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Resident In The Persian Gulf (August 25, 1901) 6. To the Nakib of Bussorah (November 12, 1901) v.1|v.2 7. To
Lt.-Col. Kemball (December 3, 1901) 8. To Lt.-Col. Kemball (December 3, 1901) 9. To the President of the
Bideyet Court, Bassorah (December 29, 1901) 10. To Lt.-Col. Kemball (January 10, 1902) 11. To. Lt.-Col.
Kemball (January 22, 1902) 12. To the Political Resident in the Persian Gulf (January 31, 1902) 13. To the
Political Resident in the Persian Gulf (February 2, 1902) 14. To Lt.-Col. Kemball (April 19, 1902) 15. To Lt.Col. Kemball (April 19, 1902) 16. To Lt.-Col. Kemball (June 14, 1902) 17. To Lt.-Col. Kemball (June 15,
1902) 18. To Lt.-Col. Kemball (August 2, 1902) 19. To Lt.-Col. Kemball (August 12, 1902) 20. To Lt.-Col.
Kemball (August 26, 1902) 21. To Lt.-Col. Kemball (September 5, 1902) 22. To Resident, Aden (April 14,
1903) 23. To Acting Consul-General Kemball (May 4, 1903) 24. To The Grand Vizier (July 4, 1903) 25. To
Haji Mansur Salman (July 6, 1903) 26. To Captain de Vere Hunt (August 8, 1903) 27. To Mr. Crow (August
20, 1903) 28. To Lt.-Col. Kemball (February 28, 1904) 29. To Lt.-Col. Kemball (March 6, 1904) 30. To Lt.Col. Kemball (April 6, 1904) 31. To Consul Crow (May 7, 1904) 32. To Maj. P. Z. Cox (June 12, 1904) 33. To
Maj. Cox (July 1, 1904) 34. To Maj. Cox (July?, 1904) 35. To Maj. Cox (August 7, 1904): Thirty-five
Letters\fn{by Shaikh Abdullah Mubarak al-Sabah (1837-1915)} Kuwait City, Kuwait (M) 14
A
We have our common flag. (282)\fn{ These (page numbers) on which the following isolated quotations from Shaikh Mubarak
al-Sabah are to be found, are from the work by B. J. Slot, Mubarak Al-Sabah: Founder of Modern Kuewait, 1896-1915. London, Arabian
Pub., Ltd., 2005. For a good year or so this was all the honor I could give the founding father of the modern state of Kuwait, and knowing
this was insufficient, I began looking for other survivals of his writing, and the material compiled by Robin Bidwell finally fell into my
hands yesterday (04/22/16) Both A and B were examined on a page-by-page basis, and this is the result:H }
*
When the Viceroy came I gave him a quite different reception from the jubilant demonstrations with which he
had been received in Muscat and Bahrain. I stationed 3000 horsemen armed with Martini rifles on the beach
behind the Ottoman standard, which was surmounted by a big golden orb. He showed satisfaction, but inside he
was not satisfied. (282)
*
You inform me that the Sultan is in a conciliatory mood and wishes me to be with him in the same way as I
was in the past. Be aware, my friend, that with my person and with my fortune I have done great service to the
Sultan and that I have behaved towards him with sincere friendship and loyalty regarding all his interests in this
region. It was I who was the cause of their conquest of Qatif and al-Hasa. Any time there was trouble, I went there
with my troops at my own expense. When I was in charge of that territory it was quiet and secure and the military
force there consisted of just a single battalion, whereas now there are six, which have to be maintained at great
cost. Soldiers are killed there all the time and the affairs of the Sultan are in disarray. Sa’dun and suchlike people
did not dare lift up their head during the times when I was co-operating with the Turks. How many times did I go
to the sancak\fn{District} of the Muntafiq when there was trouble there? From Samawa to al-Hasa all the country
was safe and quiet. But after I had placed my person and my fortune at their disposal they approached and favored
my enemies who are unruly people. They listened to their slander and they repelled me unjustly. I have certificates attesting to my behavior from the civil and military authorities, who all lavished praise upon me. Concerning
the two powerful states of which you speak to me, I am their friend and there is no doubt that the agents of those
powers who came here appreciated the reception I gave them. I hope that it will please God to reward me for it.
(284-285)
*
I am ready to help with all my forces. The Porte should fight back. I have 200,000 warriors on horse and camel
without counting infantry. … they are ready to respond to the first appeal of the Commander of the Faithful. May
Europe know this! (366)
*
The Imam and all the people of Yemen are with the Porte with their hearts and with their arms. However bad
the situation may be, they do not desire to secede from Turkey. They are connected to it by ties of religion and
race. I am sure that they will obey the first appeal from the sultan, so strong is their devotion to the Caliphate. I
know the nobility of the Arabs and their patriotic pride. (366-367)
*
He\fn{Ibn Saud of Saudi Arabia} has no siasi,\fn{Diplomatic sense} no courage, nothing. (412)

2

B
1.\fn{The interests of the Protocol being in the actual words only of the authors of the literature forming its content, no effort has been
made (except in the last three letters) to explicate the contents of these letters of his by associating their accompanying materials. The name
of the country, now spelt “Kuwait”, has been substituted for the way the British Foreign Office—and Sheikh Mubarak al-Sabah himself—
also spelt it in their day—“Koweit”—in the interests of uniformity of content for the purposes of computer analysis.:H }
In the most blessed hour I received your letter dated the 12 th January.
The Senior Naval Officer and Commander of Her Majesty’s ship Melpomene has honoured me, and I am much
pleased at having made his acquaintance.
He repeated to me the communications to which you referred, and, under every condition, I will pay attention
to what he communicated by your directions.
I have received a letter, a copy of which I have made over to the said Captain. I had before this intended to
send a copy thereof, and now the opportunity offers itself, please God it will reach you.
May you continue in peace and under the protection of God. (I:2.13)\fn{ Volume I, section 2, page 13 of Robin Bidwell’s edition of British State Papers (for title of which see Biblioigraphy MMMCMLXXXIX, 2-8 and MMMCMXC, 9-36). That they are
sometimes slightly out of logical sync is due to the habit of the British Foreign Office to group many letters of various dates together under
a single hierarchical scheme, viz: the more important the question to be answered, the more important the British official involved, and the
greater the tendency to supply that official with relevant materials for his answer—materials sometimes stretching back in time for a year or
more. With so few letters to arrange in this case, it was thought expedient to sacrifice Robin Bidwell’s numbering system in favor of a strict
ordering of Shaikh Mubarak al-Sabah’s letters simply in order of their date of composition:H }
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I beg to inform you of the arrival of the German Consul. He arrived overland at about 1 P.M. on the 19 th
January last, and returned by the same route on the 20th at about 8 A.M.
He had no letter from the Turkish Government, or from the Wali of Bussorh, or anybody else, except one from
the Commander-in-chief at Bagdad, a copy of which has already been sent to you.
I received a letter from him three hours before he arrived. I did not reply to the letter, which is sent herewith.
The Consul’s conversation with me was in connection with a railway, and he said it would be very advantageous
if it could be extended to Kathama. He tried to persuade and please me to accede to his wishes. He made out that
if railway was built the rent and the value of the land would rise, and that which fetched 1 Turkish lira now would
be worth 20 liras; and the advantage would be perpetual for me and my tribe on land and sea.
He therefore asked for my consent and assistance in facilitating the work connected with the railway.
I have not given him an answer in the sense he desired, and told him that the work was not viewed with favour
by my people and the tribe, and I could not give my consent in a matter which was not acceptable to them. He
replied:
“You have power over all your subjects on land and at sea, and Kathama is your territory. I will do everything
agreeable to you and to your tribe. After my return to Constantinople, and after something definite has been
decided in regard to the extension of railway to Kathama, we will proceed exactly according to your wishes, and it
will be for your good. I will let you know about the matter, or send a man to receive a favourable reply from you.”
This what passed between us, and it appears that the object is the construction of a railway.
He has left, but I have not given my consent.
As I and my territory are under the protection of your Government, I will never give my consent; neither will I
have communication with other Governments. My affairs are to be dealt with through you, and I will do all you
desire. (I:2.22)
3
On the 16th June I wrote to you a letter. There was another letter with it, and therein I informed you about
Yusuf-el-Ibrahim having come to an agreement with Abdul Aziz Ibn Rashid, and about their intrigues.
Their intrigues increased day by day.
At one time they wrote to the Turkish Government with a view to prejudice them against me; at another they
began collecting men to attack my tribes and me as well. This was their object, and I was convinced of its truth. I
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had already informed you of this and was awaiting your orders.
When I saw that they were determined to attack my tribes I could not do anything else but take steps to protect
them and repulse the attack. I collected some of my troops and went\fn{ Out of Kuwait} with my tribes.
When I joined my tribes, and when Abdul Aziz, who was at the wells of Rakhirnieh, which are three days’
distant from us, heard about it, he saw fit to leave the place and go towards Iraq, between Khamisieh and Samava,
for the purpose of collecting stores and of returning with the rebel Yusuf, after replenishing his stores.
After reaching Iraq some occurrences\fn{ Fighting} took place between him and the tribes living in those parts.
I had\fn{By this time} met my tribes residing in the north\fn{ The northern part of Kuwait} where they graze their
sheep. I remained there for some days for their protection.
Afterwards I returned to my country. Hamud and Salem\fn{ His brother and son, respectively} and their troops
remained outside with the tribes for their protection and to repulse attacks.
As regards the aforementioned persons, Yusuf’s previous deed, i.e., the attack he made on my territory, and for
which he has been expelled, is well known. Abdul Aziz is an ignorant young man, and he is helping Yusuf without
any cause except ill-will\fn{Towards me}.
In view of my good intentions and of your presence, they will all be humbled.
It became necessary for me to communicate to you the details, because I am not out of your sight, and not
considering as if I am not in need of you. I have especially sent Haji Ali-bin-Ghulam with this, and he will let you
know personally what is necessary in the way of your assistance to me. (I:3.7)
4
As regards Ibn Rashid, you told me to return to my country and not to be afraid of him for the sake of my
tribes, because according to the orders of the Sublime Porte he was returning to his territory.
It will now appear to you whether I am acting in the wrong way or he who is attacking my tribes unawares.
But by the grace of God he has not succeeded. Let this action of his be known to you.
How can my heart rest at peace when this scoundrel is at liberty and that rogue Yousuf-bin-Ibrahim, the rebel?
