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Islamic State of Iraq and the Levant (gray); & the Tahrir al-Sham (blue).
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119.38 Excerpt from Mother Of Communities: “The Virtues Of The Arabs”\fn{by Abd al-Rahman al-Kawakibi (18491902)} Aleppo Vilayet, Ottoman Syria (M) 1
… Because the society\fn{of Umm al-qura, another name for Mecca, and by extension, in he author’s view, the whole community
of Arabs under the order of Islam and Muslims under the order of an Arab caliphate .} is concerned only with the religious
renaissance, it has found it necessary to pin its hopes on the Arabian Peninsula and its dependencies, and on its
people and their neighbors, and to lay before the eyes of the Muslim nation the characteristics of the peninsula, of
its people and of the Arabs in general, in order to eliminate political and racial fanaticism as well as to explain
why the society has shown preference for the Arabs. We therefore say:
The peninsula is the place from which the light of Islam originated. It contains the exalted Kaaba.
In it is found the Prophet’s Mosque and the holy ground of his house, pulpit, and grave.
The peninsula is the most suitable center for religious policy, since it lies halfway between the Far East of Asia
and the Far West of Africa.
Of all countries it is the most free of racial, religious, or sectarian intermixture.
It is the most removed of all the Muslim countries from the vicinage\fn{ Neighborhood.} of foreigners.
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The peninsula is most worthy to be a land of free men, owing to its remoteness and natural poverty which
preserve it from the greedy and the ambitious.
The Arabs of the peninsula have Islamic unity because religion appeared among them.
The habit of religion has become ingrained in them because religion is more compatible with their social
customs than with those of others.
Of all Muslims they are the most knowledgeable in the principles of Islam as they are the oldest to practice it;
many hadiths give witness to the strength of their faith.
The Arabs of the peninsula are the most zealous of all Muslims in preserving religion, in supporting it, and in
glorying in it, especially as that zeal for the Prophet’s cause is still alive among them in the Hijaz, in the Yemen,
in Aman, in Hadramaut,\fn{“The name of the region currently retained in Hadhramaut Governorate of the Republic of Yemen” W }
in Iraq, and in Africa.
The religion of the peninsula Arabs is still governed by the right example of the ancients, free of excess and
confusion.
Of all other Muslims, the peninsula Arabs possess the strongest esprit de corps and are the most proud because
of the Bedouin characteristics which they possess.
The princes of the peninsula Arabs descend from noble fathers and mothers and are married to noble consorts
of good birth; their honor remains untainted.
The peninsula Arabs are the most ancient of nations in having a polished civilization, as is shown by the
proliferation and the excellence of their wisdom and their literature.
Of all Muslims, the peninsula Arabs are the best able to bear hardships in order to attain their aims, and to
undertake travel and residence abroad, because they have not succumbed to the servile habits of luxury.
The peninsula Arabs preserve better than all other peoples their race and customs, for though they mingle with
others they do not mix with them.
The peninsula Arabs are, of all the Muslim nations, the most jealous of their freedom and independence and
those who most reject oppression.
Of the Arabs in general, their language, of all the languages of the Muslims, takes greatest care of knowledge;
it is preserved from extinction by the noble Qur’an.
The language of the Arabs is the language common to all the Muslims, who number 300 million souls.
The language of the Arabs is the native language of 100 million people, Muslim and non-Muslim.
The Arabs are the oldest of nations in following the principles of equality in rights and in eschewing great
disparities in society.
The Arabs are the oldest peoples to practice the principle of consultation in public matters.
The Arabs know best, of all people, the principles of socialist living. The Arabs are amongst the most noble of
people in respecting treaties, and the most humane in keeping faith, and the most chivalrous in respecting the
rights of vicinage, and the most generous in the doing of good deeds.
The Arabs are of all nations the most suitable to be an authority in religion and an example to the Muslims; the
other nations have followed their guidance at the start and will not refuse to follow them now. …
257.175 1. Letter to Mrs. May Wright Sewall. 2. As quoted in an article by Fannie C. W. Barbour, in The
Chautauquan, vol. 19, pp. 614ff 3. 3. In her own published article, “The Glory of Womanhood”, in The
Congress of Women, Held in the Woman’s Building, World’s Colombian Exposition, Chicago, USA, 1893,
edited by Mary Kavanaugh Oldham Eagle (Chicago, Monarch Book Company, 1894, pp. 359-360)\fn{by
Mrs. Hanna K. Korany (1871- )} “born of a good old Syrian family in one of the lovely little villages of Mt.
Lebanon,” Syria. (F) 2
1
I do wish that my time was not so much occupied to sit down and write you all that I wish you to know and all
that will interest you. Your\fn{Written to a Mrs. May Wright Sewall (1844-1920), whom she addresses as “my dearest patron” }
sincere true friendship is a precious treasure and I always thank heaven for it.
Mrs. Helmuth was very much interested and engaged me to speak before Sorosis which I did Monday this
week, and I am glad to tell you that my audience were all satisfied if not delighted. I do feel that I am improving
and progressing daily. Freedom and independence to a true woman are as a polish to a jewel, they set forth her
brightness and make her shine. I do not shine as yet but I know and feel that the polishing process is at work on
me now. I never advocated woman’s rights to equality and personal independence as I do now for I am beginning
to feel that instead of this interfering with woman’s womanly quality they do set them to right.
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Of course you have by this time read the report of the Suffrage Convention and know all about it so that I see
no need of repeating what you already know. Yesterday the Suffrigists in Brooklyn or King’s County gave a
dinner in celebration of their Anniversary. Miss Anthony, Miss Shaw, Mrs. Chapman, and several other distinguished people were present and the occasion was brilliant and full of animation. After the dinner was over
speeches were made and my poor self was on the program to give a greeting from the Orient. This afternoon I am
going to speak at the Convention and so you see there is no end to my engagements.
How is Mr. Sewall? Please tell me if he has returned from Florida fully recovered.
Everybody missed your inspiring, noble, beautiful presence at the Convention. I did oh so much, for I was
looking forth with great pleasure to meet you there.
I left in the sitting room I think a glass plate which I sent to Mr. Sewall. Will you have the kindness to send [it]
to me by express and I will pay for it? I am sorry to trouble you about it, but I do need it.
Please remember me kindly to your nephew Mr. Wright, and trust to remain with much love, admiration, and
gratitude, Yours devotedly, Hanna K. Korany.
2
With your permission, I will ask why your people serve so constantly at their dinner-tables roast beef and
potatoes, roast beef and potatoes, over and over again. I must eat potatoes for my breakfast, dinner and supper,
always and eternally, without rest; for a meal in this land would certainly be incomplete without that ubiquitous
vegetable. And it also amuses me to see you pass hot coffee immediately after one has chilled herwself through
and through with ice-cream.
I find American women progressive, energetic and highly cultured; quite a century ahead of my own countrywomen, and fifty years in advance of the women of most other nationalities. She is also charitable and, with the
exception of your genuine society woman, is decidedly domestic in her tastes. Her home she makes charming; her
husband treats her well and she has everything done to add to her freedom and emancipation from restriction. But
a great many American women seem to me artificial.
They are not natural. They appear in public clad in their company manners.\fn{ Italics throughout are in the text:H}
An oriental woman is always simplicity itself. She is just exactly what she appears, and never attempts to be anything else, and could not if she tried. I allow, however, that you are great organizers; and the number of women
here interested in literary, philanthropic and scientific pursuits astonishes me.
Oh, if I could but lift my own sisters from the slough of despond into which they are fallen! It is my dream by
day and night, and I have constantly under consideration some plan by which I may materially benefit their present and future welfare. …
I thoroughly believe that you should legislate laws in this country against allowing criminals, wicked men,
brutes, consumptives\fn{People with wasting diseases, especially pulmonary tuberculosis (which was at one time commonly known
as “consumption”:W,H} and incurables to marry. It is positively wicked to permit them to propagate crime and disease, both of which are sure to descend to their posterity by heredity. Boys and girls should be instructed in school
to understand and respect the laws of congenial marriages, and should be taught to choose their lifelong companyions with wisdom, and not from mere youthful impulse, or unwise experiment of falling in love.”
3
It is a fact that a seeker for truth will walk by its direction, guided by its rays, and fight, if need be, for its
victory; for truth is like a noonday sun, shedding his illuminating rays and clearing from the face of nature the veil
of darkness, that it may appear to the naked eye in its wealth of beauty and majestic excellence. Knoweldge is but
a curse, devoid of truth, the staff with which wisdom guards her steps. Humanity could not be elevated, except by
following the dictation of truth, which leads man to be patriotic, philanthropic; inventor and orator; making him a
laborer in the fields of noblest action.
Rousseau, the famous French writer, when speaking of women said, “Her glory is in being unknown.” He
betrayed his doubt of her capabilities and her large intelligence, exhibiting as well his selfish ambition in
confining power and glory to men alone. Fortunately for woman, the storm of mental progress blew away this
theory; for many women stand before the world in triumphant glory, victorious over all obstacles; striving they
write in large letters of light on the margin of truth. “There is glory for woman that no shadow can eclipse.” The
great-souled noble woman has won and is crowned with laurel in spite of all the powers that have worked to keep
her unknown. There is a glory in store for every woman, let her but labor for its possession.
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But what is this glory? What are the ways and means to it, and how can she gain it? Is it by taking arms and
waging war against her fellows, murdering as many as she is able, and returning from the tumult of war in a
crimson suit colored with the blood of men, or by exploring unknown regions, searching for gold and treasures,
returning with beasts laden with wealth?
Oh, no! for such deeds and their glory belong to man.
What then? Does woman gain glory by sitting on the throne of royalty with the scepter of power, or by
dwelling in palaces of luxury, where all that money could buy is to be found?
Never. Many who sat on thrones of dominion and power are only famous for cruelty, injustice, and even
degradation; and many passed their lives in bondage to selfishness; departing, leaving none to sing their praises.
Piety or purity is the garb of woman’s glory. Without it, all her wisdom, knowledge, intelligence and patience
amount to nothing; for piety alone purifies the ear and mind, elevates the morals and uplifts womanhood.
A woman should be wise if she would be glorious. Carrying with her the safeguard of knowledge, she avoids
failure and is qualified to fight the battle of life and win the victory. Wisdom is the crown of glory and scepter of
power for woman.
Most of the misery and wretchedness of humanity are the bitter fruits of ignorance and stupidity. It is impossible for any woman to fill her place as a mother, wife and mistress of home unless she is possessed of sense and
wisdom to meet the vicissitudes of life. To improve the race, we want healthy, cultivated women.
Really, it does seem strange that an impression should have taken hold of the world, especially in the East, that
the woman’s duties in life should require less education and preparation than man’s. Yet it is so. I used frequently
to hear our people say,
“Oh, it does not matter about the girl, but I am anxious about the boy.”
Man’s duties in this world may be noble enough; I would be the last to ignore their grandeur. But woman’s office is a very sacred one; for the world is what woman makes it. As the mother of men, she stamps indelibly upon
them her own weakness or talent, health or disease. Hence I believe that woman should have a liberal education to
fit her for the responsibilities of wife, mother and general educator. Woman should be thankful and happy in her
place in creation. It is noble and glorious. She is the ruling queen, and may be the leader in progress.
It is her own fault if she does not labor to be dressed with purity, crowned with wisdom and adorned with the
jewels of patience and perseverance. I cannot understand why women should not be satisfied, why she seeks to
push man to do his work. It would never do to have them labor in the same field of action. This is against the law
of nature which provides a sphere for everything.
Equality between the sexes is not in the equal portion of the same work, but the equality of their whole contribution to the welfare of the race. Woman should glory in womanhood, in being the mother of men, the doctor of
moral and mental diseases, in offering to mankind the fruit of her labors and experience, so they might grow
together strong in understanding, rounded in intellect, prepared for pure and glorious lives.
257.177 Excerpt from Spice And The Devil’s Cave\fn{by Agnes Danforth Hewes (1874-1973)} Tripoli, Beirut Vilayet,
Ottoman Syria (F) 10
1
The group in Abel Zakuto’s\fn{ A Jewish banker with a keen interest in exploration } workshop hitched chairs closer to
the table spread with a huge map, eyes intent on Captain Diaz’ brown forefinger, as it traced along the bulge of
Africa’s west coast.
“Cape Verde, Guinea—all that’s an old story to Portugal now; and this … and this … as anyone can see by our
stone pillars all along the way. Then”—the brown forefinger that had slid rapidly southward stopped short
—“then, the big Cape. And the last of our pillars!” he added under his breath.
The circle of eager eyes lifted to the tanned face with something very like reverence, for not one around the
table but knew that, if Bartholomew Diaz had had his way, the stone pillars would never have stopped at the Cape.
Into the mind of young Ferdinand Magellan, hunched up over the table, flashed a memory of the first time he
had heard of Bartholomew Diaz. Up to the family home, in high, lonely Sabrosa,\fn{ Magellan’s birthplace, in Portugal’s
most northern province, Traz-os-Montes} had come the story of this man who had marked the farthest bound in the
search for the sea route to India, which he had named the Cape of Storms. Ferdinand quickened to the picture that
the story had called up to his childish fancy: the man gazing from his fragile, tossing ship at the awesome rock,
while the great Cape, waiting through the ages, bared its storm-swept head to hail this first white face.
He suddenly leaned over the map and closely inspected it. Then he looked up at Abel Zakuto.
“What does this name mean?” Abel glanced where he pointed.
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“Why, that’s really the big Cape. But Fra Mauro\fn{ A Venetian cartographer of the fifteenth century } showed it as an
island which he called Diab—probably from the legends of the Arab sailors that the surrounding sea was the
Devil’s Cave. You know King John\fn{John II (1455-1495) King of Portugal (1477/1481-1495); he succeeded his father when
Alfonso V retired to a monastery, but was enthroned only upon his father’s death } liked to call it The Cape of Good Hope.”
“I like Devil’s Cave!” exclaimed Ferdinand. “Sounds exciting.” Diaz gave him an amused look.
“You’d think ‘twas exciting,” he told him. “Greatest commotion of wind and water there ever I saw—like ten
thousand devils set loose—just as the Arabs believed.” He sat back in his chair, his smile gone. He appeared to
have forgotten the map as he stared absently before him.
Across the table a man eyed him as if pondering something he wished to say. A black-bearded stocky figure he
was, not much past thirty, with a long-nosed, forceful face—Vasco da Gama, a gentleman of King Manoel’s court.
His father had once been Comptroller of the royal household, and had been intended, in John’s reign, to head an
expedition to explore a sea route to India. Vasco, himself, had seen service at sea and had soldiered in Spain and
Africa. Lately, with all Europe agog over the Way to the Spices, he’d begun to brush up on navigation, and
occasionally came to look at Abel Zakuto’s maps.
“Have you any doubt, Captain,” he at last ventured, “that the coast east of the Cape makes up to India as
Mauro showed it?”
“No, I haven’t,” Diaz replied bluntly. “But what use is that if I can’t say I know it does? No, Gama, all I know
is only what I’ve seen, and that’s the coast this side of the Cape—barring some score leagues beyond.” Young
Magellan made an impatient gesture.
“Covilham had no doubts about the coast east of the Cape,” he said, pointedly.
His tone made the older men smile. This youngster just missed being a nuisance with his ever ready willingness to challenge one’s statements, only that he was always so sure of his facts, and so amazingly well informed!
Covilham! What other lad in Lisbon would have known enough to ask this question? For Pedro de Covilham had
started out on his great errand to verify by land what Bartholomew Diaz was sent to verify by sea, when this boy
was hardly more than waist high—at least half a dozen years before he had come down from Traz-os-Montes to
the palace at Lisbon for his page’s training.
“Covilham said it was clear sailing,” Ferdinand persisted, “east of the Cape, now didn’t he?”
From under his grizzled brows Bartholomew Diaz studied him with amused pride. After his own heart, this lad,
with the great, sombre eyes that seemed to see beyond ordinary vision. That readiness to question, that rebel-lion
against the passive acceptance of the mass—ah, that was the stuff of which pioneers were made! His own
kinsmen, for instance: suppose they had believed all that nonsense about there being nothing beyond Cape
Bojador\fn{A headland on the coast of what was once the Spanish Sahara, now part of Morocco } but a chaos of boiling seas. But
now, no one would soon forget that John Diaz was the very first of his race to take the dare of the great
promontory and double its forbidding coasts; that Diniz Diaz was first to reach Cape Verde, and Vicente Diaz first
at the Cape Verde islands; that he, Bartholomew, had sailed farther than any of them—though he did say it, who
shouldn’t! And young Magellan, you could depend on it, would go as far some day; perhaps farther.
“But Covilham didn’t come home to tell what he’d found, as Captain Diaz did,” Gama observed.\fn{ He died in
Ethiopia in 1526} “All we have to go by is that he sent word back from Cairo to Lisbon that he’d got down the east
coast of Africa as far as Sofala,\fn{ In Mozambique} and that if our ships would just keep on from Guinea they’d find
a clear passage to India and the spices. But, if he didn’t get beyond Sofala, how could he be sure of that?”
“Well, even so”—Ferdinand’s arm shot out to the map, thumb on the Cape, and little finger on Sofala—“all
that’s left to prove is the gap between this, where you left off, Master Diaz,” tapping with his thumb, “and this,”
tapping with his finger, “where Covilham left off.” Triumphantly he looked around the table to score his point, as
he flattened his palm to indicate the reach from thumb to finger tip.
“Yes, anyone can see that’s ‘all,’” Gama drily retorted. “The point is, how much of an ‘all’ is it? If the coast
runs north from the Cape to Sofala, well and good; but if, somewhere in between, it should happen to make out to
the east, and then down into the frozen south …” Ferdinand heaved a long sigh.
“I’d be willing to stake everything I had to settle it!” Captain Diaz shrugged.
“So would any of us, if there were only one’s self to consider.” Wouldn’t he, he meditated, have “settled” this
tantalizing gap, ten years ago and more, only for having to turn back for that doubting, homesick crew of his?
“The one thing to do, King Manoel\fn{ 1469-1521, son of John II and King of Portugal (from 1495) } won’t do—go and
find out!” Abel Zakuto quietly stated.
*
Everyone always listened to what Abel had to say. He always struck at the core of a situation; led you back to
the main argument when you inclined toward side issues.
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“He’s too busy trying to manoeuvre his head into the Spanish crown to bother with finding a passage to India!”
Ferdinand said, sarcastically.
“He’d have no trouble getting crews,” Diaz grumbled. “Everybody’d want to go! All he has to do is to finish
the ships that King John began for an eastern expedition and would have sent out—under your father, Gama—if
death hadn’t blocked him.”
There was no one in the room who had forgotten that it was Diaz, himself, who had designed those ships and
watched over their beginnings; but only he knew the bitterness of seeing those idle hulls and their half-finished
rigging left to rot—for all Manoel seemed to care—in the dockyards.
“It always seemed to me,” Abel took him up, “that John got just what he deserved. Here, years ago, John Cabot\fn{C.1450-c.1500, born in Venice} came all the way from Venice to beg an outfit to discover a passage to India; the
same thing happened again, in the case of Columbus, and John turned both of them away—deliberately lost two
great chances for Portugal. Life doesn’t go on holding the door open, you know. There comes a time when it
slams it shut in your face!”
“But wouldn’t you think,” Diaz demanded, “with Spain so keen over Columbus’s two cruises that they’re outfitting him for a third voyage, and news that the English Henry is getting John Cabot ready to find a sea passage,
that Manoel would be afraid they’d find the way to the Indies first?”
The evening always finished that way: eager speculation, comment, mounting hopes, finally ending against the
dead wall of Manoel’s callousness to the big issue of the time.
Bartholomew Diaz pushed his chair back from the table, got up, said good night and went out. Gama soon
followed, and only Ferdinand and Abel remained. In fact, it was the usual sequel of these meetings, that the boy
would stay on to talk of the all-engrossing topic.
*
Abel studied him now, as Bartholomew Diaz had, earlier in the evening. But where Diaz had noted evidence of
personal traits, Abel read evidence of the national character. The sturdy build, the air of ruthless determination
coupled with a certain arrogance toward danger, all reflected, Abel said to himself, generations that had been
trained on Portugal’s littoral to the combat of the sea, or hardened in struggles with the Moors.
At this point in Abel’s meditations, his wife, Ruth, came in with a dish of figs preserved in grape treacle from a
famous recipe that she claimed came from Palestine. Ferdinand sprang up and greeted her with an affectionate
little gesture. He’d been a favourite with Ruth ever since she had seen him as a toddling youngster, when she was
visiting friends at Sabrosa, and he knew those figs had been brought in especially for him.
“Help yourself, child, they’ll sweeten your dreams after all that dry talk,” she told him. “How you can spend so
much time over those stupid old maps I can’t see. Stuffy in here as a dungeon, too, with all you men hived up
together!”
She pushed the map to one side of the table, set the dish at Ferdinand’s hand, bustled across the room, and
flung open the door into the garden-court.
Ruth was short and stout, with a way of trotting about as she talked, while she punctuated her remarks with
little sidewise nods that reminded one of a bird cocking its head from side to side. Everything about her was
intensely practical. When other women’s skirts swept the ground, Ruth’s neatly cleared, and homespun for every
day but the Sabbath was, to her mind, wasteful and frivolous. She prided herself on a fresh muslin cap each
morning as much as she did on her clean house and the trim flower beds. Her mind was as practical as her capable
hands: anything, for instance, outside of established fact she treated as cobwebs or weeds, and neither Abel nor his
friends were under any illusions as to her opinion of the discussions in his workshop.
“You’d stay here in this close air till you choked!” she scolded, as she sat down; then, “Aren’t you going to
sample my preserves?” she impatiently demanded, while she pulled at the girdle of her tight-fitting waist.
Abel reached over and helped himself to the confection, meditatively gazing into the darkness beyond the open
door. Ferdinand, seething to continue the theme of the evening, watched the older man for a sign to begin.
“Well, Ferdinand, let’s have it!” Abel finally said, his eyes twinkling.
“Yes, sir!” The boy’s hand smote the table with a blow that made Ruth jump, and his sombre eyes blazed.
“I can’t get over it, Master Abel—the shame of it! Here’s the merchantmen of Venice and Genoa bringing back
the goods of the Orient, and trading with everybody all up and down both sides of the Mediterranean, their flags
flying as complacent as you please, here in Lisbon harbour, as if they owned the place, while our ships sometimes
—only sometimes, mind you—get left-over cargoes that no one else is keen about. Think of it—Portu-gal taking
the leavings of Venice, by heaven! Why shouldn’t we be bringing back the cargoes from the Orient? I don’t mean
by way of the Mediterranean, either!”
“I know, I know,” Abel nodded. “You mean direct from the Orient, around by the Devil’s Cave.”
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“Heavens, yes! Of course that’s what I mean,” Ferdinand snapped out. “Then where’d Venice and Genoa be?
And Spain and England?”
“I declare,” laughed Ruth, “I believe you’d like a chance to spite Spain and England!”
“Don’t you think for a minute that they don’t feel the same way about us!” the boy retorted. “Aren’t they both
doing their best to crowd us out of the race for India? And we could have been there before Spain ever thought of
sending out Columbus, if we’d only followed Captain Diaz’ lead! But now, Spain claims that Columbus has
reached the Orient; by way of the west, to be sure, but still reached it.”
“There is no doubt Columbus has found something,” Abel said thoughtfully, “but whether it’s the Orient, or
even any part of the Orient—look here, Ferdinand,” he broke in on himself, “you know, and I know, that those
half-naked savages and those rude gewgaws that Columbus brought back don’t tally with the great cities and the
costly trade that men who’ve been in the Orient tell about—men like Marco Polo\fn{ 1254-1324, born in Venice} and
his compatriots Conti,\fn{Niccolò de' Conti (1395–1469) Italian merchant and explorer, born in Chioggia, Republic of Venice } and
Cabot, and even our own Covilham.”
“Well,” Ferdinand offered, “to do Columbus justice, all he claims is that what he’s found is the undeveloped
outskirts of Cipangu\fn{Japan} or Cathay.\fn{China} But if we could settle what we’ve all but proved,” he pursued,
in a low, vehement voice, “if we could reach India by way of the Cape, then, Portugal—Lisbon—” He broke off,
his face working.
“Lisbon would be,” Abel finished for him, “the port of entry to Europe of the Orient’s trade. Lisbon would be
—what Venice now is!”
“But if we lose,” the boy choked out, “if we lose, we’ll have to stand by, while Spain, or London gets the trade.
And yet, Manoel can’t see it! The biggest chance the world has ever offered—and he letting it slip through his
fingers!”
“Just listen to the child!” cried Ruth. “Breaking his heart over something he doesn’t even know exists!”
“Don’t say that!” Ferdinand said, sharply. “I’d—I’d—stake my soul that the Way of the Spices lies as plain as
a road from us to India, just as Covilham says.” He turned almost pleadingly to Abel. “ You believe that, Master
Abel, don’t you?”
*
As Abel started to speak, the two others saw his lips, even in the very act of forming an answer, freeze into
stark amazement, his eyes focused on some object behind them. With one impulse they whirled about to see,
poised in the doorway, as if in arrested flight, a bare-legged, ragged figure. Out of the pallid face stared great, dark
eyes dilated by a madness of fear that wiped out every other expression.
For an astounded moment Ferdinand waited for the apparition to vanish—as it had come—like a wraith. No!
That was flesh, human, alive, that quivered under the torn breeches, and that was blood on the thin hands—one
could even see where it had stained the tattered coat. Just a poor, frightened lad, of perhaps his own age!
A chair scraped the floor—Ruth ran past him to the door, and drew the pitiful figure inside. All at once he
heard her cry out, saw her draw back. He started forward—as suddenly halted. Had he seen—or imagined—two
braids of long, dark hair tucked under the ragged coat?
“It’s a girl, Abel—a girl!” Ruth was stammering. At the sound of her voice the terror-stricken eyes glanced
back into the court; then, like a wild creature seeking cover, the girl seized Ruth’s hands and dragged her into the
room beyond the workshop.
“Someone is hunting her!” Abel cried. “The door, Ferdinand—quick!”
Ferdinand was out of the room, across the court, and already turning the key in the outside gate, when Abel,
coming up, a little out of breath, reached out and tried the heavy door. Too amazed to talk, they stood, looking at
each other.
“You’d think,” Ferdinand said under his breath, “that we’d have heard her come in, or that someone would
have seen her climbing the hill up here.”
“Suppose you’d gone away when the others did, and I’d locked the gate after you,” Abel meditated aloud,
“where might this poor creature have wandered?”
“I’m glad I stayed,” Ferdinand said, soberly, falling into step with Abel who had begun to pace slowly up and
down the court. Without speaking, they walked its length and back. Unconsciously they muffled their steps on the
stone flags, as though they listened for some clue from the night.
To Abel, the very garden about them was an expression of what was in their minds. The gray old fig tree, the
laden damsons that his own hands had trained along the wall, even the beds of dew-sweet flowers seemed to
listen, to wait …
“Where in the world did that child come from?” he mused aloud.
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“She might have been brought in on a slave ship,” Ferdinand threw out at random. “But slaves are black as
ebony,” he quickly amended, “and this girl has skin—well—like ivory, with sunlight striking across it.” He was a
little embarrassed at this lapse from his usual literal speech, but Abel seemed not to notice it.
“Exactly,” he rejoined, “like yellowed ivory, or like those lilies of mine in moonlight. However, that idea of
yours is something to follow up. We can very soon find out at the docks whether any slave ship has put in here.”
From the court they could see Ruth’s shadow moving about in the lighted room where the girl had fled. At last,
the light went out, and Ruth appeared at the workshop door.
“She’s quieted down a little,” she whispered, as Abel and Ferdinand stepped into the room.
“What does she say?” Abel eagerly demanded. “Did she tell you—”
“Tell me!” Ruth echoed with fine contempt. “I don’t believe she can speak a word of our language. I tried to
talk with her, but all she did was to huddle in a corner, and stare at me with those big, terrified eyes. She acts
almost as if her brain was turned. But when I gave her some warm milk, she drank it like a kitten, and she let me
bind up her poor hands.”
“Did you see how they’d bled over her coat?” Ferdinand broke in.
“It’s clear enough that she’s had a terrific fight to escape,” Abel thoughtfully observed. Ferdinand got up to go.
“I’ll look around the docks tomorrow, and see what craft are in,” he said. “Perhaps I might pick up a clue about
her.” Ruth started up with an alarmed face.
“But mind you don’t do or say anything that’ll rouse suspicion! Those she was running from must be lying in
wait for her, right here in town, and if they should find her, it’s my belief the child would die of fright.”
“Don’t be afraid, Ruth,” Abel assured her, curiously touched by this new tenderness. “Not a soul outside of us
three shall know she’s here.”
“I’ll keep my mouth shut,” Ferdinand declared, "and my ears and eyes open. No one shall drag a word out of
me!”
“Right!” Abel took him up. “So it’s just between ourselves to discover where she comes from.”
“Compared with which even finding the Way of the Spices might be simple!” Ferdinand laughed, as he took
himself off.
2
From the rail of the Venetian merchantman, the Venezia, Nicolò Conti watched her crew send the last of the
Lisbon consignment of sugar hurtling to the long quay. The Venezia had come in late the day before, and by the
time she had made her way past Portuguese fishing boats and English vessels, Spanish galleons and Dutch, and
found a berth between the craft tied up to the sea-wall, there had not been time to finish unloading. The crew now
was hurrying, for they were already overdue, and it was nip and tuck to catch the flood tide over the bar. Someone behind him spoke his name, and Nicolò turned to see a rugged figure coming toward him.
“Got your luggage together, Conti? We’re about ready to go.”
“It went ashore first thing this morning, Captain. All I’ve to do is to get myself ashore.”
“Unless,” said the Venezia's captain, looking hard at Nicolò, “unless—you change your mind, and go back with
me. I’ll give you the best accommodations on board!” Nicolò laughed good-naturedly.
“I’m not going to change my mind, sir!” But the captain was not to be put off:
“Venice was good enough for all your people,” he insisted. “That’s where they built their fortune and there’s
where you should stay and increase it, instead of risking it on the wild talk these Portuguese have started over this
chap Bartholomew Diaz—” He broke off as the mate came for orders; then,
“Don’t go yet,” he told Nicolò, as he went off with the officer. “I’ll be back to say good-bye.”
With rising excitement Nicolò glanced at the quay. There was his box. Presently he would be with it, ready for
this Lisbon venture from which his old friend had so tried to dissuade him. Then, he must look up lodgings; lucky
that he could speak Portuguese.
A boy’s head and shoulders, leaning out over the edge of the quay, suddenly crossed his vision—what in the
world was that chap about? Nicolò watched him peer down at the Venezia’s bow. Trying to read her name, was he?
The bent figure straightened up, and he saw a young fellow, rather younger than himself, well set up and
stocky, with the most remarkable eyes—eyes that made you stop and look, for they seemed like fires under his
thick black brows. He was sorry when the boy moved away to scrutinize the vessel next the Venezia, and wondered idly why he was interested in the names of ships.
A shout from the crew! The unloading was finished. A hatch cover slammed down. There was a cry to stand by
and slip the hawsers. Next thing they would be drawing in the gangplank—he must go. He glanced at the cap-tain
hurrying forward.
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“Well, Conti, so it’s really good-bye? Sure you won’t change your mind?” Nicolò laughed and grasped his
hand.
“Not till I’ve given Portugal a fair trial, anyhow.” The captain shrugged.
“Personally, I like to be at the hub of the wheel. This settling yourself on the edge of the world—”
“Edge!” Nicolò broke in. “I’ll remind you of that word when the trade is roaring around us and this is the
hub!”
“A fine, loyal Venetian you are!” retorted the other as he gave him a friendly shove.
“Good luck, sir! And look out that you don’t have another brush with pirates!” The man’s eyes glittered.
“Pirates better watch me! They can’t afford to lose any more pilots to Christians!”
“We were in great luck to get that chap to take the place of our own pilot—he certainly knew his business.”
“As good a pilot as I ever saw,” the captain heartily endorsed. “I tried to get him to stay with me, but he’d had
enough of the sea for a while.” Nicolò sprang up the gangplank and from the quay called out his last word:
“Let me know when you’re in again—I’ll be right here!”
On the impulse he decided to wait for the Venezia to clear, and, after he had arranged for the storage of his box,
he loitered about until he could see her tall mainmast with the familiar Lion of St. Mark beyond the harbour
shipping. He watched the flag out of sight, and had turned to find the main thoroughfare, when a sound of angry
voices made him look back.
Around the Venezia’s discharged cargo he saw several prosperous looking men engaged in a vehement discussion. They had evidently halted the stevedores, for only part of the load had been removed. Nicolò watched, as
they made gestures toward it and consulted indignantly among themselves. Gradually, he approached them. His
Portuguese was not too good, but he gathered that there was something wrong with the freight that the Venezia
had left.
“There it is—see for yourselves,” one of the group was protesting. “Empty as a sucked egg! And I’m out the
price of a barrel of sugar.”
Nicolò edged up and looked over the speaker's shoulder. With real dismay he saw that the barrel was empty.
“You could get a consideration, if you hadn’t signed the bill of lading,” someone suggested.
“But I have signed it. And talk of consideration—why, a Venetian’d rather sell his soul than part with a ducat!”
“The captain of the Venezia wouldn’t!” Nicolò spoke up from behind him. “How do you know your own men
aren’t responsible for that empty barrel?” The other wheeled around and stared at him.
“Because I was standing by when my men discovered the shortage,” he retorted. “And what’s the Venezia’s
captain to you, young fellow, that you’re so free to put your nose into other people’s business?”
There was a murmur of approval from his companions. A heated reply was on Nicolò’s lips—when all at once
the humour of the situation struck him, and he laughed. Here he’d come to establish himself in a strange city, and
the first thing he did was to get into a full-fledged quarrel.
“It happens that he’s a good deal to me,” he said good-naturedly. “I’ve known him all my life, and the last
thing he’d do would be to cheat anyone out of anything. Now, here”—he took out his wallet—“what do you
figure that sugar is worth?”
“Oh, I didn’t mean anything like that,” the man awkwardly protested. “I can stand the loss, but it’s—it’s the
principle of the thing!”
“Just so,” Nicolò agreed, biting his lips to keep a grave face, “the ‘principle,’ for the captain’s a great stickler
for principle—like yourself, sir! Now,” opening his wallet, “what do we owe you?” The man named a sum, which
Nicolò handed over.
“No hard feelings, I hope,” he said, a little sheepishly, as he took the money. “If there’s anything I can do for
you at any time—”
“I’ll take you up on that,” laughed Nicolò. “Can you tell me where I can get a bite?”
“I can that! If you aren’t particular about style—”
“Not in the least—I’m hungry!”
“Well, then”—the man turned Nicolo around, and pointed down a narrow outlet from the quay—“that’ll take
you to the main thoroughfare. Follow along to a big square, and, to your right, in an alleyway, you’ll see a little
tavern, The Green Window, kept by an old fellow they call Pedro. It’s not much to look at, but you can get the
best mutton and vegetable stew in there that’s made.”
Once clear of the noisy quay, Nicolò stopped to look about him.
Portugal … Lisbon … after all these months of doubt, of inward debate, of final decision, here they were,
bright reality. His eyes, accustomed to the levels of Venice, mounted, with a sense of adventure, hillsides up
which quaint, high-roofed houses seemed to climb on each other’s shoulders. Enchantments of colour caught, and
held, his exploring eyes: sunlit walls broken by sociable little balconies and outside stairways; bursts of blossom44

