor.

Petra, Palmyra, Baghdad and Damascus tell the story of
their ancient glory; of an empire that was once great. The
Arabs still control a country that is a third as large as the
United States; culture used to follow in the wake of their
conquests, and left enduring imprints on Persia and on
Spain. Their path is set by the stars that lead them across
the deserts. Who knows where they may lead?

BAALBEK

A sHORT motor ride takes one from Beirut to Baalbek.
The road lies between the Lebanon and Anti-Lebanon hills,
long ago denuded of their famous cedars by the Kings of
Sidon and Tyre. Immense vineyards, owned by the Jesuits,
had grapes trailing the ground; there were melon fields and
acres of wheat, barley, and millet; the soil is rich and would
yield far more than it does but for the fact that the farms are
mostly run by proxy for absentee landlords.

Of the famous Temple of Jupiter at Baalbek only six
columns remain standing; beside them a dislodged Corin-
thian capital with frieze of acanthus leaves. The temple was
famous in the days of Augustus; Constantine converted it
into a Christian basilica and used part of it as a citadel; then
the whole of it was made a fortress by conquering Arabs.

The Temple of Bacchus is the best preserved and, in spite
of battles and earthquakes, the huge blocks of granite still
fit closely together without mortar, not a hair’s breadth be-
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tween them. One counts three stones, set at an elevation
of twenty feet on a wall, that are, each one, sixty-two by
fourteen feet in size; in the quarry there is a similar one that
has never been wholly detached from its bed.

Within sight of Baalbek the Crusaders fought. Tamer-
lane sacked it in the fifteenth century; in the sixteenth it
passed, along with the whole of Syria, into the hands of
the Turks and came, after the World War, under French
mandate which has never been popular.

ALEPPO

LeAvinG Beirut at seven in the morning by motor one ar-
rives, after a day crowded with interest, at the most fascinat-
ing city of the Near East: Aleppo.

Rounding the corniche, with the Bay of Saint George on
the left, the road turns then inland to wander among green
hills. On distant heights the ruins of the strongholds of
the Crusaders are seen; the Krak des Chevaliers, citadel of the
Hospitallers, frowns down on the fertile valley.

Three hundred years of warfare! Six Crusades! Re-
ligious fervor as fanatical as any found in the East; Jews and
Moslems alike put to the sword by Christians; and to-day
the Holy of Holies of Christendom has to be protected by
Moslems who keep the peace among the various Christian
sects that claim paramount right to the resting-place of our
Lord.

Leaving the frequented highway we plunged into the heart
of the desert, but always over a good road. Arabs passed on
splendid horses, their orange-colored burnous making lovely
spots of color against desert sand and blue mountains that
rimmed the horizon.

We approached Tripoli; Tripoli that withstood for six
years the siege of Crusaders; whose famous library of price-
less manuscripts they destroyed when finally they conquered
the city; Tripoli where lived the “Princesse Lointaine.”
Then Sidon and Tyre were left behind, erstwhile Phoenician
strongholds, now Arab cities with fine gardens, and homes,
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and public squares. When Homs lay behind us we stopped
by what are surely the strangest habitations ever conceived
by man: the bee-hive villages of the Bedouins. They looked
like clusters of huge cream drops without the chocolate
coating.

At Hama an immense water-wheel turned in the river, and
lovely houses fringed the water’s edge. It was still light when
we drove over broad macadam roads, past up-to-date shops
and lovely parks, to the Hotel Barron in Aleppo.

Aleppo is full of gardens. Many of them are open to the
road; others are glimpsed between the bars of tall iron gates.
They shelter cedars, laurel, orange and lemon trees, jasmine,
pistache, almond and oleander; each one is a little oasis at
this rim of the desert.

Aleppo has cupolas, balconies, trailing flowering vines,
lovely wrought-iron work, and grottoes cut out of rock to
afford cool retreat in summer. The architecture is pleasing;
the outside walls are enriched with sculpture that is beauti-
ful, and there is inlay work of rose and red and gray, and of
black basalt. Along the faces of many houses long beams are
inset to give greater elasticity in earthquakes. The stone of
which they are made has been weathered down the years to
lovely pastel shades; the three and four stories have very high
ceilings, and the interiors are full of dignity and simplicity.
From spacious marble-paved courtyards one mounts broad
stone stairways to second-story doorways, and friends visit
one another across the roofs of their homes, which are
gardens.

Such quiet is within the private gardens that it is difficult
to believe that Aleppo lies at the junction of four roads, and
on the main commercial and military highway of the Near
East, or that a railroad runs from there to Iraq.

Aleppo has always been a commercial city. To-day it is
well-paved and has banks and modern stores, garages, cinema
theatres, restaurants, hospitals, public baths, and museums,
as well as pure air that blows in from over the desert spaces
and from the sea, which is not too far away.

Mrs. Altoonian was at home, and Doctor Poché, both
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scions of old families, the latter living in a house centuries
old. The rooms were full of antiques, carvings of stone and
marble, Rakka ware, jewelry, and gold coins.

In the home of the Marcopoli, descendants of Marco Polo,
we sat under spreading fig trees; sauntered down paths bor-
dered with rose and jasmine and by crystal-clear pools that
enticed the birds; we plucked roses from trellises and peered
at new-laid eggs in a nest in the zinzalata, a feathery locust;
yet under our feet lay the arched roofs of the sougs, or
bazaars.