(I:3.13-14)
5
On the 7th Jemad-el-Awal (23rd August last), the steamer\fn{Turkish gun-boat} Zuhaf arrived here and left the
following day for Fao to telegraph. The Captain of your ship did not fail.\fn{ In his duty}
The Captain of the Zuhaf came to see me and tried to win me over to his side, and talked about their strength
on land. I replied that I was the Governor of the place and looking after my own work, and that there was no
enmity between them\fn{The Turks} and me.
I have communicated to the Captain of the man-of-war whatever passed between me and the Captain of the
Zuhaf.
I have received letters from Bagdad aud Bussorah containing news concerning the proceedings of the Turks,
and I send you copies thereof.
On the 3rd of this month\fn{19th August last} messengers came to the Commander-in-chief in Bussorah with
letters from Ibu Rashid. They were given replies and left on the 4 th
According to your order 1 am giving you all the news which reaches me and which is worth communicating to
you. I am agreeable to act according to your verbal orders that I should remain quiet and not do anything without
instructions from you.
As your eyes are on me, my heart is at rest.
I have sent to the Captain of the man-of-war copies of the letters I have received from Bagdad and Bussorah.
(I:3.122)
6
I have received your letter, dated the 26th Rajab,\fn{10th November, 1901} forwarding copy of a telegram from
Constantinople.
You and all the other Walis of Bussorah are aware of my fidelity, and are also aware of the loss of lives and
property which I have sustained, and this is well known to all, and all this was done unjustly and without cause,
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and I have put up with all.
Bin Rashid, through whose oppression my tribesmen have become distressed, has misrepresented matters to
the Governor by complaining against all. This shows his bad conduct.
During the last summer he twice ordered his men to attack our tribesmen. I wrote and informed the Wali of
Bussorah of it, and hoped that the Governor would restore all the property which had been plundered from us, but
so far without result.
From the time they\fn{Bin Rashid} took these actions we have sat quiet and have done nothing irregularly.
Yusuf-bin.Ibrahim, who acted towards us in a manner contrary to the wish of God by collecting a number of
men from the Persian Gulf and made a night attack on Kuwait in which God disappointed him, and who is still
intriguing against us, went to the Governor, and we hoped that he would be prohibited from his actions, which are
against the wishes of God and the Sultan.
This man has now gone to Bin Rashid, and is intriguing against us and our tribesmen. Information has now
reached us that Bin Rashid contemplates attacking our tribesmen.
We are quiet in our country, and have quieted our tribesmen, and have not allowed them to make any
disturbances.
It is now six months that these actions have been taken, and nothing which may be considered unfriendly on
our parts towards the Sultan has been done by us. (I:3.166-167)
7
I sent you a letter, by the Captain of the Sphinx on the 19th Shaban (1st December), in which I stated that the
Zuhaf was expected here with the Nakib of Bussorah, and Mir Allai Najib Beg, brother of the Vali of Bussorah.
The said vessel, with the above officials on board, arrived on Sunday at 2 P.M.
On Monday, the Nakib sent me a letter and copy of a telegram received from Constantinople. I have also
received a letter from the Vali of Bussorah, brought by his brother, Najib Beg.
I enclose copies of the above-quoted telegram and of Vail’s letter. They have asked for reply, and I crave your
protection.
We—i.e., myself, my children, my subjects, and my country—have placed ourselves under your charge.
I have no reply to give them which may satisfy them, so am awaiting your instructions. They will not perhaps
stay here more than another day and so they want a reply.
If at this juncture I do not see [any action] on your part to remove these troubles, I shall have no alternative but
to join them.\fn{The Turks} (II:4.22)
8
Today Mir Allai Najib Pasha\fn{ Brother of the Vali of Bussorah} and the Nakib of Bussorah told me that what
would make the Sultan satisfied with me, and allow me to remain in my country without an enemy, and give me a
farman,\fn{Permit to do so:W/H} is that I should abandon the British Government and that I should retain a few
askars\fn{Soldiers} in Kuwait, so as to be a Turkish Government sign at Kuwait.
The soldiers to remain under my orders and not to interfere with Kuwait.
That if I do not agree to these terms, they\fn{The Turks} will send me out of Kuwait.
That they would send troops against me on account of my friendship with the British Government.
They asked for a reply, and I have asked and obtained three days’ grace from today within which to give them
a reply, after consulting with my people. They are pressing for the reply.
I await your instructions.
As I have already stated in my previous letter of this date, myself, my children, my subjects, and my country
are under British, and seek your protection. (II:4.23)
9
Your letter, dated the 12th Ramzan, 1319, has been received.
In the matter mentioned by you, the Sultan had already issued an order, and the\fn{ Government of the} vilayet\fn
{The Turkish province} had made communications, to which I have given proper replies.
At present I should receive an order from the vilayet, so that I may return an answer. (II:4.39)
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10
Regarding the persons who were laying claims on my Bussorah property the former Walis had written to me
several letters, and I had replied to them.
A letter had been received by me from Enis Pasha, a former Wali of Bussorah, in which he had informed me of
the order received from the Sultan to the effect that the matter should be inquired into by some well-known men
of Bussorah in the presence of myself and the opposite party. I had accepted this course and had written to the
Wali accordingly, but the opposite party did not agree to it, because this object was merely to cause difficulties.
Later on Hamdi Pasha and Mohsin Pasha, joint Walis, had written to me on the subject, and I had expressed
my consent, but the opponent refused. Hamdi Pasha and Mohsin Pasha had then written to me about this refusal,
and this letter is in my possession and will be produced with other letters when necessary.
At present I have received a letter from the Kazi of Bussorah which is due to their\fn{ The opponents} intrigues
and to the enmity of the Turks on account of my having placed myself under your protection.
I have never before received any letter from the Kazi in this matter. I have replied to the letter, and now
enclose, for your information, a copy of my reply and of the Kazi’s letter.
My Bussorah agent wrote me after my letter reached Bussorab that they\fn{ The authorities} intend to appoint a
Vakil Musakhar\fn{Any person to represent an absent party in a law-suit } and give a decision against me; and the present
Wali had telegraphed to Constantinople asking for instructions as to what he should do in case the Kazi’s Court
should issue an order against me and ask it to be served on me, as I had placed myself under British protection.
This is what has happened.
I request you to keep your eyes on my property in Bussorah and protect it from spoliation and arbitrary action.
This had been arranged with your predecessor.
I am willing to abide by the right course. (II:4.39)
11
The Turks have established two camps for their soldiers, one at Sefwan and the other at Um-el-Kasr, which is
east of Sefwan, and 8 hours’ distant from it. It is situated on the sea which is known as El Khveir, and has two
approaches, one from Khor Sebbiyeh and the other from Khor Variyeh.
The sea is deep there, and the least water is 4 fathoms deep. The place for the troops at Um-el-Kasr is only 50
yards from the shore, and it is now some days that it was got ready. It is within the boundary of my territory, and I
am afraid they will come nearer.
All this is done at the instance of Ibu Rashid, and the scoundrel Yusuf-el-Ibrahim, through the Mushir,\fn{The
personal advisor to the ruler:W} who receives money from them, does all this and keeps on urging the people at
Constantinople.
At present there are two battalions of infantry and 150 cavalry at Khamisiyeh and a similar number at
Samavah. They are commanded by Mahomed Pasha Daghestani.
Ibn Rashid has retired to the extent of five days’ journey. He had been put to a great deal of loss by coming
down, and his tribesmen are dissatisfied.
He is of no consideration to me, but all this trouble is caused by the Turks. (II:4.52)
12
On the 19th Shawal,\fn{January 30, 1902} authentic information reached me regarding Abdul Aziz Ibn Saood and
all the Saood people, who are near a place called Kharaj, which is near Ilasa.
Riadh belonged to them. They have captured Riadh and killed Ibn Rashid’s man, who was acting as his
Governor at Riadh and Aridh. They have also killed many of Ibn Rashid’s dependents, and taken charge of the
fort at Riadh.
The tribes of the south are gathering round him, viz., Dowasir, El Murra, Ejman, and the inhabitants of Nejd,
and they have started rebuilding the wall round Riadh, which Ibn Rashid had demolished.
News has also come from Anja that the people there are making preparations to fight Ibn Rashid, that the latter
is at present near the boundary of the Dhafeir country, five days distant from. here.
On account of your good graces I am resting quiet with my people and my tribes. (II:4.62)
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13
I have received news from a person who has just come from where Ibn Rashid is.
He said Ibn Rashid is at the last boundary of the Dhafeir country, near a place called Amnah, which is five days
distant from here.
He also stated that the whole of Ibn Rashid’s following belongs to the Shummar tribe, that he intends attacking
my tribes, who are near my territory; that he has given out,
Mubarek has gone over to the English, and the latter have stopped him from attacking me or my tribes, whereas the
Turks do not prevent me, and want me to destroy Mubarek’s tribes, so that none may remain with him. If the English
made inquiries from the Turks, and the Turks wrote to me, I would make excuses, and say I have done nothing.

This is the arrangement which exists between Ibn Rashid and the Turks.
The news is correct, because Sahood, one of the Sheikhs of the Muteir tribe, had heard it from Ibn Rashid eight
days ago, and he has repeated it to me and the Captain.\fn{ Senior Naval Officer}
I have now told my tribes to mobilize near Jahra. (II:4.62-63)
14
The Turks are giving a good deal of trouble through the Mushir, and it appears that he is helping Ibn Raschid.
They have stationed Ibn Rasehid’s men at El Hasa, Zubeir, Khamisiyeh, and Samawi, and are exercising their
authority over his tribes and instigating them against my dependents, but the tribesmen, on account of the ill
treatment they receive from Ibn Raschid and the safety they have experienced from me, do not listen to them, but
they find means to allure them.
The soldiers are still at Bubiyan, Sefwan, and Um Kasr. Ibn Rasehid’s man is with the soldiers at Sefwan.
I have intercepted the letter which Ibn Raschid had written to the Riadh people, saying that he had stationed
eight battalions troops at Seiwan, also in Hasa.
As regards Bubiyan, after thirty days, my subjects will go to Bubiyan as before to resume their fishing
occupation, and similarly my tribesmen will take their flocks and cattle to Sefwan after a fortnight.
If the fishermen go to Bubiyan and stay there while the soldiers are there, the soldiers will give them much
trouble. Similarly as regards the tribesmen going to Sefwan.