ing shrubs, a glowing patch of tiny, steep garden. Everywhere, Nicolo noted, was colour, virile, vivid, of an
almost primitive quality, as if the crude essence of it had been laid on without care of shade or tone. The sky itself
blazed, from zenith to horizon, a deep even blue.
Where, he wondered, was the palace? Perhaps it was the solid gloomy structure that crowned that hill or, more
likely, that larger building with dome and pillars halfway down the hillside.
Mentally he contrasted the disciplined beauty of Venice—mellow sumptuousness, noiseless waterways—with
the gay helter-skelter of this hill city and the clatter of its cobblestone pavements. Life moved faster here, and
more simply. That boy, for instance, milking his goats from door to door! This woman urging you to buy from the
tray of glistening fish she balanced on her head, and those men telling you how fresh were the vegetables in the
baskets slung across their shoulders.
In the square that the merchant had mentioned, Nicolò noticed the shops of linen drapers and silk mercers—not
so different from the displays of the Merceria, only that a Venetian instantly missed the enormous variety which
the Oriental trade gave to the shops of Venice.
He found The Green Window without trouble, an amusing little place with one huge, green-cased window set
into its diminutive, peaked front. Several men, unmistakably sailors, were eating and talking at a table. Nicolò sat
down near them, and was promptly served with a bowl of the famous stew. The innkeeper was a quaint little man
with kind eyes, and scrupulously anxious to please. Nicolò at once took a fancy to him, and ended by ordering a
second portion of the stew.
Halfway through his meal, he absently noticed that someone came in and dropped into a seat at the far end of
the room, but immediately he forgot the incident in the talk of the sailors. They were now topping off with good
red wine, and were in high spirits. Nicolò made out that they belonged to crews which were to sail that very day.
“You’ll be bringing back sugar and lumber, I suppose?” one of them asked.
“Yes, all the yew and cypress we can load without sinking her.”
“They say there’s no better hard wood than this Madeira timber,” someone commented, “but, for big money,
give me a good shipful of black men and a ballast of gold ore!”
So that was where they were going, Nicolò said to himself—Madeira, one of the important Portuguese colonies. As for the reference to “black men” …
“From your talk of blacks and gold,” cut in another, “I reckon you’re bound for Guinea.” Ah, the much talked
of Guinea Coast—another of Portugal’s discoveries.
“That’s what!” was the hearty rejoinder. “And a bonus if we get back on schedule time!”
“That for your bonus”—a snap of the fingers—“when they get the water route to India going in good shape!
Watch me enlist on the first trip!”
More talk followed, of places that to Nicolò had been half myths: Cape Verde, the Azores, the Canaries. They
went out, laughing and scuffling, and Nicolò, his fancy on fire, watched them roister down the street. As he got up
to pay for his meal, he glanced at the one remaining customer in the room, the one who had come in so quietly.
The boy with the eyes!
Arms folded on his chest, head dropped a little forward, the great eyes seemed to burn far into some future
world. Glowing fires, thought Nicolò; the most extraordinary eyes ever lodged in a human head; uncanny, only
for the sheer beauty of them. The boy looked up, surprising his scrutiny.
“Interesting, weren’t they?” he said, nodding toward the departed sailors. “I saw you listening to them.”
“You Portuguese have a right to be very proud of your navigators,” Nicolò said warmly, responding to this
friendly ignoring of formalities. The boy seemed to seize at the last words.
“Have you done any voyaging—seen any sea service?” he demanded.
“Only in the Mediterranean—but enough to get my sea legs,” laughed Nicolò. “I take it you’ve been to sea, or
expect to go?”
“As soon as I can!” Nicolò caught the note of impatience in the brief reply.
“Perhaps your people won’t let you go?” he suggested.
“No—not till I’ve finished my tour of duty at the palace.” He flushed as though embarrassed at revealing so
much to a stranger. “You see, I’m a page,” he explained with a little grimace, “and I’ve a half dozen more years of
service.”
Their eyes met, understandingly, and Nicolò laughed. There was something refreshing, lovable, in this frankness.
“So in the meantime you get the sea at second hand from The Green Window!” The boy nodded.
“Every chance I see, I slip out of my uniform and into some old hunting clothes they sent me from home, and
come down here. It’s good to be quit of those stiff things that saw your neck in two, and keep you laced up so
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tight you can’t breathe!” He ran his fingers around the open throat of his loose leather jacket and squirmed
luxuriously.
“A homesick, country lad,” Nicolò silently mused, as much touched as he was amused by the ingenuous gesture. But well born, you could tell, from that forthright way of his. No heritage of the yoke in him! Aloud,
“Old clothes are a comfort,” he agreed. “What do you have to do at the palace?”
“Oh, play errand boy, serve the King at table, stand by when he rides or drives out, wait on the ladies for this,
that, and the other.”
“Not too exciting, eh? I don’t believe I envy you!”
“It’s deadly,” the other pursued, “the routine that a page has to go through, like a dog at its tricks. I never could
see the sense of pulling on the King’s hose for him! And”—he lowered his voice—“why the devil shouldn’t a
woman pick up her own handkerchief when she drops it?”
“Shh—careful!” Nicolò laughed under his breath. “Women have a way of getting back at rebels like you! By
the way,” he ventured, “didn’t I see you on the dock this morning?” Almost, he had added “What were you
looking for?”
“I was certainly down there,” the boy returned, “and I saw you—twice! You made a friend for life out of that
sugar dealer!”
“To tell the truth, I was thinking of my own interests as much as his! It was hardly good business to make an
enemy the moment I’d set foot here, where I expect to stay.” The great eyes lighted up.
“You really mean to live here? Good! I thought I heard you say something like that, when you and the captain
were talking. I—I”—the colour rose to his cheeks—“listened to you!”
“Oh, so you understand Italian?” Nicolò laughed, inwardly amused with the ingenuous admission.
“After a fashion; you know, we pick up a smatter of everything in the palace. But you have me beaten, the way
you speak our language. Didn’t I hear you mention pirates?” he continued. “What happened?”
“Not very much—to us! The pirates and a Venetian vessel had been having it back and forth, when we overhauled them. After that we were two to one, of course, and the pirates broke and ran. That was all.”
“There was something else that you said: that Lisbon was going to get all the trade. What makes you think
that?”
“What I’ve heard about Diaz. I believe he’s on the right track to India.” Something leaped in the boy’s eyes,
and his hand shot out to Nicolò’s.
“Diaz is the greatest man in the world! I know him … if you’d like to meet him.”
“Would I! That’s a chance in a lifetime.”
“Then I’ll arrange it. Now,” with a little grimace, “I must be going back to the palace.” Nicolò rose and walked
with him to the door.
“Where is the palace?” he inquired. “Up there on top of the hill?”
“That? Oh, that’s the Castle of St. George—old citadel that dates back to the time of the Moors. Here”—
Magellan drew Nicolò from the doorway—“step out where you can see. Might as well begin to get your bearings!
Now, that big bulk of a building with the dome and arches, half-way between us and the Castle, is the Sé Patriarchal.\fn{Old Lisbon’s cathedral} That’s where St. Vincent’s tomb is—Lisbon’s patron saint, you know. Some say it
used to be a Moorish mosque.”
“I noticed it first thing and wondered if it weren’t the palace.”
“Why, the palace is in the other direction!” exclaimed Magellan. “It’s down by the harbour, you know—faces
square on the Tagus. You must have seen it this morning.”
“I’m afraid I was too busy with the empty sugar barrel!” laughed Nicolò. The other grinned sympathetically.
“Don’t know that I blame you! But the next time you’re down at the water front, take notice of a great threesided building with an enormous square in the middle that opens on the river. That’s Manoel’s palace.”
“Where you pull on the royal stockings, and pick up handkerchiefs that the ladies drop!” bantered Nicolò. The
boy made a face. Then, a little bashfully, he asked,
“Perhaps I’ll see you here soon again?”
“If there’s a chance to see you,” Nicolò said heartily. “And what do you say we exchange names?”
“Oh, I know yours, already! I heard your captain say it; Nicolò Conti, isn’t it? And mine’s Magellan—
Ferdinand Magellan.”
From the door of The Green Window Nicolo looked after him with a warm little stir at his heart. Those
brilliant, brooding eyes … that lovable frankness, even if indiscreet … the sensitive colour, and, again, those
altogether extraordinary eyes!
*
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He stepped into the alley way and stood, for a moment, stretching himself in the warm sun and exultantly
breathing in the tang of the clear air. He had made no mistake in leaving Venice for Portugal. Here the future was
in the shaping, with a chance to share in the process; in the result, too. For the moment, Life seemed a joyous
effervescent that foamed gloriously over the edge as he drank. He was glad to be here. Glad!
He started to walk on, when an idea occurred to him. He turned, amusedly contemplated the big green window
in the tiny front; then he re-entered the inn. Pedro was giving a final scouring to the long board top of a table. He
had taken it off its trestles, the better to clean it, and, now, as Nicolò watched, he lifted it back.
“You forgot something, perhaps?” he asked, as he suddenly perceived Nicolò.
“I was just wondering if—well—I don’t suppose you'd consider a lodger, would you, Pedro?”
“I’ve never taken lodgers, Senhor. I have nothing but a small room overhead.” The tone was deprecatory but
Nicolò could see that the kind eyes were pleased.
“Let me see it,” he said. “All I want is a place to sleep in. I’m sure of good food here at any rate.”
Eventually it was agreed that he should move in at once. The room was small, but it was clean and sunny and
had a tolerable bed.
“I’ll have my box brought here,” Nicolò concluded, “shall I, Pedro?” Pedro nodded.
“If you’re satisfied.” Then, “Are you staying in Lisbon for long?” he inquired.
“For always, I hope!” Nicolò told him, good humouredly.
“So! Then you have friends here?”
“Only one, so far—the young fellow I was talking to, downstairs. But presently I expect there’ll be more.
There’s a banker here that I mean to look up, a Master Abel Zakuto. You don’t happen to know him, do you?”
“Of course! Who, in Lisbon, doesn’t? A kind of a sailor-fellow on land, he is; always pottering with navigation
instruments, and hobnobbing with anyone who’s either been to sea or is going.”
“Oh, that isn’t the Zakuto whom I’ve heard about at home,” Nicolò broke in. “My man is a banker, a Jewish
banker.” Pedro nodded.
“He’s that, too, a Jewish banker; same person. Yes, I can show you where he lives.”
Directed by a graphic finger, Nicolò’s eyes finally made out, high on the hillside, a certain house at the head of
a long stairway. Along the front a row of windows were bright gold in the afternoon sun. It struck Nicolò’s fancy
—perched up there with an air of satisfaction at having out-climbed all those other climbing houses! He would go
there some day soon and make acquaintance with this banker that he’d heard of in Venice—Abel Za-kuto.
3
Abel quietly let himself through his gate, and crossed the court to the workshop. A little breathless from the
last few stairs, he sat down and reviewed this morning’s work.
It had been just another fruitless search for some clue to the Girl. He could think of nothing more to do, and he
had to own himself completely baffled. Presently Ruth would come in to inquire if he had any news. He could
hear her moving about in the further end of the house. Whatever she was doing, he knew she was near the Girl,
for from the first she had watched over her with a fierce tenderness that amazed, while it touched, Abel. Later,
perhaps, Ferdinand would drop in, with some light on the mystery.
Meanwhile—the whole of a golden afternoon with his tools and his instruments, and the blossoming court lovingly watching him through the open door! He looked about the room like a boy who has successfully manoeuvred an afternoon for play—triumphant, but a little guilty; for, after his morning’s search, he had deliberately
come home instead of going to business. A feeling of happy seclusion and security stole over him. It was like a
fortress, this room of his, high above streets and noise, and the wide outlook from its windows gave him a sense
of command. Beneath him lay Lisbon’s hills, and, in the blue bowl of a harbour that the widening Tagus had made
at their feet, he could even distinguish the flags of the crowded shipping. He could, too, look directly down on
Manoel’s palace; on the massive wings and the huge colonnaded quadrangle open on the south to the river front.
He never gazed through his windows without recalling his friends’ comments and Ruth’s protests at his choice
of large panes of clear glass in face of the fashion for mullions. He had let them talk. But he had gone on fitting
those panes into casements that ran the width of the workshop—for one of Abel Zakuto’s necessities was a view.
They’d laughed a little, too, when he’d made such a huge lamp to hang over the table. But when he’d got it
done—a sturdy column of wrought iron and glass—they’d all admitted that it made studying the maps at night as
easy as by day.
“A regular lighthouse” someone had laughingly dubbed it—and the name had stuck.
But he must get to work; before he knew it, midday would be afternoon. There was so much to do … the
astrolabe … the compass box.
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He opened a cupboard, and stood looking at two plates of copper within. Gently he took one up—almost as if
it were alive—turned it in his hands. No, not that today; too much else to be done. Besides, before he could cut
the copper into the proper discs, he must first put on paper the design that he had pretty well in mind. Already he
could see in its completeness the new instrument that he had in mind: a metal astrolabe like those the Arabs had
used for centuries, but as yet unknown to western navigation.
This was Abel’s newest and most precious secret, and that was why his fingers trembled a little, as he put the
plate back into the cupboard.
He’d better go on with the compass box, he decided, since it was begun; but the piece of mahogany on which
he’d started was so hard that first he must sharpen his saw.
As he began filing, he had a mental picture of Ruth—Ruth as she would presently stand, in the doorway, fix
him with her bright, black eyes, and say—he knew well enough what she would say:
“The time you waste in this workshop of yours, Abel! Think of the money you could be making!”
Ruth had a heart of gold, he reflected, but when it came to imagination, one had to be patient with her. Besides,
to do her justice, she wasn’t alone in her opinion; for he knew it was said, here in Lisbon, that Abel Zakuto’s
astuteness could have made him rich even in this city whose Jews were known over Europe for their sagacity.
“Rich!” Abel snorted contemptuously. “Money!”
What money could buy the wealth of this room? Poor enough it might look to some with its bare table and
plain chairs. But think of the men who’d sat around that table! …
Diego Cam,\fn{C.1452-c.1486, Porgutuese explorer} with his first glowing tales of how he’d seen the Congo’s vast
flood rush far into the sea, of how he’d set up at its mouth the stone pillar of Portugal; Christopher Columbus and
John Cabot, who’d come here, sad and disheartened by King John’s indifference, but who’d gone away fired with
the courage that they’d found here in the workshop; and Pero d’Alemquer, chief pilot of the Diaz expedition to the
Cape; and Martin Behaim, the German.
Conceited Martin was, Abel reflected, but such charts as he had made, with such German thoroughness! Would
these men have gathered in his workshop, if he’d been only a money maker? Would Bartholomew Diaz come here
night after night, if he, Abel Zakuto, had been merely a rich man?
He laid down the sharpened saw, and stood up to reach a partly worked piece of mahogany. He lingered to
survey a row of shelves on which were ranged delicate tools and packets of metal and blocks of fine-grained
wood.
There was one shelf that ran entirely to compasses. Mentally Abel contrasted them with the unwieldy “Genoese Needle”\fn{A magnetized piece of iron floating on a raft of cork or reeds in bowl of water }—and gave a sigh of content.
Not but what he could improve on his present workmanship—and would!
“Getting money,” he mused, “when one could be making instruments to help find new worlds!”
His eyes roved to a niche in the wall, and lovingly dwelt there—his precious, even if tiny, library! What wealth
would tempt from him those parchment treatises on astronomy and geometry, or that volume of Marco Polo’s
Travels transcribed from the very copy once owned by the Great Navigator,\fn{ Prince Henry of Portugal (1394-1460),
called The Great Navigator} and bound by Abel’s own hands in boards half-covered with sheepskin.
He sat down at his carpenter’s bench and made fast the mahogany block. This was to be a compass larger than
those on the shelf, and in his mind it had already been dedicated to a certain enterprise—another of his secrets. By
and by, he ran on to himself, when he had finished it and the astrolabe, then, then—he was going to make maps …
Maps!
He sawed on, till the severed block fell to the floor. Then he laid down his work, slid open the table drawer and
began to lean over his copies of maps, inscribed with such signatures as Giovanni Leardo, Fra Mauro, Cadamosto.
One of these days, he promised himself, he, too, would make maps—not, as these other chaps made them, as they
fancied or hoped the earth was—but as it really was; but for that, of course, he would have to wait till Diaz put the
final link in the sea route to India, and could give him facts.
He closed the drawer and went on with his sawing. Then—as he had foreseen—Ruth stood in the doorway.
*
“Abel—” When Ruth began that way, and then paused, it was a sign that her mind must be unloaded.
“Yes, Ruth?” She came into the workshop, and sat down, without so much as a glance at the litter of sawdust to
which she usually objected.
“Abel—I’m worried about that child. Why doesn’t she talk?”
Abel took up a chisel and ran his thumb over its edge. Vaguely he was wondering at Ruth’s silence about the
sawdust. He stole a look at her. Her face was anxious, softer than he remembered.
“Shouldn’t you think she’d talk,” she continued, “and tell us what frightened her?”
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“No, I shouldn’t. Just think of the terror that was in her poor face; that still is. The child is simply beyond
speech.”
“Beyond speech, Abel? You don’t mean—”
“Oh, nothing but what’ll right itself,” he hastily assured her. “By and by, when she feels at home with us …”
He was absorbed, as he applied the chisel to an uneven edge. Ruth watched him in silence.
“I wonder,” he heard her say, as if she were talking to herself, “I wonder what her voice will sound like.” And
not waiting for him to comment, she left the room.
What would the Girl’s voice sound like? Abel pondered. If Ruth hadn’t suggested it, he would never have
thought of such a thing, but now he began to feel a growing curiosity to hear it. Perhaps if he approached her,
spoke to her very gently … But so far she had persistently clung to Ruth, and had shrunk from him.
As he worked, his mind alternated between ways to persuade her to speak, and the mystery that so completely
wrapped her. There was a last possibility that Ferdinand might have got hold of some clue. But when Ferdinand
finally appeared, late that afternoon, Abel saw at a glance that he had been no more successful than himself.
*
“That girl must have got here on wings,” the boy declared, “for I was down at the docks first thing the morning
after, and there wasn’t a sign of anything like a slave cargo. I made sure of that: I got the name of every craft that
had tied up here, where she hailed from, what stops she’d made, and what she was carrying. After that I inquired
at the inns to find out who’d come in to town in the last day or two.” Abel nodded.
“Just what I did.”
“I saw something odd while I was hunting a clue down on the quay,” Ferdinand continued. “Some merchant
had just found a shortage in a consignment that a Venetian galleon had brought, and he was cursing Venice and
Venetians for cheats and thieves, when, from behind him, up comes a young fellow with blood in his eye; says
he’s a Venetian and wants to know what the man means.” Ferdinand stopped to laugh at the recollection.
“In another minute I expected to see fists fly, when, all of a sudden, I noticed the young chap smile to himself,
and pull out his wallet. ‘I’ll stand your loss, sir,’ says he, and then there was some more about his being a friend of
the captain who was responsible for the cargo. Well, you should have seen the merchant back water: money was
nothing to him—it was just the ‘principle’ of the thing!”
“Nevertheless, he took the money?” Abel drily insinuated.
“Oh, of course! And then he couldn’t do enough for the Venetian chap, told him where to find an inn, and so
on.”
“That young man has brains,” Abel admiringly observed. Ferdinand nodded.
“At first glance you’d think him a bit of a dandy, from his pointed shoes and the gold button on his cap and the
fur collar of his cloak, but when you saw the swell of his chest under his doublet, and the buttons of his hose all
strained out at the calf … And he’s plucky, too. I met him afterward—in The Green Window, you know—and he
told me he had left Venice because he believed Portugal was going to have it all her way with trade.”
“Oh, so?” Abel exclaimed, with fresh interest. “That’s the kind of citizens we need. Bring him here some time,
Ferdinand. Did you get his name?”
“Nicolò Conti. Of course he’s anxious to meet Master Diaz.”
“Conti … Conti …” Abel mused aloud. “I wonder if he’s any connection of the Venetian traveller of that
name.” They returned to the search for the Girl, and Ferdinand admitted he was at a standstill.
“If she would only talk!” said Abel. The boy laughed.
“One of these days she will—being a woman!”
“But suppose she doesn’t know our language?” Ruth came into the room in time to catch Abel’s last words.
“If she wanted to tell us about herself, she’d find a way even if it was only by signs. My guess is that she’s
hiding from someone who’s so crazed her with fear that she doesn’t dare tell anything to anyone.”
“There’s no doubt that she was trying to hide, and meant to disguise herself,” Ferdinand agreed. “I took her for
a boy, myself, until I saw her long hair.” Ruth nodded reminiscently.
“Those eyes of hers are just the same as they were that first night—they stare and stare into space as if they
were looking at ghosts. But the rest of her is different, I can tell you, in the new dress I’ve made her! You know,
Ferdinand”—she became confidential—“I hunted the shops over till I found the right stuff, all shimmery and
gauzy, like … like moonlight on a misty night … or like those lilies, out there at dusk.”
Abel shot an astonished glance at her. Was Ruth, the practical, turning poet? Was there, after all, a love of
beauty, hidden deep within her, that had welled at last to this sweet outlet?
“Anyway,” Ruth pursued, “she’s as lovely a sight as you’ll ever see!” Ferdinand’s face lighted with sudden
mischief.
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“Let me see her, Aunt Ruth—I’ll get her to talk!” He sprang up and pretended to make a dash for the next
room.
“You young jackanapes!” She caught his sleeve and pulled him back. “You’d frighten her so, she’d never open
her lips!”
“Then I’ll be going.” He pretended to sulk, while he winked at Abel behind Ruth’s back.
“She’ll talk,” Abel comfortably observed, “when she feels at home with us—feels that she’s safe.”
But to himself he wondered what would have happened if they had taken the lad at his word and had let him
see the Girl! Ferdinand lingered in the door for a last word.
“Your cousin, Master Abraham Zakuto, said he and Gama would be up here tonight.”
“Good!” Abel was genuinely pleased. “I haven’t seen Abraham in some time. How is he?”
“Oh, Manoel and he are thick as thieves—Manoel’s always consulting him.”
“I’m glad Gama’s coming—if for nothing more than to lend Abraham an arm up the stairs. On any account,
though, I’m glad—I think a great deal of Vasco.”
“I’d like him more,” Ferdinand rejoined, “if he were keener on exploration—seeing as his father was to have
commanded an expedition to India, if he hadn’t died. Another thing: Gama’s as stubborn as a mule—never gives
you an inch in an argument.” Abel laughed indulgently.
“Why should he, if the argument’s worth anything? No—I like him for standing his ground.”
“Well—have it your way,” the boy retorted. “But when I’m his age,” he shot back from the gate, “you won’t
see me content to dawdle around Manoel. Not while there’s seas to sail and lands to be found!” From the door of
the workshop Abel’s eyes affectionately followed him.
*
“What should we do, Ruth, without that lad running in and out all the time?” She came and stood beside him.
“The saucy rascal!” she laughed. “Talking about the King and his court with no more respect than if they were
common human beings!” Abel chuckled.
“Perhaps you’d do no better if you lived with Manoel day in and day out as Ferdinand does!” She gave him a
searching look:
“I sometimes think, Abel, you haven’t much of an opinion of Manoel.”
“He seems to be treating Abraham as well as we could wish,” he replied, evasively.
“You hit it just right,” she declared, “when you thought of getting Abraham in as court astronomer.”
“I doubt if I could have manoeuvred it without the help of Manoel’s physician. It’s lucky he and I are old
friends, for Manoel will do anything he advises.”
“Poor old Abraham!” Ruth sighed. “Thank God he’s sure of peace and safety here as long as he lives.”
A look of suffering crossed her face, and Abel knew she was thinking of those days of horror when they had
seen thousands of Jews, driven from Spain and fleeing into Lisbon, starved, crazed creatures ravaged by disease.
It had been months before Ruth could nurse Abraham back to even a semblance of himself.
“There’s something unforgivable in persecuting an intellect like Abraham’s, let alone his body,” Abel sombrely
mused.
“I can’t bear to think of what our people have gone through,” Ruth burst out. “It was wicked—wicked! Oh,
Abel”— she turned troubled eyes to him—“what if King Manoel should drive us out of Portugal?”
“He won’t, my dear, he won’t.”
She murmured something about supper, and left the room. Slowly Abel’s eyes roved between workshop and
court. Suppose that which had happened to his people in Spain should suddenly happen here, and he should be
torn from this house, where he had brought Ruth a bride; from this court that together they had planted and set
out.
He felt his heart contract; then, what a fool he was to borrow trouble, he sharply told himself, for hadn’t Manoel always been friendly with his Jewish subjects? Hadn’t he sought their advice and openly laid the coun-try’s
commercial prosperity to the Jewish financiers? No, Manoel wasn’t the man wantonly to drain his kingdom of the
very sources of that prosperity. Spain had done exactly that, when she had driven out her Jews and Moors; but
then, Ferdinand and Isabella were religion-mad, and Manoel wasn’t, at least, that.
Rage surged through Abel at the thought of the paupered exiles, which Spain had made of her most useful
subjects. Paupered, they who had made Spain rich! Homeless, who had made it famous for its learning and its
scholars! It was hard to think calmly of them as wanderers, as cold and hungry, these people who had been so
open-handed to encourage their country’s progress. No one had had to urge them, he recalled, to give—and
generously—to Columbus’ first expedition. His face hardened as he remembered how the second expedition—
after their expulsion—had been financed: from confiscated Jewish estates!
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He became aware of a growing coolness in the air. The sun had set, and dusk was falling, while he had let his
thoughts run away with him! He turned from the doorway, and began to put away his work. Shavings and sawdust
were no matter, but a tool out of place—never!
It was dark enough now to light the great lamp, but Abel decided to wait till after supper. He liked to sit,
quietly, by himself, in the half light, his chair tilted against the wall.
He found himself thinking of that strange night that the Girl had come. He was gazing out into the court, as he
was now, he recalled, when, like a phantom, she had flashed on the square of darkness framed in the doorway.
It had always pleased his fancy that it was the workshop where she had first appeared—where the talk was
always of the undiscovered and of the unknown. In a curious, mystical sense she seemed to fit the spirit of this
room. She, who was as baffling as anything that had ever been discussed around the big table and over the maps!
If only, Abel whimsically mused, some chart might be found to reveal her mystery! By heaven—as that idea
suggested another—that might work!
His tilted chair came down on all fours. He would send a message to Ferdinand by Abraham or Gama.
Yes, that might work! …
173.170 Excerpt from Memoirs of Muhammad Kurd ‘Ali: A Selection\fn{by Muhammad Kurd Ali (1876-1953)}
Damascus, Damascus Vilayet, Ottoman Syria (M) 14
1
Learned men say that old people remember what happened to them in their infancy as vividly as they recall the
events of their youth or their middle years and old age.
They do not remember the incidents that are closest to them, and the first thing they forget is names of persons.
I remember things that came into my life between the ages of six and eight. I remember my companions as well as
if I were beholding them now. I can see the corner where they stood or sat and even the shape and color of the
chairs they sat on. I remember most of all what I said to them and what they said to me, my impressions, and what
went through my mind.
When I was six my mother took me to the home of Sheikh Muhammad al-Tantawi which was in the Narinjah
Lane in the Qaymariyah Quarter of Damascus. We were taken to the outer room where guests were received, and
there for the first time I beheld a wall lined with books.
Gasping with wonder I inquired of my mother what all those things on the wall were. She replied that they
were books which educated people read. I was so impressed by this unusual sight that I confided to my mother
that I wished to take up this profession.
My mother always reminded me of what I had said to her whenever she wanted me to get on with my studies.
She was anxious for me to realize my scholastic ambitions. My father also encourage me to study, but if I became
engrossed in my books until the late hours of the night, he counselled moderation, lest my eyesight and health be
impaired. He frequently blew out my lamp so I would go to bed.
My parents sent me to Kafil Saybai elementary school when I was five. My cousin, who was under ten, looked
after me. He had a sweet voice, and once when he and some other children were on the balcony of the mosque
and my cousin was giving the call to prayer, the school master suddenly appeared. The lad was so startled he
urinated in his clothes and onto the heads of some student worshippers below. That was a great joke and everyone
in the school was highly amused at the accident.
One day I saw a strange sight. An old sheikh I had never seen before struck one of the children on the head
with the edge of his robe and rebuked him in a Moroccan accent for some gesture the child had made. That was an
odd way to strike a boy, and when I asked who the man was, I was informed that he was the inspector—a man
more learned than our own master and one who could dismiss him from his post. I said to myself:
“I want to be like him.”
This inspector was none other than my future professor, the learned Sheikh Tahir al-Jaza’iri with whom I came
in contact some years laters, after I had begun to write for the newspapers and study at the feet of the sheikh.
I was once sent to study with a sheikh near home. He had converted a spacious shop into a school and here he
crowded dozens of children. When the door and windows were closed the odor became offensive. The master had
a long cane which he used on the pupils’ backs, chests and heads. My first day there I received a blow, so the
following day I wept and begged my father not make me go back to that schoolmaster. I told my father that I did
not care to study under a teacher who dealt blows to every pupil in the school whether he was guilty or not.
So my father let me stay home that summer and do what I pleased. I used to flood the courtyard with water
every afternoon and then go swimming in the pool to cool off. At the end of the school vacation I returned to my
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old school Kafil Saybai.
My father once took me on horseback to the village of Jisrayn, in the Ghlitah\fn{ The fertile valley surrounding
Damascus} where he had bought a farm a few months before. On top of the farmhouse he had built an upper room.
The carpenters were at work making doors and windows when we arrived. Against the house there was a ladder
which I climbed while a workman watched me to see that I did not slip and fall. Some of the farmers I saw are
still there; I can see them now and picture myself talking to them. Years later, I pleased them very much by
relating our conversation of long ago to them.
One day a squire from the village, Abu Sa’id Darwish, came to see us. While he and my father were sitting in
the hall, I asked father to increase my daily allowance from two metalics\fn{ One piaster; about 5¢ in 1953} to three
metalics. He refused, claiming that two metalics were sufficient. This so angered me that my face showed it, and
Abu Sa’id who wanted to relieve my hurt feelings proceeded to console me. He said:
“Your father has informed me that the money he kept hidden in the rice baskets is now buried in the soil. He
used it to buy the farm for you and now has no money to give you. Isn’t the shop\fn{ Farm is meant:H} better for you
than an extra metalic in your daily allowance?” I was silent but said to myself:
“The farm is larger and it has a tree where I can hang my swing. My sister can swing me and I can swing her. It
has broad fields where I can fly my kite and a stream where I can swim.”
I was very happy on the farm until I was told one evening that I would have to go back to town for school the
next day. If I did not get there when school opened my classmates would get ahead of me.
I was quite depressed the night before we left the village. I envied the frogs that were croaking in the swamps
and mourned the bad luck that would keep me from listening to them. Eight kilometers separated the village from
the city—a two-hour ride on the back of an ass. I would have to spend the whole week in the house in town and
return to the village only for the weekend. I was given the ass to ride so in case I fell off I would not be hurt so
badly as if I fell from a horse.
I remember once when I was crossing a brook the current would have carried me away had it not been for my
older sister. I also remember falling at least three meters to the ground from the limb of a walnut tree where I had
been trying to tie my swing. Fortunately, however, I fell on soft ground. I was hurt, but I did not cry for fear I
would be scolded for climbing the tree. I often stumbled and fell on the threshing floor when I was flying my kite.
Though my bruised face and scratched hands hurt, I always got up and went on flying it. Not a word would I
breathe about my injury because I did not want the village boys to laugh at me and accuse me of girlishness and
weakness.
I remember until this day some of those with whom I used to fly my kite. The farmer boys admired it and they
praised my skill and my speed in running. Some of these lads are living still, thanks be to God, and we still
reminisce over our sport. They were my contemporaries in the village and were close to my heart. The foremost
among them was Sayyid ‘Abd al-Mu’p Darwish, the son of the man who had comforted me when my father
refused to add another metalic to my allowance. It was this man’s father who had said,
“Your father has buried his money that was hidden in the rice baskets, and he has no more to give you.”
Every year after the crops had been harvested my father would entertain a group of the harvesters who had cut
our grain and brought it to the threshing floors. The affair was called jawra’ah, and our hired men, sharecroppers,
gleaners, and watchmen were invited to come to it. The khatib, our local religious leader, was always there with
the village notables.
My father took them to the best bath—the bath of Qayshani—where I scrubbed their backs. This always
amused them and they laughed at the tiny hands that rubbed the dirt off their backs. After the bath they came to
our house and partook of the delicious dishes prepared for them, finishing up with sweetmeats called baqlawah.
The baqlawah was stuffed with pistachio nuts if we could afford them; otherwise they were stuffed with almonds
or walnuts. Every good worker was given some baqlawah to take home to his family, and those who rendered
good service were remunerated according to their ability. This jawra’ah, or entertainment of the laborers, was
discontinued in my day as the workers preferred to receive an extra dollar or two rather than waste a whole day in
the city bathing and feasting.
My father had a second wife, whom I and my sisters loved very much. We loved her as we loved our own
mother and addressed her as “Madam Mother.” She took charge of the bringing up of every child as soon as my
mother weaned it.
Madam Mother was of Albanian origin, strong-willed, and a woman of piety. Her faithful performance of
religious duties was a cause for wonder. She kept long vigils at night and made a hundred postures. She performed
her ablutions from the basin in mid-winter without fear of cold. She did not even build a fire to warm herself. She
read her prayers aloud in a low murmur. As I lay in bed I could hear her murmurs and the purring of the cat which
Madam Mother let sleep on our bed. She had a rosary that was “longer than the winter nights.” It was called al52