Nowhere in the Near or in the Far East are there such
bazaars as are found in Aleppo. It is the unspoiled East, for
all that it offers much that is European among the wares.

Confections are decked there as for a holiday; taffy is filled
with sesame seed; sweets, spun to transparency, are twisted
into incredible shapes and tinged with every imaginable
color. Each one is a work of art.

In the bazaars there are kitchens where one may sit and
enjoy delicious meals; or one may mount to balconies and
be served there with kibby and tomato sauce spread with
mint leaves, or long sweet peppers served in olive oil, and
cream spread thick on shredded wheat, with cinnamon on
top. All the time one looks down onto a motley throng:
Arabs in flowing robes; Kurdish women with chins tattooed
and dressed in gay prints; donkeys and camels, laden with
bales of goods.

From booths that line the walls hang brooms of many
shapes and colors; amazing high boots of yellow or red
leather, with long blue tassels of silk, the regular footgear of
the Arab; there are also to be found their embroidered
abbas, the gold thread untarnishable.

There likewise is the perfume of Araby. In the tiniest
booth of all an ancient man concocts pure essences; he has
plied his trade in just that spot since he was young; now his
beard is long and would be gray but for the henna-dye that
proclaims his pilgrimage to Mecca.

Across from his stall is one where wheels within wheels
revolve, rotating rapidly, controlled by the toe of an Arab
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who thus spins the fine untarnishable threads of gold and
silver with which the abbas are embroidered.

A turn of the path, and hundreds of hides come into view.
They are being dyed saffron, blue, red, green, and vermilion,
and make a brilliant show, but still not so magnificent as the
display of brocades and fine tissues.

Deeper and deeper one becomes enmeshed in charm and
wonder. Gay saddle-bags hang high; camel trappings em-
broidered with blue and red worsted; piles of fruit, vege-
tables, jewelry, china, and loveliest of all, the wool bazaar.
Under high vaults, pierced with windows that let light down
in rays from on high, are immense baskets of purest white
fluff; great bunches of it, unpicked, hang about suspended
on the walls. It looks like cumulus clouds as one sees them
below one from an airplane.

I filled my arms with loveliness; but in payment I laid
the coin upon the earth as a Arab will accept nothing direct
from the hand of a “Dog of a Christian.” Yet when it was
picked up the trader smiled and said: “Amrak m-barak,”
“Blessings on your heart,” and when I passed again his greet-
ing was: ‘““T'aht amrak,” “Under my heart you are.”

Persian carpets line the walls; amber beads run continually
through nervous fingers; there is a constant hum of low
voices echoing through the vaulted maze, and the clap-clap
of cob-cobs, or native wooden shoes.

At the city’s heart is the ruin of the most beautiful of
citadels; surely the most magnificent fortress in the world as
well as the finest example of Saracenic architecture. Within
its impregnable walls are palaces where once lived sultans,
emirs, and pashas. Once a drawbridge spanned the moat;
now a stone causeway under high-flung arches. The tower-
ing walls used to be rubbed with oil until they were smooth
as glass to make ascent impossible.

From the city square the ramparts rise on an artificial
hill, and from its top one has a fine view over the city. In-
side one must wind five times around the hill, and pass
through several massive doors to reach the top. One has
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glimpses on the way of subterranean rooms with pillars and
vaulted roofs built of stones as big as those in the pyramids
of Egypt. The great cistern is seen; it held enough water to
sustain the citadel during months of siege.

In the very center of the citadel is the Mosque of Abraham,
built upon the spot where he is said to have milked his cow.
Arabs believe that at His second coming, Christ will descend
upon the top of its minaret.

ANTIOCH

A oncE famous road leads from Aleppo to Antioch; then
it was lined with myrtle, quince, oleander, and pomegranate
trees; now it runs through desert waste that is the Plain of
Orontes.

Antioch is twenty miles from the sea coast and has lost
every vestige of its former glory, yet boasts one good Euro-
pean hotel, hardly European to be exact, but providing every
comfort.

In Antioch Caesars ruled. Herod enriched it with pavings
of marble. Byzantine Emperors strengthened it, making on
the walls of the fortifications a road so broad that chariots
with four horses abreast could encircle them. In Antioch
Paul and Barnabas spread Christianity. Peter was its first
bishop; Saint Simon Stylites did penance there, and Peter
the Hermit and Saint John Chrysostom lived within its
gates; it was there that Stephen de Blois and Godefroy de
Bouillon halted on their Crusade.

High on Mount Silpius one sees the remains of ancient
walls that were wrecked as much by earthquakes as by in-
vaders. Chosroes, King of Persia, sacked the city; floods
obliterated it; and to-day an expedition from Princeton
University is at work excavating buried treasure. The boys
showed me over the “digs”; they pointed out the remains of
the famous circus where the chariot race of Ben Hur had
been run; we sat upon the remains of the grand-stand where
spectators used to gather; around which chariots plunged.
Farther along they traced a line of streets built by Tiberius,
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and later showed me the splendid mosaics they had removed
from the floors and walls of ancient buildings.

Beyond Antioch lies the enchanted Vale of Daphne to
which the virgin is said to have fled from the advances of
Apollo, to be there transformed into a laurel bush.

The Arabs have a saying: “It is better to be a worm and
feed on the mulberries of Daphne than a King’s guest.”