In these days the Turks sent from Kateef thirty soldiers, accompanied by Ibn Juma, to the Amayer Island with a
view to their liking there, but the Amayer people did not allow them. The soldiers, therefore, returned to Katif and
then went to stay with Ibn Wahab at Darien.
This is the state of affairs, and the taking of action rests with you. (II:4.100)
15
Yesterday a Russian reached here.
He had a letter for me from the Russian Consul at Bushire. A copy of the letter is enclosed herewith.
His object was that I should find a house for him to live in. I did not give him any house, but have put him up
in my divan\fn{House} until his return.
I also enclose a copy of the Russian Consul’s letter to which I had referred in my former letter to you. (II:4.
100)
16
On 2nd Safer, 132,fn\{May 11, 1902} Abdul Rahman-bin-Feysal-el-Saood left for his native country Riadh, and to
join his son. He was accompanied by the leading men of the Ajman and El-Murra tribes.
On reaching the Ajman and El-Murra tribes, all men belonging to those tribes joined him, and they attacked the
Shammar tribe, and captured many Arabs belonging to that tribe and the Dhafur tribe. He then went to his home.
Furthermore, his son, Abdul Aziz, on the 27 th May last captured many Shammar Arabs, relatives of Ibn Rashid.
All Nejd people—villagers and nomads—are identifying themselves with his cause and siding with him, except
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the Kasims, but the latter are also disgusted of Ibn Rashid.
This is the news which has reached me. (II:4.104-105)
17
On the 10th May last Yusuf-el-Ibrahim, the ruffian, collected men from Zubeir under Khaled-el-Aoon, armed
with fire-arms, and sent them to attack the flocks of my tribesmen who were in Sefwan, and they lifted 860 sheep.
My [other] tribesmen wanted to go to the assistance of their brethren, as they were close by; but as I had
warned my tribesmen that whenever anything happened they were to refer to me, they abstained from retaliation.
At this time I had written to the Wali of Bussorah on the subject, and had enclosed my letter to his Excellency
in the letter I had written to my Bussorahagent, Abdul Aziz-el-Salim.
I had asked my agent that before delivering the Wali’s letter, he should show it to the Consul at Bussorah, and
ask him if it should be delivered or not. The agent accordingly asked the Consul, who said that the letter may be
delivered to the Wali.
My agent thereupon delivered the letter, but up till now no reply has come to me from the Wali in the matter,
nor have I received back the plundered sheep.
Whatever you think is the best. (II:4.105)
18
I had my flocks and cattle in charge of my servants and tribesmen at a watering-place called Subahiyeli, tenhours’ journey from Kuwait; and, with the object of lifting the flocks and cattle, Ibn Rashid had sent 250 camels
and 250 men, headed by some of his relatives—viz., Kurdi-bin-Twaleh, Hamed-el-Howdeleh, and Ibn Aeesh.
On the 19th Rabi-el-Thani,\fn{July 25, 1902} these men attacked my men, and a fight took place between them,
with the result that the chief men of the Shummar tribe and relations of Ibn Rashid—viz., Kurdi, Hamed, Ibn
Aeesh—were killed, and the others were defeated and driven away.
Many men of the Shummar tribe and many camels were also killed and wounded.
I am communicating this for your information. (II:4.115)
19
Before this I had written to you about my Agent, Abdul Aziz-el-Salem that he was in imprisonment and in
great hardship, and that the Turks had nothing but enmity with me.
I had also written to you about my sheep which had been lifted by Ibn Ann, Chief of Zubeir, with the help of
the wicked Yusuf-el-Ibrahim’s men.
All this I had communicated to you at the time.
I had written to the Wali regarding my said sheep, and had asked my Agent Abdul Aziz to see the British
Consul at Bussorah with a view to obtaining his advice as to whether my letter to the Wali should be delivered.
The Consul told him to deliver the letter, but I have received no reply from the Wali yet.
You know that I and my dependents and property are under your protection and shadow, and if you neglect
small matters I am afraid that later on my property will suffer.
The Turks are against me because I have taken refuge under you.
I request you to look into this matter and do favour to your protégés. (II:4.142)
20
Ibn Rashid has reached and occupied Boreida, which, belongs to the Kaseem.\fn{ The name of a tribe}
He has also occupied Vishker, which belongs to the Vasham of Nejd, and it is probable that after a few days
there will be a fight between him and Ibn Saood.
If Ibn Rashid achieves a success there will be difficulties for me.
The dependents of Ibn Saood who are here wish to go and join him, and I will, if you see fit, let them go with
the secret assistance I can send for Ibn Saood’s support. The same will check Ibn Rashid from creating
disturbances and keep him engaged.
I have before asked you both verbally and in writing that the British Government might do me the favour of
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giving me two or three guns, one of which may be quick-firing, because whatever strength I attain, it must be in
accordance with the wish of the Government.
Moreover the word “gun” is awe-inspiring to the Arabs.
This is a thing which is necessary. The Turks have given a gun to Ibn Rashid, and it is with him now. He uses it
against all Arabs who oppose him.
I have referred to you what I have said, as I cannot do anything without your advice. (II:4.142)
21
On the 22nd Jemad-el-Awal,\fn{August 27th last} Kja;ed-bin-Aûn, resident of Zubeir, in conjunction with Shaki
\fn{Ruffian} Yusuf-el-Ibrahim’s men, went from Zubeir to Sefwan, and seized three mares and five camels, which
a merchant had purchased from the Aneiza tribe for merchants on our side. They also took nine houses belonging
to my tribesmen, together with their animals and property, and then returned to Zubeir.
On the 30th August last, Shaki Yusuf got ready Mubarek-el-Azhi and the sons of Mahomed (Sabah) at Zubeir
with 100 camels and 20 horses, with a view to attack my flocks at Jehara and Sabbiya. They came near Jehara. but
did not attack it, and went to Subbiya.
On Monday morning they reached there, attacked the Subbiya people, and wounded them with bullets. The
Subbiya people repelled the attack, and drove away Mubarak-el-Azbi and his following, who returned to Zubeir.
Furthermore Shaki Yusuf engaged at Doura 200 men from Bussorah and its environs and sent them in ships
with the sons of Mahomed (el-Sabah). On Wednesday, eight hours after sunrise, they arrived at Felika and
anchored there, waiting for nightfall when they wanted to attack us suddenly.
I became aware of this. A man-of-war came. She had received the information at Fao, and when she arrived,
which was at four hours after sunset, they gave up the idea of attacking us.
It is possible they came to this conclusion after seeing the man-of-war.
All these preparations were made in the Villayet of Bussorah itself, and, from Doura and Zubeir. Shaki Yusuf is
now with them\fn{The Turks} in Bussorah
Moreover, I sit quiet (but as a result) I find ill-treatment at the hands of the Turks.
My brother Jabir had with him twenty men for the protection of my dates as usual; such is the custom with all
date-garden owners. The Bussorah Government has prohibited these men, and has ordered their return to Kuwait.
Again, with regard to Kuwait boats which used to call at Bussorah and its dependencies, the Turks have
ordered that when any of such boats want to load dates at Fao and its dependencies, they should go up to
Bussurah,\fn{First} do quarantine there, and then return to Fao and its dependencies for their cargo.
This is all clue to their spite and their wish to injure me.
I have also heard that Shaki Yusuf and the sons of Mahomed (el-Sabah) wish to attack my property in
Bussorah.
I am under your protection and my property and affairs are in that of the British Government. I sit quiet, but I
find my affairs are getting damaged.
I am writing to you this, and have full hopes that you will not like even a slight injury overtaking me.
At present great injuries are being done to me and my people. I and my people are tired of the troubles which
the Turks cause; they have Shaki Yusuf-el-Ibrahim near them, and he creates all these troubles and engages armed
men from Doura and Zubeir.
You will not agree to these sorts of troubles befalling me. I have, therefore, sent Haji Ali-ben-Ghulam to you
and hope to receive pleasing news and see all the troubles put a stop to. (II:4.144)
22
Abdul Aziz-bin-Mutaab-Ibn-Rashid proceeded to Riadh territory with a view to attacking it suddenly at night.
He reached it on the night of the 4 th Muharram, 1321, but Abdul Rahman-bin-Feysal-el-Saood and the inhabitants
of Riadh were on their guard and went out the next morning to oppose him.
They defeated him, killed many of his men, killed and captured many horses and put to flight the rest.
The whole Nejd country and the tribes have turned out to fight.
Abdul Aziz-bin-Abdul Rahman-el-Saood, accompanied by his men, reached on the 1 st Zil Hijjih\fn{March 1,
1903)} Neta village, which is between El Hassa and Kuwait, and collected the tribes of Nejd and Hedjaz, and on
the 2nd Muharram went towards Ibn Rashid’s tribes. On the 9 th Muharram he attacked them, killed many of their
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Headmen, and captured their cattle.
The Headmen who have been killed are Nakeilan-bin-Jeber bin Sheikh Abdeh, a relative of Ibn Rashid, and
Mazaoor, a dependent of Ibn Rashid. The Sheikhs of the Mutayer tribe who have been killed. are Ammash-elDoaiyeh, Feysal-el-Doaiyeh, Abdulla-el-Doaiyeh and many others.
This news is true, and I am communicating it to you for information. (II:5.38)
23
I have received your letter dated 3rd Suffer, 1321,\fn{May 2, 1903} and understood contents.
As regards the claims of the sons of Mahomed and Jerrah, they have been set up on false pretences, through
the instigation of the wicked Yusuf-bin-Ibrahim, and those who are on their side approve of their proceedings.
On\fn{Date blank} an order under No. 40 came from His Majesty the Sultan on the Wali of Bassorah, during the
incumbency of Mahomed Enis Pasha. The order was communicated to me, and I had accepted. it.
Enis Pasha had appointed the Arbitrators, and I had agreed to accept their decision for or against me, but the
boys refused on account of the bad intentions which they and Yusuf entertained. Moreover, during the time Handi
Pasha and Mohsin Pasha then wrote to me about their refusal.
I am agreeable to accept everything by way of right and gratefulness, but they adopt enmity in their ways. All
those who are with them are not well disposed towards me. Their object is to take mine away from me by degrees
and by tricks with my consent.
I am under your shadow and protection, and am agreeable to that which is right and just.
The order of the Sultan and the Walis is this, that the Arbitrators should have no interest in the matter, and have
no connection with either side.
I have appointed Kasem Khadeiri, Agha Jaffer, and Monsoor Suleiman ass Arbitrators on my behalf. They
have no connection with me, are men of means, and will tell the truth for or against me.