alfiyah because it had a thousand large beads. My family kept some of these beads for a blessing.
*
As I matured I developed an affection for women, whose company I enjoyed and preferred to that of my
playmates. I liked to hear the conversation of the women who visited our house in the village and in the city. I
especially liked those who nursed me and made me their foster son—foster brother to their own children. The
young, middle-aged and old women from country and city used to embrace and kiss me, and I embraced and
kissed them in return. I loved sitting in their laps and playing with their breasts, hair, and braids.
I liked women with luxuriant hair. I believed that a woman with a shiny face must have put olive oil upon it in
the bath. When I was little, my mother took me with her to the village bath where I saw peasant women rubbing
their bodies with olive oil. This led me to believe that all women followed this practice.
I enjoyed listening to the interesting stories told by the women—especially those with a touch of humor or an
unusual meaning. I could tell a good story-teller from a bad one and preferred the former, even though she might
be gray-haired and ugly, to a good-looking young woman.
I had a beautiful foster sister with soft skin whose name was Bahriyah.\fn{ “Of the sea”} This was a strange name
and I wondered if she had been called Bahriyah because she was born in Beirut near the sea. I used to kiss
Bahriyah passionately and she would return my kisses just as passionately.
My relatives often said they wished she and I were legally marriageable, so we could marry when we grew up.
Naturally, I did not know what marriage was, but I wanted to marry her because I loved her. I was seven then and
she was probably fifteen. I continued through manhood and old age to prefer feminine company of any kind to
that of man.
One woman whose company I enjoyed greatly was the wife of our share cropper, Sultan, who was of Afghan
descent. I visited her frequently although she was old and disfigured. She had lost all her children and I felt very
sorry for her, for she was constantly bemoaning her loss. I used to go through her hair in order to remove the nits.
I would pretend to be killing lice between my fingernails, which amused her and made her laugh.
What I liked about her house, which was larger than most peasant houses, was the climbing vine with round,
colored flowers. She gave me all the flowers I wanted to take home to my mother, who also enjoyed the company
of this sorrowful old woman. And the old woman always remembered me in her prayers.
My mother once took me to a great wedding feast in the home of al-Bakri. I sat next to the singer who, as I was
later told, was the most famous of her day. Her name was Anisah bint Jalalah. She had dark skin and large eyes,
and was polite and friendly to the guests. I remember that while she sang she danced with a sword in her hand. I
listened to Anisah and her troupe until I fell asleep. It was summertime and I did not awaken until I heard the
lovely voice of the muezzin on the minaret nearby and the equally lovely voice of Anisah, the nightingale of the
evening, whose voice echoed throughout that great house. The women were applauding her and blessing her. I
was thrilled with the singing, for this was the first good music I had ever heard. It awakened in me a love of fine
music and I longed to hear more.
After the experience of that night, I begged my mother to take me with her to another wedding feast. I was
angry and would cry if she went to a wedding without me. I envied her for the pleasure of listening to the voice of
bint Jalalah, for I imagined that she was the singer for every wedding.
When my father had a winter coat made for me, my Madam Mother, for fear of the evil eye, patched the
sleeves with cloth of a different color. This was supposed to make people who looked at me think I wore a
patched coat because I was poor, and would protect me against their evil and envious eyes.
I remember that my father one feast day bought me some red leather-soled Aleppo shoes and a pair of heavy
Kurdish stockings. We were to go to the cemetery the first day of the feast in order to pay our respects to the dead.
I liked those shoes so much that I took them to bed with me. I awoke and admired them several times before the
morning call to prayer which was the time we were to leave for the cemetery. After we left the cemetery we went
to the mosque for the celebrations of the feast and to watch the salamlik, which was the cavalcade of troops
accompanying the pasha governor\fn{The Turkish governor; Syria would be part of the Ottoman Empire until after World War
I:H} of the city from the mosque to the serail.
The approach of feast days gave me great joy and I was always disappointed when they came to an end. I
enjoyed the public amusements more than I enjoyed the holiday sweets at home. Preserves, candies, candied
almonds, walnuts and pistachio nuts were abundant in well-to-do homes most of the year. What thrilled me about
the feasts was the merry-go-round, the swing, and the carts drawn by hand or by a donkey.
One thing I used to hate was having to go to the public bath with my father. In those days bathrooms were
unknown in private homes, but the excessive heat in the public bath was too much for me. When I balked at
going, my parents would make me go look at a terrifying, horned dummy they had put behind the bins in the dark
pantry. They would say,
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“This is the ‘bubu’ and if you refuse to go to the bath, we shall tell him to eat you up.”
I was too afraid of this monster to disobey my parents. My mother used to take me to the women’s bath until a
woman asked her one day,
“Why didn’t you bring his father along?”
My mother never took me to the bath with her again.
*
One hot summer afternoon my father took me for a ride. I sat in front of him so he could keep me from falling
off our mount. We were going to the village of Dummar to call on Amir ‘Abd al-Qadir al-Hassani al-Jaza’iri at his
palace. On our way, we met a carriage in which some sheikhs were riding. One of them, Sheikh Salim al-‘Attar, a
very learned man and a friend of my father, asked where we were going.
“To call on the Amir,” my father answered.
The Sheikh told my father that the Amir was indisposed and would not leave his bedroom. My father said he
would go to the Amir’s palace anyhow just so the boy could enjoy the garden. We continued our journey to the
palace, and when my father’s arrival was announced, the Amir asked if his son was with him. When he received
word that I was there, the Amir came down to see us. I had seen him several times before but had forgotten him,
and I remember him now only from this one meeting. He wore a long, white gown like those worn by Algerians,
and had a white cap on his head. He took me on his lap and called upon the Almighty to bless me and protect me
from evil.
Though the Amir had not received his other visitors that day, he did come to see me because he thought of me
as a godson. He had made the tabi’ah for me, which saved my life. Since my mother had lost two children before
my birth, she was advised by those who believed in such things that the Amir made the tabi’ah and that if she
sought him, his tabi’ah would save the child which was in her womb.
The tabi’ah is a reed around which a silk thread is wound while texts from the Qur’an are read. The pregnant
woman must bury it before sunrise on Saturday and then take several steps backward. My parents were very
grieved to learn, some time after the visit my father and I paid to the Amir, of his death in 1300 A.H.\fn{ 1882-83
A.D.}
One Saturday, a little before sunrise, my father took me to visit the shrine of Sidi Ubaiy, which was outside the
city wall near the East Gate. It was believed that every boy who was taken by his parents for a three weeks’ visit
to the tomb of [the] Companion of the Prophet would have his wits sharpened for study, and his memory so
improved that he would succeed in his lessons. The boy was to approach the tomb with reverence and read the
fatiha, which is the preface to the Qur’an. The attendant would then strike the boy on the foot with a cane and
admonish him to study his lessons. The boy pretended to cry, and promised to study diligently. The attendant then
gave the boy some raisins to eat. Of course the attendant merely tapped the boy with the cane and did not actually
hurt him.
In this manner my parents paved the way for me to study and learn. May God reward them!
I thank God that I did not become the victim of another superstitious practice which was to have been tried on
me. The scene was again at the East Gate close to the leper hospital. It was the current belief that malaria could be
cured with God’s help, by dipping the patient seven times in the “black river,”\fn{ The Bareda River} where the
garbage of a large section of Damascus was dumped. Saturday was the best day for the dip. It seems that quinine
was rare.
When I was growing up my mother and aunt told me I was in the habit of using the expression, “O Khada,”
constantly. This means “O God” in Persian, but I apparently used it instinctively for I had not learned it from
anyone. They said one of my father’s Christian friends, a phrenologist, overheard me using this expression one
day. He examined my head for a while, then looked at my father and said,
“Take care of this boy; he will become a learned man.”
God knows! My father thought that if he appointed a guardian for his children, he would be one of two men.
The first was a rich merchant and the other, a prosperous gentleman-farmer. It was not many years, however,
before I became a man, so father made me guardian over my brothers, which relieved him of putting that
responsibility on anyone else. If fate had made it necessary for me to have a guardian and if the lot had fallen on
either of these two men, I would surely have been forced into a life-work of accumulating riches. Neither of them
would have allowed a penny of our money to be spent on our education, for my father’s two friends did not
understand what our generation needed.
Their attitude was that of the last century.\fn{ The 19th century is meant:H} They admitted that education did not
harm but refused to admit that it did any good. When I became a man I often urged the gentleman-farmer to send
one of his boys to a modern agricultural school. His only response was to change the subject. More than once I
heard my father suggest to his merchant friend that if one of his sons learned French\fn{ Syria was administered by
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he would be very useful in his father’s business. The friend thought this an odd
suggestion, and I heard him tell father that to hire a clerk at a monthly salary of three hundred piasters was
preferable to teaching his son a foreign language. I wonder what my lot would have been if my father had
entrusted me to the care of these two friends.
I still remember some of the stories my father told me when I was about ten years of age. One was of an
experience he had had with Amir Sulayman al-Harfush, whose domain was Baalbek and who, by the way, was
later executed by the Turks in the citadel of Damascus. Father said that in his youth he became acquainted with
this Amir who often, visited his shop and borrowed money from him. He finally owed my father five hundred
gold pounds, but when he left for home he promised my father he would pay his debt as soon as he could.
When months passed and no money had come from the Amir, my father went to Baalbek to find him. He
waited there four months at the house of an old woman until the Amir had enough silver to repay the debt. My
father gave the silver to Habib Mutran, one of the Amir’s servants, to keep for him until he was ready to go home.
(Habib Mutran later became very prominent in Syria and obtained the rank of pasha.)
The Amir asked my father why he had asked Habib Mutran to keep the money. My father’s reply was that
Christians valued money more than Muslims. When it came time for his departure, the Amir ordered the town
crier to announce that the Amir’s agent was leaving. The townspeople prepared the dishes they could cook best,
and according to custom, took the food to a place called Ras al-‘Ayn. When my father saw the Amir there he
whispered in his ear:
“I am my mother’s only son, and I have heard that it is your custom to pay your debts to your creditor; but
when he leaves you you send someone to kill him and bring the money that you paid him back to you. Should
you, therefore, have your eye on the silver you gave me, I am now ready to give you a receipt for the amount and
go home.”
The Amir reassured my father, reminding him of the kindness my father had shown him when he was in need.
He sent with him an escort of two black slaves whose names were Du‘aybis and Qadib. They were instructed to
take the Jurd road, deliver him to the chief man of the village of Manin in the district of Qalmun, and bring word
from the chief of his safe arrival.
Father said the first afternoon they saw a herd of gazelles in a place called Bir Sarir. One of the escorts killed a
gazelle and smiled at his companion, who smiled back. Then they whispered together as if they were recalling
something that had happened to them. Father asked what they were talking about, but they would not divulge their
secret. He pressed them and they replied that, recently, they had seen in this vicinity a man whom they desired to
rob. The man tried to avoid them, which confirmed their suspicion that he had money, so they killed him. They
were bitterly disappointed, however, to find only two piasters in his pocket. When father heard this comforting
story, his heart sank and he said to them,
“Quick! quick!”
The murderers knew that father had tens of thousands of piasters in the saddlebags under him. But God
delivered him—the Amir’s banker—and he arrived in Manin after he had shaken from him the dust of death. The
honorable escort returned to the Amir carrying written word of the state arrival of their charge. Had father fully
considered the situation, he would not have risked his gold and then his life in a transaction with an amir whom
he did not know. He had not realized then that association with prominent figures can result in much weariness of
head and foot.
2
I started reading Arabic newspapers when I was thirteen—in my last year of the elementary school. Later I
subscribed to two newspapers, the weekly Beirut and the semi-weekly Lisan al-Hal. In Damascus there was only
one weekly, the official Suriya,\fn{Syria} which consisted of two pages in Arabic and two in Turkish. The Arabic
was a stilted translation of the Turkish version. This paper published official ordinances, court notices, and what
government news the vali\fn{Governor} wished printed.
I liked Lisan al-Hal because it had fresh, interesting news translated from English. It contained discussions,
debates and literary articles. In my second year of high school I began to subscribe to a Paris weekly, caled L’Ami
de la Campagne. It was devoted chiefly to agriculture, and it encouraged city people to live in the country. I read
it thoughtfully, not for amusement, and sometimes read the same issue several times while waiting for the new
one to arrive. I read some of the Turkish newspapers from Constantinople, especially the literary and historical
journals. The articles that appealed to me I read more than once—especially those by noted writers on politics and
sociology. I was hardly sixteen when I began to send news items and articles to the newspapers.
It did not occur to me then that I would fall in love with journalism and eventually become the editor of the
first newspaper in Damascus. This was a weekly called al-Sham,\fn{Damascus} and was published by Mustafa
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Effendi Wasif, the director of the vilayet press and chief of the fire department. He had his newspaper printed on
the vilayet press. As he could not write good Arabic, he had to depend on his brother-in-law, Adib Effendi Nazmi,
whose own writing was sprinkled with phrases borrowed from a few modern writers and from Adib Isbaq. Wasif
relied also on Isma’n Effendi al-Nabulsi, member of a prominent Damascus family. Neither had a sound knowledge of Arabic literature, but they used the paper as a means for social climbing, and as an entrée into desired circles. Both men were in the judicial field, knew the laws and the legal system, and could speak and write Turkish.
Isma’n al-Nabulsi was a grandson of Sheikh ‘Abd al-Ghani al-Nabulsi, a twelfth-century\fn{ Eighteenth century:H}
Damascus scholar.
The publisher of al-Sham wearied of the arrogance of these two editors, so he said, and turned the post over to
me. When I began translating from the Turkish and French, I came to realize the difficulty of the task I had
undertaken. What pained me most was the heavy censorship and the complications involved in obtaining the
permit for publication.
The censor was no other than the publisher himself, who was also a government official and knew better than
anyone else what pleased or displeased the authorities. His chief aim was to gain favor with the vali. The trouble
with censorship was that it was based on no rules whatsoever—it was purely an arbitrary matter. Sometimes you
would write something that you thought might displease the censor, and then found that it met with his approval;
while on another occasion you would write an article you considered acceptable, and it would be rejected. There
was nothing to go on in censorship except the whim of the censor. The only rule was one that was consistent with
an arbitrary regime. The editor had to be careful not to offend the Sultan in the least way. He had to avoid criticizing officials, army, policy, and administration. Moreover, he was to make no reference to a historical question in
which such subjects as the Caliphate, freedom, democracy, a constitution, or the dethronement and assassination
of kings were mentioned.
How often I suffered from the publisher’s deletion of whole paragraphs of mine, and sometimes entire articles!
The easiest work for me was blue-pencilling small news items. Even news taken from Constantinople papers was
sometimes crossed out. When the publisher was asked about this, he would reply that the atmosphere of Syria was
different from that of the king’s capital. I was given all sorts of absurd and unreasonable excuses. I wanted to
resign from the editorship of this newspaper in the first year, but my professor said,
“Your editorial work has resulted in children using your newspaper as a model to improve their writing.”
I remained with the paper for three years, but my initial reward from journalism was very small. After I left this
paper I went to work for al-Muqtataf, an Egyptian monthly. The publisher had complained to my friend, Shakih
Arslan, that he was obliged to write all the material himself—a hundred pages every month. I became better
known through my writings in this magazine, and the longer I was connected with journalism the more I liked it,
even though I tasted the bitter and sweet in both Egypt and Syria.
Good may come out of evil. Censorship, on the surface, is sheer evil, but some good came out of it for me. It
taught me to improvise. When paragraphs and articles were crossed out by the censor’s red pencil, the editor had
to replace this material with something that would be acceptable. The newspaper could not be shorn of lines and
columns or it would come out looking like a socket without an eye. With time short, the mail ready, the printer
urging me to hurry, and the subscribers waiting for their paper to reach them on time, I had to improvise. I did not
want people coming to the office to ask why the paper was late. It may be asked,
“Why so much fuss and bother? Why not write what the censor will pass, avoid what is apt to be deleted, and
take the easiest way out?”
These are the words of one who has never lived in such an atmosphere. We must not forget that censorship is
one of the thorniest of problems. It is nothing short of a battle between liberty and tyranny; and what a battle! The
authorities of the time viewed with cynicism both freedom and its champions.
It was amusing to observe the publisher’s eagerness to mark me with his stamp. One day he joyfully broke the
news to me that he had approached the governor for a decoration on my behalf. He thought this would be the most
welcome news he could give me and that he had bestowed the greatest favor upon me. I asked him,
“Where is the letter applying for this decoration?”
He replied that it was in the mail on its way to Constantinople. I was highly displeased and told him that I had
never tried to hurt anyone, and if it was his intention to do me harm by securing a decoration for me I knew how
to retaliate. That frightened my friend, and through official channels he had the letter stopped. Thus, I escaped the
decoration with its gold lace.
The publisher was surprised at my attitude and perhaps thought I was rude, for ninety per cent of the
government officials, and others also, leave no stone unturned in seeking a title and a decoration. They are usually
duped by these imaginary honors and are proud rather than ashamed of them. Some offer bribes and expensive
gifts for these titles and life for them is not worth living unless they have honors from the Sultan.
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*
My first article in al-Muqtataf, the oldest Arabic monthly in Cairo, was on the origin of the Wahhabis. I was at
once accused of being a Wahhabi, and the Wahhabis themselves considered me one of them. They were pleased
that I had responded to their message and supported their cause. Trouble-makers continued to associate me and
my friends with Wahhabism for many years.
The term Wahhabi was applied to Muhammad ibn ‘Abd al-Wahhab, who propagated his faith in Nejd during
the last century. Amir Ibn Sa’ud gave him his support. Muhammad ibn ‘Abd al-Wahhab belonged to the school of
Ahmad ibn Hanbal, one of the noted Sunnite imams. The Wahhabis were the people who accepted al-Wahhab’s
call when they were in utter ignorance and a state of paganism. This saved them for the Book and Sunnah, that is,
orthodoxy, and snatched them away from paganism into the fold of monotheism. The Wahhabis like to be called
“Salafites” or “Hanbalites.”
I see no reason why I should be called a Wahhabi just because I brought them into cognizance without criticism and censure. The public at that time embraced the ideas of its leaders and its government, and it was to the
advantage of the latter to have the Wahhabis called heretics. The true cause for the false propaganda was the
Ottoman government’s fear of losing the Arab vilayets to the master of Nejd. When Ibn ‘Abd al-Wahhab made his
call to religious chiefs and when he united the Nejdis after they had been disunited, the Ottoman government did
all in its power to excite public opinion against them.
The most effective accusations against them was that they were heretics, and the charge of Wahhabism became
a threat of murder at the hands of the mob. The religious hierarchy of Hejaz, Yemen, and Iraq did its utmost to
arouse passions against Ibn Sa’ud and those of his people whom he had brought from darkness into light. They
pretended that they were driven by religious zeal, but I am inclined to believe that their action was motivated by
their desire to seek favors from the Sultan in the shape of gifts, posts, and titles.
To their last days the Turks feared the princes of Nejd, and the last man to be summoned for investigation in a
Damascus court was my friend, Sheikh ‘Abd-al Razzaq al-Bitar. They asked him about the “flying mail” between
himself and Ibn al-Rashid. He was accused of attempting to transfer the Caliphate from the Ottomans to the prince
of Nejd. A brilliant scholar, he was amused by this charge and, striking his white beard rejoined,
“If I were in a position to rob the Ottomans of the Caliphate and turn it over to the Amir of Nejd, why don’t I
bestow it on the owner of this beard? Is the Caliphate an apple I can take out of my pocket and give to anyone I
please?”
That, to me, is one of the cleverest retorts I ever heard. The investigators laughed at this and dropped the case.
Actually, he and some of the religious men of Damascus and Baghdad had declared that people did not know the
truth about the Wahhabis and that their belief was nothing more than monotheism. It was this statement which had
led to his investigation.
After the article on the Wahhabis I wrote another objective, scientific article on the Zaydis of Yemen. But I was
not accused of embracing that belief as I had been in the case of Wahhabism. The article on the Wahhabis could
have been of material benefit to me if I had taken a mercenary view of my writing. I was invited more than once
to visit Nejd in the days of the House of al-Rashid and that of Sa’ud, but I declined. I had no reason to go, and I
was indifferent to entertainment, gifts, and honors. One of my Lebanese friends, in order to make some money,
sought the Amir of Nejd and wrote something that pleased him. This commercialism gave proof of his Phoenician
merchant ancestry.
*
I visited Egypt for the first time in 1901 with the hope of seeing its historical relics, its factories, and its
leaders. I planned to go to Paris later on for a few months of sightseeing and study. So Niqula Effendi Shihadah,
the publisher of the semi-weekly al-Ra’id al-Misri, offered me the editorship of his paper through my friend, Professor Rashid Rida, the publisher of al-Manar. Since I planned to sail very soon I begged to be excused. Then an
incident occurred in Damascus that compelled me to remain in Cairo. Under the circumstances I gave up going to
France and accepted the editorship.
The newspaper al-Ra’id al-Misri was not popular. The publisher was a cultured man from the town of Zahlar,
Lebanon, and he used its columns to berate the publisher of the newspaper al-Muqattam because of an old financial quarrel between the two. Al-Ra’id was one of those newspapers that made a pretense of attacking the occupationists.\fn{The Turks; as opposed to, somewhat later, the “colonials”, i.e., the French:H } It echoed the newspaper al-Mu’ayyad
or was an appendix to it. It seemed to me that the publisher of al-Mu’ayyad was in sympathy with al-Ra’id alMisri simply to spite the publisher of al-Muqattam.
As long as he remained in Egypt, Niqula Shihsdah continued to speak Arabic with a Zahlah accent. He knew
the inside of Egyptian politics, but he always violated the rules of grammar laid down by Saybawayah so that one
could not read two of his lines without having to correct them. I doubt if his style ever improved. After ten months
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of editing this paper, I returned to Damascus in order to escape the epidemic in Egypt. I was through with editing
al-Ra’id, but I spared no effort while I was employed there.
3
When some of the Hawran Druse attacked their neighbors in the villages of Ghasm and Ma’arabah, killing
sixty Muslim Sunnis and Christians and looting some of the neighboring villages of the plain, the newspaper alMuqtabas reported the news in detail. It continued to report the depredations of the lawbreakers until the government decided to send an expedition to the Jebel to restore public security and punish those who had defied the
Sultan’s authority. The expedition was under the command of Major General Sami Pasha al-Faruqi.
The newspaper reports were so worded that they undermined the cause of the rebels and weakened their case.
The general told me that this information in the newspaper had as unfortunate an effect on the cause of the lawbreakers as an army division. It was worth as much to the government as ten thousand troops. Our friend, Khaln
Rifa’at al-Hawrani, gave detailed information concerning Jebel Druse, its roads, the difficulties of approach, and
the plans of its leaders. He gathered this from first-hand sources, chief of which was our friend, Ali Agha al-Asali,
the father of Shukri Bey.
His comments on the roads, water supply, and the customs and character of the inhabitants were of great benefit to army commanders. The chief of staff stated that they benefited more from the maps which were produced in
al-Muqtabas than from their own material. This was because the local maps were more complete, place names
were spelled accurately, and they were free from the mistakes likely to be made by one who was not acquainted
with the locale.
The Arabs of Karak revolted at that time because the government wanted to take a census there as it did in
Hawran and Jebel Druse. The Faruqi Expedition proceeded to discipline them and order was restored after some
of the ringleaders of the Druse and Karakis were sent to the gallows. Pretenders and busybodies in cities and villages were humbled. Al-Faruqi, the commander, rose in public esteem and his name terrified both the nomad and
the settled population.
It was not long before the General and I quarreled. I turned away from him and he did everything to pacify me,
but without success. The newspaper ceased to sing his praises and there was no longer any mention of the expedition and of Jebel Druse.
What turned me, and also my friend, Shukri Bey al-Asali, against him, was the belief that al-Faruqi had been
unjust to some of the Druse chiefs. He was most severe with them, while he winked at the misdeeds of notorious
criminals. He accused the innocent and pardoned the guilty.
This incensed me and I berated myself for having been so enthusiastic about the punishment of the Druse. I
had angered the people, including my friends, and many honorable folk who were manly, generous, and virtuous.
The General was surprised that I had learned of his misdeeds, for he never dreamed his secrets would be discovered.
I continued to show my displeasure in spite of his attentions. He invited me to come to see him, but I refused.
Some of my intimates among Arab army officers tried unsuccessfully to bring us together. They tried to convince
me of his good will towards me, but I would have nothing to do with him. He knew I had not disclosed everything, but he dreaded the possibility of my printing what I did know on the pages of the newspaper.
Sometime later the commander was stricken with fever, and it was reported to me that in his delirium he
vowed vengeance against Kurd Ali and al-Asali commensurate with their treatment of him. He threatened to
murder us, make an example of us, and rid the city of our presence.
In a few days he died, and it was said that he had deposited a part of his fortune with one of the Iraqi merchants in Damascus. This merchant denied his possession of it, with the consequence that the General’s family
never received a penny. Al-Faruqi had preferred to entrust the merchants with his ill-gotten gains rather than
deposit it in one of the banks, lest its source should be exposed.
It seems al-Faruqi had no receipt for his funds from the merchant, so the hoard was lost.
My friend Yahiya Bey al-Atrash, the Amir of al-Jabal at that time, attributed his escape from the clutches of alFaruqi to the fact that he had given presents to him. Al-Faruqi had imprisoned him in Dar’a and led him to believe
that his execution was near, so the prisoner had hastened to offer him presents.
What obliged me to keep silent in the newspaper about Faruqi’s crimes was the fact that he was an Arab. I did
not deem it expedient to disgrace an Arab in the eyes of the Turks lest they use this as an excuse to deprive Arabs
of responsible positions. It must be added that the Turks who were in al-Faruqi’s class could be counted by the
dozen; moreover, al-Faruqi was their own product.
I was content with boycotting him and letting him know that I knew about him. I regretted that I had at first
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served his interests, mistakenly thinking I was serving my own people. I can only hope that I am wrong in my
estimate of him.
I have been faced many times with similar situations where my good intentions were frustrated through the
failure of men in whom I had placed my confidence. I have opposed those who were in a position to harm me and
ruin my work.
An Egyptian writer once attacked me because I did not volunteer, as did others, to claim that he was more of a
poet than Shawqi and Hafiz; but I did not wish to make the journal of the Academy serve as a trumpet for him. He
said that I had never worked with anyone without coming to blows with him in the end. In some respects this is
true, but some were fair in admitting that my differences and disagreements were for the public interest rather
than personal gain. I believe that there was often more logic on my side than on the side of some of the people
with whom I quarreled. Could I, for instance, have followed any other course with al-Faruqi? I am a faithful
servant of those who are in the right, but once they deviate from the right, how can I befriend them just to avoid a
quarrel?
4
Some of the sweetest memories are the memories of our adventures in youth. Those experiences may never be
repeated; one does not dare face danger when one is old. Memories are the speaking echo of time. They are worth
recording with care for the lessons they teach and the solace they give.
This, in detail, is what befell me when I fled before certain Ottoman agents on two different occasions more
than thirty years ago. It is a record that is not devoid of amusement and interest. I fled so often with success and
skill that a wit gave me the nickname of “Flight.” The Egyptian, Agmad Zaki Pasha, suggested that I establish a
school in Cairo to teach “escape” the way jurisprudence is taught at al-Azhar and the way other courses are given
at the Egyptian University. Had the same government lasted in our country longer than it did, I might have
responded to the idea.
The vali of Syria brought charges against my paper and while the case was subjudice he contrived to have the
paper suspended, the magazine discontinued, and the printing press stopped. He communicated with his superiors
in Constantinople requesting approval of his plans. Authority came by cable for my arrest, and the suspension of
the paper and printing establishment.
After midnight, two young men came to me from the Qaymariyah Quarter; one of them was connected with
the telegraph office. Having told me the news, they requested me to put on my clothes and accompany them, since
the police were soon to search my house and arrest me.
I went with them without knowing who they were. The only thing my brother knew about them was that they
were loyal subscribers to my paper. I spent the night in the home of Sheikh Ghazal, who proved to be one of the
two men. After a few days of hospitable treatment, I moved to the Suayqah Quarter, where I was the guest of my
friend, Sheikh ‘Abd al-Ragim al-Babili, whose beautiful voice gave me great joy. Later I went home and prepared
to leave the city. I comforted myself with the thought that while I was out of sight perhaps the court would decide
my case. If the matter dragged on too long, I decided to spend my time in Europe—especially since I had planned
to go to Europe before but had not been able to do so.
On the night of the 30th of Ramadan 1327 AH,\fn{October 16, 1909} I rode out of Damascus in the company of
my friend, Sayyid Sharif Taqi al-Din, a brave man who knew the country well. We left the village of Qabun
before sunrise and passed through the villages of Barzah, Ma’araba, Bastmah, Dayr Muqarrin, Kufayr al-Zayt,
Dayr Qanun, and Kafr al-‘Awamid. In this last village we spent our first night.
Next morning we travelled through Wadi Barada, ‘Ayta al-Fukhar, Kamid al-Lawz, Jubb Kinayny, Lala, and
Ba‘lul where we stayed the night.
On the third day we passed through Mashgharah, Balad al-Madabigh, and Anjadna, hoping to make Jizzin in
southern Lebanon. My friend returned to Damascus and I continued alone to Tatir, ‘Amatur, Mukhtarah, and Dayr
al-Qamar where I spent the night.
Then I went through Bayt al-Din, Kair Nabrakh, spent two nights in al-Bariik, and moved on to ‘Ayn Zahlta,
then to Hammana, Qarnail, and Salim a where I spent three nights.
After that came Bihannis, Bikfayya, and Bayt Shabab where I stayed three nights.
From there I went to the village of Shawiyah where I remained for ten days in order to be close to Farikah, the
town where Amin al-Rihani lived.
Then came Beirut where I was the guest of my friend, Sayyid Ahmad Iyas, until after sunset when I was able
to board an Austrian steamer just before it sailed.
In the hotel at Dayr al-Qamar, Sayyid Sadiq al-Kasm, a Damascus merchant, saw me and was amazed at my
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courage in undertaking the trip. He told me that my enemy, the vali, had been transferred from Damascus to
Beirut and was looking for me. Al-Kasm thought I should try to escape by land to Egypt. When I told him that
was difficult, he advised me to stay in the villages with old women, and avoid hotels and contact with men.
At ‘Ayn Zahlta, I stayed with an old woman who wept when she saw me. On asking her, “Why do you weep,
mother?” she replied that I looked like her only son who had recently died in America. She then asked me about
my religious affiliation. I replied that I was a Protestant. She was overjoyed and exclaimed that she was one too,
and then she pointed to the Bible on the table. She added that the minister often came there to spend an evening,
which made me fear that his coming might lead to my discovery.
I had read the history of the Reformation, which left in my mind a vague comparison between Protestantism
and Catholicism. If the minister was an intelligent man, he could easily discover I was not telling the truth. So,
when the woman informed me that he was coming in the evening, I pretended that I did not like the room, gave
her a little tip, and went to the hotel. I assumed another name, borrowing that of one of my Christian friends in
Damascus—Khaln al-‘Isa. When the hotelkeeper found that I was a Damascene, he exclaimed that his partner in
the hotel—Khaln al-‘Isa—had just left. I thanked God that I had not yet used the assumed name, and when he
asked for my name, I gave him still another Christian name. Luckily, he did not ask me what my religion was.
In Lebanon one had to declare three things whether one wanted to or not: religion, money, and the time of
departure. Of all things these three were the ones Arabs did not like to divulge. The Lebanese is anxious to know
what your religion is, so if you happen to be of his faith he can enjoy your company more. He likes to know your
financial status so he can judge how much to charge you. He also likes to know about your rank and condition so
he will know how to conduct himself. In my circumstances, I could not reveal that I was in disfavor with the vali
and that the authorities were looking for me. I could only proclaim that I was a Protestant, but it so happened that
this trick worked on the priest of Shawiyah and his wife.
En route, I bought several Protestant books that helped me to deceive the priest and his wife for ten days. The
priest saw me read these books and sked why Protestants read so much. I answered that such were the instructions
of our superiors. As a matter of fact, I pretended to read in order to avoid conversation. To complete the deception,
I asked the priest’s wife to fetch me a bottle of arak without intending to drink it, because as soon as she turned
her back, I emptied it in the garden. I wanted her to think I had drunk the liquor.
Calling myself a Protestant did me no good in Bayt Shabab, as my friend, Amin al-Rihani, who was there, told
me that he had visited the priest at St. Peter’s near Bayt Shabab. The priest wore garments like those of the old
monks. As Rihani had written an article about him in English, I wanted to write one in Arabic. Rihani protested
that I was in no state to undertake such a thing, but I insisted.
Next day I asked a boy to take me to the priest, who, as soon as I greeted him, asked about my religion. When I
stated that I was a Protestant, he cried with a loud voice,
“You are lost, you are lost, and are you the one who deserted your original faith?”
No, it was my grandfather, I replied. He again asked if I drew a salary from the Protestants, to which I answered
in the negative.
“Can you read?” he asked.
“A little,” was my reply.
He added that if I read the Bible, I would find that Luther preached Protestantism only for the purpose of
getting married. My guess was that his knowledge of Christianity did not exceed that of ordinary people. Even my
own knowledge was superior to his The priest offered me a handful of dried figs, which I began to eat. My little
companion glared at me, which led me to believe that people did not eat the priest’s gift in his presence but kept it
for a blessing as Muslims do with the water of Zamzam.\fn{ A well in Mecca}
Rain fell, and until it ceased I was unable to get away from his preaching, his calling me an infidel, and his
attempting to frighten me about the Day of Judgment. I scuttled away with my guide, half promising that I would
read the Book and return to the fold of the Church. The boy was pleased with the admonition of the monk and
advised me to take it to heart in order to escape the torments of hell. Then he added:
“Master, this monk, before he shut himself up in this monastery, used to stand a whole hour combing his hair
before the mirror. He was one of the gay set of the town. He wanted to marry his cousin, but she would not have
him, which drove him to the monastery.” My comment was that frequently men who are disappointed in love
have found no solace except in monastic life and devotion to God.
On the Austrian steamer which I boarded at Beirut was my friend, Su’ad Bey, the chief medical officer of the
vilayet of Syria. Another passenger was Hussein Jahid Bey, the brother of the editor of Tanin, the Turkish
newspaper in Constantinople. He was a member of the Party of Union and Progress, and was one of the most
eminent Turkish writers. There was also Salah al-Din Jamjuz Bey, the publisher of the Constantinople humorous
paper, Karagoz.
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Su‘ad Bey was gratified to find out I had escaped. He was glad I had slipped from the clutches of the vali, who
was one of his relatives, but one whom he disliked. He wanted to twit the vali about my escape, and wished to
write him saying:
“How can you pretend to be director of public security for the Sultan Abd al-Hamid when you permit your
enemy to slip through your fingers? Where are the skill and alertness of which you boast?” I begged him to set
aside teasing his relatives at my expense until the boat had left Jaffa and I was out of the jurisdiction of the
government with its troops and sabres.
I remained in Paris for several months until I was acquitted. I then returned home via Constantinople. It was
evil that had necessitated the trip but good came out of it.
*
My second flight was more serious than the first and was more complicated. The routes I took were on land. I
was exposed to danger every hour. The vilayet government sent my photographs to all police stations, barracks,
and seaports along the Syrian coast in order to help them identify and arrest me. I varied my methods of operation
in such a way as to blot out all traces of my movements, confuse the vali, and convince him that I was out of his
jurisdiction.
But he was not convinced. I wrote a letter to my brother on the stationery of the Messagerie Maritime, to give
the impression that I was writing from on board ship, and had it mailed in Beirut. I hoped this would make the
vali give me up. When the vali saw the letter, he admitted that it was my handwriting and the stationery was that
of the ship, but he insisted I had not left Damascus. This proved that he was a former officer of public security.
When I was faced with the new case against me, I had just returned from a trip to Medina that took twentythree days. The vali’s object in concocting these accusations against me was to rid himself of my newspaper’s
criticism of his administration. This time he was more zealous about wreaking his vengeance upon me than
heretofore because of his loyalty to the Party of Union and Progress, for he had been sent to Syria the second time
to campaign for this party in the elections for Parliament. His campaign was successful although he did not belong
to the party and could never become a member.
He was determined to put an end to me. When I fled he offered a reward, and immediate promotion from
private to captain, to any man in the army or police force who captured me dead or alive.
I went to the newspaper office one afternoon and saw a company of soldiers surrounding the place. A young
man motioned to me to go back before I was seen. He followed me and told me that my brother had just been
arrested and that they were searching the office. When I went home I decided an armed force would arrive soon to
arrest me, so before they came I left the house on foot and walked through the gardens, accompanied by Hikmat
al-‘Asali.
I came to the river Yazid which lay between me and the mountain. It was spring and the rivers were in flood,
so I asked a farmer to help me find a crossing. We found a big poplar tree uprooted and lying on the bank as if it
were a bridge for me to cross on. I walked a little and reached Qubbat al Siyar, then went on to Dummar. There I
sought the home of my friend Amir Omar al-Hassani.
He was angry with me because I had criticized his brother, Amir Abdullah Pasha, in the newspaper, when at
the instigation of the Sultan ‘Abd al-Hamid, he had organized the Muhammadiyah Society for the purpose of
overthrowing the constitutional regime in Turkey. He had collaborated with Sayyid ‘Abd al-Qadir al-‘Ajalani of
Damascus in order to restore the old despotic regime. Both were later summoned to Constantinople to answer
charges and it was only after a long struggle that they escaped with their lives.
I went to the house of Amir Omar because he was a French national and therefore his house could not be
searched. In spite of this immunity, however, he took the precaution to hide me for three days in a distant house.
On the fourth day we rode with Amir Tahir, nephew of Amir Omar, on the other side of the mountains of
Dummar to Mazzah. That very night the authorities came to look for me in Mazzah. The house of my friend, ‘Abd
al-Qadir al-Mu’ayyad, in the Salihiyah, a quarter of Damascus, was also searched. Fortunately, we did not linger
in Mazzah but I kept on going till I reached the farm of Amir ‘Abdal-Qadir in the village of Balas. There I was the
guest of Amir Muhammad, whose father was Muhyi al-Din and whose mother was the daughter of the famed
Amir ‘Abd al-Qadir. I spent many happy days there.
In the meantime, Amir Tahir procured second hand clothes that were not my own. These garments were dirty
and perhaps infected, but they were to remove suspicion of my identity. I raised a beard and looked like someone
from Hamah. One of my friends, ‘Abd al-Qadir Agha Sukkar, from the Maydan Quarter of Damascus, and a man
of valor, wished to escort me to Egypt. I thought he was joking, but he was in earnest.
In a few days we had horses ready for the journey. At that time the suq\fn{Market place} of Hamidiyah in
Damascus was on fire. When the fire department and the people were busy extinguishing the blaze, the vali exclaimed,
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“Now the publisher of al-Muqtabas will seize the opportunity while we are preoccupied with this catastrophe
to skip the town.”
Accordingly, all the railroad stations were alerted. It must have escaped him that Damascus had tens of other
exits, and it was not likely a man in my situation would flee by rail. That afternoon we left Balas, my heart full of
gratitude to my friend, Amir Muhammad. He did not divulge my presence in his house even to his own immediate
family and relatives. Some of them disliked me and would very likely have given the government information
about my movements.
We zigzagged on the first lap of our journey from Balas, going through several villages until we reached
Naqrah in the district of Jawlan. We did not sleep en route, since my companion feared the pursuit of the police.
In the light of the full moon we came across some policemen. We stopped and asked them for a drink of water.
My escort spoke in an Algerian accent so they concluded we were Algerians. On his return home, he asked one of
them why they were posted in that spot. They replied that they were expecting the publisher of al-Muqtabas to be
going through and they had orders to arrest him.
My friend, ‘Abd al-Qadir Agha, became acquainted in Jawlan with a Nejdi by the name of ‘Abd al-‘Aziz alMuhaysini, who was en route to Egypt with six herdsmen and seventy-seven camels that belonged to one of my
Damascus friends, al-Hajj Yasin Diab.
‘Abd al-Qadir Agha related my story to Muhaysini, told him the danger I was in, and explained how he had
brought me to safety. He said that he had already heard of my plight. My friend assured him that I had funds with
which to reward him, and any favors he would render would be appreciated by the people of Damascus. His retort
was:
“You tell me I would be doing the people of Damascus a favor if this man’s life were saved, and then suggest
that I accept money from him? Since when has an Arab wanted a financial reward for doing a favor?”
My friend, ‘Abd al-Qadir Agha Sukkar, left me and I went on with the camel caravan crossing the plain of
Jawlan. We spent the night this side of ‘Aqabat Fiq. When I dismounted, a guard of the tobacco monopoly started
a conversation with me which disturbed me. He noticed that I was tired and said,
“Why do you bother yourself with selling camels? Would it not be better for you to run a store in your own city
and be relieved of this hard life of desert travel?”
They thought I was the owner of the camels, for it was the custom of the herdsmen to refer to me as the owner.
I yawned and affected to be weary and sleepy. He then left me in peace, saying to his comrades,
“Poor fellow, he is tired.”
Next day we reached Aqabah and saw the land of Baysan, Lake Tiberias, and the Jordan. We forded the river
as the old bridge was unsafe. Then we climbed the mountain and slept at an inn two hours’ travel from Nazareth.
On the fourth day we crossed a forest of terebinth\fn{ Turpentine tree} and reached the village of Dabburiah where
the plain of Esdraelon begins. We crossed in four hours and went through Lajjun. Then came Wadi ‘Arah, which
is a narrow defile with parallel sides. The fifth night we slept at ‘Ayun al-Asawir two hours from Caesarea. After
that came the villages of the Nablus district, such as Qaqun, Qalansuah, Tireh, and Maskahand, then the ‘Auja
River, an hour and a half from Jaffa.
A confidant reported to me that a group of prominent persons and young intellectuals in Nablus (most of the
Nablus youth are educated) appealed to the villages lying in my path to assist me and keep me out of the hands of
all persons connected with government. So the villagers had the roads watched day and night to save me from the
clutches of the tyrants. They were on the watch many days and many nights until they read the news in the
Egyptian press that I had reached Egypt. That was the Arab honor through which Nablus people won my heart and
I shall cherish them as long as I live.
On the seventh day, we went by the coast villages such as Jabnah, Sudud, Majdal, Barbara, and Gaza. On the
way we saw some flourishing Jewish colonies. The next night found us in Dayr al-Balah.
On the eighth day we were trudging along on sandy paths three hours from Gaza. After a journey of six hours
we were at the Rafa station which is the frontier town between Syria and Egypt.
On the ninth day we entered the desert, and after five days of travel the town of Isma’iliyah said,
“Here am I.”
We stuck close to the sea most of the way and had the same sandy paths.
I have related this journey which I took on horseback, but had I been given the choice, I should have chosen
other means of travel. I learned much from the trip in a topographical and geographical way. At that time there
was no railroad linking Asia with Africa, no trains between Damascus and Cairo, and no paved roads for motor
traffic. My purpose in writing about this journey is to leave a record of things that no longer exist, and reminisce
on the hard days with the camels. I enjoyed them, but they were nonetheless bitter.
In a lecture I delivered in Cairo at the Eden Palace Hotel, in response to a request made by a group of Syrians
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there, I related my experiences on the trip from Damascus to Isma’iliyah, I sketched the history of that trade route,
which was one of the most travelled paths since the advent of Islam. My former trip to Hejaz, and southern Syria,
and my contact with the desert people, prepared me somewhat for my test of this month.
There were no spoons, forks, knives, glasses, or napkins. We all ate from one large common bowl. The food
consisted of dates and bread made from coarsely ground wheat which was baked over a fire of camel dung. And
the sand drifted into everything—the dough, the bread, the cooked food, and the uncooked food.
I was provided with a water-skin and the water in it changed in taste, color and smell after a few hours. I drank
this water for five days, but it was delicious compared to what came out of the foul water holes. That was really
sea water filtered through sand. I remember my companion, Muhaysini, calling to me once when the camels were
going very fast and a man was singing a Nejdi song. I joined him and when we left the road we found ourselves
among some Arabs. He asked them for a drink, so they brought us curdled milk, or yoghurt. I offered to pay for it,
but he motioned to me to put my money away. I wished then I could have a drink of yoghurt every day. Even at
the cost of a guinea it would not have been excessive.
Once when we had stopped at a well dug in the time of Khedive ‘Abbas II, upon which his name was
inscribed, a lad ran up to me with some tomatos. I wanted to pay him a dollar for them but my companion
restrained me and suggested a bishlik, which was perhaps five cents. He then said:
“If you are so generous with these beduin, you will make it hard for us who frequent these parts. We should
have to follow your example, and this would not do.”
During the night before we were to cross the Turkish-Egyptian frontier I was much troubled. Just before dawn
I walked about the camp and soliloquized,
“This is the decisive moment, for either I escape into Egypt and live in peace after all my troubles, or fall into
the clutches of the Turks and suffer the consequences of their tyranny.”
Five hours later I asked Muhaysini when we would get to Rafah at the border. He replied that we had already
crossed the frontier and that he had paid the guard the price of a package of tobacco when he insisted that horses
were not permitted to leave Ottoman territory.
“We convinced him that your horse belonged to the camel driver standing before him. He accepted that bishlik
and said no more, not recognizing who you were.”
On this trip it was my good fortune to observe, on a small scale, the way beduin lived. I mixed with camel
merchants and camel drivers who were all Nejdis unspoiled by city life. I heard no one ask ‘Abd al-‘Aziz about
me or refer to me. Every morning and evening we drank coffee together, and their conversation was about camels,
market price, and fluctuation of the demand. During fourteen days and nights there was no obscenity, no lies, no
censure, and no profanity.
They said their prayers faithfully; they performed their ablutions with sand when water was lacking and used
water sparingly when it was available. I enjoyed their speech which had a classical flavor most pleasing to me.
The month before I made the trip, I spent three nights in the tent of a beduin named Muhammad Ibrahim of the
Shurur tribe. On another occasion I was with Muhammad abu al-Faraj, the sheikh of Banu ‘Ata. Both of these
encampments were near Petra. I spent another night in Ziza with my friend Fawwaz ibn Satam, the chief of all the
sheiks of the Sakhr tribe. All these experiences gave me a good chance to observe beduin life on every level.
The two nights I spent in the land of Sharah showed me a democratic way of life. In the Balqa’ it was
aristocratic. There we slept on silk beds stuffed with ostrich feathers. In the morning we drank camel’s milk. A
beduin once asked me whether it was better for them to remain as nomads or live a settled life. I advised him to
stick to his nomad ways, approach as closely to settled life as circumstance allowed, but to beware of neglecting
his children’s education. I feared that if the beduin came in overly close contact with town life, they would
abandon their native ways, lose their character, and adopt what our civilization suffers from—hypocrisy,
falsehood, and deception. Had it not been for beduin raids, I should have liked to live a few months of every year
in the desert.
On that trip, I visited Amman, Salt, Karak, Madaba, and Mu’ta. I went to Ma’an and visited its governor, my
old friend, Halim Bey Abu Sha’ar. I asked him for an escort to Petra, so he called for a policeman and whispered
something in his ear. I believe he asked him to listen to my conversation with the beduin and then report it to him.
I was grateful that he did not ask him to come back with my head. Had he done so, he would have elated the
Unionists who were in control of the government. He would have been promoted that very week.
Before sunset we arrived at a spring of fresh water five hours’ journey from Ma’an. I. suggested that we eat.
“Is that possible when we are only an hour’s journey from the encampment where the beduin would kill a
sheep for us?” he expostulated. I convinced him it was better for us to eat our own food and save the poor beduin
the expense.
In the evening we alighted at a beduin camp. We had hardly set foot on the ground when we heard the rhythm
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of coffee being pounded, and other noises that told us a sheep was being slaughtered. I begged the policeman to
inform them that we had had our supper.
“That will never do,” replied the officer. “Let those boys and men be feasted on our account. They look
forward to the arrival of guests at their sheikh’s tent so a sheep can be killed and they can eat the leftovers.”
We waited for two hours and then the sheep was served in a large dish on bread soaked in broth and curdled
milk. We sampled it in order to please them. We noticed those sitting around the bowl passing choice morsels of
meat to the ones outside the inner circle. Chunks of meat travelled over our heads, and I could hear the beduin
crunching on the bones as dogs do. I estimated the number of those who partook of the feast to be about fifty. Had
we not visited them that night, they would have gone hungry.
If I had anticipated that those poor fellows would entertain us so royally, I should have carried some clothing
to them from Ma’an, since they looked half-naked.
What gratified me most on my trip to Medina was the evidence of progress at the stations of the Hejaz railroad.
Civilization had started to creep in on that wilderness and water was dammed in reservoirs in the wadis. The land
was being irrigated, and fields and gardens beyond Ma’an began to flourish. The beduin there learned how to
cultivate the soil, plant trees, and taste the pleasures of life. Had the railroad been continued in operation until this
day, villages would have sprung up alongside it and the desert would have had something to yield. Between Syria
and the city of the Prophet, movements similar to those in Nejd could have developed. There, King ‘Abd al-‘Aziz
ibn Sa’ud had stopped his people from raiding and had taught them agriculture. He made town life attractive to
those who had lived in tents.
I noticed in the Prophet’s Mosque (may peace be upon him) that all the Muslims of other lands entered with a
reverence and piety that are lacking in Arabs. The Arabs lounge about and take their ease. They remove their
shoes carelessly, not respectfully as do the Indians, Afghans, Javanese, Persians, Caucasians, Sudanese, and
Turks. The Arabs behave as if the one who lies in that sacred tomb is a cousin or a brother, and they treat him with
familiarity.
You may ask—and I have wearied you with my narrative—whether riding these long distances had tired me.
My answer is that though the Lord may afflict his creatures, He helps them as well. Formerly, when I rode my
horse for three quarters of an hour to my village, I needed an hour or two for recuperation. On this long trip, no
stage was less than twelve hours of riding. Frequently we rode for eighteen hours at a time, and on the first day
we went for twenty-four hours without a rest. Our first lap of the journey, as well as subsequent laps, was not
overstrenuous, and I did not feel too exhausted.
We were content with three hours’ sleep, after which we rode on feeling as though we had slept for eight hours
on soft beds. That was because we slept in the open on the ground, away from humidity and filth. Day after day I
was exhilarated. I became accustomed to this regime and made no complaint, although it was a new experience
for a city-born man.
When I reached Cairo at last, I made directly for the Splendid Bar. I went as I was without changing my filthy
attire. No journalist friend who came recognized me until I spoke or laughed or until my real name was
announced. Two hours after my arrival, dozens of people had gathered around me, and a crowd had filled the café.
Eyes were focussed upon us and the Italians glared. Their bar was behind ours and perhaps they imagined I was a
beduin escaping from Libya, for that was the time when war was raging between Italy and Turkey. Haqqi Bey
al-‘Azm took my picture in the wonderful costume I was wearing. Rafiq Bey al-‘Azm led me to his house. I
insisted that I was going to a hotel, but he retorted that no hotel would accept me in my disreputable state.
In the morning I shaved off my beard, discarded my beduin garb, and assumed my normal appearance. Then I
began to feel the weariness in my body and my strength did not return for two weeks. I thanked God for my safety
and joined feelingly with those who sang:
“O Egypt, thou art. the refuge of liberals.” …
230.1 Martyred Armenia\fn{by Fa’iz El-Ghusein (1883-1968)} “the Hauran territory”, Syria Vilayet, Ottoman Syria
(M) 16\fn{In what follows, the compiler has inserted additional asterisked divisions in an attempt to isolate actual events or events
gathered in interview situations, over and above those indicated in the manuscript itself; and elsewhere in the text, in order to more fully
explicate the narrative itself:H}