The Vale of Daphne was the “Gay White Way” of Anti-
och. Hadrian built a theatre there in the first century. It
was noted for its sumptuous villas and splendid terraces from
where the multitudes watched triumphal processions pass:
Trajan standing in his chariot with a wreath of laurel on
his brow.

The Vale of Daphne was once the abode of flowers, pomp,
dance, incense, wine, and license. Jugglers, musicians,
courtesans, Nubian slaves, and eunuchs mixed with the
crowds that watched gladiatorial combats in the amphi-
theatre.
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JOURNEY TO JAVA

GREAT as was my disappointment at the frustration of my
plans for travel and study in Persia I realized that before me,
lay all the world as compensation. Freed from endless an-
noyances and petty suspicions, I fell in tune with that hyp-
notic thythm of the East where time is not patterned after
the dial of a clock, and found myself quoting from “Songs
of the Outlands”: “There’s always tomorrow what’s goin’ to
be, and the day after that is a-comin’...see!”

When finally I managed to get my luggage out of Persia
I left Beirut at short notice on a little Greek coasting vessel
for Port Said. I had just time to wireless the P. & O. steamer,
which was then docked at Malta, and engage passage on it
from Port Said to Singapore. This left me four days to spend
with friends in Cairo.

It should have taken us only four hours to go by rail from
Port Said to Cairo; but the engineer of our train fell asleep,
and passed by a station, then lost nearly an hour backing into
it again when he awoke. But Time had by then faded into
insignificance. Beyond the fertile valley of the Nile, across a
desert of red-gold sand, the hills of Arabia cut the horizon.
It was like turning the pages of an ancient book to watch
men in flowing robes bent to the earth in prayer, camels
passing stealthily, ibises strutting along the banks of the Nile,
and a shaduf lifting water to the song of a fellah, in the old,
old way.

But Cairo, now so modern! One needs to go out to the
Pyramids to realize that one is in ancient Egypt. Even there
a broad motor road leads to the entrance of the Great Pyra-
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mid, and a sales booth for cheap souvenirs stands not fifty
feet away from the nose of the Sphinx.

When the P. & O. came into the harbor of Port Said I
inspected the quarters assigned to me, over the stern; a
crowded boat making better arrangement impossible, I can-
celled passage. I then noticed a fine new ship moving into
her berth, the “Jean Laborde” of the French Line, which
proved to be almost empty because agents were not recom-
mending the Messagerie boats then due to the unusual num-
ber of mysterious fires that had occurred on the ships of the
line in recent times. I hired a launch and went out to in-
spect it; asked to see the plan of the ship and be given quo-
tations of costs. There was great difference between first and
second class; but by travelling third class I found that I
would save about four hundred American dollars from Port
Said to Singapore, and booked for the new experience, know-
ing that, if it proved unpleasant, I could always move
higher up.

As a matter of fact, barring the food, the least important
item to me, I never made a voyage in greater comfort though
it lasted for three weeks. I had a large and immaculately
clean stateroom with four bunks in it, all to myself; hot and
cold running water; porcelain basins, electric fans and elec-
tric lights. There was new linoleum on the floor instead of
carpet; it was cooler and cleaner. On my three previous jour-
neys through the Red Sea, travelling first class on crowded
decks, with deck cabins cutting off the breeze between port
and starboard, I had been uncomfortable. On the “Jean
Laborde,” traveling third class we had the whole of the stern
deck, and by a turn of the head could see all that was passing
on both sides. The stars were above our heads by night
and a canvas cover by day; and, because there were very few
passengers, the steering gear (I suppose it was that) that took
up part of the deck, was not too much in our way.

The passengers were mostly relatives of French soldiers on
their way to Saigon; but my vis-a-vis at table, when I went
to the dining room at all, was a Chinaman who managed
very well not to cut his mouth with the knife. His little boy,
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whose baby-carriage was rolled in beside me at the end of
the table, discovered his big toe right there beside me one
day, and I had a graphic picture of the ecstasy that Balboa
must have felt when he first sighted the Pacific Ocean. That
little Chinese family was an amazing example of unity and
shared responsibility; the wife told me that her husband
would never let her care for the baby at night.

There were some Filipinos, dressed in the latest of store
sport clothes; fifteen years before, they would have been
barefoot “muchachos” wearing collarless “camisas” hanging
outside of their baggy trousers, as all “taos” did then.

At Djibouti, in French Somaliland, we went ashore; at
Aden, and at Colombo we stretched our legs, though in
Ceylon that week, five thousand cases and three thousand
deaths from malaria had been reported.

It was fun to look up at the first class passengers as they
leaned on the rail looking down at us with the “watch-the-
animals-feed” intentness that is part of first class fun. After
that voyage on the “Jean Laborde” I never again looked
down at third class passengers as if they all had fleas, but
wondering what they carried under their hats...and hearts.

One night, under a serene moon, riding a calm sea, a Rus-
sian woman who had drawn up her chair beside mine, recited
her tale of unrest during the Bolshevik revolution. She had
harvested nothing but bitterness from the fullness of those
years, and hugged the fringe of involutia melancholia, with
pity only for herself. She was obliterated. 1 cannot now
even recall her face; yet I remember that at the time I
thought that she might still have been pretty, or chic, and
have been even more distinguished for having ridden
through such deep experiences.