The boys have appointed Abdul Wahab Kertas, Ahmed. Sana, and Hamed Sakeir. Ahmed Sana has no
connection, and I accept him, but Abdul Wahab Kertas is Yusuf-bin-Ibrahim’s Bussorah agent, and agent for his
business matters, while Ahmed Sakeir is a paid servant, and is not a person of weight and peaceful feelings.
As regards Ahmed, brother of the Nakib, he is a disturber of the peace, and I have seen many things from him
which prevent me from putting any trust in him.
According to your order I have described to you the details: I myself, my sons, subjects, country, and. property
are under your shadow and protection. All my affairs are in your hands and under your eyes. It was incumbent on
me to let you know the particulars and the cause of my fears which I see.
In spite of this, I am under your orders and accept whatever appears advisable to you.
I enclose herewith for your information a copy of the order of the Sultan, sealed by the Wali, in which it is
stated that the Arbitrators should be disinterested parties, and have no connection with either side; also copies of
my letters to the Wali, and Wali’s reply in original.
They do not wish the righteous and just people to have anything to do with this matter. You will see that the
Wali has told me that he does not like Christians to take part m this case, whereas the Christians are righteous and
just.
After you have read the letters, I place myself under your orders as regards what you desire to be done. (II:
5.34-35)
24
My trustworthy Abdul Aziz Salem, Bedr of Bussorah, and his forefathers have rendered good services and
received thanks and commendations.
Because he is connected with me, enemies have slandered him and brought false charges against him, which
have caused the passing of oppressive orders on him. They have achieved their object.
On account of my sincere prayers and my good services for His Holiness\fn{ The Sultan} which are known to the
Government officers and are officially proved, it is incumbent that my protégé should be treated with kindness in
the same way as of others.
This is what is hoped for Abdul Aziz, because he is connected with me, is subjected to this treatment, which is
opposed to the Royal Grace and the Sovereign’s favour which is current among all the people: it is also opposed
to your kindness, which is well known, and which is proved to me.
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For this reason I have petitioned, and request that you will kindly have the Royal pardon granted to him, because he has done nothing to give cause for the same, but is wholly due to the work of enemies.
I request that you will endeavour to bring about the proper cause for his being pardoned.
I remain ever your well-wisher and grateful. (II:5.64)
25
I have received your letter of 30 Rebbi-ul-Owwel,\fn{ June 25, 1903} in which you ask me to state what I claim.
You know, my brother, that we have never stopped from the beginning, and that we desire the boy’s comfort,
but they are obstinate, and intrigue under the guidance of that wicked man, Yussuf-el-lbrabim.
Oh! brother, this is neither just nor right. I obey and put up with all the harm they do. They get others to help
them, and we and our property are treated with contumely.
This state of things is displeasing to anyone who is true to his nation and Government.
But what can we say? We do not regret the services we have rendered in our own body and the money we have
spent; but we deplore this state of things.
But, my brother, you say you know about Zeyn, Gherdilan, and Ajerawive, two-thirds less one-sixth, but you
do not understand about Fao. and Sofieh. Of course, if you saw the papers you would understand. And you ask me
to tell you what I want, and what I purpose.
My purpose is honesty and fairness and peace for the family of Sabah.
Primarily, that guilty man Yussuf-el-Ibrahim must be kept away from the Sabah property and from this matter.
As regards Sofieh, they have a share in it, and we will give them the whole of it in exchange for their share in the
Fao property.
Oh! you seven Arbitrators! if you don’t think Sofieh is enough, I have land at Dowasir, which belongs entirely
to me. It is better than Fao and more productive, and I will give them more than this equivalent of their shares in
Fao.
I want to end the dispute, and I will give them an equivalent in date gardens for their shares of Fao, according
to the papers, which will be more productive than Fao, in order that Sabah and Saoud and the people they
represent may sever all connection with Fao, for they do not behave as my sons, but as the sons of that guilty man
Yussuf-el-Ibrahim.
If they have anything to do with Fao, Dora is very near it, and it will only serve to make them more corrupt.
We cannot put up with the harm of Dora. They will draw assistance from this source of evil. Be assured, if they
have anything, to do with Fao, we shall never come to an arrangement.
Don’t blame us if we dislike it.
May God preserve you. (II:53-54)
26
I have received your letter, dated the 9 th Jemad-el-Awal, 1321,\fn{August 3rd last} in which you inform me that
I had sent a telegram to Constantinople, and that the Ambassador wished to see a copy of it. As desired by you, I
enclose herewith a copy word by word in Arabic.
Last year when I was in Mohammerah my protégé, Abdul Aziz, sent me his brother to inform me of the hardship and oppression to which he was subjected in the prison, and to ask me to represent his case to
Constantinople.
I consulted the\fn{British} Consul at Mohammerah, and he replied that he had no code-book to enable him to
refer to the Consul at Bushire, and that delay would occur if communication were made by letter, but that if the
telegram was not a compromising one, and only related to the state of my protégé, there was no objection to its
dispatch.
I accordingly sent the telegram from Fao last year. On account of the heat of this summer, and the hardship,
&c., which he undergoes in prison, I sent a telegram which I enclose a copy.
My affairs and my dependents are under the protection of the British Government.
I do not wish to write to Constantinople or Bussorah, because I see that if I do write I draw enmity towards me,
but I was obliged to send the telegram on account of the wailings of this poor man who is undergoing all these
hardships in the prison without any cause, who belongs to a good family, and who is of a weak constitution. At the
time of his imprisonment I had written to you, and sent you a copy of the inquiry proceedings.

11

The Agent whom I had appointed at Fao to live in my house there after the departure of my brother, and who
was known to all the Turkish officers, and who had been living there for twenty-five years, was first imprisoned
and then enlisted into the army, and my house remained uncared for for days before I could appoint another man.
Further, on account of the disrespect shown to my brother Jaber by the Wali of Bussorah and the Mudir of Fao,
I have this year deferred sending him to Fao. I have only sent servants, and this year my property remained
uncared for.
All these wrongs have no cause or reason which I can communicate to you.
We should remain in ease as we are under your protection, yet things happen to me which are unjust.
I have full hopes that you will not be willing to see these things befalling me.
You have stated that a copy of the telegram is required for the information of the Ambassador. I request that a
copy of this letter, or the original, may also be sent to his Excellency. (II:5.63-64)
27
I have the honour to acknowledge the receipt of your letter of the 10 th August.
I have read what you say with pleasure, and it is evident that I shall not disregard your advice. I do not want to
punish the boys, but desire their comfort. The delay is on their side.
As regards the money advanced to Yusuf-el-Ibrahim in Bombay, and that deposited with his brothers there, for
all of which we hold receipts, the case can be dealt with in Bombay as you direct, I am satisfied.
When this affair is finished, I will write to the Resident at Bushire about it. I have received a letter from Haji
Mansur Chelebi, inclosing a deed of transfer.
I have delayed sealing it because of the buildings at Kuwait inserted in it. The matter is not worth mentioning,
but it will lead to disputes, and God knows I want to finish things and have nothing more pending.
If they will eliminate the Kuwait buildings, I will sign the deed of transfer, and have it witnessed, and will send
you a copy for your information, and keep one with me.
I also send you copies of Haji Mansur’s letter to me and of my answer, and of the deed of transfer which they
sent me. (II:5.65)
28
Let it not he hidden from you regarding our boys who are in Bussorah that after the inspection of the properties
by Haji Mansur Sulman and the experts, that which has to go to the boys in place of one-quarter of Fao is my
share in the Girdilan, Ajeiravich, Zein, Sufiyeh, and Khor properties, as well as 8,000 liras.\fn{Turkish pounds}
Of these, L2,000 are on account of date crops of past years, and 6,000 for last year’s date crop of the Zein and
Sufiyeh properties. Of these\fn{L6,000} 1,000 liras are over-estimated.
The Fao property becomes my own property, and the aforesaid properties, and the money will go the boys.
Now I have no money at present from which I can pay the sum. I accordingly request that the British
Government will kindly give me a loan of 100,000 rupees, which is wanted by me in the month of Mohurrum
1322, i.e., the next month, for payment to the boys.
I will repay with gratefulness 50,000 rupees the next date season, i.e., the date season of 1322, and the balance
of 50,000 rupees the year after, i.e., the date season of 1323. (II:6.65)
29
Today I received a letter from Abdul Aziz-bin-Abdul Rahman-el-Saood,\fn{ Dated February 19, 1904} a true copy
of which 1 beg to enclose for your perusal.
The man Husein Jerad was one of Ibn Rashid’s near relatives. He is one of the mightiest and ablest men in war
as well as in administration.
The 400 men who were with him are the leading men of Hayel, which is the capital of Ibn Rashid. The latter
had specially detailed Husein for the purpose of guarding Kasim. This incident befell him and those who
accompanied.
Abdul Aziz has, after this occurrence, returned to Riadh. He will, of course, leave that place with his tribes,
and await an opportunity of attacking Ibn Rashid.
This news is according to the statement of his man who has come to us. I have written this for your
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information.\fn{This is the text of the aforementioned letter: I give you a good news of the victory and the glory which God has
conferred on us as well as on yourself. On the 20 th Zilkad [February 7, 1904] I left my country Riadh to attack Husein-el-Jerad and his
tribe. We fell upon them in the morning at Faizet-us-Sir, and God assisted us over them. We killed them to the last man. I [swear] by the
Great God that not a single skin of us bleeded, and none of them escaped. Husein’s said party consisted of 400 men, 300 being the leading
men of Hayel, and 100 men belonged to the villages of Jebal. Their fighting men were 300, and their cavalry 50. God gave us all their arms
and tents. Among the principal men, who have been killed, are Husein-el-Jerad, his son, Hamud, his slave, Ali-es-Saiyid, his standard
bearer, Ibn Ozaiyel, and Salman-el-Akili. It was, however, our desire that those who wished to see their death, which God had destined,
should have seen them on that day. Praise be to God that on that day we followed them like those who follow goats. This glory is by the
grace and benevolence of God. This will be a mourning to Ibn Rashid and the chief inhabitants of Hayel. I have shortened the news, as our
man will tell you the rest. He brings you Ibn Jerad’s flag and seal. } (II:6.48)

30
Before now I have sent you two letters, and am awaiting your orders.
This day I have received a letter of news from Nejd to the effect that Abdul Aziz-bin-Abdul Rahman-el-Saood
has established his authority over the whole of Nejd and all the tribes, and that Ibn Rashid is nowhere.