1
I am a Bedouin, a son of one of the Heads of the tribe of El-Sulût, who dwell in El-Lejât, in the Haurân territory. Like other sons of tribal Chiefs, I entered the Tribal School at Constantinople, and subsequently the Royal
College. On the completion of my education, I was attached to the staff of the Vali of Syria (or Damascus), on
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which I remained for a long while. I was then Kaimakâm of Mamouret-el-Azîz (Kharpout), holding this post for
three and a half years, after which I practised as a lawyer at Damascus, my partners being Shukri Bey El-Asli and
Abdul-Wahhâb Bey El-Inglîzi. I next became a member of the General Assembly at that place, representing
Haurân, and later a member of the Committee of that Assembly. On the outbreak of the war,\fn{ World War I:H} I
was ordered to resume my previous career, that is, the duties of Kaimakâm, but I did not comply, as I found the
practice of the law more advantageous in many ways and more tranquil.
I was denounced by an informer as being a delegate of a Society constituted in the Lebanon with the object of
achieving the independence of the Arab people, under the protection of England and France, and of inciting the
tribes against the Turkish Government. On receipt of this denunciation, I was arrested by the Government, thrown
into prison, and subsequently sent in chains, with a company of police and gendarmes, to Aalîya, where persons
accused of political offences were tried. I was acquitted, but as the Government disregarded the decisions given in
such cases, and was resolved on the removal and destruction of all enlightened Arabs—whatever the circumstances might be—it was thought necessary that I should be dispatched to Erzeroum, and Jemâl Pasha sent me thither
with an officer and five of the regular troops. When I reached Diarbekir, Hasan Kaleh, at Erzeroum, was being
pressed by the Russians, and the Vali of Diarbekir was ordered to detain me at that place.
After twenty-two days’ confinement in prison for no reason, I was released; I hired a house and remained at
Diarbekir for six and a half months, seeing and hearing from the most reliable sources all that took place in regard
to the Armenians, the majority of my informants being superior officers and officials, or Notables of Diarbekir
and its dependencies, as well as others from Van, Bitlis, Mamouret-el-Azîz, Aleppo and Erzeroum. The people of
Van had been in Diarbekir since the occupation of their territory by the Russians, whilst the people and officials of
Bitlis had recently emigrated thither. Many of the Erzeroum officers came to Diarbekir on military or private
business, whilst Mamouret-el-Azîz was near by, and many people came to us from thence. As I had formerly been
a Kaimakâm in that vilayet,\fn{Province} I had a large acquaintance there and heard all the news. More especially,
the time which I passed in prison with the heads of the tribes in Diarbekir enabled me to study the movement in
its smallest details. The war must needs come to an end after a while, and it will then be plain to readers of this
book that all I have written is the truth, and that it contains only a small part of the atrocities committed by the
Turks against the hapless Armenian people.
After passing this time at Diarbekir I fled, both to escape from captivity and from fear induced by what had
befallen me from some of the fanatical Turks. After great sufferings, during which I was often exposed to death
and slaughter, I reached Basra, and conceived the idea of publishing this book, as a service to the cause of truth
and of a people oppressed by the Turks, and also, as I have stated at the close, to defend the faith of Islam against
the charge of fanaticism which will be brought against it by Europeans. May God guide us in the right way.\fn{ He
notes: I have written this preface at Bombay, on the 1st of September, 1916}
2
In past ages the Armenian race was, like other nations, not possessed of an autonomous government, until God
bestowed upon them a man, named Haig, a bold leader, who united the Armenians and formed them into an
independent state. This took place before the Christian era. The nation preserved their independence for a
considerable time, reaching the highest point of their glory and prosperity under their king Dikrân, who
constituted the city of Dikrânokerta—Diarbekir—the capital of his Government. Armenia remained independent
in the time of the Romans, extending her rule over a part of Asia Minor and Syria, and a portion of Persia, but, in
consequence of the protection afforded by the Armenians to certain kings who were hostile to Rome, the Romans
declared war against her, their troops entered her capital, and from that time Armenian independence was lost.
The country remained tossing on the waves of despotism, now independent, now subjected to foreign rule, until
its conquest by the Arabs and subsequently by the Ottoman power.
*
The number of the Armenians in Ottoman territory does not exceed 1,900,000 souls. I have borrowed this
figure from a book by a Turkish writer, who states that it is the official computation made by the Government
previous to the Balkan war; he estimates the Armenians residing in Roumelia at 400,000, those in Ottoman Asia at
1,500,000. The Armenians in Russia and Persia are said not to exceed 3,000,000, thus bringing the total number of
Armenians in the world to over four and a half millions.\fn{ W says there are now (2015) more than 10,000,000 Armenians
living in the world, of which some 3,800,000 actually live in Armenia and 1,080,000 live within the border of modern Turkey:W,H }
*
The vilayets inhabited by Armenians are Diarbekir, Van, Bitlis, Erzeroum, Mamouret-el-Azîz, Sivas, Adana,
Aleppo, Trebizond, Broussa, and Constantinople. The numbers in Van, Bitlis, Adana, Diarbekir, Erzeroum, and
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Kharpout were greater than those in the other vilayets, but in all cases they were fewer than the Turks and Kurds,
with the exception of Van and Bitlis, where they were equal or superior in number. In the province of Moush
(vilayet of Bitlis) they were more numerous than the Kurds; all industry and commerce in those parts was in
Armenian hands; their agriculture was more prosperous; they were much more advanced than the Turks and
Kurds in those vilayets; and the large number of their schools, contrasted with the few schools of their alien
fellow-countrymen, is a proof of their progress and of the decline of the other races.
*
The Armenians possess learned and political Societies, the most important of which are the “Tashnagtziân” and
the “Hunchak.” The programme of these two Societies is to make every effort and adopt every means to attain
that end from which no Armenian ever swerves, namely, administrative independence under the supervision of the
Great Powers of Europe. I have enquired of many Armenians whom I have met, but I have not found one who
said that he desired political independence, the reason being that in most of the vilayets which they inhabit the
Armenians are less numerous than the Kurds, and if they became independent the advantage to the Kurds would
be greater than to themselves.
Hitherto, the Kurds have been in a very degraded state of ignorance; disorder is supreme in their territory, and
the cities are in ruins. The Armenians, therefore, prefer to remain under Turkish rule, on condition that the
administration is carried on under the supervision of the Great European Powers, as they place no confidence in
the promises of the Turks, who take back today what they bestowed yesterday. These two Societies thus earnestly
labour for the propagation of this view amongst the Armenians, and for the attainment of their object by every
means. I have been told by an Armenian officer that one of these Societies proposes to attain its end by means of
internal revolts, but the policy of the second is to do so by peaceful means only.
The above is a brief summary of the policy of these Societies. It is said, however, that the programme of one of
them aims at Armenian political independence. Any who desire further details as to Armenian history or societies
should refer to their historical books.
*
History does not record that the Kurds, fellow-countrymen of the Armenians in the vilayets inhabited by both
peoples, rose in conflict with the latter, or that the Kurds plundered the property of the Armenians, or outraged
their women, until the year 1888, when they rose by order of the Turkish Government and slaughtered Armenians
in Van, Kharpout, Erzeroum, and Moush. Again, in the time of Abdul-Hamîd II, in 1896, when the Armenians
rose and entered the Ottoman Bank at Constantinople, with the object of frightening the Sultan and compelling
him to proclaim the Constitution, he ordered a massacre at Constantinople and in the vilayets. But hitherto there
has been no instance of the people of Turkey proceeding to the slaughter of Armenians on a general scale unless
incited and constrained to do so by the Government. In the massacre of 1896, 15,000 were killed in
Constantinople itself, and 300,000 in the vilayets.
Armenians were also killed in the vilayet of Adana, some months after the proclamation of the Constitution,
but this slaughter did not extend beyond the two vilayets of Adana and Aleppo, where the influence of AbdulHamîd was paramount till the year 1909. I do not, however, find any detailed account of this massacre, or any
information as to the numbers killed.
The goods and cattle of the Armenians were plundered, and their houses wrecked, more especially in the
slaughter of 1896, but many of their countrymen protected them and concealed them in their houses from the
officials of the Government. The Government consistently inflamed the Moslem Kurds and Turks against them,
making use of the Faith of Islam as a means to attain their object in view of the ignorance of the Mohammedans
as to the true laws of their religion. Declaration of the Ottoman government:
Inasmuch as the Armenians are committing acts opposed to the laws and taking advantage of all occasions to disturb
the Government; as they have been found in possession of prohibited arms, bombs, and explosive materials, prepared
with the object of internal revolt; as they have killed Moslems in Van, and have aided the Russian armies at a time
when the Government is in a state of war with England, France, and Russia; and in the apprehension that the Armenians
may, as is their habit, lend themselves to seditious tumult and revolt; the Government have decreed that all the
Armenians shall be collected and dispatched to the vilayets of Mosul, Syria, and Deir-el-Zûr, their persons, goods and
honour being safeguarded. The necessary orders have been given for ensuring their comfort, and for their residence in
those territories until the termination of the war.

Such is the official declaration of the Ottoman Government in regard to the Armenians. But the secret
resolution was that companies of militia should be formed to assist the gendarmes in the slaughter of the Armenians, that these should be killed to the last man, and that the work of murder and destruction should take place
under the supervision of trusty agents of the Unionists, who were known for their brutality. Reshîd Bey was ap66

pointted to the vilayet of Diarbekir and invested with extensive powers, having at his disposal a gang of notorious
murderers, such as Ahmed Bey El-Serzi, Rushdi Bey, Khalîl Bey, and others of this description.
The reason for this decision, as it was alleged, was that the Armenians residing in Europe and in Egypt had
sent twenty of their devoted partisans to kill Talaat, Enver, and others of the Unionist leaders; the attempt had
failed, as a certain Armenian, a traitor to his nation and a friend of Bedri Bey, the Chief of the Public Security at
Constantinople (or according to others, Azmi Bey), divulged the matter and indicated the Armenian agents, who
had arrived at Constantinople. The latter were arrested and executed, but secretly, in order that it might not be said
that there were men attempting to kill the heads of the Unionist Society.
Another alleged reason also was that certain Armenians, whom the Government had collected from the
vilayets of Aleppo and Adrianople and had sent off to complete their military service, fled, with their arms, to
Zeitoun, where they assembled, to the number of sixty young men, and commenced to resist the Government and
to attack wayfarers. The Government dispatched a military force under Fakhry Pasha, who proceeded to the spot,
destroyed a part of Zeitoun, and killed men, women and children, without encountering opposition on the part of
the Arme-nians. He collected the men and women and sent them off with parties of troops, who killed many of the
men, whilst as for the women, do not ask what was their fate. They were delivered over to the Ottoman soldiery;
the children died of hunger and thirst; not a man or woman reached Syria except the halt and blind, who were
unable to keep themselves alive; the young men were all slaughtered; and the good-looking women fell into the
hands of the Turkish youths.
*
Emigrants from Roumelia were conveyed to Zeitoun and established there, the name of that place being
changed to “Reshadîya,” so that nothing should remain to remind the Turks of the Armenian name. During our
journey from Hamah we saw many Armenian men and women, sitting under small tents which they had constructed from sheets, rugs, etc. Their condition was most pitiable, and how could it be otherwise? Many of these had
been used to sit only on easy chairs,\fn{ Literally, rocking-chairs} amid luxurious furniture, in houses built in the best
style, well arranged and splendidly furnished.
I saw, as others saw also, many Armenian men and women in goods-wagons on the railway between Aleppo
and Hamah, herded together in a way which moved compassion.
*
After my arrival at Aleppo, and two days’ stay there, we took the train to a place called Ser-Arab-Pounâri. I
was accompanied by five Armenians, closely guarded, and dispatched to Diarbekir. We walked on our feet thence
to Serûj, where we stopped at a khan\fn{Rest-house} filled with Armenian women and children, with a few sick
men. These women were in a deplorable state, as they had done the journey from Erzeroum on foot, taking a long
while to arrive at Serûj.
I talked with them in Turkish, and they told me that the gendarmes with them had brought them to places
where there was no water, refusing to tell them where water was to be found until they had received money as the
price.
Some of them, who were pregnant, had given birth on the way, and had abandoned their infants in the uninhabited wastes. Most of these women had left their children behind, either in despair, or owing to illness or
weakness which made them unable to carry them, so they threw them on the ground; some from natural affection
could not do this and so perished in the desert, not parted from their infants.
They told me that there were some among them who had not been used to walk for a single hour, having been
brought up in luxury, with men to wait on them and women to attend them. These had fallen into the hands of the
Kurds, who recognize no divine law, and who live on lofty mountains and in dense forests like beasts of prey;
their honour was outraged and they died by brutal violence, many of them killing themselves rather than sacrifice
their virtue to these ravening wolves.
*
We then proceeded in carts from Serûj to El-Raha.\fn{ Urfa} On the way I saw crowds going on foot, whom
from a distance I took for troops marching to the field of battle. On approaching, I found they were Armenian women, walking barefoot and weary, placed in ranks like the gendarmes who preceded and followed them.
Whenever one of them lagged behind, a gendarme would beat her with the butt of his rifle, throwing her on her
face, till she rose terrified and rejoined her companions. But if one lagged from sickness, she was either abandoned, alone in the wilderness, without help or comfort, to be a prey to wild beasts, or a gendarme ended her life
by a bullet.
*
On arrival at Urfa, we learned that the Government had sent a force of gendarmes and police to the Armenian
quarters of the town to collect their arms, subsequently dealing with these people as with others. As they were
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aware of what had happened to their kinsmen—the khâns at Urfa being full of women and children—they did not
give up their arms, but showed armed resistance, killing one man of the police and three gendarmes.
The authorities of Urfa applied for a force from Aleppo, and by order of Jemâl Pasha—the executioner of Syria
—Fakhry Pasha came with cannon. He turned the Armenian quarters into a waste place, killing the men and the
children, and great numbers of the women, except such as yielded themselves to share the fate of their sis-ters—
expulsion on foot to Deir-el-Zûr, after the Pasha and his officers had selected the prettiest amongst them.
Disease was raging among them; they were outraged by the Turks and Kurds; and hunger and thirst completed
their extermination.
*
After leaving Urfa, we again saw throngs of women, exhausted by fatigue and misery, dying of hunger and
thirst, and we saw the bodies of the dead lying by the roadside.
*
On our arrival at a place near a village called Kara Jevren, about six hours distant from Urfa, we stopped at a
spring to breakfast and drink. I went a little apart, towards the source, and came upon a most appalling spectacle.
A woman, partly unclothed, was lying prone, her chemise disordered and red with blood, with four bulletwounds in her breast. I could not restrain myself, but wept bitterly. As I drew out a handkerchief to wipe away my
tears, and looked round to see whether any of my companions had observed me, I saw a child not more than eight
years old, lying on his face, his head cloven by an axe. This made my grief the more vehement, but my companyions cut short my lamentations, for I heard the officer, Aarif Effendi, calling to the priest Isaac, and saying, “Come
here at once,” and I knew that he had seen something which had startled him.
I went towards him, and what did I behold? Three children lying in the water, in terror of their lives from the
Kurds, who had stripped them of their clothes and tortured them in various ways, their mother near by, moaning
with pain and hunger. She told us her story, saying that she was from Erzeroum, and had been brought by the
troops to this place with many other women after a journey of many days.
After they had been plundered of money and clothing, and the prettiest women had been picked out and
handed over to the Kurds, they reached this place, where Kurdish men and women collected and robbed them of
all the clothes that remained on them. She herself had stayed here, as she was sick and her children would not
leave her.
The Kurds came upon them again and left them naked. The children had lain in the water in their terror, and
she was at the point of death. The priest collected some articles of clothing and gave them to the woman and the
children; the officer sent a man to the post of gendarmes which was near by, and ordered the gendarme whom the
man brought with him to send on the woman and children to Urfa, and to bury the bodies which were near the
guardhouse.
The sick woman told me that the dead woman refused to yield herself to outrage, so they killed her and she
died nobly, chaste and pure from defilement; to induce her to yield they killed her son beside her, but she was firm
in her resolve and died heart-broken.
*
In the afternoon we went on towards Kara Jevren, and one of the drivers pointed out to us some high mounds,
surrounded by stones and rocks, saying that here Zohrâb and Vartakis had been killed, they having been leading
Notables among the Armenians, and their Deputies.
*
No one is ignorant of who and what was Zohrâb, the Armenian Deputy for Constantinople, his name and repute being celebrated after the institution of the Chamber. He used to speak with learning and reflection, refuting
objections by powerful arguments and convincing proofs. His speeches in the Chamber were mostly conclusive.
He was learned in all subjects, but especially in the science of law, as he was a graduate of universities and had
practised at the Bar for many years. He was endowed with eloquence and great powers of exposition; he was
courageous, not to be turned from his purpose or intimidated from pursuing his national aims.
When the Unionists realised that they were deficient in knowledge, understanding nothing about polity or administration, and not aware of the meaning of liberty or constitutional government, they resolved to return to the
system of their Tartar forefathers, the devastation of cities and the slaughter of innocent men, as it was in that
direction that their powers lay.
They sent Zohrâb and his colleague Vartakis away from Constantinople, with orders that they should be killed
on the way, and it was announced that they had been murdered by a band of brigands. They killed them in order
that it might not be said that Armenians were more powerful, more learned, and more intelligent than Turks.
Why should such bands murder none but Armenians? The falsity of the statement is obvious.
Zohrâb and Vartakis fell victims to their own courage and firmness of purpose; they were killed out of envy of
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their learning and their love for their own people, and for their tenacity in pursuing their own path. They were
killed by that villain, Ahmed El-Serzi, one of the sworn men of the Unionists, he who murdered Zeki Bey; his
story in the Ottoman upheaval is well known, and how the Unionists saved him from his fitting punishment and
even from prison.
A Kurd told me that Vartakis was one of the boldest and most courageous men who ever lived; he was chief of
the Armenian bands in the time of Abdul-Hamîd; he was wounded in the foot by a cannon-ball whilst the Turkish
troops were pursuing these bands, and was imprisoned either at Erzeroum or at Maaden, in the Vilayet of
Diarbekir. The Sultan Abdul-Hamîd, through his officials, charged him to modify his attitude and acknowledge
that he had been in error, when he should be pardoned and appointed to any post he might choose. He rejected this
offer, saying,
“I will not sell my conscience for a post, or say that the Government of Abdul-Hamîd is just, whilst I see its
tyranny with my eyes and touch it with my hand.”
It is said that the Unionists ordered that all the Armenian Deputies should be put to death, and the greater
number of them were thus dealt with.
It is reported also that Dikrân Ghilighiân, the well-known writer, who was an adherent of the Committee of
Union and Progress, was killed in return for his learning, capacity, and devotion to their cause. Such was the
recompense of his services to the Unionists.
*
In the evening we arrived at Kara Jevren, and slept there till morning. At sunrise we went on towards Sivrek,
and half-way on the road we saw a terrible spectacle.
The corpses of the killed were lying in great numbers on both sides of the road; here we saw a woman
outstretched on the ground, her body half veiled by her long hair; there, women lying on their faces, the dried
blood blackening their delicate forms; there again, the corpses of men, parched to the semblance of charcoal by
the heat of the sun.
As we approached Sivrek, the corpses became more numerous, the bodies of children being in a great majority.
As we arrived at Sivrek and left our carts, we saw one of the servants of the khân carrying a little infant with hair
as yellow as gold, whom he threw behind the house. We asked him about it, and he said that there were three sick
Armenian women in the house, who had lagged behind their companions, that one of them had given birth to this
infant, but could not nourish it, owing to her illness. So it had died and been thrown out, as one might throw out a
mouse.
*
Whilst we were at Sivrek, Aarif Effendi told me—after he had been at the Government offices—that the
Commandant of Gendarmerie and the Chief of Police of that place had requested him to hand over to them the
five Armenians who were with him, and that on his refusal they had insisted, saying that, if they were to reach
Diarbekir in safety, they must pay a ransom of fifty liras for themselves. We went to the khân, where the officer
summoned the priest Isaac and told him how matters stood. After speaking to his companions, the priest replied
that they could pay only ten liras altogether, as they had no more in their possession. When convinced by his
words, the officer took the ten liras and undertook to satisfy the others.
This officer had a dispute with the Commandant of Gendarmerie at Aleppo, the latter desiring to take these five
men on the grounds that they had been sent with a gendarme for delivery to his office. Ahmed Bey, the Chief of
the Irregular band at Urfa, also desired to take them, but the officer refused to give them up to him—he being a
member of the Committee of Union and Progress—and brought them in safety to Diarbekir.
*
After passing the night at Sivrek we left early in the morning. As we approached Diarbekir the corpses became
more numerous, and on our route we met companies of women going to Sivrek under guard of gendarmes, weary
and wretched, the traces of tears and misery plain on their faces—a plight to bring tears of blood from stones, and
move the compassion of beasts of prey.
What, in God’s name, had these women done? Had they made war on the Turks, or killed even one of them?
What was the crime of these hapless creatures, whose sole offence was that they were Armenians, skilled in the
management of their homes and the training of their children, with no thought beyond the comfort of their husbands and sons, and the fulfillment of their duties towards them.
I ask you, O Moslems—is this to be counted as a crime? Think for a moment. What was the fault of these poor
women? Was it in their being superior to the Turkish women in every respect? Even assuming that their men had
merited such treatment, is it right that these women should be dealt with in a manner from which wild beasts
would recoil? God has said in the Qur’an: “Do not load one with another’s burthens” that is, Let not one be
punished for another.\fn{N.J. Dawood’s translation of 35:18a: “No soul shall bear another’s burden.” E.H. Palmer: “And no
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burdened soul shall bear the burden of another;” Sahih International: “And no bearer of burdens will bear the burden of another.”
Pickthall: “And no burdened soul can bear another's burden,” Yusuf Ali: “Nor can a bearer of burdens bear another’s burdens” M.H.
Shakir: “And a burdened soul cannot bear the burden of another” Muhammad Sarwar: “No one will bear the burden of another.” Mohsin
Khan: “And no bearer of burdens shall bear another’s burden,” Arberry: “No soul laden bears the load of another;”:W,H }