It was a peaceful journey; sometimes an “‘ooshy-skooshy”
sea, but never such inconveniences as ‘“when the ship goes
‘wop’ (with a wiggle between) and the steward falls into the
soup-tureen.” It seemed just no time at all before we were
moving between low-lying islands to the magnificent harbor
of Singapore, where the shipping of all the world was about
us, and green lawns came down to the water’s edge.
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JAV A

A rEw months after I made the journey from Singapore
to Java, on the ‘““Van der Wyjk” of the Koninklijke Paketvaart
Maatschappy, it came again into the harbor of Tanjong
Priok, the Port of Batavia. At the entrance it sank sud-
denly, without warning, in a calm sea. The accident was
attributed to an undersea earthquake, as there are thirteen
active and a hundred and nine slumbering volcanoes in Java.

Like the British in India, the Dutch in Java came first
to trade. They founded a trading company with a charter
that called for an administrative organization; this was later
made permanent by the appointment of a Governor Gen-
eral. Then came foreign settlers who put down the resisting
troops of native rulers. There are tales of armed ships, of
terror, and of torture, to make an example of leading natives
to intimidate the rest; there were loot, and devastation.

The natives of Java were not barbarians. A once powerful
Eastern civilization flourished there, but was swallowed up
by the more powerful civilization of the West, though for
two hundred years, the natives of Java resisted the infinitely
greater force of the Hollanders. As a result of an inter-
national compromise in the nineteenth century, Java came
under British control, and Sir Stamford Raffles made a splen-
did record there. A new treaty between Holland and Eng-
land, returned the Dutch East Indies to Holland, and the
great wealth of the island has been developed to the enrich-
ment of the Netherlands. That corresponding benefits have
accrued to the natives of the island, is questionable.

I did not get off at Tanjong Priok, but followed for two
days along the north coast of Java, and landed at Soeurabaya.
At dawn I went on deck to see two towering cones lifted
above gray-green mountains, across which drifted gossamer
clouds. The harbor lies within a natural break-water of low
islands; between them ply native ‘proas,” their bodies
painted red or green; their carved sterns upcurving with two
long curved points hanging over the water; they were strung
with garlands of flowers. Midships were matting shelters,
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and the sails opened out fan-wise between two long bamboo
poles, the lower one of which was held fast near the stern.

A long and lovely motor ride over broad macadam high-
ways lined with fire trees, brought me to the Oranji Hotel in
Soeurabaya. For the European there is every comfort in
Soeurabaya: four-storied department stores, individual shops
that display the latest fashions, flower shops, restaurants, and
schools for rhythmic dancing. From the hotel veranda one
could sit and watch the native coolies trot by with great
baskets of fruit slung from poles across their shoulders, the
rims of the baskets decorated with fresh leaves and flowers.

I took a motor out to the Zoo. The desk clerk told me
to say to the chauffeur: “Pigi de Kapon Pinatang,” which
seemed like offering him a small insult, until I learned that
“pigi” means “go to,” and “Kapon Pinatang” is, literally:
“Garden animals.”

The broad avenues were lined with bungalows that were
hidden behind flowering trees, and along the road tall church
pines bent their feathery branches low in the breeze, as per-
fect in rhythm as the dancing of the “Rockettes.” The Zoo
was set in a lovely garden where clumps of giant bamboo,
spreading mango trees, and royal poinciana grew about the
cages, and in these cages Chinese orioles and paradise minors
and baura coronata, flew up into flowering branches.

There was an aquarium with strange fish that spread their
tiers of ruffles like ballet skirts; there were also sea urchins
that had fringes about their mouths and tentacles of soft
colors that made them look like scarves of marabou, thrown
against the rocks of the pool.

Along the paths strolled native men and women wearing
identical costumes, the long batik sarongs (now printed in
Japan or in Germany) and loose coats or jackets; those worn
by women had standing collars and were closed in front with
fancy pins that were joined together on long gold or silver
chains. There were Dutchmen also, out strolling with their
native wives; the women dressed in native costume. With
them were their children, some very blond, some distinctly
Malay. Dutchmen have been, sometimes imperatively, “per-
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suaded” by the colonial corporations that employed them, to
take native wives; it was expected that they would remain
thus forever in the islands and build up a loyal colonial race.

The experiment had not been successful. Intermarriage
has not solved the problem. Eurasians are notoriously re-
sentful of the white race, and it is said to be a biological fact
that the mixing of white and dark races seldom produces
children of ultimate worth.

Javanese women are not pretty, and age quickly; but they
are clever and dominating, and would have to be stupid in-
deed not to realize their advantage over these chained Dutch
husbands. They might well have originated the song: “I
gotta white man a-workin’ fer me.”

In the Oranje Hotel the breakfast tables are laid with rose-
colored damask, and bowls of clearest crystal hold fresh
flowers of blending colors, beautifully arranged and varied
on each table; some had only one large bloom with a few
petals floating on the water of a shallow bowl. The day
started all “couleur-de-rose,” and I am certain that the guest
who departs after breakfast at the Oranje would never think
of adding up the bill, or counting change.