I enclose a copy of Ibn Saood’s letter for your information.\fn{ This is a copy of the text of that letter, dated March 28,
2004: I have informed, you before through your servants Madhi that I intended to undertake warlike operations. Accordingly I marched
against Majed, who was encamped near Hamalan, in Aneiza, and halted at Ouzizieh the forenoon of Wednesday, 4 th Mohurrum. I and the
Kaseems who were with me stayed there till the next day. Some of the Aneiza people who were with me went secretly and gave information
about our approach to them. At four hours after sunset we left towards Aneiza. At eight hours after sunset we halted at Jehmieh, near
Boreida, and dispatched the Kaseems to attack the town. They entered it, and killed Fahed-el-Sabhan and his soldiers, and besieged the
Yahyas and their army; some of Fahed’s men in the fort. After the morning prayer we entered the place. Abdulla-bin-Ijievi with 100 men
from Aridh had come to their assistance. I marched against Majed, who, seeing us, was weakened by God. I defeated them, killed 370 men,
including Abeid-el-Hammood-el-Rashid, and took back the members of the Saood family who were with them, viz., Saood-bin -Abdul Aziz,
Saood-bin-Mahomed, and Feisal-bin-Saad. I had no casualties on my side except two Bedouins killed.} (II:6.49)

31
We have received a letter from Haji Mansur Selman, forwarding a copy of the deed of settlement which they
are making. We approved of it, and have sent back the paper to be drawn up.
The amount obtained by Sabah and his brothers and those whom they represent, and for whom they are
trustees, over and above the real property is £T\fn{ Read: “pounds Turkish”} 8,296¾, and they have already received
£T1,000. We directed Haji Mansur Selman on the 17th Safer; 1322, to get the remainder due to them, £T7,296¾,
from the house of Shubeyli at Bussorah.
Of this amount, £T4,000 will be paid twenty-one days after completing and sealing the deed of settlement and
delivery of the papers to Shubeyli, and the balance, £T3,296¾, will, please God, he paid thirty-one days after the
first payment.
We beg you to give your attention to this and other matters
With regard to our servant, Abdul Aziz-bin-Salim, who is imprisoned at Bussorah, you are aware that he is
only detained out of spite to us.
We pointed this out to Colonel Kemball previously, and we were informed by him that a letter had arrived
from His Majesty’s Ambassador in Constantinople, stating that he would speedily be released.
Up to the present time nothing has come of it. We beg you to attend to this, as we and all our family are under
the protection of the Imperial Government.
I enclose two letters for the Acting Resident at Bushire, and beg you to forward them.
May you be preserved. (II:6.46)
32
I had the honour to receive your, esteemed letter dated the 22 nd Rabi,\fn{June 7, 1904} informing me of the
kindness of Government in the matter of the loan of a lakh of rupees.\fn{100,000 rupees}
In it you gave me instructions regarding the conditions required from me, namely, that I should pay back half
of it within the present year Hijri 1322, corresponding with 1904 of the Christian calendar, and secondly, that until
I have liquidated this loan I should not borrow from any other party without consulting. Government through the
Resident.
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Under any circumstances I will refer to Government, but, thanks to the benevolent regard of the British
Government, I have no need of the assistance of anyone else. …\fn{ A note reads: The middle of the letter refers to
unimportant details of his transactions with his nephews.}
I will pay back this lakh of rupees by the month of Shabaan of the present year 1322, Inshallah.
May you be preserved.\fn{This is a copy of the text of the aforementioned letter (dated June 7, 1904): Before this we informed
you of the receipt of a telegram from the Government of India announcing their consent to the loan which you asked for, but that it was
granted on certain conditions, and now the details of those conditions aforesaid have come and they are these:—Firstly, that you should,
pay half, the loan, which amounts to 100,000 rupees in the course of this year—I mean 1904—and the remainder of the loan you will pay
in the coming year, 1905. Secondly, that before the payment of this loan you should take no other loan from other persons without
previously consulting the Government of India through the Resident and Consul-General in the Persian Gulf. } (II:6.73)

33
I beg to acknowledge receipt of your letter of the 16 th Rab-ul-Sani, 1322, and to state that His Majesty’s ship
Sphinx arrived here, and I received the sum of 100,000 rupees, and gave a receipt in duplicate for the same.
By the grace of God I shall refund the amount, with thanks, at the beginning of the month of Shaban, 1322.
\fn{Referring to this letter, Major Cox wrote to his superiors in the Government of India in a letter dated July 23, 1904: I have the honour
to refer to Foreign Department letter, dated the 24 th May last, intimating that the Government of India were graciously pleased to sanction
a loan of 100,000 rupees to the Sheikh of Kuwait on certain conditions. Sheikh Mubarak having accepted the conditions in writing with
much gratitude, the money was dispatched to him on the 30 th ultimo by His Majesty’s ship Sphinx, and I now have the honour to forward a
translation of his letter, dated the 1st instant, since received. He hopes to repay the money before the date stipulated. }\fn{The following is
the text of the Foreign Department letter of May 24 referred to in Major Cox’s above letter, sent to him from the Government of India’s
summer headquarters in Simla: I am directed to acknowledge the receipt of Colonel Kemball’s letter, dated the 18 th March last, regarding
the loan of 100,000 rupees to the Sheikh of Kuwait, to enable him to pay the amount due by him to his nephews in accordance with the
settlement lately arrived at. I am to convey the sanction of the Government of India to the giant of a loan of 100,000 rupees to the Sheikh,
free of interest, subject to the conditions that half of the loan should be repaid before the close of the current year, and the balance before
the end of 1905, and that the Sheikh should undertake not to borrow from other sources till this loan has been repaid, without previous
reference to the Government of India; through the Resident in the Persian Gulf. } (II:6.66)

34
We cannot endure this treatment, and your sense of what is right will surely I not permit that those who are
under your protection shall suffer in this way.
If you afford us relief your will do us honour, and for such actions your great Government is noted.
If you neglect to do so, and if this tyranny is not put a stop to, then we must seek some other state of things
which will relieve us of it.
At present all my subjects who travel for trade are in a state of terror.\fn{ Quoted by Major Cox as part of a letter by
Sheikh Mubarek regarding a case of interference in July, 1904, by Belgian customs officials with Kuwait subjects or property … in which
the [British] Agent for the care of Sheikh Mubarek’s property there was involved in a confidential letter of his to Government of India dated
January 14, 1905.} (II:7.5)

35
I have received your letter, dated 4 th August, in which you inform me that The Government of India has sent
Captain Knox as the Representative of British Government in my territory; that he will look after my interests and
render me help in my affair; that this is in accordance with a telegram; and that, on receipt of a letter from
Government, you will let me know details; that I should give friendly assistance in setting apart a house for him to
live in till permanent arrangements are made.
I have accordingly accepted Captain Knox with honour, and out of the houses available, the best will be given
to him, after putting it in order.
Until then, he will remain in my house, which belongs to the British Government.
I entertain friendship for you and no one else from my heart, on account of the justice of your Government and
the protection which one receives from it when he seeks refuge with it.
I do not see anyone else who entertains so much good feelings towards you as myself. I have subjected myself
to you, not because I had suffered disadvantages, but have done so merely for the sake of the good feeling
between us.
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Till now, however, I have not received relief from your Government as to the losses which I suffer at the hands
of the Turks in connection with my property and subjects and all this without any cause and only on account of
my friendship for you. I still behave well with them, but it is all in vain.
Notwithstanding this, although theirs is a big Government, I have done them favours as far as it lay in my
power, both pecuniary and personal. I have already shown you what good I have done for them.
Please God, I say that, from today and henceforth, I see[k?] from the British Government friendship and
protection for my interests and honour.
I at present am paying all honour to Captain Knox, as I thereby see that I will have peace and secure protection
of my rights. If I will not get the same, no good will result to me from the stay of Captain Knox. I preserve with
me a copy of this letter of mine and your letter.
Captain Knox will of course let you know what he experienced from me as regards respect and honour.
Please God, I am ready to do still more honour to him.\fn{ To this Major Cox replied in a letter dated August 16, 1904: I
have the honour to acknowledge the receipt of your esteemed letter of the 7 th August, telling me of Captain Knox’s arrival and of your
fitting reception of him. In this you have not failed, as I well knew you would not, and I have received the most gratifying accounts from
Captain Knox of the kindness and honourable hospitality with which you have received him, and for this I thank you very much from myself
and my Government. Later on in your letter, after expressing your own feelings of friendship for, and belief in the justice of, the British
Government, you express disappointment that you have not received relief from us in respect of the losses and trouble you are put to by the
action of Turkish officials in connection with your affairs. My friend, I am glad that you should express to me freely what is in your heart,
for it is by the closer knowledge of your feelings and difficulties that we shall be able to help you more and more fully as time goes on, and
no doubt this is the very purpose for which the British Government have arranged to send a Representative to live in your territory, and to
be always at hand to give you advice and help. But you must endeavour to realize that it is better, in your own interests, that, when we
assist you in your affairs with others, it should be as far as possible by friendly representations, and not by other means. I think it is
especially the case of your Agent, who is in prison at Bussorah, that is in your mind. I am not forgetting this matter, nor is my Government,
and I will again write to them about it by this mail, and hope the result will be good. With regard to other matters, Captain Knox will tell
you what trouble we have taken here for your subjects, e.g., regarding Khalid, the pilot, and various disputes between Kuwait dhows and
the Customs, and will not fail to help you in these matters to the best of our power. } (II:6.82-83)

1920
125.33 & 249.180 1. Pulling Up Roots 2. The Picture 3. The Damned Insinuation 4. The Miaow: Four Short
Stories\fn{by Layla al-Uthman (1945- )} “in a small seaside town,” Kuwait (F) 10
1
He gently patted her shoulder as she squatted among the contents of the metal trunk.
“Have you finished yet, Umm Hijran?” he asked.
She shrugged her shoulders helplessly.
“By God, Abu Hijran, I am still confused about what I should take and what I should leave.”
He squatted down beside her, feeling a sudden pang when he noticed the hunting rifle. He lifted it out.
“Umm Hijran, why do we need this? It would be better and safer to leave it hanging in its place on the wall.”
She sighed and heaved her thighs into a cross-legged position.
“Abu Hijran,” she replied with troubled eyes, “this was a gift from your father. We have kept it near us all
these years, so I’m going to take it with me.”
“We won’t need it, so it’s better for it to stay here.”
She sighed. “Who knows?”