What had these weak women done, and what had their infants done? Can the men of the Turkish Government
bring forward even a feeble proof to justify their action and to convince the people of Islam, who hold that action
for unlawful and reject it? No; they can find no word to say before a people whose usages are founded on justice,
and their laws on wisdom and reason.
Is it right that these impostors, who pretend to be the supports of Islam and the Khilâfat, the protectors of the
Moslems, should transgress the command of God, transgress the Qur’an, the Traditions of the Prophet, and
humanity? Truly, they have committed an act at which Islam is revolted, as well as all Moslems and all the
peoples of the earth, be they Moslems, Christians, Jews, or idolaters.
As God lives, it is a shameful deed, the like of which has not been done by any people counting themselves as
civilised.
*
After we had gone a considerable distance we saw a child of not more than four years old, with a fair complexion, blue eyes, and golden hair, with all the indications of luxury and pampering, standing in the sun, motionless
and speechless. The officer told the driver to stop the cart, got out alone, and questioned the child, who made no
reply, and did not utter a word. The officer said:
“If we take this child with us to Diarbekir, the authorities will take him from us, and he will share the fate of
his people in being killed. It is best that we leave him. Perhaps God will move one of the Kurds to compassion,
that he take him and bring him up.”
None of us could say anything to him; he entered the cart and we drove on, leaving the child as we found him,
without speech, tears, or movement. Who knows of what rich man or Notable of the Armenians he was the son?
He had hardly seen the light when he was orphaned by the slaughter of his parents and kinsmen. Those who
should have carried him were weary of him—for the women were unable to carry even themselves—so they had
abandoned him in the waste, far from human habitation.
Man, who shows kindness to beasts, and forms societies for their protection, can be merciless to his own kind,
more especially to infants who can utter no complaint; he leaves them under the heat of the sun, thirsty and
famishing, to be devoured by wild creatures.
*
Leaving the boy, our hearts burning within us, and full of grief and anguish, we arrived before sunset at a khân
some hours distant from Diarbekir. There we passed the night, and in the morning we went on amid the mangled
forms of the slain.
The same sight met our view on every side; a man lying, his breast pierced by a bullet; a woman torn open by
lead; a child sleeping his last sleep beside his mother; a girl in the flower of her age, in a posture which told its
own story.
Such was our journey until we arrived at a canal, called Kara Pounâr, near Diarbekir, and here we found a
change in the method of murder and savagery. We saw here bodies burned to ashes. God, from whom no secrets
are hid, knows how many young men and fair girls, who should have led happy lives together, had been consumed by fire in this ill-omened place.
We had expected not to find corpses of the killed near to the walls of Diarbekir, but we were mistaken, for we
journeyed among the bodies until we entered the city gate. As I was informed by some Europeans who returned
from Armenia after the massacres, the Government ordered the burial of all the bodies from the roadside when the
matter had become the subject of comment in European newspapers.
*
On our arrival at Diarbekir the officer handed us over to the authorities and we were thrown into prison, where
I remained for twenty-two days.
During this time I obtained full information about the movement from one of the prisoners, who was a Moslem
of Diarbekir, and who related to me what had happened to the Armenians there. I asked him what was the reason
of the affair, why the Government had treated them in this way, and whether they had committed any act calling
for their complete extermination.
He said that, after the declaration of war, the Armenians, especially the younger men, had failed to comply
with the orders of the Government, that most of them had evaded military service by flight, and had formed companies which they called “Roof Companies.” These took money from the wealthy Armenians for the purchase of
arms, which they did not deliver to the authorities, but sent to their companies, until the leading Armenians and
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Notables assembled, went to the Government offices, and requested that these men should be punished as they
were displeased at their proceedings.
I asked whether the Armenians had killed any Government official, or any Turks or Kurds in Diarbekir.
He replied that they had killed no one, but that a few days after the arrival of the vali,\fn{Governor} Reshîd Bey,
and the Commandant of Gendarmerie, Rushdi Bey, prohibited arms had been found in some Armenian houses,
and also in the church. On the discovery of these arms, the Government summoned some of the principal Armenians and flung them into prison; the spiritual authorities made repeated representations, asking for the release of
these men, but the Government, far from complying with the request, imprisoned the ecclesiastics also, the number of Notables thus imprisoned amounting to nearly seven hundred.
One day the Commandant of Gendarmerie came and informed them that an Imperial Order had been issued for
their banishment to Mosul, where they were to remain until the end of the war. They were rejoiced at this, procured all they required in the way of money, clothes, and furniture, and embarked on the keleks\fn{Wooden rafts
resting on inflated skins, used by the inhabitants of that region for traveling on the Euphrates and Tigris } to proceed to Mosul.
After a while it was understood that they had all been drowned in the Tigris, and that none of them had reached
Mosul.
The authorities continued to send off and kill the Armenians, family by family, men, women and children, the
first families sent from Diarbekir being those of Kazaziân, Tirpanjiân, Minassiân, and Kechijiân, who were the
wealthiest families in the place.
Among the 700 individuals was a bishop named—as far as I recollect—Homandriâs; he was the Armenian
Catholic Bishop, a venerable and learned old man of about eighty; they showed no respect to his white beard, but
drowned him in the Tigris.
Megerditch, the Bishop-delegate of Diarbekir, was also among the 700 imprisoned. When he saw what was
happening to his people he could not endure the disgrace and shame of prison, so he poured petroleum over himself and set it on fire. A Moslem, who was imprisoned for having written a letter to this bishop three years before
the events, told me that he was a man of great courage and learning, devoted to his people, with no fear of death,
but unable to submit to oppression humiliation.
Some of the imprisoned Kurds attacked the Armenians in the gaol itself, and killed two or three of them out of
greed for their money and clothing, but nothing was done to bring them to account. The Government left only a
very small number of Armenians in Diarbekir, these being such as were skilled in making boots and similar
articles for the army. Nineteen individuals had remained in the prison, where I saw and talked with them; these,
according to the pretence of the authorities, were Armenian bravoes.\fn{ Thugs or hired assassins}
The last family deported from Diarbekir was that of Dunjiân, about November, 1915. This family was
protected by certain Notables of the place, from desire for their money, or the beauty of some of their women.
*
This man\fn{Named Dikrân} was a member of the central committee of the Tashnagtziân Society in Diarbekir.
An official of that place, who belonged to the Society of Union and Progress,\fn{ A secret society founded in 1889 with
the aim of establishing constitutional government in the Ottoman Empire; allied with the Young Turks in 1906; dissolved in 1918 } told
me that the authorities seized Dikrân and demanded from him the names of his associates. He refused, and said
that he could not give the names until the committee had met and decided whether or not it was proper to furnish
this information to the Government.
He was subjected to varieties of torture, such as putting his feet in irons till they swelled and he could not
walk, plucking out his nails and eyelashes with a cruel instrument, etc., but he would not say a word, nor give the
name of one of his associates. He was deported with the others and died nobly out of love for his nation,
preferring death to the betrayal of the secrets of his brave people to the Government.
*
Aghôb Kaitanjiân was one of the Armenians imprisoned on the charge of being bravoes of the Armenian
Society in Diarbekir, and in whose possession explosive material had been found. I often talked to him, and I
asked him to tell me his story.
He said that one day, whilst he was sitting in his house, a police agent knocked at the door and told him that
the Chief of Police wished to see him at his office. He went there, and some of the police asked him about the
Armenian Society and its bravoes. He replied that he knew nothing of either societies or bravoes.
He was then bastinadoed\fn{Beaten with rods on the soles of his feet} and tortured in various ways for several days
till he despaired of life, preferring death to a continuance of degradation. He had a knife with him, and when they
aggravated the torture so that he could endure it no longer, he asked them to let him go to the latrine and on his
return he would tell them all he knew about the Armenian matter.
With the help of the police he went, and cut the arteries of his wrists, with the object of committing suicide.
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The blood gushed out freely; he got to the door of the police-office and there fainted.
They poured water on his face and he recovered consciousness; he was brought before the officer and the
interrogatory was renewed.\fn{Translator’s note: Episodes in the original are here omitted}The Chief of Police was confounded at this proceeding and sent him to the hospital until he was cured.
I saw the wounds on his hands, and they were completely healed. This was the story as he told it to me himself. He desired me to publish it in an Armenian newspaper called Häyrenîk (Fatherland), which appears in
America, in order that it may be read by his brother Garabet, now in that country, who had been convinced that
the Government would leave none of them alive.
*
I associated freely with the young Armenians who were imprisoned, and we talked much of these acts, the like
of which, as happening to a nation such as theirs, have never been heard of, nor recorded in the history of past
ages.
These youths were sent for trial by the court-martial at Kharpout, and I heard that they arrived there safely and
asked permission to embrace the Moslem faith. This was to escape from contemptuous treatment by the Kurds,
and not from the fear of death, as their conversion would not save them from the penalty if they were shown to
deserve it.
Before their departure they asked me what I had heard about them, and whether the authorities purposed to kill
them on the way or not. After enquiring about this, and ascertaining that they would not be killed in this way, I
informed them accordingly; they were rejoiced, saying that all they desired was to remain alive to see the results
of the war. They said that the Armenians deserved the treatment which they had received, as they would never see
the necessity for taking precautions against the Turks, believing that the constitutional Turkish Government would
never proceed to measures of this kind without valid reason. The Government has perpetrated these deeds
although no official, Kurd, Turk, or Moslem, has been killed by an Armenian, and we know not what the weighty
reasons may have been which impelled them to so unprecedented a measure. And if the Armenians should not be
reproached with a negligence for which they have paid dearly, yet a people who do not take full precautions are
liable to be taxed justly with blameworthy carelessness.
*
From time to time I visited the men who had been in my company during the journey, but after my release the
director of the prison would not permit me to go to them. I used, therefore, to ask for one of them and talk with
him outside the prison in which the Armenians were confined. After a while I enquired for them and was told that
they had been sent to execution, like others before them, and at this I cried out in dismay.
One day I saw a gendarme who had been imprisoned with us for a short time on the charge of having stolen
articles from the effects of dead Armenians, and as he knew my companions I asked him about them. He said that
he had killed the priest Isaac with his own hand, and that the gendarmes had laid wagers in firing at his clerical
headdress.
“I made the best shooting, hit the hat and knocked it off his head, finishing him with a second ball.”
My answer was silence. The man firmly believed that these murders were necessary, the Sultan having so
ordered.
*
When the Government first commenced the deportation of the 700 men, the officials were instructed to prepare
letters, signed with the names of the former, and to send them to the families of the banished individuals in order
to mislead them, as it was feared that the Armenians might take some action which would defeat the plan and
divulge the secret to the other Armenians, thus rendering their extermination impracticable.
The unhappy families gave large sums to those who brought them letters from their Head. The Government
appointed a Kurd, a noted brigand, as officer of the Militia, ordering him to slaughter the Armenians and deliver
the letters at their destination. When the Government was secure as to the Armenians, a man was dispatched to
kill the Kurd, whose name was Aami Hassi, or Hassi Aami.
*
The slaughter was general throughout these communities, not a single protestant remaining in Diarbekir.
Eighty families of the Syriac Community were exterminated, with a part of the Chaldeans, in Diarbekir, and in its
dependencies, none escaped save those in Madiât and Mardîn. When latterly orders were given that only Armenians were to be killed, and that those belonging to other communities should not be touched, the Government
held their hand from the destruction of the latter.
*
But the Syriacs in the province of Madiât were brave men, braver than all the other tribes in these regions.
When they heard what had fallen upon their brethren at Diarbekir and the vicinity they assembled, fortified
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themselves in three villages near Madiât, and made a heroic resistance, showing a courage beyond description.
The Government sent against them two companies of regulars, besides a company of gendarmes which had
been dispatched thither previously; the Kurdish tribes assembled against them, but without result, and thus they
protected their lives, honour, and possessions from the tyranny of this oppressive Government. An Imperial
Irâdeh was issued, granting them pardon, but they placed no reliance on it and did not surrender, for past experience had shown them that this is the most false Government on the face of the earth, taking back today what it
gave yesterday, and punishing today with most cruel penalties him whom it had previously pardoned.
*
Conversation between a postal contractor from Bitlis and a friend of mine, as we were sitting at a café in
Diarbekir:
Contractor: I see many Armenians in Diarbekir. How comes it that they are still here?
My Friend: These are not Armenians, but Syriacs and Chaldeans.
Contractor: The Government of Bitlis has not left a single Christian in that vilayet, nor in the district of Moush. If a
doctor told a sick man that the remedy for his disease was the heart of a Christian he would not find one, though he
searched through the whole vilayet.

*
The Armenians were confined in the main ward of the prison at Diarbekir, and from time to time I visited
them.
One day, on waking from sleep, I went to see them in their ward and found them collecting rice, flour and
moneys. I asked them the reason of this, and they said:
“What are we to do? If we do not collect a quantity every week and give it to the Kurds, they insult and beat
us, so we give these things to some of them so that they may protect us from the outrages of their fellows.”
I exclaimed, “There is no power nor might but in God,” and went back grieving over their lot.
*
This was a most shocking proceeding, appalling in its atrocity.
One of the gendarmes in Diarbekir related to me how it was done. He said that, when orders were given for the
removal and destruction of a family, an official went to the house, counted the members of the family, and delivered them to the Commandant of Militia or one of the officers of Gendarmerie. Men were posted to keep guard
over the house and its occupants during the night until 8 o’clock, thereby giving notice to the wretched family that
they must prepare for death.
The women shrieked and wailed, anguish and despair showed on the faces of all, and they died even before
death came upon them. …\fn{Translator’s note: A few sentences of immaterial description are here omitted }After 8 o’clock
wagons arrived and conveyed the families to a place near by, where they were killed by rifle fire, or massacred
like sheep with knives, daggers, and axes.
*
After the Armenians had been destroyed, all the furniture of their houses, their linen, effects, and implements
of all kinds, as well as all the contents of their shops and storehouses, were collected in the churches or other large
buildings. The authorities appointed committees for the sale of these goods, which were disposed of at the lowest
price, as might be the case with the effects of those who died a natural death, but with this difference, that the
money realised went to the Treasury of the Turkish Government, instead of to the heirs of the deceased.
You might see a carpet, worth thirty pounds, sold for five, a man’s costume, worth four pounds, sold for two
medjidies, and so on with the rest of the articles, this being especially the case with musical instruments, such as
pianos, etc., which had no value at all.
All money and valuables were collected by the Commandant of Gendarmerie and the vali, Reshîd Bey, the latter taking them with him when he went to Constantinople, and delivering them to Talaat Bey. …\fn{ Translators note:
Some remarks in this connection are omitted}
*
The mind is confounded by the reflection that this people of Armenia, this brave race who astonished the world
by their courage, resolution, progress and knowledge, who yesterday were the most powerful and most highly
cultivated of the Ottoman peoples, have become merely a memory, as though they had never flourished. Their
learned books are waste paper, used to wrap up cheese or dates, and I was told that one high official had bought
thirty volumes of French literature for 50 piastres. Their schools are closed, after being thronged with pupils.
Such is the evil end of the Armenian race: let it be a warning to those peoples who are striving for freedom,
and let them understand that freedom is not to be achieved but by the shedding of blood, and that words are the
stock-in-trade of the weak alone.
73

I observed that the crosses had been removed from the lofty steeples of the churches, which are used as storehouses and markets for the keeping and sale of the effects of the dead.
*
These were of various kinds.
An officer told me that in the vilayet of Bitlis the authorities collected the Armenians in barns full of straw (or
chaff), piling up straw in front of the door and setting it on fire, so that the Armenians inside perished in the
smoke. He said that sometimes hundreds were put together in one barn.
Other modes of killing were also employed (at Bitlis).
He told me, to my deep sorrow, how he had seen a girl hold her lover in her embrace, and so enter the barn to
meet her death without a tremor.
*
At Moush, a part were killed in straw-barns, but the greater number by shooting or stabbing with knives, the
Government hiring butchers, who received a Turkish pound each day as wages.
*
A doctor, named Azîz Bey, told me that when he was at Marzifûn, in the vilayet of Sivas, he heard that a
caravan of Armenians was being sent to execution. He went to the Kaimakâm and said to him:
“You know I am a doctor, and there is no difference between doctors and butchers, as doctors are mostly
occupied in cutting up mankind. And as the duties of a kaimakâm at this time are also like our own—cutting up
human bodies—I beg you to let me see this surgical operation myself.”
Permission was given, and the doctor went. He found four butchers, each with a long knife; the gendarmes
divided the Armenians into parties of ten, and sent them up to the butchers one by one. The butcher told the
Armenian to stretch out his neck; he did so, and was slaughtered like a sheep. The doctor was amazed at their
steadfastness in presence of death, not saying a word, or showing any sign of fear.
*
The gendarmes used also to bind the women and children and throw them down from a very lofty eminence, so
that they reached the ground shattered to pieces. This place is said to be between Diarbekir and Mardîn, and the
bones of the slain are there in heaps to this day.
Another informant told me that the Diarbekir authorities had killed the Armenians either by shooting, by the
butchers, or at times by putting numbers of them in wells and caves, which were blocked up so that they perished.
Also they threw them into the Tigris and the Euphrates, and the bodies caused an epidemic of typhus fever.
Two thousand Armenians were slaughtered at a place outside the walls of Diarbekir, between the Castle of
Sultan Murad and the Tigris, and at not more than half an hour’s distance from the city.
*
There is no doubt that what is related as to the proceedings of the gendarmes and the Kurdish tribes actually
took place. On receiving a caravan of Armenians the gendarmes searched them one by one, men and women,
taking any money they might find, and stripping them of the better portions of their clothing. When they were
satisfied that there remained no money, good clothes, or other things of value, they sold the Armenians in
thousands to the Kurds, on the stipulation that none should be left alive. The price was in accordance with the
number of the party; I was told by a reliable informant of cases where the price had varied between 2,000 and 200
liras.
After purchasing the caravans, the Kurds stripped all the Armenians, men and women, of their clothes, so that
they remained entirely naked. They then shot them down, every one, after which they cut open their stomachs to
search for money amongst the entrails, also cutting up the clothing, boots, etc., with the same object.
Such were the dealings of the official gendarmerie and the Kurds with their fellow-creatures. The reason of the
sale of the parties by the gendarmes was to save themselves trouble, and to obtain delivery of further parties to
plunder of their money.
Woe to him who had teeth of gold, or gold-plated. The gendarmes and Kurds used to violently draw out his
teeth before arriving at the place of execution, thus inflicting tortures before actual death.
*
A Kurd told me that the authorities of Kharpout handed over to one of the Kurdish Aghas in that vilayet, in
three batches, more than 50,000 Armenians from Erzeroum, Trebizond, Sivas, and Constantinople, with orders to
kill them and to divide with themselves the property which he might take from them.
He killed them all and took from them their money and other belongings. He hired 600 mules for the women,
to convey them to Urfa, at the rate of three liras a head. After receiving the price, he collected mules belonging to
his tribe, mounted the women on them, and brought them to a place between Malatîya and Urfa, where he killed
them in the most barbarous way, taking all their money, clothes, and valuables.\fn{ The next section is entitled “The
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violation of women before or after death”; but the Translator has omitted this narrative, with the comment: I refrain from particulars. The
gendarmes and Kurds are stated to have been the perpetrators of these acts }

*
I said above that the Armenian women were sent off in batches under guard of gendarmes. Whenever they
passed by a village the inhabitants would come and choose any they desired, taking them away and giving a small
sum to the gendarmes.
At one place a Kurd of over 60 picked out a beautiful girl of 16. She refused to have anything to do with him,
but said she was ready to embrace Islam and marry a youth of her own age. This the Kurds would not allow, but
gave her the choice between death and the Sheikh; she still refused, and was killed.
*
Whilst I was Kaimakâm of the district of Kiakhta, in the vilayet of Kharpout, I was acquainted with an
Armenian Notable of that place, named Barsoum Agha. He was a worthy and courageous man, dealing well with
Kurds, Turks, and Armenians, without distinction; he also showed much kindness to officials who were dismissed
from their posts in the district.
All the Kurdish Aghas thereabouts kept close watch over him, hating him because he was their rival in the
supremeacy of the place. When, after my banishment, I arrived at Sivrek and heard what had befallen the Armenians, I enquired about him and his family.
I was told that when the Government disposed of the Armenians of Kiakhta he was summoned and ordered to
produce the records of moneys owing to him (Kurds and Armenians in that district owed him a sum of 10,000
liras); he replied that he had torn up the records and released his debtors from their obligations.
He was taken away with the other Armenians, and on arrival at the Euphrates he asked permission to drown
himself. This was granted, and he endeavoured to do so, but failed, as he could not master himself.
So he said to the gendarmes, “Life is dear and I cannot kill myself, so do as you have been ordered,” whereupon one of them shot him and then killed the rest of the family.
*
This youth, who had come to Diarbekir as a schoolmaster, told me that the Government had informed the
Armenians of Broussa that their deportation had been decided, and that they were to leave for Mosul, Syria, or ElDeir three days after receiving the order.
After selling what they could, they hired carts and carriages for the transport of their goods and themselves and
started—as they thought—for their destination.
On their arrival at a very rugged and barren place, far distant from any villages, the drivers, in conformity with
their instructions, broke up the conveyances and left the people in the waste, returning in the night to plunder
them. Many died there of hunger and terror; a great part were killed on the road; and only a few reached Syria or
El-Deir.
*
An Arab of El-Jezîra, who accompanied me on my flight from Diarbekir, told me that he had gone with a
Sheikh of his tribe, men and camels, to buy grain from the sons of Ibrahim Pasha El-Mellili. On their way they
saw 17 children, the eldest not more than 13 years old, dying of hunger and thirst. The Arab said:
“We had with us a small water-skin and a little food. When the Sheikh saw them he wept with pity, and gave
them food and water with his own hands; but what good could this small supply do to them? We reflected that if
we took them with us to the Pasha, they would be killed, as the Kurds were killing all Armenians by order of the
authorities; and our Arabs were at five days’ distance from the place. So we had no choice but to leave them to the
mercy of God, and on our return, a week later, we found them all dead.”
*
We were talking of the courage and good qualities of the Armenians, and the Governor of the place, who was
with us, told us a singular story. He said:
“According to orders, I collected all the remaining Armenians, consisting of 17 women and some children,
amongst whom was a child of 3 years old, diseased, who had never been able to walk. When the butchers began
slaughtering the women and the turn of the child’s mother came, he rose up on his feet and ran for a space, then
falling down.
“We were astonished at this, and at his understanding that his mother was to be killed. A gendarme went and
took hold of him, and laid him dead on his dead mother.”
He also said that he had seen one of these women eating a piece of bread as she went up to the butcher, another
smoking a cigarette, and that it was as though they cared nothing for death.
*
Shevket Bey, one of the officials charged with the extermination of the Armenians, told me, in company with
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others, the following story:
“I was proceeding with a party, and when we had arrived outside the walls of Diarbekir and were beginning to
shoot down the Armenians, a Kurd came up to me, kissed my hand, and begged me to give him a girl of about ten
years old. I stopped the firing and sent a gendarme to bring the girl to me. When she came I pointed out a spot to
her and said,
“‘Sit there. I have given you to this man, and you will be saved from death.’
“After a while, I saw that she had thrown herself amongst the dead Armenians, so I ordered the gendarmes to
cease firing and bring her up. I said to her,
“‘I have had pity on you and brought you out from among the others to spare your life. Why do you throw
yourself with them? Go with this man and he will bring you up like a daughter.’ She said:
“‘I am the daughter of an Armenian; my parents and kinsfolk are killed among these; I will have no others in
their place, and I do not wish to live any longer without them.’
“Then she cried and lamented; I tried hard to persuade her, but she would not listen, so I let her go her way.
She left me joyfully, put herself between her father and mother, who were at the last gasp, and she was killed
there.” And he added:
“If such was the behaviour of the children, what was that of their elders?”
*
A reliable informant from Deir-el-Zûr told me that one of the officials of that place had bought from the gendarmes three girls for a quarter of a medjidie dollar each. Another man told me that he had bought a very beautiful
girl for one lira, and I heard that among the tribes Armenian women were sold like pieces of old furniture, at low
prices, varying from one to ten liras, or from one to five sheep. …\fn{Translator’s note: An unimportant anecdote omitted}
*
On the arrival of a batch of Armenians at Deir-el-Zûr from Ras-el-Ain, the Mutesarrif desired to choose a
servant-girl from amongst the women. His eye fell on a handsome girl, and he went up to her, but on his approach
she turned white and was about to fall. He told her not to be afraid, and ordered his servant to take her to his
house.
On returning thither he asked the reason for her terror of him, and she told him that she and her mother had
been sent from Ras-el-Ain in charge of a Circassian gendarme, many other Armenian women being with them. On
the way, the gendarme called her mother, and told her to give him her money, or he would kill her; she said she
had none, so he tortured her till she gave him six liras. …\fn{Translator’s note: Unfit for reproduction} He said to her:
“You liar! You\fn{You Armenians} never cease lying. You have seen what has befallen, and will befall, all
Armenians, but you will not take warning, so I shall make you an example to all who see you.”
Then he cut off her hands with his dagger, one after the other, then both her feet, all in sight of her daughter,
whom he then took aside and violated, whilst her mother, in a dying state, witnessed the act.
“And when I saw you approach me, I remembered my mother’s fate and dreaded you, thinking that you would
treat me as the gendarme treated my mother and myself, before each other’s eyes.”…\fn{ Translator’s note: Unimportant anecdote omitted}
*
The Turks had collected all those of military age and dispersed them amongst the battalions to perform their
army service. When the Government determined on the deportation and destruction of the Armenians—as stated
in their official declaration—orders were given for the formation of separate battalions of Armenians, to be employed on roads and municipal works. The battalions were formed and sent to the roads and other kinds of hard
labor. They were employed in this manner for eight months, when the severity of winter set in. The Government,
being then unable to make further use of them, dispatched them to Diarbekir.
Before their arrival, the officers telegraphed that the Armenian troops were on their way, and the authorities
sent gendarmes, well furnished with cartridges, to meet the poor wretches. The gendarmes received them with
rifle-fire, and 840 men perished in this manner, shot close to the city of Diarbekir.\fn{ The text of the next narrative,
entitled “A Caravan of Women” is omitted, with the following Translator’s note: Unimportant. The writer describes the inhabitants of
Diarbekir, on the arrival of a party, as hastening to select women. Two doctors pick out twenty of them to serve as hospital attendants }

*
The man who showed the greatest capacity for exterminating Armenians was Reshîd Bey, the vali of Diarbekir. I have already stated how many were killed in his vilayet. When news of his removal arrived, the remaining
Armenians, and the Christians generally rejoiced, and shortly after the report was current some Armenians, who
had hidden themselves, came out from their concealment and walked about the city.
The vali, who was anxious to keep his removal secret and to inspire terror, began deporting Armenians with
still greater energy, and those who had come out returned to their hiding-places. One of the principal men of Diar76

bekir stated that one Armenian had paid fifty Turkish pounds to an inhabitant for shelter in his house during the
night before the vali’s departure, and another told me that a man had received an offer of three pounds for each
night until the same event, but had refused from fear of the authorities.
*
…\fn{A translator’s note here reads: An official relates how he wanted to choose a servant from a boatload of victims, who said they
were willing to come as servants, but as nothing else. He took one, and on coming home one night drunk he tried to offer her violence; she
reproved him in suitable terms and he conducted himself well thenceforward }

*
An Arab of the Akidât told me that he was going along the bank of the Euphrates when he saw some of the
town rabble stripping two women of their clothes. He expostulated and told them to restore the clothes, but they
paid no attention.
The women begged for mercy, and finding it unavailing they threw themselves into the river, preferring death
to dishonour.
He told me also of another woman who had a suckling child, and begged food from the passers-by, who were
in too great fear of the authorities to help her. On the third day of starvation, finding no relief, she left the baby in
the market of El-Deir and drowned herself in the Euphrates.
In this way do they show high qualities, honour, and courage such as many men do not possess.
*
You cannot enter a house in Diarbekir without finding from one to five Armenian maid-servants, even the
humblest shopkeepers having one, who probably in the lifetime of her parents would not have condescended to
speak a word to the master whom she now has to serve in order to save her life.
It is stated that the number of such women and girls in the city is over 5,000, mostly from Erzeroum, Kharpout
and other vilayets.
*
Shahîn Bey, a man of Diarbekir, who was in prison with me, told me that a number of Armenian men and
women were delivered to him for slaughter, he being a soldier. He said:
“Whilst we were on the way, I saw an Armenian girl whom I knew, and who was very beautiful. I called her by
name, and said:
“‘Come, I will save you, and you shall marry a young man of your country, a Turk or a Kurd.’ She refused, and
said:
“‘If you wish to do me a kindness I will ask one thing which you may do for me.’ I told her I would do whatever she wished, and she said:
“‘I have a brother, younger than myself, here amongst these people. I pray you to kill him before you kill me,
so that in dying I may not be anxious in mind about him.’ She pointed him out and I called him. When he came,
she said to him,
“‘My brother, farewell. I kiss you for the last time, but we shall meet, if it be God’s will, in the next world, and
He will soon avenge us for what we have suffered.’
“They kissed each other, and the boy delivered himself to me. I must needs obey my orders, so I struck him
one blow with an axe, split his skull, and he fell dead. Then she said:
“‘I thank you with all my heart, and shall ask you one more favour’; she put her hands over her eyes and said:
“‘Strike as you struck my brother, one blow, and do not torture me.’
“So I struck one blow and killed her, and to this day I grieve over her beauty and youth, and her wonderful
courage.”
*
The Turkish Government thought that European nations might get to hear of the destruction of the Armenians
and publish the news abroad so as to excite prejudice against the Turks. So after the gendarmes had killed a number of Armenian men, they put on them turbans and brought Kurdish women to weep and lament over them,
saying that the Armenians had killed their men.
They also brought a photographer to photograph the bodies and the weeping women, so that at a future time
they might be able to convince Europe that it was the Armenians who had attacked the Kurds and killed them, that
the Kurdish tribes had risen against them in revenge, and that the Turkish Government had had no part in the
matter.
But the secret of these proceedings was not hidden from men of intelligence, and after all this had been done,
the truth became known and was spread abroad in Diarbekir.
*
When the Government undertook the extermination of the Armenians some of the women went to the Mufti
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and the Kadi, and declared their desire to embrace the Mohammedan faith. These authorities accepted their conversion, and they were married to men of Diarbekir, either Turks or Kurds.
After a while, the Government began to collect these women, so the Mufti and the Kadi went to the vali and
said that the women in question were no longer Armenians, having become Mussulmans, and that by the Sacred
Law the killing of Mussulman women was not permissible. The vali replied:
“These women are vipers, who will bite us in time to come; do not oppose the Government in this matter, for
politics have no religion, and the Government know what they are about.”
The Mufti and the Kadi went back as they had come, and the women were sent to death.
After the removal of the vali—in consequence, as it was said, of abuses in connection with the sale of effects
left in Armenian houses and shops—orders arrived that the conversion of any who desired to enter Islam should
be accepted, be they men or women. Many of the Armenians who remained, of both sexes, hastened to embrace
the Faith in the hope of saving their lives, but after a time they were dispatched likewise and their Islamism did
not save them.
*
Whenever the talk fell on the Armenians I used to blame the Turks for their proceedings, but one day when we
were discussing the question, an official of Diarbekir, who was one of the fanatical Young Turk Nationalists, said:
“The Turks are not to blame in this matter, for the Germans were the first to apply this treatment to the Poles,
who were under their rule.
“And the Germans have compelled the Turks to take this course, saying that if they did not kill the Armenians
there would be no alliance with them, and thus Turkey had no choice.”
This is what the Turk said, word for word. And it was confirmed by what I heard from a Turk who was imprisoned with me at Aalîya, on the charge of corresponding with Abdul-Kerîm el-Khalîl.
He said that when passing through Damascus he had visited the German Vice-Consul there, who had told him
confidentially that Oppenheim had come on a special mission, which was to incite Jemâl Pasha to persecute the
Arabs, with a view to causing hatred between the two races, by which the Germans might profit in future if
differences arose between them and the Turks. This was a short time previous to the execution of Abdul-Kerîm.
*
When the Government at Diarbekir gave orders to the officials to kill the Armenians, a native of Baghdad was
Kaimakâm of El-Beshîri, in that vilayet, and an Albanian was Kaimakâm of Lîjeh. These two telegraphed to the
vilayet that their consciences would not permit them to do such work, and that they resigned their posts.
Their resignations were accepted, but they were both secretly assassinated.
I investigated this matter carefully, and ascertained that the name of the Baghdad Arab was Sabat Bey ElSueidi, but I could not learn that of the Albanian, which I much regret, as they performed a noble act for which
they should be commemorated in history. …\fn{ Translator’s note: The writer here describes how a Turkish judge (kâdi), to
whom the office of Kaimakâm was entrusted after the murder of Sabat Bey, boasted in conversation that he had killed four Armenians with
his own hand. “They were brave men,” he said, “having no fear of death.” The next section is headed, “An Armenian Betrays His Nation”,
but the Translator has omitted the narrative with the following note: The author tells the story of an Armenian of Diarbekir who gave
information to the police against his own people, disclosing their hiding places. He saw him walking about the streets with an insolent
demeanor, giving himself the airs of a person of great importance. He considers that such a traitor to his nation deserves the worst form of
death}

*
Whilst I was in prison, a Turkish Commissioner of Police used to come to see a friend of his, who was also
imprisoned. One day when I and this friend were together, the Commissioner came, and, in the course of conversation about the Armenians and their fate, he described to us how he had slaughtered them, and how a number had
taken refuge in a cave outside the city, and he had brought them out and killed two of them himself. His friend
said to him:
“Have you no fear of God? Whence have you the right to take life in defiance of God’s law?” He replied:
“It was the Sultan’s order; the Sultan’s order is the order of God, and its fulfillment is a duty.”
*
At the end of August, 1915, I was visited in prison by one of my Diarbekir colleagues, who was an intimate
friend of one of those charged with the conduct of the Armenian massacres. We spoke of the Armenian question,
and he told me that, in Diarbekir alone, 570,000 had been destroyed, these being people from other vilayets as
well as those belonging to Diarbekir itself.
If to this we add those killed in the following months, amounting to about 50,000; and those in the vilayets of
Bitlis and Van and the province of Moush, approximately 230,000; and those who perished in Erzeroum,
Kharpout, Sivas, Stamboul, Trebizond, Adana, Broussa, Urfa, Zeitoun, and Aintab—estimated at upwards of
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350,000—we arrive at a total of Armenians killed, or dead from disease, hunger, or thirst, of 1,200,000.
There remain 300,000 Armenians in the vilayet of Aleppo, in Syria, and Deir-el-Zûr (those deported thither),
and in America and Egypt and elsewhere; and 400,000 in Roumelian territory, held by the Balkan States, thus
making a grand total of 1,900,000.
The above is what I was able to learn as to the statistics of the slaughtered Armenians, and I would quote an
extract from El-Mokattam, dealing with this subject:
The Basle correspondent of the Temps states that, according to official reports received from Aleppo in the
beginning of 1916, there were 492,000 deported Armenians in the districts of Mosul, Diarbekir, Aleppo, Damascus, and
Deir-el-Zûr. The Turkish Minister of the Interior, Talaat Bey, estimates the number of deportees at 800,000, and states
that 300,000 of these have been removed or have died in the last few months.
Another calculation gives the number of deported Armenians as 1,200,000 souls, and states that at least 500,000
have been killed or have died in banishment (El-Mokattam, May 30th, 1916).