The very hottest biscuits are served, and barefoot servants
move noiselessly; such a rest to nerves “the morning after.”
They pass a bowl of fruit, “ramboetan,” bright red, with
bristles all over it and hugging a water-colored berry to its
heart, and “shirikaja,” something green, with separate seg-
ments that must be eaten with a spoon. One’s appetite is
teased with novelty and loveliness. And at dinner there is
always the famous “Rijsttafel.” After a bowl of rice comes
a long list of delicacies that would serve well the person re-
sponsible for naming pullman sleepers: Sati ati; Bibi Ketjub;
Ajam Smoor; Badeng Goreng; Bamieh; Oldang; Lombock;
Sajoor Kerry. The intriguing dishes are served, each by a
different waiter; they form a long line, and make‘one feel
like a gourmand, enjoying so much.

In Java, the native rulers have been permitted to retain
their titles: His Princely Highness Pakoe Boewono Senopati
Ingalogo Abdoerrachman Sayidin Panoto Gomo, the tenth.
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Or: Raden Toemenggoeng Mahamed Moasa Soeria Karta
Legawa. They also have the salute of guns appropriate to
their rank; are still served by crouching natives who may not
stand in their presence; have jewels and retainers, and danc-
ing girls; but they have no power. A Dutch “Adviser” tells
them when to sign on the dotted line, and they receive only
a portion of the revenues of their states.

Once a year, or on special occasions, the exquisite native
dances are given in the palaces, performed by the princesses,
the famous Wayong Wong. One never sees them elsewhere.
Shadow plays, that used to be so frequent, are now rare
treats, for old customs have been retired to the background.
The Shadow Plays are the Epics of Java; they were originally
religious ceremonies in honor of the gods or heroes, and
their object was instruction. They teach that there are seven
keys that unlock the gate of knowledge; they portray the
evanescent character of all forms, and that continents and
worlds come and go. The shadow play is the game of life;
the lamp that casts the shadow must not flicker because it
represents the flame of life, while the screen is the emblem
of the physical world. Perfume and incense were part of
the ritual of old, and the opening notes of the gamelan, was
the “ensouling of the shadows.” Gradually the lovely native
arts of Java are disappearing too. Batik is now only made
as a side-show in a few shops; it is too costly, and takes too
much time.

Trains run only in the day-time in Java, and the whole
length of the island may be covered in a few hours. From
Soeurabaya to Djockjacarta, called Djockja, it is only five
hours by train. Seen from the train window, Java lay flat
between ranges that had many high peaks; the rice fields
were unkempt; the villages were over-crowded and slovenly.
Natives were bowed under the weight of heavy loads which
they carried on their backs, suspended from a band across
their foreheads, which gives them a habitual bend that is
ungraceful. They were all dressed in dark blue cotton, un-
relieved by color anywhere. I never saw a native smile.
The country looked “run-down-at-the-heel,” for foreign trade,
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at that time, due to the depression which still persisted, was
practically at a standstill, and factories were closed all over
the country.

Street life in Djockja was uninteresting, though it is said
to be one of the most important centers of the country; it is
certainly important as the starting-point for the visit to
Borobodour.

Borobodour is most impressive when seen from an air-
plane from which point of vantage the design of the four
polygonal galleries is more distinct. The stupa is actually a
hill, cased in on all sides, with no interior. One walks
around a series of four uncovered terraces, receding in size,
and mounts to three circular ones where bell-shaped shrines
in rows each contain a life-size statue of the Buddha. Around
the lower galleries, elaborate carvings depict every phase of
the life of Gautama. Borobodour is in a good state of repair
thanks to the work of Governor Raffles who cleared the
jungle growth and started uncovering the ruins, but the
sandstone is blackened with age. This stupa may cover the
relics of Buddha, or of some Holy Man, or it may com-
memorate a special deed, no one knows. It is the only trace
of Buddhist stupa found in Java, and doubtless suffered at
the hands of the Moslem invaders who destroyed the early
Buddhist civilization of Java.

By train, or by motor from Djockja, one climbs to the hill
station of Garoet, pronounced Garoot. It is a spot of great
beauty, with fertile valleys spreading between volcanic hills,
and a profusion of flowers everywhere. In the village is the
Hotel Villa Dolce; but a lovelier place is the Ngamplang,
which is situated at 3,100 feet on the crest of a ravine with
its wings dropping down the hillside. My room, with an
enclosed porch, looked over wooded terraces and gardens;
from my lounging chair I could see an active volcano across
a tall hedge of yellow daisies, that warned me of the drop
from there into the ravine.

Later I visited the volcano, and stopped at sulphur springs
by a lake of sulphur, where ‘“Hack’s Radium Hotel” is situ-
ated, at 4,500 feet above sea level. The actual crater is
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reached through a jungle road where bridle paths led through
the woods and belladonna plants edge into the green; the
dried dust from their stamens will paralyze if blown into a
room. By the active crater the water is scientifically regis-
tered to a pressure of 16,000 pounds.

Four hours by motor from Garoet, carries one to Bandoeng
via the Lakes of Leles, and to hotels where there is the best
service in the Orient outside of the “Fujiya” in Myanoshita,
in Japan. But the town of Bandoeng itself is not interest-
ing. From there, another four hours brings one to Batavia,
called Weltevreden, and there one finds a hotel, the Hotel
des Indes, that covers such an immense lot of ground that
one invariably gets lost between one’s room and the dining
room.

What impresses me always in these half-civilized portions
of the globe, is the respect for law. One lives with doors
and windows open day and night; buildings that are of more
than one story invariably have wide porches that run before
all rooms; yet even burglary is rare. Rapers, kidnappers, and
murderers have been left behind in civilization where the
intensive development of mechanical comforts have out-
stripped the growth of moral responsibility.