He laughed, shaking his head, glancing toward the other side of the room.
“And this other metal trunk—I wonder what’s in it?”
Despite her weariness, she leapt to her feet, hurried over to the other trunk and sat down on it. She lifted her
arms and swore.
“By God, Abu Hijran, even if you cut off my head from my body, I won’t let you leave behind what’s in this
box!”
He laughed again hoarsely, realizing her seriousness.
“Just tell me what’s in the box.”
“Things that are precious to me.”
“Like what? They may be precious to me too.”
“It’s not important for you to know. They are precious and that’s enough.”
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Gently approaching her, he lifted a lock of hair which had slipped down over her forehead and seated himself
next to her on the trunk.
“Don’t I have a right to know the contents of this box which will travel with us?”
“Certainly,” she said reluctantly. “But I’m afraid you’ll get angry and empty out what’s in it.”
“I promise you we’ll discuss it together. Let me see.”
He moved her gently aside and opened the trunk. Raising his eyebrows in astonishment, he stared at her, his
eyes meeting her own which were glinting with determination and warning, as if to remind him of what he’d said.
“What’s this, Umm Hijran?”
She pointed deliberately from item to item.
“These are cooking pots dear to me—they were part of my mother’s trousseau, made of pure copper. You will
not find any similar ones in this world of swindlers and robbers. This is an old jerry can my mother used to boil
my father’s clothes in. I still use it for boiling yours. These are silver spoons and knives which I inherited from
my mother; and this is … Hijran’s doll …”
She was sobbing.
“Or do you want me to bury it just as we buried Hijran?”
“Don’t bring up the tragedy—but darling, there is no need to transport all this. We’ll find each of these things
in the other country.”
“No, we’ll never find any like these,” she insisted.
She held the box of silverware in front of him like a challenge.
“You may find better forks and knives,” she said, “yes, more expensive than these, but you will never find any
like these. These are antiques.”
His roving eyes noticed something else.
“And what is all this in here?”
“Books.”
“Whose books?”
“Your old books which you always like to read.”
He took a deep breath.
“What on earth do we need these for? The world is full of books, and we’ll find plenty of them wherever we
go.”
“Not like these, my good man,” she cried.
His patience was running out. He sat down with his head between his hands, his eyes gazing at the bare floor.
“Where is the carpet?” he asked. '
“There.”
“Where?”
She pointed to the corner of the room where the carpet was rolled up and roped.
“I hope you’re not going to say you’re taking that too?”
“Of course I’m taking it, and inside it is our woollen quilt.”
He rose, raising his voice.
“Umm Hijran, you act as if we were leaving the house forever!”
“Who knows?” she replied sorrowfully. “You may be happy in a foreign country and choose to stay there, so
shall I abandon my precious things behind me?”
“My dear, it will only be for a year, one year. We’ll try out our luck as others have done. We may be able to
save enough money to buy back the piece of land we were forced to sell a while ago.”
Her tears flowed silently down her cheeks.
“A year! Who knows? It may be one year and it may be a hundred.”
He shook his head emphatically.
“I wish you would believe me and trust what I say!”
“I trust you, but I don’t trust circumstances.”
She left him bewildered and stalked out of the room.
In bed she was fidgeting and turning. He was tormented by her tension, seized by a strange premonition she
might die that night—maybe she wanted to die. Or she might get up in the morning having decided not to leave.
She heaved a deep sigh, kicked and threw the quilt off her body.
“What’s the matter, Umm Hijran?”
“I feel a sudden hot flash.”
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“But the weather is cold.”
“I know that, but I feel it anyway.”
He turned toward her, leaning on his elbow.
“Something you’d like to talk about?” he whispered close to her ear.
“Yes.”
“What is it?”
“I say to myself, what about you traveling alone and I’ll stay here to wait for you? It’s only a year, as you say,
and I shall endure it.”
“No, absolutely not, I cannot leave you alone.”
“I’ll be amongst my own family, in my own city. I won’t lack anything.” Without thinking, he replied:
“Who knows? Our absence may be an extended one.”
She shuddered. These candid words made her shiver and her heart pound. Nameless fear churned deep inside.
She sat up in bed, frantic.
“See—you’re doubtful how long we’ll be gone! I knew it. You may like it too much in a foreign country. Years
may go by without your being able to save the money you are dreaming about. Do you blame me, Abu Hijran, do
you blame me?”
“My dear, will anyone who loves his own land enjoy living in a foreign country? Believe me, it will only be
for a year. Let’s risk it.”
“And our house?”
“It will be here when we get back.”
“Do you guarantee it will remain safe from all the robbers who have multiplied in the city?”
“Oh, you have just reminded me of something I need to speak to you about.”
She sat up straight.
“What is it? Tell me!”
He scratched his head, then rubbed it.
“As a matter of fact, Umm Hijran, I prefer that the house be occupied at all times. I am afraid the rosebush
might wither up without anyone caring for it, likewise the henna tree and the jasmine. I have therefore asked
Musa to stay in the house and care for it, and—”
“Musa?” she groaned.
“Yes,” he said, knowing he would be faced with an outburst. “Is there anything wrong with that?”
“Of course—Musa, this vagabond young fellow from the desert!”
His voice was persuasive.
“Musa is a good young man. It is true he came here mysteriously, without anyone knowing his origins, but he
is industrious and clever. He has been able to work and win people’s confidence. Haven’t you seen how the city
merchants put him in charge of certain operations? Some even entrust their finances to him.”
“I know and see, but that is one thing and his living in our house is something else. It shouldn’t be allowed at
all, at all. Our belongings, and—”
“And what?” he interrupted. “Everything will remain as it is. He will bring his own bedding and personal
items, and live in the room on the east side. He’ll have no connection with the rest of the house other than
guarding and looking after it.”
“East side or west side—all are part of my house and I won’t allow it.”
“Umm Hijran, Musa will care for the garden—it will flourish, which is better than its withering away. I want
our place to remain green.”
“Oh Abu Hijran, how can this vagabond occupy our house? I don’t like him or the look of his face.”
“In any event you won’t be seeing his face.”
She was silent, then said emphatically:
“I will take the gun with us—I won’t leave it hanging on the wall, he might use it.”
Abu Hijran laughed, gently patting her cheeks.
“Don’t be ridiculous! He has a big gun and a pistol as well.”
“Even so—I shall take our gun.”
He was cheerful despite their disagreement. Smiling, he kissed her cheek before falling asleep.
She could not relax. She kept imagining she was touring their beloved home, inspecting each corner,
remembering and sorrowing tearfully each time the ghost of their infant daughter, Hijran, passed through like a
dream.
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“It won’t be easy for me to leave this place,” she whispered to herself, her eyes haunting the room, “but it is his
desire which I must accept.”
Their neighbors’ eyes were filled with tears.
“We’ll miss you, good people!”
“We’ll miss you too.”
Umm Kifah from next door was weeping openly.
“Write to us,” she begged.
Abu Hijran nodded, a lump in his throat preventing any words.
“Let us know constantly how you are getting along,” called out Abu Sharara warmly. He was the owner of
their local grocery store.
Abu Hijran nodded again, summoning up the courage to say,
“We’ll do that. And we’ll appreciate your watchfulness here.”
“I’ll keep an eye on your house, and on Musa, even if—”Abu Hijran tried to quiet him, but he continued
—“Even though you have entrusted your affairs to a stranger. I was more entitled to this honor.”
“It’s a small matter, Abu Sharara. I didn’t want to add to the responsibilities of any of our neighbors, and Musa
will not neglect his duty.”
The neighbors were carrying their bundles to the car, while the women wiped away tears. One offered a
Qur’an as a present, another brought a scenic picture, while a third presented them with a beautifully tinted bunch
of artificial grapes.
“Remember us, Umm Hijran—don’t forget your friends!”
She cried harder when Abu Hijran called to her to get into the car. All the belongings had been loaded. No
sooner had she lifted her foot to place it in the car, than she drew back.
“I have forgotten something important!”
“What?” asked Abu Hijran, astonished. Surely she had everything by now.
“I forgot the key to the house.”
Abu Hijran sighed.
“What key? Why do you want a key?”
“Don’t you think I’d like to take the key to my own home with me?”
“Why do we need it when Musa will be here?”
“I certainly will take it. Suppose we return suddenly after a year and this Musa isn’t at home—would we have
to sleep in the street?” Their neighbor Abu Kifah interjected gallantly:
“If that happened, Umm Hijran, you would never sleep in the street! All our houses are yours. We would be the
guests!”
She shook her head sadly, then hurried to where Musa stood with his hard gaze.
“Give me a key and keep the other one,” she demanded.
A strange smile traced itself on his lips. Only Umm Hijran could see it. He unfastened his bunch of keys and
handed her the one she wanted. She hid it in her bosom, pressed the spot and sighed contentedly.
The car’s engine started. Abu Hijran called out to her, but she turned back toward the house. Sorrow was
flooding her bosom which also embraced the key and a handful of earth which she had bound up in a piece of
paper and hidden beside it.
She moved toward the car, her eyes fixed on the house, memorizing the shoots of jasmine she had planted a
few months earlier. She stared at the thriving henna tree, the green window of her room, all the love planted
within it. The tender fragrances painfully penetrated her lungs.
Still the neighbors’ voices were pursuing them, insistent, entreating:
“Write to us—reassure us—don’t forget us.”
But she couldn’t hear them. She stretched out her hand to beckon Musa, calling, “Come here.”
He approached with the same hard eyes.
“Listen, don’t you dare neglect the garden … don’t forget to clean the rooms … don’t use our private
possessions—I mean, our pitchers and dishes …”
The car shifted into gear, so she raised her voice louder.
“Don’t leave the house without a light—leave the entrance light on. As for the grapevine trellis, don’t forget to
give grapes to the neighbors as we always do, and …”
The wheels began turning before she was finished. Musa stood motionless as the orders rolled toward him. She
waved at the neighbors, goodbye, goodbye, her eyes still embracing the house as her voice echoed for the last
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time:
'Musa, don’t forget the henna tree, and the mimosa, and the jas …”
*
Musa changed the locks that same night, and the arrangement of the rooms.
2
The golden light of the sky played on the pillow where his head lay, and I looked at his body stretched out in
front of me. I couldn’t believe he was dead. But for my mother’s screams and wails, I would have believed he was
sunk in a long sleep and would wake up soon.
My brothers and sisters were moving around the bed, looking at his pale face. Was he really bidding them
farewell forever?