*
As I approached Diarbekir, I passed through many Arab tribes, with whom I saw a number of Armenians, men
and women, who were being well treated, although the Government had let the tribes know that the killing of
Armenians was a bounden duty.
I did not hear of a single instance of an Armenian being murdered or outraged by a tribesman, but I heard that
some Arabs, passing by a well into which men and women had been thrown, drew them out when at the last
extremity, took them with them, and tended them till they were recovered.\fn{ The final part of this section is entitled “The
Arab and the Armenian Beggar Woman,” but the Translator omits it with the following note: The narrative concludes with the relation of
an instance of courageous charity on the part of a Baghdad soldier to an Armenian woman begging in the streets of Diarbekir }

3
If the Turkish Government were asked the reasons for which the Armenian men, women, and children were
killed, and their honor and property placed at any man’s mercy, they would reply that this people have murdered
Moslems in the vilayet of Van, and that there have been found in their possession prohibited arms, explosive
bombs, and indications of steps towards the formation of an Armenian State, such as flags and the like, all pointing to the fact that this race has not turned from its evil ways, but on the first opportunity will kill the Moslems,
rise in revolt, and invoke the help of Russia, the enemy of Turkey, against its rulers.
That is what the Turkish Government would say.
I have followed the matter from its source. I have enquired from inhabitants and officials of Van, who were in
Diarbekir, whether any Moslem had been killed by Armenians in the town of Van, or in the districts of the vilayet.
They answered in the negative, saying that the Government had ordered the population to quit the town before the
arrival of the Russians and before anyone was killed; but that the Armenians had been summoned to give up their
arms and had not done so, dreading an attack by the Kurds, and dreading the Government also; the Government
had further demanded that the principal Notables and leading men should be given up to them as hostages, but the
Armenians had not complied. All this took place during the approach of the Russians towards the city of Van.
As to the adjacent districts, the authorities collected the Armenians and drove them into the interior, where they
were all slaughtered, no Government official or private man, Turk or Kurd, having been killed.
As regards Diarbekir, you have read the whole story in this book, and no insignificant event took place there,
let alone murders or breaches of the peace, which could lead the Turkish Government to deal with the Armenians
in this atrocious manner.
At Constantinople, we hear of no murder or other unlawful act committed by the Armenians, except the unauthenticated story about the twenty bravoes, to which I have already referred.
They have not done the least wrong in the vilayets of Kharpout, Trebizond, Sivas, Adana, or Bitlis, nor in the
province of Moush.
I have related the episode at Zeitoun, which was unimportant, and that at Urfa, where they acted in self-defence, seeing what had befallen their people, and preferring death to surrender.
*
As to their preparations, the flags, bombs and the like, even assuming there to be some truth in the statement, it
does not justify the annihilation of the whole people, men and women, old men and children, in a way which
revolts all humanity and more especially Islam and the whole body of Moslems, as those unacquainted with the
true facts might impute these deeds to Mohammedan fanaticism.
To such as assert this it will suffice to point out the murders and oppressive acts committed by the Young Turks
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against Islam in Syria and Mesopotamia.
In Syria they have hanged the leading men of enlightenment, without fault on their part, such as Shukri Bey
El-Asli, Abdul-Wahhâb Bey El-Inglîzi, Selîm Bey El-Jezairi, Emir Omar El-Husseini, Abdul-Ghani El-Arîsi,
Shefîk Bey El-Moweyyad, Rushdi Bey El-Shamaa, Abdul-Hamîd El-Zahrâwi, Abdul-Kerîm El-Khalîl, Emir Aarif
El-Shehâbi, Sheikh Ahmed Hasan Tabâra, and more than thirty leading men of this class.
*
I have published this pamphlet in order to refute beforehand inventions and slanders against the faith of Islam
and against Moslems generally, and I affirm that what the Armenians have suffered is to be attributed to the Committee of Union and Progress, who deal with the empire as they please; it has been due to their nationalist fanaticism and their jealousy of the Armenians, and to these alone; the Faith of Islam is guiltless of their deeds.
From the foregoing we know that the Armenians have committed no acts justifying the Turks in inflicting on
them this horrible retribution, unprecedented even in the dark ages.
What, then, was the reason which impelled the Turkish Government to kill off a whole people, of whom they
used to say that they were their brothers in patriotism, the principal factor in bringing about the downfall of the
despotic rule of Abdul-Hamîd and the introduction of the Constitution, loyal to the Empire, and fighting side by
side with the Turks in the Balkan war? The Turks sanctioned and approved the institution of Armenian political
societies, which they did not do in the case of other nationalities.
What is the reason of this sudden change of attitude?
*
It is that, previous to the proclamation of the Constitution, the Unionists hated despotic rule; they preached
equality, and inspired the people with hatred of the despotism of Abdul-Hamîd.
But as soon as they had themselves seized the reins of authority, and tasted the sweets of power, they found
that despotism was the best means to confirm themselves in ease and prosperity, and to limit to the Turks alone
the rule over the Ottoman peoples.
On considering these peoples, they found that the Armenian race was the only one which would resent their
despotism, and fight against it as they previously fought against Abdul-Hamîd.
They perceived also that the Armenians excelled all the other races in arts and industries, that they were more
advanced in learning and societies, and that after a while the greater part of the officers of the army would be
Armenians.
They were confounded at this, and dreaded what might ensue, for they knew their own weakness and that they
could not rival the Armenians in the way of learning and progress.
Annihilation seemed to them to be the sole means of deliverance; they found their opportunity in a time of war,
and they proceeded to this atrocious deed, which they carried out with every circumstance of brutality—a deed
which is contrary to the law of Islam, as is shown by many precepts and historical instances. …\fn{ The Translator
has inserted here the following note: Fâ’iz El-Ghusein here gives a list of citations from the Koran, the Traditions, and from Moslem
history in support of this view}

In view of this, how can the Turkish Government be justified at the present time in killing off an entire people,
who have always paid their dues of every kind to the Ottoman State, and have never rebelled against it?
Even if we suppose the Armenian men to have been deserving of death, what was the offence of the women
and children? And what will be the punishment of those who killed them wrongfully and consumed the innocent
with fire?
*
I am of opinion that the Mohammedan peoples are now under the necessity of defending themselves, for unless
Europeans are made acquainted with the true facts they will regard this deed as a black stain on the history of
Islam, which ages will not efface.
From the Verses, Traditions, and historical instances, it is abundantly clear that the action of the Turkish Government has been in complete contradiction to the principles of the Faith of Islam; a Government which professes
to be the protector of Islam, and claims to hold the Khilâfat, cannot act in opposition to Moslem law; and a Government which does so act is not an Islamic Government, and has no rightful pretension to be such.
It is incumbent on the Moslems to declare themselves guiltless of such a Government, and not to render obedience to those who trample under foot the Verses of the Qur’an and the Traditions of the Prophet, and shed the
innocent blood of women, old men and infants, who have done no wrong.
Otherwise they make themselves accomplices in this crime, which stands unequalled in history.
*
In conclusion, I would address myself to the Powers of Europe, and say that it is they themselves who have encouraged the Turkish Government to this deed, for they were aware of the evil administration of that Government,
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and its barbarous proceedings on many occasions in the past, but did not check it.\fn{ A note reads: Completed at
Bombay on the 3rd September, 1916}
99.127 Lady Kân 2. Clever Hasan’s Sister: Two Folktales\fn{by Galilah F. (c.1895?- )} Aleppo, Aleppo Vilayet,
Ottoman Syria (F) 4
1
Once there were a man and his wife. The man did not like girls as daughters. When his wife became pregnant,
he said to her,
“Today, I am going to travel and leave you behind; if you beget a girl, slaughter her, and put her blood in a
bottle so that I may drink it.”
She became very unhappy because her husband does not like daughters and would like to drink their blood.
Indeed, her husband traveled away. After some months she was granted a girl who was very beautiful. She the
mother felt pity for her; so, she decided to kill a she-pigeon, put its blood in a bottle, and raise her daughter at the
neighbors.
Four years later, the man returned. He saw the bottle filled with blood; he drank it, then he entered his home to
greet his wife.
At that time, the maiden was at the neighbors. A few days later, the neighbors said to the mother,
“We will try every way we can to make the father like his daughter.”
The mother agreed. So, one night the neighbors dressed the little maiden in a pretty white dress, handed her a
lighted candle, and said to her,
“Go downstairs, put out the candle, then place it at the neighbors’ door; in order to light it up again, knock at
the neighbors’ door, and ask for matches with which to light up the candle.”
The maiden went down and did what they asked her to do. When she knocked at the neighbors’\fn{ I.e., her parents.} door, her father opened the door. He was astonished at the beauty of that young maiden who was very politely asking him for matches. He lighted her candle for her and greeted her; she returned to her home at the
neighbors’.
Meanwhile, he entered upon went to his wife, and told her about the maiden. She replied, “Have I not told you
that maidens are beautiful?” and she kept silent.
The following day, they dressed the maiden in a blue dress and asked her to do the same thing. Sure enough,
her father opened the door for her, lighted her candle for her, and asked her to stay for a short while; but she—in
all politeness and good manners—excused herself on the grounds that she must return home. He entered upon his
wife and said to her,
“I’ve begun to like this young maiden.” She answered him,
“This maiden is the exact age of our daughter whose blood you have drunk.” Then she became silent.
She told the story to the neighbors; they became delighted and told her that they will tell him the truth on the
third day. Indeed, on the third day, they dressed the maiden in a blue dress and told her to do the same thing.
When she knocked at the door and her father opened the door for her, and insisted that she enter his home and sit
down for a while with him, she agreed provided that she would call her family to join them. He agreed as she had
agreed to sit down. All of them sat down together; signs of pleasure and happiness for seeing the maiden showed
up on him.
So, they told him the truth, and he became very happy and decided that the maiden should remain with him
and live with her mother and with him. At night, the maiden slept in the same bed as her mother and father did, in
their midst.
*
But the mother’s heart was not feeling comfortable for she was afraid that her husband might revert to what he
used to be in the past, and kill the girl so as to drink her blood.
That particular night, the mother fell in deep sleep after all that worrisome thinking. Sure enough, her fears
were realized. The father woke up during the night, awakened his daughter, and said to her,
“Lady Kan, get up; only you and I are going to a big party.” (For her name was Lady Kan.)
Thus, Lady Kan agreed, and went along with him, but, her heart also was not feeling comfortable. The two of
them went out—the father had taken with him a long rope; they kept on walking during the night till they went
out to the outskirts of the desert. Lady Kan became tired, and fear showed up on her. She said to him,
“O father, I need to go to the toilet.” Her father tied her up to the rope, held its end in his hand and said to her,
“If you are bashful of me, you may distance yourself a little from me.”
81

Sure enough, the maiden went very far, untied the rope, and leaped to the top of a tree and hid. Her father kept
on looking for her, but to no avail. So, he left.
A short while later, a horse, with the king’s son mounted on it passed by. The horse halted in front of the tree.
The prince was astonished and got off the horse, because he heard groaning sounds of suffering coming from the
treetop. He called up in a loud voice, “Are you human or jinn?” and at the same time he saw the maiden. She
answered him,
“I am human, of the best humans.”
The prince asked the maiden to get down; she did. The prince was dazed by her fascinating beauty! He asked
her to ride his horse in front of him so that she might go to the palace with him. There in the palace he said to his
mother,
“This young maiden is my lot in life. So you—all—welcome her and consider her as if your own daughter,
because I will marry her when she grows up.”
A few years later, when the young maiden has become a beautiful, elegant-bodied young woman, the prince
decided to marry her. He built a large palace so that he might live with her alone in privacy. And indeed, they got
married after a huge celebration.
After a few months, the prince came to his wife and said,
“I must travel and remain away for thirty days. Take those thirty hazelnuts made of gold; each day place one
nut in this box. When the box is full with the thirty nuts, I will have returned.”
His wife agreed, took the thirty gold nuts, greeted him farewell, and he departed. She did as the prince, her
hus-band, asked her to do.
*
But on the thirtieth day, the princess placed the last nut in the box and awaited her husband; it became
nighttime, but he had not arrived. She thought that he had died and she became very sad over having lost him. She
asked the slave-girls and the servants to change the color of everything in the palace into black color as sign of
mourning.
Indeed they did, and the palace became black on the outside and on the inside. She entered her room, put on
the black slip, and lay down in the black bed with a black mosquito net on it. She told her maidservant,
“My husband has died. If it so happened that he returns—thus it would have become clear that he has not died
—come and tell me before he enters my room.” She fell asleep because she was tired.
Sure enough, about midnight, her husband returned from the trip. He was surprised to see the palace draped in
black. The maidservant saw him and was about to go and awaken her mistress, but he held her by the hand and
said to her,
“Wait. I will go into the room ahead of you.”
He entered and saw the room all black, and his wife asleep on the black bed. He approached her, spat on her
face, then exited and left the palace.
When she, the princess, woke up in the morning, she asked the maidservant whether her husband had come.
She answered her,
“Yes. The prince did arrive, but he prevented me from entering your room while he himself went in, came out,
then left the palace.”
The princess noticed that her face was wet. She understood the matter for what it actually was, became very
sad, and began to cry.
*
A few days later, as she was promenading in the garden of the palace, she saw a large chest; she opened it and
saw inside it a very old ring. The ring was quite dirty, so she began to rub it with her fingers. Suddenly a huge
man\fn{A jinni giant.} appeared before her, telling her that this ring is Solomon’s Ring; then he said to her,
“I am your obedient servant: bliss is between your hands.”\fn{ I.e., at your fingertips.}
The princess understood that this ring is the ring of kingship, and that anything she may want she could ask
for, and that it would cause everything to materialize for her. She asked him to build for her a very luxurious palace, far more luxurious than the king’s palace, provided that he builds it in front of the king’s palace, and that he
transports her along with her entourage there.
Indeed, in seconds all of them were in a beautiful palace facing the king’s palace. She, dressed in luxurious
clothes and smoking a water pipe, sat in the balcony. The prince—who was at his father’s palace—was astonished
at the beauty of this young woman; he did not realize that this woman was his wife. He kept on looking at her
every day as she sat on the balcony smoking the water pipe and dressed in luxurious clothes. He fell in strong love
with her and appeared—dressed in the most beautiful clothes—at the door of her palace, while he stood at the
door of his palace. They kept on going down the steps until they met at midway. She said to him,
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O moon—like in beauty, the day you die, I die too.
I’d go to the wood market, and would craft a casket:
With a nail of pearl, next to a nail of red ruby.
People of the kingdom would wonder,
“Two sweethearts in one casket!”

At this moment they hugged each other and they fell down on the jasmine. The two of them died together.
2
Clever Hasan had a sister who loved him and wished to wed him to a beautiful girl. Clever Hasan’s only condition concerning his future wife was that she must be completely identical in looks with his sister. So, his sister
kept on looking in all houses and homes until she found a maiden who looked exactly like herself, and she wedded her to her brother.
The sister dwelt in the ground floor of their house, while Clever Hasan and his wife dwelt on the second floor.
One day, Clever Hasan traveled to India; upon his return, he brought back two presents, for his sister and his
wife. The presents were two identical pieces of cloth, of red silk embroidered with gold thread.
The sister used to go up every evening to her brother and his wife; they would stay up late and play until sleep
time comes, then she would go down to her apartment. One day, when the sister went down to her apartment as
usual, she noticed that one of the staircase slabs was broken. She looked at it, and saw underneath it large stairs.
She went down these stairs, and saw a very large palace whose inside was furnished with regal furniture, and a
dining table crowded with delicious foods—but covered up.
Clever Hasan’s sister ate some from each plate, then she climbed up the stairs and went to her home\fn{ Apartment}
The sister did not know that this was the palace of the king’s son, to which he came every night; he had built it
underground intentionally so that he would not be disturbed by people. When the king’s son came, he noticed that
bits of the foods on the plates were missing. He became angry because people were not leaving him in peace. He
decided to wait for the intruder the following night so that he may know who he may be.
The following day, when the sister came down after the customary visit to her brother and his wife, she removed the slab, went down the staircase, and began to eat. The king’s son was watching her from a distance. He
admired her, went to her, and they became engaged in a conversation. They spent the night together, but he feared
that she might give him the slip; so, he tied her dress to his outer-garment.
In the morning, her brother’s wife went down to the sister’s apartment but did not find her home. She saw the
broken slab and the staircase to the palace of the king’s son; she descended and searched in all rooms until she
saw them asleep together in one bed. She said to her,
O mistress of the beauties!
O mistress of the beauties,
the night is gone, and dawn has come,
When will the returning home be one?

Clever Hasan’s sister woke up very disturbed, and pleaded with her,
“Untie me. Untie me, I beg of you.”
The wife of Clever Hasan looked for scissors until she found them; she clipped the dress off, and they ran
home before the king’s son would wake up. Clever Hasan’s sister asked his wife not to tell him anything; she
agreed provided that the sister does not go to the palace again. Clever Hasan’s sister asked her, “What shall I do
about the dress?”—for that dress was made from the present her brother had brought from India. Her brother's
wife answered her,
“Take my dress and wear it.”
When the king’s son woke up, he did not find Clever Hasan’s sister beside him: he became very sad.
One of the wondrous coincidences was that Clever Hasan happened to be a friend of the king’s son since childhood; he also kept him company every night at the coffeehouse. That night, the king’s son began to narrate the
wondrous story to Clever Hasan; he put his hand in his pocket and said as he pulled out the piece of clipped-off
cloth,
“Look. This red cloth is a piece of her dress.”
Clever Hasan was astounded for he knew that this cloth was from India, and that only his sister and his wife
have this cloth. He returned home and asked his sister,
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“O my sister, where is the red dress? Why do you not wear it these days?”
The sister went to her room in her apartment, and put on the dress her brother’s wife had given her. He was
puzzled and exclaimed,
“Many things in the world seem alike.”
*
Nonetheless, the following day the sister went down the staircase anew, met with the king’s son, and they spent
the night together. He feared that she might give him the slip, so he tied her hair-braids around his arms. But her
brother’s wife came in the morning and kept on untying all the hair-braids off the arm of the king’s son. Only one
knotted braid remained; she clipped it off with scissors. In the evening, Clever Hasan met with the king’s son,
who began to tell him the story, and said to him,
“Look at that beautiful hair-braid!”
The brother was amazed because the hair-braid resembled exactly his sister’s hair. He returned to the house
and said to his sister,
“O my sister, your hair is beautiful. I want to see your braids.”
Her brother’s wife had repaired her hair for her, so that Clever Hasan should not notice anything. And indeed
he did not; he wondered much, and exclaimed,
“Many things in the world are alike!”
*
The third night, Clever Hasan’s sister went to meet the king’s son. They slept together. But the king’s son
smeared the bottoms of her clogs with tar, so that he may follow her to her place.
But, in the morning, her brother’s wife came to awaken her and noticed the tar; she prevented her from wearing them.
However, there was a catastrophe: the sister was pregnant by the king’s son! She told her brother’s wife, and
began to weep. The wife of her brother—who knew that her husband was a friend of the king’s son—went to
Clever Hasan and told him that his sister was very ill, and must rest. She suggested to him that he should ask the
king’s son for the key to one of his palaces so that she and his sister would go there for rest and relaxation. Her
husband consented, and—consequently—the king’s son consented.
The two women went to the palace; and there, after nine months, Clever Hasan’s sister raised one leg, lowered
one leg, and brought forth a baby boy the size of a calf.
*
The king’s son was unaware that he was in love with Clever Hasan’s sister. One day he asked one of his maidservants to go to the palace where Clever Hasan’s sister and wife were staying, and find out from a distance who
those people whom Clever Hasan had brought happened to be—only out of curiosity. There the maidservant saw
Clever Hasan’s sister with an infant boy in her arms; she was screaming and weeping,
You, child of a night and of three nights,
The first night of the three,
he tied my dress to his!
The second night of the three,
he wrapped my hair around his arm!
The third night of the three,
he smeared tar on my clogs!

The maidservant went and conveyed all that talk to the king’s son. He realized that Clever Hasan’s sister is his
sweetheart, and that he has a son by her.
A month later Clever Hasan’s sister decided to go back to her house. She placed her son in a small basket,
filled it with roses and jasmines, and asked one of the servants to give that basket full of roses to the king’s son.
The king’s son became happy and realized that this baby is his son. In the evening, when he met with Clever
Hasan, he said to him,
A she-bird flew from your dovecots to ours.
The she-bird begot, and her chicks are with us.
Will you join the she-bird with the he-bird,
or will you clear your chicks away from us?

Clever Hasan was astounded. He repeated what he had heard to his wife. She said to him,
“Go to the king’s son and say to him,
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The sheikh is worth two money bills.
The paper is worth two quarters.
And we would find the she-bird on the he-bird.

He did so. The king’s son answered Clever Hasan,
“I wish to marry your sister.”
Clever Hasan understood the entire affair. He married them to each other. And they lived in stability and prosperity, and begot boys and girls.
257.189 1. What Motivated Me To Establish The Syrian Social Nationalist Party 2. The Maronites Are
Syriac Syrians\fn{by Antoun Saadeh (1904-1949)} Dhour El Choueir, Beirut Vilayet, Ottoman Syria (M) 3
1
I was only a child when the Great War broke out in 1914, but I had already begun to perceive and comprehend.
The first thing that suddenly occurred to me, having witnessed, felt and actually experienced the affliction of my
people, was this question: What was it that brought all this woe on my people?
Soon after the end of the war, I began to look for an answer to this question and a solution to this chronic
political problem which seems to drive my people from one adversity into another, constantly delivering it from a
lesser evil to make it an easy prey to a greater one. It then happened that I left the country in 1920 while dormant
sectarian rancours were still widespread and the nation had not fully buried its corpses.
The situation in the diaspora was only a little better. Various tendentious movements had had their effects and
badly factionalized the community. Although they were all Syrians, a sizeable group among them had yielded to
extreme inter-sectarian hatred, so that a Lebanese patriotism concept arose in turn, which is itself also an
outgrowth of the leadership of religious institutions and of their authority and influence.\fn{ In society}
Obviously, I was not seeking an answer to the above-stated question for the mere purpose of satisfying a
scientific or intellectual curiosity. For a scientific knowledge which does not benefit is no better than a harmless
ignorance. Rather I sought an answer to that question purely for the purpose of determining the most effective
way to eradicate the causes of that woe.
*
After a preliminary systematic inquiry I came to the conclusion that the loss of national sovereignty was the
primary cause of my nation’s past and present woes. This led me to pursue the study of nationalism, the question
of communities in general, and of the issue of social justice and its evolution. In the course of my inquiry and
research I became keenly aware of the importance of the idea of a nation, its meaning, and the complexity of the
factors from which it emanates.
It was on this issue that my line of thinking became completely distinct from those of all others who became
profoundly preoccupied with the political life of my country and its national problems. They worked for freedom
and independence in an abstract manner which took their preoccupation outside the national endeavor in its correct sense, whereas I wanted the freedom of my country and the independence of my people in it.
The difference between this better-focused conception and the previous ambiguous and highly abstract concepttion is clear. I tried with all the Syrian political parties and associations that I happened to join, or form, or
have contact with, to direct their thinking towards the insights that I had myself gained, but I did not have too
much success in this regard.
Even a contrast with the ideas of the political bosses would help make my own position clearer, in the sense
that my position became more and more founded on a national basis, whereas their stances had been and continued to be determined by political pragmatism.
Politics for the sake of politics could not possibly constitute a national act.
Accordingly, and in view of the fact that a comprehensive national endeavor dealing with the question of national sovereignty and the meaning of the nation, could not be emptied of its political contents, I decided to enter
the political field by following the path of a new social nationalist renaissance that would guarantee the purification of the existing nationalist beliefs and their unification into a single ideology and would, in turn, foster the
kind of solidarity (Esprit de Corps) which is essential for national co-operation, progress, and the protection of the
national interest and rights.
*
After I was able to determine my nation on the basis of modern science, which forms the cornerstone of every
national construction, and to establish the social and political interest of this nation in the aspects of its internal
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situation and its external and internal problems through the social, political and economic inquiries which I undertook, I realized that I would then have to devise means that would protect the new social nationalist renaissance as
it surged ahead.
It was this that first suggested to me the idea of forming a secret political party that would initially incorporate
those forces of our youth that stand out for their integrity and lack of affection for the corruptions of debased
politics. So I founded the Syrian Social Nationalist Party and I unified the various nationalist beliefs into the one
idea, namely: Syria is for the Syrians and the Syrians are one nation.
I also laid down a number of reform principles, namely, the separation of religion from the state, turning production into an infrastructure for the distribution of wealth and labor, and the establishment of a strong army that
can play an effective role in determining the destiny of the nation and the homeland.
Furthermore, I adopted a clandestine format for the party to shield it from the onslaught of the various factions
in society which dreaded its creation and growth, and the authorities which would not desire such a party to exist.
I then organized the party on a central hierarchical basis and in the fashion that focuses on the quality of each
recruit in order to prevent internal confusion, and to avoid all forms of factionalism, destructive competition, and
other social and political ailments, as well as to foster the virtues of discipline and duty.
*
I laid all of this down and went ahead with founding the party in total disregard of the existence or nonexistence of the mandate.\fn{The mandate of the League of Nations, which between 1923 and 1946 officially gave to France the
right to administer the affairs of the Syrian state with its present borders:H } Thus, the party was not founded exclusively as a
counterweight to the man-date, but to unify the Syrian nation into a sovereign state that has the will to determine
its own destiny. Since the mandate was only a passing phase, calculating its position and the party’s attitude
toward it is a purely secondary political consideration. The party was not founded on the principle of foreigner
hatred or chauvinism, but on the principle of social nationalism. The mandate may have temporarily boosted the
popularity of the party and streng-thened the motives to create it, but it remains a subordinate issue which has
limited importance.
At any rate, the national question, by its very nature, would inevitably have to come to grip with the conflict of
survival between national sovereignty and mandatory rule.
2
Some ignorant people who have studied neither history nor ethnography are attempting to mislead the unwary
that there exists in Lebanon a discrete people that is not a part of the Syrian nation that is established as a single
people throughout natural Syria.
When the commander of the occupying French Army\fn{ Henri Joseph Eugène Gouraud (1867-1946) French High Commissioner in Syria and Lebanon (1920-1923), and the commander of the French Army of the Levant } first played the tune of the
independence of Lebanon that he proclaimed,\fn { 1920} those concerned to assure the future of the Christian
community in Lebanon readily seized on the concept of creating a separate Lebanese national state that would
base itself on the myth of a Phoenician origin in Lebanon. They took the ancient sea-going Canaanite cities that
developed on the coast before Mount Lebanon, notably Tyre, Sidon and Byblos, as a support for this myth.
But even if this mystical “Phoenician” (that is to say, Canaanite) origin be allowed for the sake of argument to
have had some truths to it, it would then only connect the Lebanese people, from the ethnological point of view,
very closely to the Palestinian people, and both of them would indeed form one people because the origin of the
Phoenicians, who were given this name by the Greeks, and then become formed under it in Mediterranean history
and in the Mediterranean civilization that emerged in Syria—[it] is in Palestine that [it] had been known as “the
land of Canaan”.
[That] Palestine had been the centre and “body” of the Canaanites and remained the repository of those among
them who did not migrate elsewhere has proven beyond any doubt the intermixing of the three main peoples that
spread throughout Natural Syria: the “Phoenician” Canaanites, the Aramo-Chaldeans and the Hittites. Their integration and fusion with each other finally led to the emergence of a new single well-defined personality, namely
the Syrian personality.
These definitive scientific researches include data relating to the dimension of pure anthropology that studies
races/ethnic groups (ajnas) from a rigorously physical viewpoint. The most decisive of these researches were
those undertaken by the Dutch scholar Kefrus, who, while teaching at the American University of Beirut, studied
the races present in Syria, in particular those in the Syrian mountains and plains in both North and South. From
these studies, he composed a report that he presented to the Dutch academy.
86