But even in Java there was unrest; censorship of the press
and of free speech; “crisis decrees” inhibiting free assembly,
but there was no terror of government as in Persia, merely
discontent that people voiced freely on all sides. It was not
difficult for any interested person to learn that the natives
had been too long exploited, while the island was a veritable
gold mine for the Dutch, with oil, copra, rubber, coffee, and
minerals. Apparently white dominion had not brought up-
lift to the masses of the population; schools were said to be
inadequate, because to educate the native would be to arm
him; health standards, they said, were ignored, and over-
crowding was great in the most densely populated island in
the wotld. Java has over 41,700,000 inhabitants to its 51,819
square miles. Of course, the lower the standard of living,
the smaller the wages need be. Taxes were said to be like-
wise a heavy burden; not a happy picture of Java: a people
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hedged in and cropped in their growing, while Western
civilization moved like a Juggernaut across the earth. In
Java I heard anxiety expressed that the Philippines would
come under Japanese control after it was made independent
of the United States; fear of future Japanese invasion of the
Dutch East Indies had already taken hold of the imagination
of residents there.
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IT takes only two and a half hours to motor from the port
of Bouleleng, in the north of Bali, to Den Pasar, across
the Last Paradise, which is smaller than the state of Delaware.
It is like riding through a garden all the way. Palms and
flowering trees line the road; the view is over terraced rice
fields, tended and irrigated with such perfection that not all
the science of the white conquerors has been able to suggest
an improvement in their system. In Java, only a night’s
journey away by boat, the paddies were unkempt; in Bali
they were watched over by special gods whose shrines stood
amidst the grain. On the tip of one of these a bird, deep
blue with orange wings and beak, had halted in its flight.

Men and women worked in the fields together, and along
the roads came goddesses with flowering robes trailing; bal-
ancing on their heads great pyramids of fruit and vegetables
that they steadied with an uplifted arm. These were temple
offerings, and the fruits were woven into intricate patterns
with palm leaves, and decorated with veils of lace paper cut
in fine design. With slow, gliding steps they passed into a
temple courtyard.

It was Balinese New Year. This event takes place every
two hundred and ten days, and is celebrated for a period of
three weeks.

Temples were everywhere. Not temples in the sense of a
building into which one enters to worship; their gods do not
dwell therein, but in heaven; the temples are merely for
tribute; open courtyards. The first one is entered through
a split gateway; the further one reached under a second, but
covered gate, and this is closed by narrow doors that are
elaborately carved. Birds, beasts, swastikas and flowers run
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riot in high-relief carving on sandstone, set upon sun-dried
brick.

Anyone may enter the temples in Bali, and if the natives
resent foreigners they give no sign of it; they greet one al-
ways with smiles, and seem detached and without curiosity,
and go about the duties and pleasures of their daily lives as
they have been doing for centuries.

Their religion is said to be Hindu, and they worship
Brahma, Vishnu, and Siva, but actually their beliefs are
shaped as are their lovely temples and ceremonials of wor-
ship, by individual needs. They worship the gods of the
fields, and streams, and rivers; the gods of the mountains and
of the trees. The symbol of their Sun god is Garuda; his
seat is of stone and kept strewn with flowers in every temple.
To the mountain gods they raise many-storied pagodas with
thatched roofs, called Meroe, which recalls the sacred Mt.
Meru, the Buddhist paradise in the Himalayas.

In the courtyards of their homes are also many shrines to
individual deities. On their worship they spend everything,
and on the adornment of their person, especially for the
dance, but on their personal surroundings they waste no
effort at all. Their houses resemble pavilions, and whether
it is a house or a temple, it is built with the aid of the com-
munity, and without remuneration to the workers, just as
the local musicians give their time without compensation to
the gamelan orchestras.

Men build the homes and the temples, and till the fields;
then rest and train their fighting cocks, and look very lazy to
the casual visitor who sees the work of women run through
the entire day, bearing and rearing children, weaving, cook-
ing, dancing, and helping with the lighter work of the fields.

The “Den Pasar Hotel” is a one-storied building that ac-
commodates forty guests and is built around a garden plot
with some of the rooms detached and having little separate
porches. The servants wear bright sarongs and turbans of
batik; their coats are of white duck with upstanding collars
and a double row of brass buttons down the front; a very
pleasing combination of the East and West. They move
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noiselessly with bare feet, and serve willingly and efficiently,
but without servility.

The hotel is in the heart of the village, and one may walk
under shade trees in any direction. Native “kampongs” are
enclosed within high walls, and on festival days each gate is
decorated with long banners of lantar leaves, a species of
palm, that are woven into a pattern of letters to spell a
prayer.

Ambling along the roads come pretty girls; the unmarried
with their hair hanging in one loose end which they tuck
into the coil after marriage. All wear lantar leaves as ear-
rings, great rolls that on festival days are replaced with silver
ones of the same shape decorated with gold at the ends.

Except for temple visits women go mostly uncovered above
the waist. The Breasts of Bali lure many visitors to the little
island where the women are unconscious of this special in-
terest. A colored picture in the magazine “Esquire,” once
depicted humorously enough, their utter unselfconscious-
ness. It showed, between the trunks of palm trees, three
white males agog with excitement, each one pointing a
camera at two Balinese girls who stood obligingly, balancing
huge baskets on their heads. Their bronze, upstanding
breasts caught the sunlight, and the caption made them say:
“You'd think the damned fools never saw baskets before.”