I was the only one not to mourn this body lying in death. As I looked at it I was filled with resentment, and my
glances were accompanied with sighs of frustration that I’d so often suppressed. I felt an overwhelming desire to
scream and would have screamed if my mother’s lamentations hadn’t been drowning every other sound.
“Get your uncle!” she was wailing. “Get the neighbors! Call an ambulance! Do something!”
My brothers rushed to do as she asked. One of them crossed from the bed to the bedroom door as if in a trance.
Another lifted the receiver and started dialing, but I couldn’t follow the movement of his fingers—he must,
though, have made a mistake, because I saw him press down and begin redialing. My mother was still wailing.
I stood apart from all this, gazing at his face, then letting my eyes wander over the whole luxurious room: the
ivory bed, the rare painting on the main wall over his head, the two candlesticks (which, I was sure, were there
just for decoration and had never been lit), and, near the bed, the gilded hanger from which his clothes dangled: a
silk dishdasha with its sleeves sagging under the weight of the gold buttons and his white ghutra beneath its igal,
swaying a little in the cold draughts of air from the air conditioner, as if they were mourning their owner. His
crocodile shoes lay one on top of the other on the mohair carpet.
Going on a journey, that’s what they say.\fn{A popular belief in the Arab world, that if shoes fall one on top of the other when
taken off that the owner will be going on a journey .} That was why my mother was careful never to let my father’s shoes
lie on top of one another like that, because she hated it when he went away and left her. But in fact he traveled all
the time. Once she’d tried to keep him at home for a month, on the grounds that she wanted them to celebrate the
New Year together for once, and he’d looked at her with utter distaste and said,
“Why should I stay here with you? Are you short of anything?”
“I just want you here with me,” Mother had said.
“The children will all be with you,” he’d answered soothingly, patting her on the shoulder. Then, before
leaving, he’d looked back at her and said, as if to reassure her,
“I’m leaving you ten thousand dinars. I may be away for some time.”
I couldn’t keep my eyes off my father’s shoes, laid there one over the other. He’d gone on one of his trips, but
this time he’d be away forever.
I approached, intending to separate the two shoes, then drew back, afraid he might wake up and decide to stay
with us—which was the last thing I wanted. I left the shoes and began once more to gaze at the body, resting with
such dignity on a bed equipped with all the amenities of modern life: buttons and more buttons, serving various
functions: this one for my mother, another for his secretary, Mun‘im, who’d come in with all the papers needing
his signature and all the checks made out for such fantastic sums of money, a third button for the houseboy
Sallum, who’d come in carrying the pot of Arabic coffee from which he’d pour and pour, and that my father could
apparently never have enough of. Sallum would wait impatiently for my father to shake the cup in his hand, as a
sign that he’d had enough.
I’d often watched Sallum’s disgruntled face as he waited for this sign, and several times I’d caught him
drinking the rest of the coffee in the corridor that separated my father’s bedroom from the large hall where he
received his male guests. Sallum was huddled at the end of the bed now, like an animal awaiting its master’s
orders; his two elbows were resting on his knees, and he was leaning forward on his arms with his head hung low
between them. There was a tear on his dark face, and I felt real compassion for him.
But why was he crying? Was he wondering what his future would be, now that his benefactor wasn’t there any
more? Or was he really mourning my father, whose face he’d never see again and who he’d never again pour
coffee for? Sallum had really liked my father, despite the beatings he got from him for the slightest reason. Now
he sat there, like a faithful dog, weeping for his master.
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The telephone rang shrilly. My brother lifted the receiver and shouted into it,
“Yes, he’s dead, Uncle! Come quickly!”
He was talking to my maternal uncle. My mother stretched out her hand and seized the receiver before he
could put it down.
“Brother, he’s dead! Buhamad’s\fn{This means Abu Hamad, i.e., the father of Hamad .} dead. The father of my children,
dead!”
I wondered why on earth she was wailing like that. Despite my father’s generous gifts to her, she’d never been
happy with him.
*
We’d hear them quarreling all the time. My mother’s sobs and the sound of her weeping pierced the wall of the
room and unleashed a torrent of resentment in us against my father. He didn’t hesitate to hit her in front of us with
his shoe, and then she’d look sad and ashamed and cover her tear-stained face so that we shouldn’t see it. Then,
after a day or two, we’d see her smiling at my father as he presented her with a piece of gold or diamond jewelry.
She’d accept it, then choose her moment to say,
“I’ll invite some of my friends to tea tomorrow.”
Then my father would smile cunningly, realizing she was taking the opportunity to show off her new present to
her friends. She always managed to find a convincing reason to stress my father’s generosity and love, but she
knew, in her heart, that the present was a compensation for the slap she’d received. Once she cried for two nights
out of humiliation and sorrow.
Now she was wailing. Why in heaven’s name was she sad? Why wasn’t she singing? Why didn’t she face my
father with joy and take her revenge for all the past days and years? And Sallum was crying too! Why was he
huddled up like that near the bed? I went up to him.
“Get up and make some coffee,” I said. “My uncle’s coming.”
He got up quickly, which surprised me. It was as if he’d been hoping I’d ask him to do that, so that he’d no
longer have to be polite and show sorrow—or perhaps he wanted to be alone and cry to his heart’s content. Who
knows? But did Sallum really feel sad?
I alone gazed at the body with resentment and hatred, with questions burning in my brain. What if he came
back now? Perhaps I’d scream in his face:
“I don’t want all this. I don’t want it!” Then, in a louder voice, I’d say:
“Just say ‘No’ once, Father, just slap me once, the way you slap my mother, and ask me why my grades were
low, even though I had private teachers as well! Spit in my face, just once, when I come to you after I’ve smashed
my new car or broken my gold watch! But you never did that. You just looked indifferent, then, next day, you’d
come up to me and say, ‘Hamad, here’s a new watch in place of the one you broke. It cost me a thousand dinars.
How do you like it?’”
I’d shake my head and never show any admiration. I only wished I had the courage to throw the watch back in
your face or wished it could get stolen next morning. I’d even try and arrange this myself, taking it off and putting
it on the table of the club where I used to squander my days. But the caretaker of the club would always follow
me with it.
“Mr. Hamad,” he’d say. “Your watch! You left it on the table. God has preserved it for you!”
Then I’d take the watch, feeling it was as heavy as the time around me, and keep it till I finally managed to
lose it, certain that another one would soon imprison my wrist again.
The hands of the clock on the bedside table were dancing now. Time was passing, and I watched his pale face,
hoping it would never return. Tomorrow, perhaps, I’d be able to get back some of what I’d lost, do something I
really liked: get on a bus or a small truck or a motorcycle and race and bump against all the luxury cars! I wanted
my life to begin again and never again to hear his voice rebuking me,
“Why do you mix with poor people’s children and study with them?”
I never again wanted to hear his words smothering my ambitions whenever I had bad grades:
“Not to worry, Hamad. Education won’t be any use to you. You’re blessed, thank God, with a wealth a lot of
people are jealous of. I’ve opened a big store for you. I’ve put a lot of big buildings in your name and they’ll show
a good profit. I’ve put a lot of money in your bank account—you can spend three thousand dinars a day if you
want to and go on like that for years.”
“But Father,” I’d protest, “I want to get a degree!” He’d silence me.
“Commerce and money are the best degree,” he’d say. “Just look at me! Do I have a degree? Yet I’ve done
everything I wanted to do, for myself and for all of you.” Then he’d smile in the sarcastic way I hated so much.
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“Leave degrees for poor people’s children,” he’d continue. “Here, take these.” And he’d offer me the keys to
his car.
“Go and have a ride in the Rolls Royce. When you drive it along the corniche, you’ll have a thousand girls
chasing after you.”
*
My mother was crying. Did he, for heaven’s sake, reserve a single tear from her? Scores of other women
would feel sad when they heard about his death, because it meant he wouldn’t shower money on them any more,
but mother’s rights were safe. I touched her tenderly on the shoulder.
“Try to stop crying, Mother!” Her eulogy of my father poured out:
“He was so good, he was so generous, he was …”
Oh, Mother, don’t tell such lies. He hardly ever looked at your modest face. He used to scold you, shout in
your face, even hit you. Have you forgotten? You used to find lipstick on his clothes and smell the perfume of
other women in the folds of his body. And when, once, you asked him for an explanation, he didn’t even look at
your questioning face, but just retorted,
“It’s none of your business!” Then, when you persisted and humbly asked him if he had another woman, he
laughed sarcastically, and said,
“One woman? Ten women! I’m a man, I’m free!”
But you were never free, Mother. You were the prisoner of your fear for your jewelry and luxurious clothes,
which were the envy of women as humiliated as you, while the phantoms of other women haunted you even in
your sleep, in my father’s very breath. He was an enormously rich man. And that wealth’s yours now, Mother.
Yours! I shook her gently.
“Try not to cry any more, Mother. Father’s dead. Nothing will bring him back now.”
I alone rejoiced, as I felt the gates of life opening wide for me, beckoning me to throw myself into the arms of
freedom. From this time on I’d change everything, I’d trample on everything my father imagined happiness to be.
He’d done all he could to shatter my ambitions and aspirations, but now I’d be able to hope, to aspire. He’d tried
to sweep away all my dreams, but now I would dream. I’d plunge into the sea of life, whereas he’d tried to plunge
me in a sea of luxury and high living, a sea in which I was forced to swim against my will, while my poorer
friends, whom he despised, became doctors and lawyers and pharmacists, each with a profession that gave him a
living from the sweat of his brow. Now, after all the long dreaming and running and struggling and toiling, they
reposed on a carpet spun from their own efforts. They’d achieved their goals.
Again I looked at his face, scrutinizing his features that were now covered over with the pallor of death. His
eyes were closed in peace. Suddenly, as my feelings woke, I trembled and fought to hold back the large tear that
filled my eye. A strange emotion throbbed in my heart. My father was dead, gone forever. Had I been waiting for
him to leave life, so that I could enter life? My eyes slid down to where his shoes lay, still one on top of the other.
He was going on a journey! Slowly I went over, bent down, and arranged the shoes on the carpet. It was then that
the large tear fell.
3
One day someone whispered in my ear that my wife was being unfaithful to me. I trembled and my face froze.
A violent storm raged in my breast, but I bided my time till work was over for the day.
I stayed behind at the office, pondering the matter, turning it over and over, probing all the various aspects, in
the hope of finding a single hint to prove the truth of the damned insinuation that had pierced the walls of silence
in my ears.