The Maronites in particular—and the Hittite form, let it be remembered, is very common among [us] as well—
are Aramites in their origin and language, that is to say Syriac or “Syrians”. They came originally from the
hinterland of Syria. The story of the monastery of the monks of Mar Marun near Homs and the Maronites flight
from that place to Lebanon is an established fact which Archbishop Mubarak saw fit to mention a few days back
in one of his sermons.
Thus the Maronites, they being part of the Syrian people that is centered in the interior of Syria, are Syriac
rather than Phoenician in their original tongue and in culture and blood. Their religious and social literature is part
of the Syrian literature which so greatly flourished in Mesopotamia, the land between the Tigris and Euphrates,
although also in Urfa\fn{Edessa} and elsewhere.
Returning now to “the Phoenician origin”, we find that the Phoenicians extended from Palestine along the
whole length of the Syrian coast. The major Phoenician sites that were lately discovered between 1929 and 1932
were Ras Shamra near Latakia and not along the coast before Fam al-Mizab, Sinin or al-Kanisah. The main Syrian
peoples intermixed with each other as historical periods passed; and even before they intermarried, their sense of
common destiny already led them into partial or comprehensive alliances—notably the alliance they formed
against the Egyptians that followed the Syrian conquest of Egypt and the sovereignty the Syrians exer-cised over
Egypt for a considerable period.
This intermixing produced the special Syrian type which differs in hue and color from the Egyptian form
which is the outcome of an admixture of various peoples, and which distinctively colonizes them together in
relation to other forms. The Syrian social race unites the Syrians and the coastal residents and the hinterland Syrians and the Palestinians, and all residents of the Syrian regions, in a single type that distinguishes them from other
forms. Wherever individuals of this type meet in the diaspora, their form and temperament unite them and distinguish them from others such as the Egyptians and the French and the English and the Germans and the Russians
and so forth.
Returning now to the Maronites specifically, we find them to have a grasp that preserved a residue of very ancient Syrian customs which they share with some groups of the Syrian hinterland and Mesopotamia. Their historical language is Syriac, that is to say the general Syrian language which was current throughout Syria and indeed
for a certain period became the standard language of dealings between nations: some treaties between Egypt and
Persia were drafted in the Aramaic (Syriac) language.
The Maronite Patriarch is not the Patriarch of a Lebanese see but of a general Syrian one. He is “the Patriarch
of Antioch and all the East”—Antioch being in the North of Syria, having served as the capital of the Syrian Empire in the Seleucid era in which the reigning family were Greek but the state Syrian. Phoenicia itself knew very
well that it was Syrian rather than “Lebanese”: the Gospels characterized it as Syrian when it described the travels
of Jesus of Nazareth to Galilee and the areas of Tyre and Sidon. Before the First World War all the Lebanese used
to consider themselves Syrians. None of them would define himself as Lebanese in any but a narrow regional
sense as distinct from the nationality. It was the usage we observe in the phrases “Butrus al-Bustani the Lebanese”
and “Yuhanna the Damascene” and Dik al-Jin al-Humsi.\fn{ Of Homs}
The Maronites in particular are the bearers of a Syrian heritage; their sect has always been part and parcel of
overall Syrian history. We expect them to play a major role in preserving the heritage. Every idea that is intended
to isolate them from the mainstream of this history is an idea that would harm their basis and which would bring
ruin to their future.
The Lebanese question was never one of a particularist nation or a distinct race or of a separate land. Rather it
is the issue of a religious group that bygone religious wars in tandem with a lack of political and civil rights
pushed to demand an arrangement that would offer security to its religious rites and customs in order to main-tain
—certainly not to destroy—that ancient heritage.
The truth of this issue is known to the Christians and the Mohammadans equally. The founding of the Lebanese Kataib Party or Phalange in itself recognized that no “Lebanese nation” exists, given that the first article of its
foundation constitution states that its aim is “to work continuously towards the establishment of a Lebanese
nation”—that is, that this nation is still non-existent and that the Phalange wants to bring it into being. Even to
this day the Phalange has never issued any statement that it has concluded its construction of this Lebanese nation.
It has yet to call people to view the outcome of its landmark in any formal exhibition! Jubran Khalil Jubran, who
was a Maronite when they set up the entity of Greater Lebanon, could only exclaim in an article he penned for
that occasion:
“You have your Lebanon, as I have my Lebanon.”
The Maronite Archbishop al-Dibs titled his magnum opus The History of Syria, and considered all of Syria his
homeland and the Syrian Nation his nation.
Sulayman al-Bustani, the great writer, likewise a Maronite, said on his deathbed:
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“Syria is the sanctuary in which hopes are invested.”
*
Do not betray the spirits of your fathers and grand fathers.
Do not be so foolish as to rob yourself of that immortality to which you were from. There is no question—
although some may make the claim for their own purposes—of dismantling the [Lebanese] entity because all
groups now have accepted that entity.
Let us then, distinguish between the entity and its safety on one hand and, social realities on the other.
258.73 Excerpt from Syrian Yankee\fn{by Salom Rizk (1909-1973)} Ain Arab Village, Syria Vilayet, Ottoman
Empire (M) 15\fn{The internal divisions, beyond those of the chapters themselves, are mine:H }
1
Nearly all the things that happened when I was a boy, in the places beyond our hills—in Lebanon and Palestine
and Turkey, and in the far places over the sea—I didn’t know anything about or even dimly suspect because we
had no books or newspapers in our village. Most of the talk in our valley was the little talk of little people trying
to scratch a living out of a mean and niggardly earth and trying somehow to save enough from the landlords and
tax collectors and thieves to scrape through from one year to another.
The little news that reached us came on the wings of rumor and hearsay, and so everything that was ugly was
uglier and everything that was beautiful was more beautiful by the time we heard it.
There was oppression in the land, and suffering and gnashing of teeth.
There were the people, as there are in every land, who took tribute of the earth, who gathered in the taxes and
lived off the fat of the land, who had the power to say what shall and what shall not be done and who shall and
who shall not do it; who gave the people stones and scorpions when they asked for bread, and who would not and
seemingly could not understand that other men were like them.
And there were the people, as there are in every land, who could not and would not stand it any longer, and
they were always in a state of revolt, getting together in secret bands and writing and speaking and agitating and
organizing for freedom; men who hid from the other people in cities and in caves; who fought back with the
sword when they could against the cruelty and selfishness of those in power.
But, as I said, I did not know anything about that then. Sometimes, though, our little village felt the harsh,
bitter breath of the big storms that blew beyond the gray confines of our Syrian hills. Some times in strange and
mixed-up ways they blew into our valleys and upset the lives of people in our village and in our homes.
Then it was that we needed a peacemaker and a wise and gifted storyteller such as my grandmother Kbashy
was.
*
One day, when we children were playing in the court in front of my grandmother’s old stone house, a horseman came galloping down the trail that winds across the floor of the valley into Those. That was always a sight to
fill us with wonder and excitement—a horse and rider clopping down the valley, rising and falling together with a
single movement, dust rolling from the heels, tail flowing on the wind, breast and bridle ornaments flashing
brightly in the sun. Sometimes we would prance around the village on willow branches, pretending to be as wild
and pretty as Shikry and his beautiful horse.
For this man, we soon saw, was Shikry, one of two Turkish tax collectors who lived in our village; the other
one was his brother Tufik. Shikry was the older of the two, who had come recently from Kurdistan to take charge
of tax collections and assessments in the district. A very handsome fellow he was, with his curled black mustaches and all his fighting things: the gleaming cartridge belts crisscrossing his magnificent chest, the jewel-studded
dagger handle sticking out of a scabbard on one hip and the inlaid-ivory revolver butt surmounting a holster on
the other. You couldn’t help admiring him—when you were a little boy.
Shikry lived with his three or four wives in a house on the edge of the village. Now he pulled his horse up
before the door, swung out of the saddle, and disappeared into his home.
It must have been half an hour later when we were startled from our play by a noise as loud as the bellow of an
ox. It came from Shikry’s house, and we looked up just in time to see him leap out of the doorway into his saddle
like a huge cat. He was cursing prodigiously.
We saw a yellow boot go up and then flash down along the belly of his mare, burying spurs into soft flanks.
The poor horse let out a scream, stood up on her hind legs and pawed the air as if a devil had gotten into her. She
whirled, came down snorting, and stretched out into a mad gallop before our popping eyes. Just as suddenly she
stopped and slid on all fours almost into the very door of the house right behind ours.
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The village had been expecting something like this for two days, but when it happened it was as if we had not
had the faintest hint of it beforehand, it all came about so suddenly.
Shikry’s brother Tufik lived in that house with his wife Miriam.
Miriam had excited the envy and jealousy of the women almost from the day Tufik brought her home as a
bride. She was from near Beirut, a very pretty woman with a fine, light skin and city ways. Her clothes were very
elegant—Frangy, or Frenchy, people called them, because they were like the French fashions in Beirut.
Some of the women had their suspicions about Miriam. For one thing, she was suspected of being a Christian.
There was nothing wrong with that. But she was married to a Mohammedan, and if she really was a Christian, her
marriage was made in hell. Of such a woman the Mohammedans said, “She is an untouchable slut who aspires to
a place beyond her reach,” and the Christians countered with the saying,
“The ewe in heat has left the fold for a wolf.”
Miriam was banned by both sides, and she knew it.
*
For almost a week now her husband, Tufik, had been away, over in the Jededah valley on official business.
During his absence a strange man dressed in city clothes (they were Frenchy, too) had visited Miriam. Right out in
full sight of everybody Miriam and the stranger had embraced and gone arm in arm into the house. The whole
village was scandalized.
Two days the man stayed, and for two days the excited women speculated about him and that woman. They
could imagine only one thing with enough logic in it to account for Miriam’s seductive clothes, strange manner,
and disturbing aloofness.
Quite plainly the stranger was one of Miriam’s past lovers taking advantage of Tufik’s absence.
The stranger had departed that morning, while the women peeked curiously and with increasing speculation
from doors and windows, gathering afterwards at the water fountain to piece out the story. That noon Shikry rode
in and heard the scandalous thing from his wives. Now he sat fiercely astride his dancing steed at the door of his
brother’s house. His face was livid with rage, and his mustaches seemed to curl even more fiercely under the
vehemence of his words.
“By Allah, may your bones bleach in the desert like a dead camel’s!” he roared, and the words clapped on the
wind like thunder. “If my brother does not tear you in pieces and feed your filthy flesh to the wolves, I shall shoot
him like a dog—shoot him like an accursed dog,” he repeated.
With that he whirled his horse around, whipped out his pistol and emptied it with a plumping sound into the
body of an old dog resting lazily in the shade of our house. Some of the children ran for cover, but I was petrified,
rooted to the spot, and I remember praying, whether silently or not I cannot say,
“O God, kill him before he kills me.”
That august Personage, however, must have been busy at the time in other parts of Syria, because when I
opened my eyes Shikry was still there, looking more terrible than ever. With a final, punctuating gesture of contempt he spat upon the door, gouged his horse with his spurs, and sailed out of the valley in the direction of Jededah.
Disdaining the trail, he struck across the fields, leaping stone fences and scattering chickens and goats as he
went.
We knew what his mission was. Tufik was somewhere in the Jededah. The worst was yet to come; everybody
could feel it coming.
*
The home of Tufik showed no signs of life. For all we knew, it was deserted, but no one made any attempt to
find out. It stood there in the white glare of the sun, isolated, suddenly removed from the company of the other
houses, stood there like a place marked for destruction. Judgment was upon it, and I watched it with a fear and
foreboding as personal as death. I guess it was what happened to the dog that made me feel that way.
It was late afternoon. In the house Kbashy, bedfast from an accident, was telling me a story, more, I suspect, to
divert my mind from the expected tragedy than from any desire to entertain me.
Suddenly we heard the sound of running feet outside; then a shadow darkened the door. It was Miriam. Her
eyes were wild and red with weeping. With a muffled sob she ran across the room and fell across the foot of
Kbashy’s bed.
It is hard to describe the scene which followed. Kbashy spoke words of comfort and courage to her and somehow managed to pull her together enough to draw out her story.
It wasn’t anything like the gossip. Indeed, it was wonderful, and when Kbashy told her so and made her
believe it, Miriam’s face was beautiful again.
But not for long.
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Pretty soon there was the clopping of a horse on the trail. Miriam’s eyes grew wide with alarm. I held my
breath and could feel my heart pounding in my breast. Kbashy spoke a reassuring word and smoothed the covers
on her bed.
*
When he entered the village someone must have told Tufik where his wife was, because he came straight to
our house. We could hear him dismount outside. He was putting tremendous energy into showing how he felt, and
you could sense that the whole village was listening.
He charged across the court like a mad bull, breathing profanity like fire. In the doorway he stopped. In one
hand was a gun, in the other a whip. The only thing I could think of was the way Shikry had shot that dog.
But in that moment, in the doorway, an amazing change took place.
It was a time-honored, ironclad custom of the Arabic world that did it. Once you cross the threshold of a man’s
home, the law of hospitality decrees conduct becoming an honored and beloved guest. Tufik put the gun into his
holster.
“Salom, bring Tufik Effendi a drink of water,” my grandmother said.
I jumped at the unexpected command, obeying as if pushed by an invisible hand. I felt Tufik’s eyes on me all
the while. I brought the water in a kalal and timidly offered it to him.
“Drink, Tufik; you are very thirsty,” said Kbashy. He hesitated a little, then took the cup from my trem bling
hands, and in just about three awesome gulps drained the vessel dry and gave it back to me.
“Henia wa sachtein,” my grandmother said as he drank; “double health to you, my light.”
“Double health to you,” he said to me. “May we drink to your everlasting happiness at your wedding and may
your noble grandmother live to look on and rejoice.”
This was the extravagant, overstuffed language of formal gratitude—beautiful, very beautiful and touching,
when things are right. But now things were not right, and you couldn’t tell how much trouble it covered up.
“Sit you down, Tufik; you are tired,” my grandmother said, “and we have much to talk about.”
“You mean I have much to talk about,” he said as he looked at Miriam.
“Yes, Tufik, you have much to talk about. We all have much to talk about—because others have talked too
much.”
“What do you mean?”
“I mean that busy tongues make tall tales, and tall tales make great tribulation.”
“Tell me what you mean,” said Tufik, glowering.
“Tufik Effendi, you must remember hearing a story about a king who lost his kingdom because he listened to
idle gossip and believed it. Let me tell you that story. It is good to think about now.”
*
Then, as if by magic, the room was gone and Kbashy was gone and we were in the court of a king. Our simple
little peasant hut became a royal palace. Yet Kbashy was there, and in her eyes and face and hands we saw the
people pass, the pompous diplomats and wise-looking counselors, the malicious gossips, the credulous old king,
the angry people and the indignant queen. Breathlessly we followed the story to the very end.
And then we came back to the room; Miriam sitting there at the head of the bed, beautiful in the fading light;
Tufik humped on his stool, his knees sticking up like a little boy’s; I sitting on the floor, still in the spell of the
story. You would never have guessed we had just been witnessing a drama in the court of a king. After a pause
Kbashy said,
“Tufik, like that foolish old king, you have been the victim of idle tongues. Miriam is innocent of these rumors
which you have been led to believe.”
“But what about the man in my house? There was a man. Shikry—”
“Yes,” Kbashy interrupted quietly, “there was a man in your house. The man was Miriam’s brother.”
“Miriam’s brother!” he said, astonished. “I didn’t know she had a brother. Why didn’t you tell me you had a
brother?” Miriam sat up, startled.
“I—I was afraid to.”
“Why were you afraid to?”
“I—I thought he was dead.”
“Why should you be afraid to tell me he was dead? Is death a disgrace?”
“I didn’t think it made any difference if he was dead.”
“Miriam is upset, Tufik,” Kbashy interrupted. “She cannot tell it to you now the way she told it to me. Let me
tell you.
“Until he came here Miriam did think her brother was dead. You see, when the Turkish soldiers raided her
village, they killed her father and mother—the Lord have mercy on their souls—and Miriam and her brother
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escaped. But Miriam did not know that. She thought her brother was killed, too. By Allah’s mercy he was saved
and is alive and well. Miriam has seen him again with her own eyes. Of all their family they have only each other
left.”
“But why does he leave the same day he knows I am coming home?”
“Tufik, you must understand this. We cannot blame Miriam for what her brother does. Maybe we shouldn’t
blame him too much, either. He is a very bitter man. We must think how we would feel if the soldiers killed our
parents. He thinks the government is bad. He hates it. He is plotting against it, and they have a reward for him. He
is hiding from the officials, and you know you are an official.”
“How do I know this is the truth? Maybe you are only making a fool of me. It is all a lie.”
“Show him the picture, Miriam.”
Miriam drew from the folds of her dress a piece of paper with the picture of a man and some printing on it.
Tufik studied it a long time, it seemed, and then he exploded.
“A traitor to the government and you hide him? Why didn’t you keep him here? Don’t you know that is your
duty? Don’t you know you are just as guilty as he if you hide him? Suppose the officers find out he was in my
home. Suppose they find out his sister is my wife. What do you think they will do to me? By Allah, we must find
him. You must tell me where he is!”
“I cannot betray him,” Miriam said, so softly we could hardly hear it.
“You cannot—” Tufik looked as if his head would explode.
“I cannot betray him any more than I could betray you,” said Miriam.
“A faithful sister makes a faithful wife,” said Kbashy.
Tufik looked at the picture on the piece of paper.
“How do I know this is a picture of your brother? I never saw him. This could be anybody.”
“Show it to the neighbors,” Kbashy said gently.
“The neighbors!” Tufik barked.
“Yes, the neighbors; they saw him.” There was a long pause. Then Tufik said,
“Come, Miriam, we are going home.”
Tufik went out, and Miriam followed him. He stomped across the court, and I breathed with deep relief as he
roared an extravagant threat to exterminate the whole village if any more idle tongues touched his doorstep with
filthy rumor.
After a moment Kbashy’s head fell back tiredly against the pillow. Then she turned her twinkling eyes on me
and said:
“Take good note, Salom, for seven days there will be no gossip in this village.”
*
That’s the way my grandmother was: she understood human nature; she was shrewd, wise, and practical; a
magnificent teller of tales; a great and good woman. People in our village called her umelsuich, which means
peacemaker. They took their troubles to her because she could always help. They trusted her because of the sweetness and beauty of her spirit: they said,
“Our tongues cannot move without speaking her praise.”
To her I owe my very life, and to her I owe the story I have to tell. For without her I might never have lived to
tell it, or having lived, might never have stumbled upon the strange destiny Providence had prepared for me.
I wonder, if I were an artist, just how I would paint my grandmother Kbashy’s portrait. Perhaps, to do her
justice and to bring out the two things in her life which impressed and influenced me most, I should have to paint
two pictures: one of the stories she told, the other of that story which she was determined not to tell.
For there was a secret about me which she meant to keep as long as she could—because she meant to keep me.
Not that she would have succeeded; at least I don’t think she would have. But you never know about those
things, and it still bothers me to think of what might have happened to me, or rather what might not have
happened, had she been successful. About this secret—more in a later chapter.
*
My grandmother was born of a Christian Orthodox family in the little Syrian city of Rasheiya, which lies in a
spur of hills off the northwestern slopes of Mount Hermon. They called her Kbashy because just below the hair
line on her forehead was a mole which resembled a ripe blackberry.
When she was five years old her parents moved north to Ain Arab, where she grew up and married. After a few
years she and my grandfather went to the tiny village of Those, which lies at the bottom of a mountain at the
upper end of an obscure valley in a region known as the Jededah. Here they raised three sons. And here they made
their living working a patch of barren, stony soil on the estate of the local bey, or pasha as he was sometimes
called. He was one of the many petty feudal lords who own the scattered bits of cultivated land of eastern Syria.
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Partly because of her gifts as a storyteller, partly because of her skill as a cook and baker, my grandmother
soon won the favor of the pasha, who was in the habit of bestowing rather lavish entertainment on his frequent
guests. This was especially true when the tax collectors came to count the animals, inspect the woodlands, or
make the grain collections; then the pasha counted on a good table to soften the Turkish heart and reduce the
levies. When the tax collectors came Kbashy was always summoned to the castle—though it was really much less
than a castle—to plan and prepare the feast
Then, I can well imagine, she was in her second element. The pasha’s larder was well supplied, and she could
cook richly, much more richly than in her own home. Oils and spices, fruits and vegetables, sheep and goat and
fowl, plenty of fuel, servants to help, everything to make a fine feast.
It must have made her very proud; she knew that when the feasting was over, the good pasha would visit her
home and pay the respects and compliments of the guests to the best cook between Beirut and Damascus.
*
The pasha showed his gratitude in other ways. He gave Kbashy and her family the best house on his acres to
live in. And he gave them a plot of ground to till rent-free. No one was supposed to know this, but when the
pasha’s servants made the annual rent collections, they always passed over my grandmother’s crops.
As a result she was able to set aside a little nest egg. She knew what she wanted to do with it. Over in the
prosperous little village of Ain Arab, with its busy water mills and fruitful vineyards, were several abandoned
estates like the one she lived on. The owners had gone to America and left them in the care of relatives or tenants.
They had been poorly tended or left to go back to weeds and thistles.
Someday she was going to buy one of them; the price would be cheap. The family would go there to live, she
and my grandfather and their three sons. They would build it up and have tenants and make rent collections and
acquire an independent life and security for their sons and for their old age. That was her dream.
It was a beautiful dream for her, but it was destined to fail.
When her sons were grown they heard fabulous stories of a rich, fair land across the sea.
“In America,” they were told, “wheat grows like weeds.” So one by one they sailed away, using Kbashy’s nest
egg to help buy their passage.
She was soon reconciled to the disappointment of her dream, but the loss of her sons was almost more than she
could bear.
“They are as good as dead,” she would say, and she mourned them as if they had gone to their graves.
Then, after some years, I was born and the old dream came alive in another form. My mother had died giving
me birth. Everybody expected me to die, too. But my grandmother, who lived twelve miles away, came donkeyback to Ain Arab to claim me for herself.
“He shall not die,” she said. “He shall live and I shall be his mother. His name shall be Salom, ‘the Rescued
One.’ Nothing shall harm him, and nothing shall take him away. When I am old and feeble, he shall be the light
and strength of my last days.”
But now Kbashy had a problem.
How was she to feed me, a motherless babe?
*
In the backward parts of Syria life is almost as primitive as in Biblical times. There are no nurses, no doctors,
no hospitals; there are no drugstores to sell nursing bottles; no grocery stores with shelves of con densed milk. And
the milk of animals was not considered safe for a baby.
My grandmother solved the problem by begging milk of other mothers, and it did not matter much who the
mother was. That’s where the trouble came in.
My grandmother did not discriminate between Christian, Mohammedan, Jewish, or Druse mothers. They all
fed me. As a result I became the object of a strange fear and superstition.
In Syria there is a saying that he who drinks the milk of a cow becomes like a cow. I had drunk the milk of
Christians, so I should become a Christian. But I had also drunk the milk of Mohammedans. Would that make me
a Mohammedan? No. I could not be a Christian and a Mohammedan at the same time. What was I then?
I was a child of Shaitan, the devil. Who else but the devil could inspire a baby to drink the milk of mortal
enemies, of people of whom God disapproved? I was terrible. I would turn out to be a monster. I must be avoided.
As a little boy I can remember distinctly certain mothers loudly scolding their children for playing with me; I
remember one boy being beaten because he went out to the fields with me.
When I was about seven years old my grandmother was badly hurt in a fall from a donkey. The village goatkeeper set the broken limbs, and the men built a bed by laying a threshing board over a pair of sawhorses.
She was very sick for a long time after the fall. People came and went quietly and talked in whispers and shook
their heads sadly, and some of them knelt and prayed. For days it seemed she was out of her head, talking in such
92