Balinese women walk with splendid dignity; they wear
flowers behind their ears, but give never a glance of co-
quetry; even in the dance they dart no wicked looks; they
have no elongated eyelashes and wear no rouge. They are
never eager, always serene. Students of such subjects de-
clare that the Malay is not sensual and their women not
ardent.

I asked my chauffeur why it was that sometimes the women
wore jackets, and he answered: ‘“White man liking take Bali
girls milk”; he pronounced it “milluck,” and made signs
with his hands to indicate that men touched the girls with
familiarity. Once before he had explained that they bound

their breasts in the temples by saying: “Must covering mil-
luck in temple.”
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Coolies are met with on the road carrying bunches of rice
suspended from the ends of long poles across their shoulders.
The bunches are evenly cut and neatly tied at the top, and
their pendant stalks are ringed with pods that hang down
and dance to the jog-trot of the men.

Everything in Bali is adorned; even the *“tanga” that I
sometimes used, had fine painting high up under the mud-
guards where one had to stoop down to see it, and the backs
of the seats were beautifully carved; the shafts were held high
on a wooden arch, and were decorated with gilded leather
straps from which dangled the buds of flowers, and streamers
of flowers hung from the roof. The Balinese carve beauti-
fully; they make excellent pen and ink sketches, and fine
books of lantar leaves. They also make brocade and
stencil silk with gold leaf. And no work is signed. Their
concern is not for personal success.

In Bali there is beauty everywhere, and vivid color, and
everywhere there are smiles. They are still full of the inno-
cent joy of life, untroubled by the tragedies that afflict other
races. -But their day is almost over; taxes threaten the Muse;
her requiem has already been sung in the north where the
Dutch have ruled for seventy-five years. Under the old sys-
tem, artists were exempt from taxation, paying their tribute
in another way.

One day, when I was out motoring, I stopped the car and
got out, crossed a stream over a slender bridge, and came
into a little world set apart, at Tampak Siring, for the dead.
There the tombs of five of Bali's ancient kings are carved
like temples in high relief, out of the face of the rock. An-
other day I motored to the sacred grove of Sangeh, and
chanced upon the meeting of a court where the judge and
petitioner sat facing each other on the ground under a
spreading tree. It reminded me of the classes at Santiniketen
in India, where the pupils of Rabindranath Tagore are
taught out of doors under flowering trees, by torchlight, the
chant of many low-pitched voices breaking on the night.

Cremations are rare sights, but gorgeous when they occur,
and so costly that families have sometimes to wait for years,
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and must even combine to make the joyous ceremony that
represents the soul’s release, and declares that Death is not
the end, but another beginning.

The tall “wada” that I saw was profusely decorated with
gold paper, and the gilded wings of a garuda bird spread up
alongside his huge face upon the front of the tall tower.
Foreigners ran with the natives across the fields to the cre-
mation ground. We watched the “wada” being carried three
times around a little pavilion wherein stood the image of a
horse done in wood and covered with purple velvet and
elaborately painted around the head. It wore a large collar
of gold-lace paper, and its feet rested in a bed of flowers that
covered a bunch of faggots. The corpse, or rather what re-
mained of it, a skeleton so small that a yard stick would
have measured its length, was then inserted into the hole in
the back of the gorgeous animal; relatives lit the faggots at
its feet, and the soul soared upward. The “wada” was
burned next and the throngs made merry with laughter and
feasting.

At almost any hour of the day and night one might witness
native dances. Gold stencil on silk, shells, and flowers, and
crowns composed the costumes; sometimes the dancers wore
masks; sometimes they played at being witches or children,
or temple maidens, and always the ritual had meaning in
every motion. The Legong, the Djanger, the Barong and
Baris have been so often described. All are beautiful.
Among the best, I thought, was the Ketjak, where fifty men,
stripped to the waist, sat in triple circles around a torch and
swayed and jibbered and wrung their hands in the air, their
fingers trembling like a sea of reeds; they played at being
the monkeys of the forest in that lovely episode of the
Ramayana. Another I preferred was called “Flirting with
Music,” a solo dance that was all facial expression and mo-
tion of slender body, as beautiful and finished a piece of act-
ing as Shankar could render.

The dances were accompanied with the most unusual
music, the gamelan. It tinkled like silver bells, half hushed;
it sounded like water, dripping into water. Some have
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described it as tone embroidery, petals of sound, spangled
laughter . . . as good names as any since one cannot put
into words even one note of music, or paint a perfume. The
gamelan music of Bali is as unforgettable as that other and
so different music: the booming of great Tibetan shawms at
dawn, echoing down a ravine in the high Himalayas.

Not the least of the beauty of the gamelan orchestras of
Bali are the instruments themselves: long drums, gongs of
varying size, finely tempered and tuned, zithers, all held
in individual and most elaborately carved frames painted
red and gold.

In Bali one may also get off into the hills for long walks.
At five thousand feet, at Kitamani, there is a small bunga-
low where food and service are good; and there the servants
greeted my arrival with hands outstretched and filled with
flowers, roses and violets, fresh as if they had just shed their
dew. From the veranda I looked across a ravine out to the
sea. It was a soundless world.