My eyes began wandering around the office, over the walls, the shelves, the desks and chairs, the papers
scattered over the tables. Nearby lay coffee cups, the dried-up coffee in them tracing crazy patterns. Everything
wagged its malevolent tongue—the damned insinuation was knocking, hammering at the door of my mind! Then
the door opened, and it entered, darting here and there inside my brain, establishing itself, then, at last, focusing
on a particular point.
Come on, you sluggish brain, get moving! Make an effort, just for a few minutes! Think, would my wife really
be unfaithful to me?
The walls lengthened before my eyes, grew higher too. My wife just loved cleaning walls.
“What is it with you and walls, darling?” I’d ask.
“The flyspecks collect on them.”
“So, who has time to look at them?”
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“I want the house to be clean. That’s my job.”
I moved my feet, hitting the waste paper basket. Then, gazing under the table, I saw the scattered remnants of
sandwiches, along with the pickles my colleagues brought, to nibble on and pass the time at work.
“How often, darling,” I’d ask, “do you stir up the dust out there in that cursed street?”
“Do you expect me to let the garbage collect for a whole day before I throw it out?”
“It’s a waste of time.”
“It’s my job. I want the house to be clean.”
My agitated gaze moved to the desks with their disarray.
“Please, don’t mess up my papers, darling,” I’d say.
“They get on my nerves. They have to be tidied up. I can’t stand things being untidy.”
“It’s just a waste of time.”
“I want my house to be neat and tidy.”
“But, darling—”
I felt hungry. What, I wondered, had she cooked today?
“Ugh,” I’d say. “You always smell of onions and garlic and cauliflower.”
“You like eating what I cook. It doesn’t matter what I smell like, does it? The important thing is for you to eat
and be filled up.”
My eyes grew heavier, and I nearly fell asleep. The delightful state between waking and sleep began to take
over.
“Come in and snuggle up next to me,” I’d say. “I want you with me.”
“Oh, go to sleep, can’t you? There are clothes waiting to be washed and there’s ironing to do—and the baby
needs changing—and—”
“All right, all right! I don’t want you anyway. Just get on and finish those boring chores of yours.”
Poor woman. How all the chores pile up on her. How many worries she has weighing on her heart?
The damned insinuation stirred.
That heart of hers is unfaithful to me. How and when? And why? What time does this woman ever have for any
love except mine? What sort of man is it she’s giving her affection to, after a whole, exhausting day in the kitchen
and the rest of the house? She never has a single moment to herself. When could she be unfaithful?
So, she’s lying to me! She must be lying to me. Yes, that’s it, she makes me think she’s always busy so I’ll leave
her alone. Maybe it’s while I’m asleep, during the midday heat. Or perhaps it’s at night, when she gets out of bed
because, she says, the baby’s crying in the next room. Or maybe it’s at dawn, when she gets up because, she
claims, she’s got to get breakfast, or prepare the meat, or whatever.
You damned insinuation! You’ve stirred up a whole nest of troubles. What a fool I’ve been! What am I to do?
I stretched out on a chair.
Right, I’ll take the time away from her—and the lie. I’ll do everything myself. Then there won’t be any room for
deception. She’ll see.
*
For months now I’ve been splitting my energy between home and work. The work’s never once stopped, I’m
just dashing about without end, all my free time swallowed up. I’ve started feeling pains in my back and thighs,
and my fingers are chapped from all the soap and cleaning agents. My body’s started falling apart, and there are
new lines on my face. I’ve wrinkles around my eyes, from a whole series of worries and cares. I’ve grown old
before my time.
In the midst of all this endless exertion I strove to fix a timetable for my periods at work, so as to work out
how much time my wife was able to steal from her work and throw herself into that other man’s arms.
What an incredible woman! How did she find enough time? It’s heavy enough even to weigh down the
shoulders of a man like me. How could she bear it all by herself for the three years she’s spent with me, inside the
walls of our house where she couldn’t stand the sight of a flyspeck even? What a cursed woman! Where did she
find the time, in the middle of all this constant pressure, to fly off to the arms of that other man?
The confusion of the office was mirrored in the house now. There was no difference between the office and my
place of rest. My baby was always crying, always dirty-faced and wet. I started going off to the restaurants across
the road, eating, day after day, the same food they’d decided on—meat, meat, meat, till I hated the sight of meat.
The flyspecks collected on the walls, became etched on the fans. I never got to bed before late now, only for
my exhausted body to be thrust from it at dawn, then, next night, back in with the bed untouched, with no one
having made it or changed it, the linen covered with filth. There were cigarette butts crushed on the tiled floor, on
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the table, in the ashtrays, filling the whole house with their stale smell.
And my wife—how alluring she was! She wore the loveliest clothes now, and every shade of makeup appeared
on her eyes, on her cheeks, on her lips. Her hair, which I hadn’t seen hanging down behind her since our wedding
night, I now saw rippling gaily over her shoulders, the smooth skin of her back revealed by the dresses she’d worn
when we were engaged, which she’d had to give up just a month into our marriage, because her body had begun
to fill out and swell.
Only my wife disposed of time and beauty, during the seven months the damned insinuation had settled itself
peacefully in my head. I wasn’t concerned any more about investigating the time she stole from all her pressing
duties. Today I saw a blurry figure moving about in the nursery next door.
“What does my wife do,” I wondered, “with all the free time she has?”
And how I envied her!
4
Since that morning a feeling of boredom was clinging to me. I complained. I imagined that it was like a man
clinging to me on a hot humid day, which made it difficult to separate my skin from his, and I hated that man. I
wished that a cold breeze would give him goosepimples so that he would move away from me, but he never
moved an inch.
I roamed through my house as though I had lost something. I looked at an old drawer in the corner of my study
that I hadn’t opened for along time. I didn’t know why I focused on that drawer. I opened it. I found my old
letters. I tried to look at them. They were old and nothing attracted me to them. They were school letters and
others from my relatives, also some letters from nephews and nieces who have lived abroad for many years.
I looked at one of the letters and my soul felt refreshed as I saw the neat handwriting …
“Ah.”
A chance to get rid of the heavy, sticky feeling of boredom. It was a letter from my father, which brought hot
memories to my mind and shook me to my depths. I opened it and read the tender sentences that he had written.
“You are beautiful and look like your father.”
I laughed happily. My father always praised his handsome face and intelligence and he was right
I folded the letter and went to the balcony. It was a glorious spring day. I looked down and saw the upright
grass longing for rain.
She lay on this green mat as if she was white jasmine laughing to the day, whispering to the warm sun and
playing with the butterflies. She waved her tail with the happiness that I needed at that moment. A feeling of
pleasure came to me as I watched her. I wished that I could be like her, then I would not feel so bored. There will
be no such human emotion that destroyed the sense of relaxation and deprived me of the desire to go to sleep.
The sight was marvelous and at that moment I felt the need for meditation, concentration and relaxation. I
decided to go to where she lay. Who was to know? She could be a close friend, better than hundreds of human
beings who suffer emptiness in their lives and find destroying each other a way of filling that emptiness.
I reached the spot where she lay. She started like a soldier in battle who doesn’t know why it started and how it
will end. I saw the look of intent in her big eyes that I didn’t wish to see because I didn’t mean to harm her. Why
did she misunderstand me?
I felt that I should approach her, so I sat beside her while she was still looking at me, paying me great attention.
I tried not to move to keep her calm. I lay down on my back. She meowed gently and I understood that she was no
longer afraid of me and that she liked me. I looked at her while she lay back down on the grass and I saw a look of
serenity in her eyes. That warmed my soul.
I smiled at her ... I imagined her smiling back at me. She licked her lips so many times in a second. I looked at
her moustache asking myself,
“She is a female like me, so why don’t I have a moustache?”
I laughed to myself when I imagined my face with a moustache like hers. She meowed as though making fin of
me.
A strange feeling came over me. Why shouldn’t I talk to this innocent cat? Would she understand me?
I sighed and turned around focusing on the cat. She looked at me and we both tried to dive in each other’s
souls.
“She is a cat and I am human being; what is the difference?”
I tried to see the differences between her and all the cats of the world and me and all the women of the world,
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but I could find more similarities than differences. Women are different from each other through their appearance
and beauty and so are cats. Some of them have nice attractive coats while others don’t. There are some high class
women who live in houses while some struggle to scrape a living in the streets. Some cats are spoilt and sleep on
beds of ostrich feathers in the laps of bourgeois women, while others spend their lives between lanes and dirt
searching for food.
So what’s the difference? Is it intimacy? Some women are intimate while others are like aggressive cats with
their claws ready to draw blood from the hearts or faces of others.
Suddenly, the cat meowed loudly. I focused on her again and asked myself the same question,
“Can I speak to her?”
I smiled. She opened her mouth returning my smile.
“Listen, my cat. A long time ago I used to be a cat like you, white, large eyes, beautiful, but without a
moustache. I meowed like you. I played with my friends at school and my neighbors when I was happy. Oh. All of
them got married and gave birth to cats like you, and I meowed like you when I was hungry. I tiptoed to the
kitchen searching for something to eat before my brother’s wife saw me, as she locked everything away.
Sometimes I found dates and sometimes a piece of bread behind the big pans on the shelf in the kitchen. Rarely
would I find something to eat that I liked such as meat or fish.
“Sometimes I starved like you and sometimes I was full. I ate not because I was hungry, just to fill my stomach
for the coming days when I couldn’t find anything to eat as my brother’s wife would be angry with me. She
couldn’t find any way to ruin my childhood except to starve me.
“What else my cat? I forgot to talk to you about something I always remember when I see cats like you. She
frowned, pulled out the guts and threw them in my face. She tried to put them in my mouth, saying
“‘Taste it. Aren’t you a cat?’
“She always called me a cat, day and night, and I hated it. I smelt the guts on my lips and felt the smell of
hatred coming form the heart of my brother’s wife. I hated the guts but what about you, my cat, who licks the
blood with your tongue?”
I didn’t know how much time I spent talking to the cat which lay beside me. I remembered that I had started
my relationship with her since they called me cat, but I don’t know where it ended. I don’t know whether I talked
to the cat about my life with all its scenes, or whether I was brief.
I reached the end, sustaining the feeling of boredom and lack of affection. I am now a spinster living alone in
my house searching for any of the things I had before that used to attract men to me.
I looked into the eyes of the cat not knowing how much time I had spent. They were closed and the cat was
sound asleep. I smiled and remembered that there was one difference between women and cats.
We women talk too much while cats meow only occasionally.
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