In Bali men wear flowers behind their ears, and keep
their dignity; they wear skirts, and fight bravely; they love
life, and give it up for an ideal. In Bali the men and women
of our own times wrote one of the most moving and tragic
incidents of modern history, only thirty years ago. For it
was then that the Dutch, interested in extending their control
over the cocoanut trade, set out to conquer and subdue the
southern half of the island, that then was an independent
state. The Balinese knew themselves to be impotent against
the modern weapons of the white man, so the king and all
his court decked themselves as for a temple festival in their
most gorgeous raiment, and marched to meet the Dutch in-
vaders. They halted within reach of the guns; the Dutch
thought they had come to surrender and held their fire,
stupefied by such a sight. But the Balinese, loving liberty
more than life, drew their “kris” and quickly slew their chil-
dren, then took their own lives.

Bali made me think of other lovely and unworldly things:
The Vesper Hour in a convent chapel with half-slumbering
organ notes; the “Credo,” written by a Chinese two hun-
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dred years before the birth of Christ, in which he proclaims
his faith in humble things; the “Will” written by a rich
man who disposed of his worldly goods in one sentence “as
being of small account,” but willed to those he loved the
more valuable investments he had made in life.

I parted from Bali as one would from a lovely person who
had not long to live. Watching beauty marching to its
defeat is sadder than the view of old ruins that time has
blanketed with a special dignity. Held inviolate for yet a
little while by the Dutch conquerors, who find it commer-
cially profitable to exploit, Bali is a side-show and a toy for
tourists who will break it and toss it aside in due time.

I picked up an iridescent pebble on the beach at Boleleng
and cast it into the sea. It made tiny ripples that were soon
obliterated, and I thought: ““That 1s like Bali: a little thing
of beauty that has had its day, made its little mark, and is
slowly being engulfed by Western civilization.”



SUMATRA

I sHouLD feel that I had missed one of the loveliest experi-
ences of my travels had I not taken the three-day journey up
along the west coast of Sumatra to Emmahaven, the port of
Padang, and from there by motor to Brastagi, where there
is the finest resort hotel in the Straits Settlements at 4,500
feet above sea level and situated between two active vol-
canoes.

An Englishwoman and I made the journey together and
we embarked at Tanjong Priok, the port of Batavia. The
ship rounded the northern shore of Java into Sunda Straits;
passed the active volcano of Krakatau and halted by one
rugged point to disembark eight hundred native coolies who
were going sixty miles inland to colonize. The government
had given land to each family, and a house, the cost of which
they were to repay gradually. They also had free seed, and
might return within four months if dissatisfied. We let them
off at dusk; people full of hope, escaping from over-crowded
Java to the island that is four times its size, and fourteen
times as big as Holland. According to the census of 1931,
Sumatra has only forty-five inhabitants to the square mile;
less than 8,300,000 in 184,199 square miles.

After we had put the families ashore we continued up the
coast, and docked where verdant little islands stretched out
from the mainland to shelter the harbor. Trees overhung
the water, and a saddle of forest-covered hills stretched across
our land view. The journey from Batavia had taken over
two days.

At Emmahaven we had choice of going up by rail to Fort
de Kock, by motor bus, or in a private car, and chose the
latter, a good Buick with courteous chauffeur who spoke
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excellent English. He engaged to take us the long way up
via the Sobang Pass and Solak, a matter of 156 kilometers, a
drive of four and a half hours, for about $12.00 U. S. money.
We liked him so well that we kept him with us during the
whole of our stay in Sumatra.

We had come to a country as different from Java as night
is from day. It is, indeed, amazing to find three links in
the one chain of mountains, separated from one another only
by narrow straits, each one presenting a completely indi-
vidual picture, and with civilizations at various stages of
development, and customs as varied as the people themselves.

Java, the most completely “civilized” (in the Western
sense); the longest under the rule of white men; the most
closely united to them by intermarriage, was like ripe fruit
sucked dry. Bali was a flower held under glass for awhile
longer, but surely destined to the same fate. Sumatra is
more wild and free. The natives there were not so easy to
subdue as those of Bali and Java; each tribe in turn had to be
conquered, the last, the Sultanate of Atchin, held out until
1904.

Every degree of civilization can be seen in Sumatra. Deep
in the jungles and unconquered still, there are wild tribes,
the descendants of the original tribes of Negritos that the
pre-Malay immigrants from India drove into the deep jungles
or exterminated. Later in my journeys I met a missionary
who had worked among them, and he said that their condi-
tion was pitiable; that they are too poor even to have shelter,
and live under the trees in an almost naked state. Even
along the tourist trails there are many degrees of civilization,
from the most rudimentary to those with a long history
of culture, and those who have adopted Western ways.

Sumatra has splendid roads that run in every direction,
and magnificent scenery. The climate is cooler than that of
either Java or Bali, and the conveniences of Western civiliza-
tion are to be found in all large towns; in the rest houses
there is sufficient comfort for a short stop.

The road we took led through jungles; trees met over our
heads, and for miles the road was banked with flowers, great
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bushes of poinsettia and bougainvillaea, red, pink, lavender,
and purple, and there were mammoth daisies. “Chain of
love” twined its pink blossoms into high branches, and there
were ferns and palms, morning glory and wild rose, red
lichen and coffee plants in bloom.

Waterfalls sprayed over rocks, and as we neared the top
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