a queer way and screaming so hard I was afraid to be near her. But after a while she felt better, and then she
wanted me by her side all the time.
“You won’t leave me, my little candle,” she would say. “I have so great need of thee now. I know now that
God has sent you to me to be the light and strength of my last days.”
Every morning when the weather allowed, some of the men carried Kbashy outdoors into the shade of a big
old walnut tree. My job was to keep watch over her, to tend to her needs during the day. But really I hardly ever
noticed that I was doing anything for her; she made everything so easy for me.
It was those stories of hers.
“Tell me a story, Grandmother,” I would say. “Tell me the story of the bad boy and the copper coins.”
And then she would tell it, perhaps for the dozenth time, but with such freshness that I listened as enthralled as
the first time she told it. And I shall never forget the first time she told the story of the bad boy and the copper
coins, for she meant to teach me a lesson with it—a lesson she wanted me never to forget.
*
It was not long before her fall, and I had just had a fight. There was blood on my face from a cut on my forehead, and then red spots began to show up on my soiled robe. Frightened, I ran home to Kbashy, bawling at the
top of my lungs and expecting the usual sympathy. She took one look at me, one look into the short street where
we had been playing, and then leaped through the open door and lit out across the court in front of our house.
Four boys, yelling wildly and hurling stones and curses, were chasing my assailant toward his home at the
other end of the village, and now my grandmother was in hot pursuit. They dodged in and out among earthen bake
ovens, wooden plows, manure piles, and tethered donkeys and finally disappeared in a flurry of chickens around
the corner of a stone hut.
Left alone, apparently to bleed to death, I broke out and wailed more loudly than ever.
In a little while my grandmother came back. She was all out of breath and had a funny twinkle in her eyes.
“Big wounds, Salom,” she said, “should be tended first.”
“Big wounds?” I repeated. “Is it a big wound?” I was about to cry all over again.
“No, no, Salom, but little wounds sometimes make big wounds, and little quarrels can make bad wars.” I did
not understand, but I knew that it had something to do with our fight.
My grandmother brought water from the earthen jug which sat in the corner by the fireplace, and washed the
blood and dirt from my face. Grinding some limestone between two stones, she sprinkled the resulting powder on
my wound and tied it all up with a bandage ripped from an old headcloth. When she had finished she sat down in
front of me and said,
“Salom, we are going to have a party tonight, and Ali is going to be the guest of honor.”
Ali, guest of honor! I could hardly believe my ears. Why, Ali was the boy who had stoned me!
*
Some of us boys had been entertaining ourselves at kaab, a sort of dice game played with colored animal bones
by the children in some of our smaller villages in Syria. I thought I had caught Ali cheating and made a fuss about
it. He insisted that I was seeing things, but after a lot of noisy argument the rest of us all agreed that the thing to
do was to kick him out of the game. So we kicked him out, and he got good and mad and called me an insulting
name. I came right back at him; khanzir, I called him—that is, a pig.
And then he really blew up. I was a Christian; he was a Mohammedan. To call a pork-hating Mohammedan a
pig is to court certain disaster; it’s a real fighting word if there ever was one. Ali picked up a sharp stone and
hurled it in my direction, with the results already described.
Now we were going to honor Ali with a party! I couldn’t understand it; it didn’t make sense.
But the party was held. Ali and his mother came, and the other four boys and their mothers; we all had a very
good time playing kaab and feasting heartily on nuts and raisins and dried figs, delicacies usually served only on
holidays or to very special guests.
When the party was nearly over we all went outdoors and sat down under the stars on goat-hair mats. Ali sat
beside me as if nothing had ever happened. We put our arms around each other, grinned again about the big headcloth that bound up such a little wound, and tickled each other in the ribs. After we were all seated in the circle,
my grandmother made us quiet by clearing her throat and looking intently at each dark, moonlit face, as if to say,
This is for you, and you, and you.
*
“Once upon a time,” she began, “there was a very bad boy. So bad he was that he would not hesitate even to
tease and torment the most helpless people. One day he was playing in the street with a gang of rough boys, when
an old man came hobbling along on a cane. When the bad boy saw him he said to his companions,
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“‘Aha, watch me and you will see some fun.’ Then he ran up behind the old man and kicked him in the seat so
hard he sent him sprawling helplessly into the dust and sharp stones of the road.
“As the old man struggled to his feet, the bad boy and his friends laughed and gloated—from a safe distance,
for besides being bad, they were afraid.
“When the old man got to his feet, he did a strange thing. He reached into his pocket and drew out three copper
coins and called to the bad boy,
“‘Come here, my son,’ he said, ‘I have something for you.’
“But the boy was wary and would not come.
“‘Come, come, my boy, I have a present for you.’
“Still the boy did not come.
“So the old man threw a copper on the road, and the boy came and picked it up. Then the old man said,
“‘I want to compliment you on the extraordinary strength of your kick. No donkey in the land has the strength
to kick so hard, and no donkey has such a good aim. It is indeed a most wonderful kick.’ Then, offering the bad
boy the other coppers, the old man said,
“‘Take these too, my son, and be glad. I only wish it were more. But I pray Allah that you will get a gold piece
from the very next man who has the pleasure of your most wonderful and most powerful kick.’
“The boy thought this was a great stroke of fortune. He could hardly wait for another man to kick. But he was
determined now to kick only one who was able to reward him amply with gold pieces.
“The very next day the bad boy was loafing at the village spring when a very rich-looking man rode up on a
beautiful horse. The day was hot and the man was thirsty. Getting down from his horse, he leaned over the spring
to drink of its cool, sparkling water.
“‘This is my golden chance,’ thought the bad boy, and promptly he kicked the rich man so hard he upset him
into the watering trough. But this time the bad boy did not run away. He stood by and laughed most loudly and
waited greedily for the shower of gold to fall.
“Very strangely, the rich man did not think kindly of the kick. Instead of reaching into his pockets for gold, he
seized a whip from his horse and threshed the boy until he cried for mercy. Then he leaped to his horse and rode
off, leaving the bad boy to ponder the lesson which the poor old man with the cane intended for him to learn in the
first place.”
“Who is the bad boy?” I asked as soon as my grandmother had finished; of course, I was thinking of Ali.
“You were both bad boys,” she said, “and the party, you see, is your copper coin.”
“And the party is our copper coin,” Ali repeated, his eyes brightening with the wonder of discovery.
“And the next time we get no gold coins?” said I.
“Next time we get whips,” said Ali.
My grandmother winked a fat wink and nodded confirmation.
*
To hear the story of the bad boy and the copper coin was to remember all that. And there were many, many
stories like that, mingled with our daily fare like the salt in our food—stories from the Bible, stories from the Arabian Nights, and stories, I am sure, that had no other source than my grandmother’s imagination.
Just how much the world of my boyhood was a creation of her imagination, I shall never know. I do know that
there was a time when there was no line between the things that are real and the things that are not; a time when
they all ran together and were one world; when all things were true and all things were good and all things were
beautiful.
I know that, almost every day of the three years she was confined to the threshing-board bed, there were hours
when I was not in Ybose or Ain Arab or anywhere else you could reach by foot or by donkey. Yet those places to
which I was transported were real to me, and the people who inhabited them were real, and the miraculous things
they did were true and delightful.
The world was beautiful then, and so were the mountain above us and the valley around us—and so was the
house we lived in. Besides all the people, the giants and dwarfs and fairies and jinn my grandmother made so real
to me, there were the animals in the other room of our house. After a story at night it was fine to go to sleep with
the lullaby of the stable in my ears.
I should tell you about that, for few people realize what a wonderful institution is a stable.
*
The transactions which took place between the stable and our living quarters involved not only meat and milk
and eggs but a number of less tangible things—various disturbances, noises, smells which provided a subdued
accompaniment to our lives.
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Sometimes, of course, it was not so subdued. For example, we had a lusty female donkey who, at certain predictttable intervals, got her days and nights mixed and indelicately insisted upon broadcasting to the whole village, in the most unmusical voice possible, the amorous state of her impulses.
But at night most of the stable noises were an indescribably sweet prelude to the warm drowsiness before
sleep. You could feel them, warm and friendly, in your ears—the faint, familiar stir of ani mals, the soft whimpering of the hens, the occasional complaining of a disturbed rooster, the muffled bleat of a contented goat, the gentle
tinkling from the bellwether\fn{The leading sheep of a flock, with a bell on its neck:W} scratching his fleas.
There was something so intimate, so solid and comforting about those sounds; they gave you something to take
hold of when you sank into the dark, mysterious caves of sleep.
When you woke up in the morning the stable was the first thing you heard.
With the dawn a rooster somewhere in the village stretched his neck and shattered the village quiet with a
crowing as shrill as a factory whistle. Then the competition set in.
There was crowing first from one house and then from another and finally from all of them at once, like an orchestra tuning up. With brays and blats and bleats and whinnies thrown in, the din was enough to stir the sleepiest
fellah from his most pleasant dreams.
So everybody got up, and shortly, as if by prearrangement, the crowing tapered off and died out.
Yes, that was the beautiful world then, the big mountain and the sleepy little valley, the stable in the house, the
games we children played, the stories my grandmother told—everything was just right.
*
But one day that world blew up in my face like a toy balloon.
I awoke one morning with the last crowings of the roosters and went to my grandmother’s bed. Almost always
she was awake before I was. But this time she was not. I waited and waited, and when she did not wake up, I
spoke to her.
When I could not waken her, I ran to the fields and called two men. They said,
“She is dead.”
“Dead?” I said.
“Yes, her soul is gone.”
“Her soul is gone. Where has it gone?”
“Her soul has gone to Heaven.”
“I want to go, too,” I said.
“You cannot go. Your time is not yet.”
They buried her in the burying place just below the pasha’s house. Since Those had no priest, there was no
service, no singing, no praying.
She who had sung the chants at wakes and weddings for many had no chant to mourn the passing of her spirit.
I wept long on her grave and then went away. I was a homeless waif, cast upon the mercy of the earth, but in
no spirit to receive mercy, or take charity from any hand, for my grandmother had taught me it was sinful for an
able-bodied boy to be a burden to anyone.
2
Halfway between Beirut and Damascus a narrow donkey trail leaves the main road and winds its way for about
twelve miles through the rough, gray hills to the little Syrian village of Ain Arab—literally, Arab’s Spring. Here,
in this ancient, sleepy village, I was born and baptized in the Christian faith.
Here it was that my grandmother came to claim me when my mother died. And to this town I now turned my
uncertain footsteps in the hope of finding refuge.
I was not sure that I ought to go, because things were getting bad and my people in Ain Arab already had too
many mouths to feed. But since I knew nowhere else to turn, I went there.
*
On the way I came upon a battlefield strewn with the corpses of fallen soldiers—mangled and twisted bodies,
stripped and looted of boots and belts and decaying like so many animals in the hot Syrian sun. For this was the
First World War, and armies were fighting across Syria, driving the people from their homes and laying many of
the villages in ruins.
I shall never forget the awfulness, the gripping horror, of that sight as long as I live. I was tired, hungry, and
footsore, but the stench of rotting human flesh and the terrorizing sight of torn and blood-caked bodies changed
my hunger into sickening repulsion, my fatigue into wide-eyed fear, and my bleeding feet into numb, unfeeling
leather.
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Pursued by the thousand phantoms of those unburied bodies, I fled over sharp rocks, thorns, and thistles without feeling any pain.
As I drew near to Ain Arab, my footsteps faltered. Other fears came to replace the ones I had fled. There was
only one home I could go to—my maternal grandmother’s—and she was a struggling widow. I knew I would only
be an added burden to her, just another hungry mouth to feed. I could not make myself feel I would be welcome.
On that day the world seemed too small and crowded. From the distance I could see my grandmother’s home
with its high-arched door and whitewashed walls, the tall birch tree overshadowing it, and the small cluster of
trees out front. That was the house I was born in, but could I now dare to hope for shelter in it?
I didn’t think so. My feet shuffled aimlessly, halfheartedly, on the dusty trail. Darkness was settling on the flatroofed stone houses of Ain Arab when I arrived; from a few, faint flickers of light shone tiredly through the unglassed windows; the others were huddled dark masses against the hills.
On the edge of the village I met two girls I knew driving a donkey on the trail. One of them asked,
“Have you come to say good-by?”
What was this! Come to say good-by? I could not understand.
“Don’t you know your grandmother is going away?”
“Yes, she is going on a long, dangerous journey—with your uncle Gibran. It is very exciting. We are going to
have a big celebration tonight.”
“Where are they going?”
“To Houran, to Jebel el Druse—to get grain. It is a long journey, and everybody is afraid for them because the
road is very unsafe now.”
Just then the girls remembered their donkey, which had gotten ahead of them, and they ran on, leaving me to
ponder the implications of this unexpected turn of events.
*
I did not know what to do now, so I loitered on the edge of the village, keeping out of everybody’s way. After a
while voices drifted to me from my grandmother’s house. It was dimly lit with a few homemade tallow candles,
and the shadows of people were gathering there—nearly the whole village, it seemed. I crept up as close as I
could without being seen and listened to stray bits of conversation.
It sounded more like a funeral than a farewell. Some of the women were weeping, and one old man’s voice
rose plaintively in pleading:
“O Gontoosy, hear me, and do not go on this dangerous way. Better it is to stay, to starve and die here among
friends, than to trust your life to thieves and the wolves of the wilderness. Who knows what sort of death or
terrible fate will meet you in those mountains?
“Please, Gontoosy, think again and listen to us. Stay! Stay! STAY!” My grandmother Gontoosy made reply:
“You know well that I go not for my sake only, but for the sake of the soul of Asaad. He died leaving these
many debts unpaid, owing you money which you loaned him to carry on his trading. With that money he bought
this grain in Houran which is not delivered. I go only to collect that we may have what is ours and you may have
what is yours. God willing, I shall return safely. You shall all be paid to the very last grain. Our children—my
children and your children—shall not go hungry, and God knows, they will go hungry if we do not get food from
the outside.”
*
After that I knew I could never throw myself on my grandmother’s charity. She had enough, and more than
enough, without me.
I sat there in the dark, huddled sadly on a hard stone, until the last of the guests went home.
Where now could a cold, hungry, sleepy orphan find refuge?
I thought of going to the valley just outside the village to hunt out a small cave, but I was afraid of the wolves
and hyenas. Then I realized that I was not far from the village bake oven. To that I repaired at once, poking
inquisitively into it with a stick to see if any stray dogs or rats had gotten there first. Finding none, I went in.
It was just like the one in Those. Scores of times I had stood by my grandmother Kbashy’s side and watched
her skillfully manipulate a round ball of dough with her forearms, stretching it thinner and thinner into a sheet of
bread hardly thicker than a piece of newspaper and just as big. I had seen her slap it deftly on the sizzling hot
cylinder for baking, then peel it off when it was done, and repeat the action until there was a stack of bread big
enough to last us a couple of weeks. How my mouth watered for some of that bread now, for I hadn’t eaten for
two days!
There were still a few live embers in the cylinder, and these leaped into flame when stirred and fed with a
handful of dry sticks. After taking off my robe and shaking it over the flames until the lice rolled off, I put it back
on, curled up in a corner, and slept until the roosters started crowing.
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With the morning I quickly got up and slipped out of the village. I didn’t want my aunts who were to keep
things going in my grandmother’s absence to see me here, and besides I wanted to find a high place where I could
lie hidden and watch my grandmother’s departure.
Later that morning I saw her and Uncle Gibran riding up the trail on two donkeys loaded with feed sacks. She
took the road that leads to Houran while my aunts and other relatives wept and waved good-by and said God’s
blessing on them. My own tears they never saw, and my own wordless blessings they never heard.
*
While the people in Ain Arab went about their accustomed chores and tasks, I began an unwonted and difficult
search for something to still the gnawing hunger in my stomach.
First, though, I knelt in the grass and said the prayer Kbashy had taught me to say before partaking of the
earth’s bounty which God had made.
All around me were the gray hills and the pink hills and the stunted trees and the crawling vines. Spring was on
the land, and young leaves and flowers were growing, but there was little that I could eat. I spied a bird’s nest in
the branches of a tree overhead. I climbed up and found several eggs. I was so hungry that I ate them raw. Other
trees I climbed and other nests I robbed, until my emptiness felt not quite so empty. Roots, too, there were that
twisted my mouth with their bitterness, but they were better than nothing.
Foraging thus for food, I came pretty soon over a hill; below in the public pasture were the cows and goats of
the village. There, lying in the shade of a tree, was the goat-herd. I lay down behind a rock and peeked over the
hill, watching the grazing flocks and wishing I might have a great long drink of delicious goats milk. For a long
time I lay, wishing more and more for that drink as the sun grew hotter and hotter, and then I saw a goat, several
goats, grazing near a break in the opposite ridge.
The goat-keeper appeared to be asleep. Anyway, it was worth the chance. I dashed around to the other side and,
when the opportunity was ripe, struck quickly. I had my goat, but she was dragging me over the rough ground,
skinning my knees and elbows and tearing my already tattered robe. But I hung on and she stopped, and I milked
her into my little hand-knit cap, which was so dirty and greasy that it actually stood up.
I did not know anything about microbes then, and I don’t think they knew anything about me. We just ignored
each other.
The milk was so good, I went back every day and risked my hide for it. Then the goatherd caught me in the
very act of milking. He raised his staff as if to be my head, but I threw out my arm and cried out,
“Please, please, Yousef Effendi, don’t beat me. I am only hungry and I mean no harm.” Slowly he lowered his
staff, his eyes still glowering.
“If I didn’t know you and your people, I would kill you. But why do you do this? You can’t be so poor that you
have to go hungry and steal. Your grandmother, your aunts, surely they could feed you. Or are you doing this for
mischief.”
“No, no,” I cried, “not for mischief. I cannot go to my grandmother’s house. She has gone to Houran on a long
journey, and my aunts cannot keep me.”
He sat down and looked at me in silence, shaking his bearded old head.
“Come,” he said finally, “come with me. I’ll give you all the milk you can drink—but you must say nothing.”
I could hardly believe my ears. This tough-looking old Moslem whom the Christians hired to herd their
animals, but who despised him as he despised them, this lone wolf of a man whom we always dreaded a little—he
was going to feed me!
I became afraid. He was taking me down to the stream. I thought,
“He will drown me.” He must have read my fears, because he said,
“I wasn’t angry with you because you took a little milk, but why do you always take it from the same goat?”
“It was the only one I could catch.”
“Well, after this we shall catch them all. We shall take a little milk from each goat. Then nobody will miss it.
But you almost got me into trouble with Asaaf. That was his goat you were milking. All of a sudden it went dry,
and he thought I was doing it.”
*
Every day after that I came at midday for my milk, and for bread and olives, too, for this Moslem proved to be
a very kind and merciful man. In exchange I kept watch over the flocks while he stole an afternoon nap under his
favorite tree. Although I was almost always hungry—I could never find enough roots and eggs—this was a very
good arrangement for me.
But one day my aunt Zarefy learned that I was in the neighborhood. I had been sleeping every night in the bake
oven. Early one morning she found me there and scolded me soundly for not coming straight to her house.
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“What will people think? You, our own flesh and blood, sleeping like a beggar in the tanur. Why, it is a disgrace. You come to my home and sleep in my own heart.”
*
And lucky it was for me that I went home with my aunt Zarefy, because then the Great War was beginning to
bear down on the land and throw its human wreckage up on our hills. At first it was distant like the sea, but it
moved irresistibly inland until at last the tidal wave struck our village and all but swept us under.
The first wave of the war to flow over and around us was the refugees from the Lebanon.\fn{ That is, the Lebanon
Vialet, which under the Turkish Empire was the Lebanese coastline up to the western side of the Lebanon Mountains:H } They poured
over the hills, through the narrow passes, and down the valleys—men, women, and children by the hundreds,
fleeing from the wrath that had come. They came with inconsolable grief in their hearts, with horror in their eyes
and the sag of weariness in their thin faces, for they had been driven from the homelands they loved, robbed of
their dearest possessions and bereft of their loved ones.
A few came with their skinny little donkeys loaded with pathetic little bundles of hurriedly rescued articles,
many of them useless in their fight for survival in the wilderness. Most of them came bearing the remains of their
earthly possessions on their backs. Fine, home-loving people they were—rugged peasants, tradesmen, professsional people—and now they were reduced in a single stroke to the degradation and misery of hapless beggars,
frightened fugitives of the Syrian wastelands.
They told such wild tales we could hardly believe them.
They told how their children had been murdered in cold blood before their very eyes, and their fathers and
mothers, too, who were too old to flee. They told of whole villages evacuated, looted, burned and destroyed. They
told of people being set out on the march with no place to go, toddling children and wailing old people. They told
how their homes had been commandeered to serve as barracks for drunken soldiers and even as stables for their
horses and donkeys, and how the beasts behaved far more decently than their masters. They told how whole
plantations of precious mulberry trees, indispensable to their silkworm industry, had been cut down for fuel. They
told of a salt shortage so severe that the women walked long, weary miles to the sea with jugs on their heads to
get sea water, only to have the soldiers make a brutal sport out of shooting the vessels from their heads. They told
of gallant patriots, brave men of the gardens and vineyards of the Lebanon who spoke up for freedom, decency,
and humanity, being strung up to their own trees which they had planted and reared and loved.
There were many wild, incredible tales like that—and tales of courage and heroism, of narrow escapes, of
superhuman deeds and superhuman endurance—but we didn’t doubt them long, for soon we too came to experience the same hardships and horrors and see the same display of fortitude and noble humanity.
Yes, before that summer was over, we were all praying for the safe return of Gontoosy and Gibran, for they
stood between us and a menacing scarcity, perhaps even slow death by starvation, especially if things kept getting
worse the way they had been.
But would they come back? Or had they already been set on by wolves, or thieves, or hungry soldiers? All we
could do in the village was to pray and wait.
*
In the meantime we were visited by two kinds of plagues: one of locusts, the other of men, and of the two the
latter was the worse. The locusts came in summer; our priest used to chant, “All good things come from above,”
but this was an evil thing that now befell us from the heavens.
The vines in the vineyards were splendid green, and the wheat was just getting gold from the sun. And then
they came—by the billions—and they darkened the skies and filled the air with a great whirring of wings.
It really frightened me. They fell on everything, the fields and fig trees, the vineyards and the pastures, until
every inch of earth was crawling black with them, and yet the sky was full of them. They devoured everything
they touched, the bark of trees, the feathers of chickens, and the hair of goats. We went out to fight them with
brooms and poles and shouting of voices and with rattling of stones in tins. We cried, “The sea gulls are coming,
the sea gulls are coming,” but either they did not understand Arabic or they thought we were fooling; which we
were.
And on they came, always more of them, in clouds and clouds, hiding the sun from sight, and hiding the earth
with their wings. They ate and spawned and died by the millions until the fields and vineyards were covered with
their corpses and eggs and the creeping new generation.
After they were gone there were sadness and foreboding in the valley, and the sadness was for what the locusts
had done and the foreboding was for what the tax collectors would do.
They came, the tax collectors did, in the time of harvest. They stayed in our houses as if they owned them.
They watched every move we made lest we steal our own wheat from under their noses. When the wheat was
piled by our houses—in small piles outdoors, for there was not much because of the locusts—they placed the
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great seal of the Turkish government on the wheat and went to bed—on our mats. If the seal was broken in the
morning, it was the owner who suffered. So every owner and the members of his family lived in fear of the seal
being broken. They stayed up all night and took turns guarding the wheat piles against thieves and stray dogs and
cats and anything else that might break the soft seal on the wheat.
Those were the days when even the wind was feared because it could blow up strong and break the great seal,
too; but since you cannot catch the wind to punish it, you simply catch the owner and punish him.
Finally the levy of wheat was taken, and the levy of all the other crops; the officials went away, leaving us to
struggle along with what remained until the spring.
Still Gontoosy and Uncle Gibran did not come.
And yet the tax gatherers did not fail to come, again and again, raiding the village systematically, house by
house, room by room, person by person. Nothing was too small or insignificant or useless-looking for them to
seize. Every scrap of metal, even down to the tiny iron points on the wooden plows, was carted off to feed the
insatiable war machine.
When they started to empty the feathers out of our pillows to make sandbags, my aunt Zarefy was ready to
fight. But there was really nothing one could do—that is, by fighting.
*
But the people of Ain Arab had their own ways of resisting these seizures, and sometimes it took a lot of nerve.
One time, I remember, we spirited away almost the entire collection from my grandmother’s house under the very
nose of a Turkish officer. He was looting the house, going in and out, dumping the things he wanted in the
doorway. Every time he went in for more spoil, we grabbed up the collected plunder and hid it behind rocks in a
near-by gully. He thought his soldiers were taking it.
Not only did the people try to defeat the tax collections. The men also resisted military service. Not that they
were cowards. They would gladly have fought for a cause they believed in. But they did not believe in the cause
of being oppressed by the Turks or by anyone else. So some of the men mutilated themselves—cut off their
fingers, broke their arms, or poured scalding water on their feet. Others hid out in the hills, asking the people in
the villages to lie about their whereabouts when the Turkish officers inquired about them.
One day a group of conscription officers of the government came to Ain Arab. They had been there before and
had gone away without getting so much as a smell of a soldier. This time they rode directly to the spring where
five or six of us children were playing. They were very nice to us, but we had been warned about that. They gave
us money and sweets to eat, and we took them. They invited us to hold their horses while they drank, and we held
them. They boosted us into the beautiful saddles and rode us up and down the trail.
Then they asked us where Saleem Khoury was.
“He went to Palestine,” we said.
“Where is Najeeb Sumra?”
“He is dead. The funeral was last month.”
“Where is Yousef Abdo?” they asked.
“He was kicked by a donkey, and he died, too,” we replied.
“Where is Iskander Habib?”
“We don’t know. We haven’t seen him for a long time,” we said.
Apparently satisfied, the officers got on their horses and started to ride off, when they came upon a boy grazing
a calf on a hillside near the village. They stopped and asked him where all the men were. He told them. As the
officers rode off to round up their victims, the boy remembered something and shouted to them to come back.
“I forgot to tell you about Ibrihim Shamas. He is down by the water mill.” That was his own uncle, the most
sought of all the men, a strong man, a good soldier.
Nobody really blamed the boy. He was only trying to be obliging. Besides, someone had forgotten to tell him
to lie. Nevertheless there was much sadness and gnashing of teeth in the village that day.
*
Those were the terrible days. You hardly remembered things having been any better. You had never heard of
better lands where children grew up in peace and plenty, comfort and security. You were just a child seeing and
feeling brutality, living in fear and trembling, taking for granted that things were like this all the time in all places.
You forgot that you had once been a smaller child in a quiet little village.
You forgot the sweetness and beauty of the days your grandmother told such wonderful stories.
You remembered only the living nightmare of present misery and dread.
Dreadful things happened that stamped themselves on you forever; years later they come back to you so
vividly it seems they are happening again. Once, for example, a lone Turkish soldier came to Ain Arab and proceeded to ransack the homes, piling goods in the street for the tax collector’s donkey caravan to pick up later. In
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one home, I don’t know what it was that irritated him, but he raised his boot and kicked a crippled child lying on a
mat on the floor and sent it hurtling across the room. At the same instant the horrified mother screamed her anguish.
Then a dead, sickening silence.
Then such a mother’s sobbing as would tear your heart out.
Those are the things you never forget. When you start writing your story, you have to go around and ask a lot
of the older people about how things happened when you were a child, because you remember them only vaguely,
and some you do not remember at all.
But some things are stamped on your memory forever, and something in you remembers them even when you
try to forget them. You wake up in the dead of night, and the terror of it is upon your mind and upon your body,
and you cannot throw it off, the weight of it is so heavy.
There is some evil spirit, some demon of those events that haunts you all your life. No matter how grotesque
and distorted the demon becomes from its original self, no matter what awful new shapes he takes, it is the same
old demon of that event.
In those dreadful days my demons were born, and some of them are with me yet. They were the demons of
man’s inhumanity to man, the demons of fearsome events, of brutal rape and plunder, of aching hunger and all
manner of wretchedness.
With the cold coming on we went to the woodlands and ate the bitter acorn and gathered it for the winter. We
dug in the hills for the wild onion, the wild greens, and the wild root of everything that could be eaten.
*
Then at last came the day of great rejoicing. My grandmother and Uncle Gibran were sighted in the distance,
riding on their little gray donkeys, followed from afar by a caravan of camels escorted by Arabs from Houran. Al most half the village ran down the trail to greet them. Gontoosy we greeted with great shouts of joy, and
smothered her feet in kisses. She was hailed as a Joseph bringing salvation to a starving village.
Having arrived in the courtyard of Gontoosy’s home, the Arabs shouted, “Ick! Ick!” and the great clumsy
camels knelt to be relieved of their loads, for they were very heavy. The town crier went to the top of the house
and shouted the joyous news:
“On this day, Mrs. Asaad Gibran, widow of the late Asaad Gibran—may God rest his soul in peace—will pay,
in the harvested wheat of Houran, all the honest debts of her husband. Come now and receive your just due.”
Most of the wheat was cached in secret places in the hills—along with many other things, and guns and
ammunition—to keep it away from the tax gatherers.
And so a village lived a better winter than otherwise because an honest widow braved the perils of war and
wilderness to keep faith with the spirit of her departed husband and with those who had trusted him.
*
Encouraged by the success of Gontoosy and Uncle Gibran, about ten men of Ain Arab determined to make the
long journey to the fields of Houran to bring back wheat for their families.
They never returned. It was guessed that they had been set upon by a roving band of Arabs and murdered.
3
At last the great war ended—but not the hunger of the people, nor the rapacious demands of the Turks, nor the
prowling of the robber bands. The years after the war’s end were hectic and chaotic. They were sad and hungry
years.
The Turks had been defeated, yes, and the news had at last come to our village, but we did not at first believe
it. We had heard those rumors before, and they had always been false.
So when the rumor came again that at last the fighting was over, we were skeptical and there was no re joicing.
There were plenty of petty officials and hangers-on who took advantage of our disbelief. Soldiers and officials
still kept coming, seizing our donkeys and our wheat and keeping terror alive in our hearts.
Some of them probably did not know that the war was ended. But others knew, and they tried to bluff us into
believing otherwise, insisting that we were still subject to the Turkish government, which needed our produce to
carry on the war.
As we became convinced of the end of hostilities and certain of the defeat of the Turks and Germans, we re sisted. The people had a thousand scores to settle with the enemy who had insulted, humiliated, robbed, and murdered them for centuries. There were at least a hundred good rifles in Ain Arab.
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So our village was a hot hell for any Turk bold or dumb enough to show his head there. How the people hoped,
waited, and prayed that a certain one, Abn Khaleel, the one who had kicked the crippled child, would pay them a
visit now!
Luckily for him, he never came.
The problem of getting enough to eat was still with us, and it was especially with me, a ragged, half-starved orphan, who was cast upon the mercy and charity of other people. It bothered me to feel that I was a burden; sometimes I thought I was not wanted.
*
One day the chance came to remedy this. I was loafing at the spring on the outskirts of Ain Arab when a farmer
from the neighboring village of Kfer Kuk stopped there to water his donkey. The beast had a very heavy load of
two big boxes and was all out of breath from struggling up the long, steep slope. While the animal was drinking at
the stone trough I heard the oddest noises, squealings, and mutterings coming from the boxes.
“Seman Khamees,” I said, “what is it you have in those boxes?”
“Pigs,” he said.
“Pigs?” I cried. “Pigs, real pigs, live ones? Please, could I see them?”
“Certainly,” he said, reaching his hand into a box and bringing one out. It squirmed and squealed and grunted.
Just a little bit of a fellow he was, no bigger than a cat, with a queer, blunt snout. So that is what a Moslem is
when you are mad at him—a pig! I reached out to touch him and then pulled my hand back quickly.
“Don’t be afraid,” said Khamees. “He won’t bite.”
“What are you going to do with them?” I asked.
“Raise them. They make wonderful meat, better even than mutton.”
“How big do they get?”
“Oh, they grow very big, get to weigh hundreds of pounds.”
“I wish I could see them when they are grown,” I said.
And then Khamees made the most astonishing offer.
“Go with me to my home in Kfer Kuk and I will give you the job of raising and herding them. You can live
with me in my house, and I will buy you clothes and even a pair of shoes. You would like to have a pair of shoes,
wouldn’t you?”
I would.
I had not had a pair of shoes since Kbashy died. Since then I had picked thorns and thistles out of my bare feet,
and walked on hot stony soil until my face was almost set in a perpetual grimace.
*
So I became a swineherd.
Have you ever herded pigs? If you haven’t, don’t ever do it! Pigs don’t herd. They have no social instinct, no
desire for any kind of fellowship, no urge to organize or go around together in parties.
Cattle will graze together.
Horses will nuzzle affectionately, nose to rump.
Sheep will love a shepherd and heed his call.
Goats will follow a leader, and they have an instinct for leadership.
But pigs!
There is no way known to God or man by which they can be herded, regimented, or driven in a straight line to
any definite goal. They have only one love in life—dirt! They live in it, love it, roll in it, sleep in it, and eat it. If
they cannot find dirt, they will manage to make some. Their one goal in life is dirt, and since you can find dirt
anywhere, a pig will go anywhere—and he does.
The only way you can manage pigs is with a fence; and we had no fence.
But I didn't know the nature of this new animal yet; neither did Khamees. My only feeling then was one of
innocent, uneducated joy at being able to earn my own living by taking care of these cute little beasts with the
long, funny snouts and the soft, throaty noises.
My troubles began the very first day. It was plain from the start that the pigs did not want to go where we
wanted them to go. Khamees said that was because they were young and needed a little training. So he and his
family helped me to drive them to the mountain pasture about two miles away, where the sheep, goats, and cattle
were accustomed to graze during part of the year. For my new task I was provided with a shepherd’s staff, two
animal skins for my lunch and water, and a variety of goat calls with which to keep my charges under control.
After a good deal of running and chasing and coaxing and calling, we managed to establish the flock where it
belonged.
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“They herd just like goats,” Khamees told me as he left me alone with my flock. “All you have to do is to keep
them together. Use your voice and you won’t have to use your legs so much.
Almost at once the herd disintegrated. There were something like fifteen pigs. No two of them were attracted
by the same object or moved by the same impulse. Each one went off by himself to find what he could find.
Instead of eating the leaves, grasses, and weeds, as it was intended they should do, they proceeded to uproot the
earth with their long, rugged noses and to eat the loosened dirt. Before I could make any plans for them they had
disappeared into the rocks, bushes, and tall timber in and around the pasture.
Remembering Khamees’ advice to use my voice to keep them together, I began to shout goat calls. It didn’t
work. So I hunted them out and ran them back to the central place. But by the time I returned with one, the others
had disappeared. All day long I panted, cried, and chased after those rodents, up and down the hills, over and
around the rocks and trees. The harder I tried to tame and train those pigs, the wilder and more ignorant they
became.
I tried creeping up on them softly in the hope of catching one and proving my kindness, but just when I got
close enough to grab one, he snorted and ran off.
My patience gave out and I threw stones at them, angrily delighted when I hit one. Then, with stifled sobs
aching in my throat, I ran after some more of them. Tired out, I tried the goat calls again. Then I stalked them with
new determination, but always they eluded me, and always they were scattered as widely as it is possible for
fifteen animals to be scattered without leaving the country.
I sat down and cried. I called all the familiar goat calls and prayed God to help me. I ran and chased pigs some
more until I thought my lungs would burst. I sat down and cried again. I wailed at the top of my lungs and called
upon all creation to witness the terrible agony of my helplessness. I cursed the day I was born—and the day the
pigs were born.
But nothing worked. The best I could do was to keep them from leaving the country. And some of them, I
thought, must already have done so.
Night came.
The pigs were gone. I could not return to Kfer Kuk without them. Somewhere out here in the darkness they
were. I stumbled around, angry and crying, filling the air with anguish and the earth with tears, stumbled in the
rocks and bushes and trees, once in a while scaring up a pig. Immediately he scampered out and hid in a new
place. If I found two or three of them together, it was either by accident or because they couldn’t see each other in
the dark to keep out of each other’s company.
I sat down on a rock and devoted myself to hating pigs. Now I did not blame the Mohammedans. They were
right. They had the right religion! I would gladly have embraced any faith which made the fervent hating of pigs
the first and bounden religious duty.
When Khamees finally found me, he had ten or a dozen men with him. He was very angry.
“At least you could try to keep them in Syria,” he cried. “Don’t you know if you let those pigs get over into
Turkey the Moslem government will shoot them?”
It was nearly dawn when we got back to the village with the pigs.
*
The next day we were all too tired to take the pigs to pasture, but the following day Khamees said he was
going to teach them to behave like decent goats or kill every one of them. He put five decent goats out in front to
lead them, and he and I got behind to prevent retreat.
It was useless. The pigs would not be led and they would not be driven. We could not even get them started out
of the village. So Khamees, a mean look in his eye, went after his horse. I felt sorry for the pigs, but it was very
funny to see a big man on a great horse chase a little fifteen-pound pig all over Kfer Kuk. Even the Druses, who
hated these animals and called them rats, had a hilarious time, going into fits of laughter every time a pig broke
from the herd.
Khamees got mad and said it was the Druses who were the rats and that he could whip any two of them with
one hand tied behind his back. The Druses said it served him right to be tormented like this by pigs—and it served
the pigs right, too.
Much as I shared the Mohammedan contempt for pigs, I began to be afraid that they were going to cause
trouble in the village—and they did.
For several months I had been tending my unruly charges. Their deportment had by no means improved. In
fact it had gotten much worse. I lost and found them dozens of times a day. Instead of gaining hundreds of
pounds, as Khamees had been told they would, they became skinnier and skinnier. No matter how hard I tried to
run them around to where the eating was better, they became gaunter, bonier, and uglier.
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I think they were a big disappointment to my boss. He took to blaming me for their bad behavior and runty
appearance, and he took to beating me when they got out of control. As for me, I would have welcomed almost
any catastrophe—fire, earthquake, war—anything which would relieve me of this grievous relationship.
*
At last the catastrophe came, but not the one I had prayed for.
It had rained hard almost all of one day. The clay underfoot was soft and heavy, charged with sharp stones and
thorns which bit into my bare feet like so many swine’s teeth. Driving my exasperating herd home that night, I
could not keep up with it. Time and again I had to stop to pick thorns from my feet and remove lumps of mud
from between my toes.
On the edge of the village my unchaperoned charges scattered to the four winds. Some of them strayed into a
garden owned by a Druse peasant. I came up just as one of the servants was chasing the despised beasts from the
field. He was tearing up as much garden as they were. When he spied me, sliding down the muddy hill into the
village, he cried,
“You unholy Christian dog! You let these filthy, infidel swine desecrate my master’s garden. Do you not know
he will kill me if he finds these unholy pigs ruining his crops?”
I started to answer, but before I could do so my head and shoulders were smothered in a rain of blows. Crack!
Whack! Thump! Thump! CRASH!
When I came to, the Druse servant was gone. So were the pigs. My face was bleeding and throbbing with pain.
My legs and shoulders smarted and ached. I walked and stumbled into the village to Khamees’ house. When
Khamees heard my story, he was enraged.
“Swine, dogs, devils!” he cried. “Those unholy beasts never learn a lesson. But they shall learn now. I’ll make
them pay for this. They’ll never beat a Christian again.”
He leaped across the room, seized his gun, and ran outside. Five shots he fired into the air. It was the Christian
call to arms. In short order several score of men, all armed with rifles, were gathered in the saha, which is the
center of the village. Khamees brought me out of the house and stood me in a circle of blazing eyes.
“Look at him. See what those infidels have done to a Christian. What they do to one of us they do to all of us.
Ever since I bought those pigs to raise, they have been spoiling for trouble. They call my animals rats. They laugh
at me when I drive them. They make coarse and unholy jokes about them. They sneer and taunt and jeer, and now
they beat up my swineherd because a few pigs get into a Druse garden. I have held my tongue long enough. Too
long. Now my patience is given out. These klzanzirs must be taught a lesson they shall never forget.”
Then, across the way, the Druses appeared. They had their rifles, too, but slung over their shoulders. They were
walking toward us with their hands free. Every Christian defender lowered his rifle for firing. The Druses kept
walking, step by step nearer, their feet beating out the steady, mounting rhythm of doom. My heart was pounding
like a galloping horse. Then they stopped. The leader slowly lifted his hand in truce.
“For what cause do you spring to arms?” he asked.
It was the man who owned the garden, a wise and venerable old sheik, with a white beard and a countenance
like Moses. Khamees, without lowering his rifle, answered,
“A Christian has been beaten by a Druse, and when one of us is beaten, we are all beaten; when one is insulted,
all are insulted. We demand retribution.”
“Let us talk,” said the old sheik.
So a conference was held. The Druses made apologies. The servant was punished. The Christians were
satisfied. My head and back still ached. But I breathed with deep and thankful relief. I told Khamees that the old
sheik was like Kbashy, a “father of peace.”
He told me to hold my tongue. I said that if he had gotten me a pair of shoes the way he promised, this would
never have happened. He cursed me and said the Druse beating served me right.
*
So the next day I ran away. I did not want to see any more religious trouble.
Besides, I hated pigs—hated them with a deep, passionate, ineradicable, Mohammedan hate. …
1920
8.83 The Women’s Bath\fn{by Ulfat al-Idlibi (1912-

)}

Damascus, Damascus Vilayet, Ottoman Syria (F) 5

Our household was troubled by an unusual problem: my grandmother, who had passed the age of seventy,
insisted on taking a bath at the beginning of every month at the public baths, or market baths as she used to call
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them.
In my grandmother’s opinion the market baths had a delicious ambience about them which we, who had never
experienced it, could not appreciate.
For our part we were afraid that the old lady might slip on the wet floor of the baths—this has often happened
to people who go there—and break her leg, as her seventy years had made her bones dry and stiff; or she might
catch a severe chill coming outside from the warm air of the baths and contract a fatal illness as a result. But how
could we convince this stubborn old lady of the cogency of these arguments?
It was quite out of the question that she should give up a custom to which she had adhered for seventy years,
and she had done so without ever once having been stricken with the mishaps we feared. Grandmother had made
up her mind that she would keep up this custom as long as she was able to walk on her own two feet, and her
tenacity in clinging to her point of view only increased the more my mother tried to reason with her.
Yet Mother never tired of criticizing her mother-in-law, arguing with her and attempting to demonstrate the
silliness of her views, even if only by implication. Whenever the subject of the public baths came up my mother
proceeded to enumerate their shortcomings from the standpoints of health, of society, and even of economics.
The thing. which really annoyed Mother was that my grandmother monopolized our only maid from the early
morning onward on the day she went to the baths. She would summon her to her room to help her sweep it and
change the sheets and do up the bundles to take to the. baths. Then she would set out with her and would not bring
her back until around sunset, when our maid would be exhausted and hardly able to perform her routine chores.
In our house I was the observer of a relentless, even though hidden, struggle between mother-in-law and
daughter-in-law: between my grandmother, who clung to her position in the household and was resolved under no
circumstances to relinquish it, and my mother, who strove to take her place.
Although girls usually side with their mother, I had a strong feeling of sympathy for my grandmother: old age
had caught up with her since her husband had died some time before and left her a widow, and little by little her
authority in the home shrank as my mother’s authority gradually extended. It is the law of life: one takes, then one
hands over to another in one’s turn. But that does not mean we obey the law readily and willingly.
I used to feel a certain prick of pain when I saw Grandmother retire alone to her room for long hours after
being defeated in an argument with Mother. I would sometimes hear her talking bitterly to herself, or I would see
her monotonously shaking her head in silence, as though she were rehearsing the book of her long life, reviewing
the days of her past, when she was the unchallenged mistress of the house, with the last word. I would often see
her vent the force of her resentment on her thousand-bead rosary as her nervous fingers told its beads and she
repeated the prayer to herself:
“Oh merciful God, remove this affliction!”
And who could this “affliction” be but my mother?
Then little by little she would calm down and forget the cause of her anger. There is nothing like the invocation of God for purifying the soul and enabling it to bear the hardships of life.
*
One day when I saw my grandmother getting her things ready to go to the market baths I had the idea of accompanyying her, thinking that perhaps I might uncover the secret which attracted her to them. When I expressed
my wish to accompany her she was very pleased, but my mother did not like this sudden impulse at all, and said,
in my grandmother’s hearing, “Has the craze for going to the market baths affected you as well? Who knows—
you may catch some infection, like scabies or something, and it will spread around the family.”
Thereupon my father broke in with the final word:
“What is the matter with you? Let her go with her grandmother. All of us went to the public baths when we
were young and it never did any of us any harm.”
My mother relapsed into a grudging silence, while my grandmother gave an exultant smile at this victory—my
father rarely took her side against my mother.
Then Grandmother led me by the hand to the room where her massive trunk was kept. She produced the key
from her pocket and opened the trunk in my presence—this was a great honor for me, for the venerable trunk had
never before been opened in the presence of another person—and immediately there wafted out of it a strange yet
familiar scent, a scent of age, a smell of the distant past, of years which have been folded up and stored away.
Grandmother drew out of the depths of the trunk a bundle of red velvet, the comers of which were embroidered
with pearls and sequins.
She opened it in front of me and handed me a wine-colored bath-wrap decorated with golden stars. I had never
set eyes on a more beautiful robe. She also gave me a number of white towels decorated around the edges with
silver thread, saying:
“All these are brand new; no one has ever used them. I have saved them from the time I was married. Now I’m
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giving them to you as a present, since you are going to the baths with me. Alas … poor me. Nobody goes with me
now except the servants.”
She gave a deep, heart-felt sigh. Then she called the servant to carry the bundle containing our clothes and
towels, and the large bag which held the bowl, the soap, the comb, the sponge-bag, the loofah,\fn{A note reads: The
fibrous pod of an Egyptian plant, used as a sponge .} the soil of Aleppo,\fn{A note reads: A kind of clay, found around Aleppo, which
is mixed with perfume used in washing the hair.} and the henna which would transform my grandmother’s white hair to jet
black. She put on her shawl and we made our way toward the baths, which were only a few paces from our house.
Times without number I had read the words on the little plaque which crowned the low, unpretentious door as I
passed by:
Whoever the Divine Blessing of health would achieve
Should turn to the Lord and then to the baths of Afif.
We entered the baths; The first thing I noticed was the female intendant. She was a stout woman, sitting on the
bench to the right of persons coming in. In front of her was a small box for collecting the day’s revenue. Next to it
was a nargileh\fn{A note reads: An eastern tobacco pipe in which the smoke passes through water before reahing the mouth .}
decorated with flowers. It had a long mouthpiece which the intendant played with between her lips, while she
looked at those around her with a proprietorial air.
When she saw us she proceeded to welcome us without stirring from her place. Then she summoned ‘Umm
Abdu, the bath attendant.. A woman hastened up and gave us a perfunctory welcome. She had pencilled eyebrows, eyes painted with kohl,\fn{A note reads: A powder, usually of antimony, used in eastern countries to darken the eyelids .}
and was dressed very neatly. She had adorned her hair with two roses and a sprig of jasmine. She was very
voluble, and was like a spinning-top, never motionless, and her feet in her Shabrawi clogs made a rhythmic clatter
on the floor of the baths.
Her function was that of hostess to the bathers. She came up to my grandmother and led her to a special bench
resembling a bed. Our maid hastened to undo one of our bundles, drawing out a small prayer rug which she
spread out on the bench. My grandmother sat down on it to get undressed.
I was fascinated by what I saw around me. In particular my attention was drawn to the spacious hall called albarani.\fn{A note reads: The outer hall of a public bath.} In the center of it was a gushing fountain. Around the hall were
narrow benches on which were spread brightly-colored rugs where the bathers laid their things. The walls were
decorated with mirrors, yellowed and spotted with age, and panels on which were inscribed various maxims. On
one of them I read:
Cleanliness is part of Faith.
My grandmother urged me to undress. I took off my clothes and wrapped myself in the wine-colored bathwrap, but as I was not doing it properly ‘Umm Abdu came and helped me. She secured it around my body and
then drew the free end over my left shoulder, making it appear like an Indian sari.
Then she helped my grandmother down from her bench, and conducted us toward a small door which led into
a dark corridor, calling out at the top of her voice,
“Marwah! Come and look after the Bey’s mother!”
With a sigh a shape suddenly materialized in the gloom in front of me: it was a gray-haired, emaciated woman
of middle age with a face in which suffering had engraved deep furrows. She was naked except for a faded cloth
which hung from her waist to her knees. She welcomed us in a nasal tone, prattling on although I could not catch
a single syllable of what she was saying, thanks to the babble of discordant voices which filled my ears and the
hot thick steam which obstructed my sight; and there was a smell which nearly made me faint, the like of which I
had never encountered in my life before. I felt nauseous, and was almost sick, leaning against the maid for
support.
Nevertheless, in a few moments I grew accustomed to the odor and it no longer troubled me; my eyes, also,
became accustomed to seeing through the steam.
We reached a small hall containing a large stone basin. A number of women circled around in it, chatting and
washing at the same time. I asked my grandmother: “Why don’t we join them?” She replied:
“This is the wastani;\fn{A note reads: The middle hall of a public bath.} I have hired a cubicle in the juwani.\fn{A note
reads: The inner hall of a public bath.} I am not accustomed to bathing with the herd.”
*
I followed her through a small door to the juwani, and found myself looking with confused curiosity at the
scene that presented itself.
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There was a large rectangular hall, at each comer of which stood a large basin of white marble. Women sat
around each one, busily engrossed in washing, scrubbing, and rubbing, as though they were in some kind of race.
I raised my eyes to look at the ceiling, and saw a lofty dome with circular openings, glazed with crystal, through
which enough light filtered to illuminate the hall. The uproar here was at its worst—there was a clashing of cans,
the splashing of water, and the clamor of children.
My grandmother paused for a moment to greet a friend among the bathers, while I found myself following a
violent quarrel which had arisen between two young women. I understood from the women around them that they
were two wives of a polygamous marriage, who had met face to face for the first time at the baths. The furious
quarrel led at length to an exchange of blows with metal bowls. Luckily a spirit of chivalry among some of the
bathers induced them to separate the two warring wives before they could satisfy their thirst for revenge.
As we advanced a little way the howling of a small child drowned the hubbub of the hall. Its mother had put it
on her lap, twisting one of its legs around her and proceeding to scrub its face with soap and pour hot water over it
until its skin was scarlet red. I averted my gaze, fearing the child would expire before my eyes.
We reached the cubicle, and I felt a sense of oppression as we entered it. It consisted of nothing but a small
chamber with a basin in the front. Its one advantage was that it screened those taking a bath inside from the other
women.
We were received in the cubicle by a dark, stout woman with a pockmarked face and a harsh voice. The was
Mistress ‘Umm Mahmud. She took my grandmother from the attendant Marwah, who was being assailed by
shouts from every direction:
“Cold water, Marwah, cold water, Marwah!”
The poor woman set about complying with the bathers’ requests for cold water, dispensing it from two big
buckets which she filled from the fountain in the outer hall. She was so weighed down with the buckets that she
aroused pity in those who saw her struggle.
I turned back to Grandmother and found her sitting on the tiled floor in front of the basin. She had rested her
head between the hands of ‘Umm Mahmud, who sat behind her on a sort of wooden chair which was only slightly
raised above the level of the floor. She proceeded to scour Grandmother’s head with soap seven consecutive times
—not more, not less.
I stood at the door of the cubicle, entertained by the scene presented by the bathers. I watched the younger
women coming and going, from time to time going into the outer hall for the sake of diversion, their fresh
youthfulness showing in their proud swaying gait. In their brightly colored wraps decorated with silver thread
they resembled Hindu women in a temple filled with the fragrance of incense. Little circles of light fell from the
dome onto their tender-skinned bodies, causing them to glisten.
I found the state of the older women depressing: they sat close to the walls chatting with one another, while the
cream of henna on their hair trickled in black rivulets along the wrinkles of their foreheads and cheeks, as they
waited impatiently for their turn to bathe.
Suddenly I heard shrill exclamations of pleasure. I turned toward their source, and saw a group of women
gathered around a pretty young girl, loudly expressing their delight at some matter. Mistress ‘Umm Mahmud said
to me:
“Our baths are doing well today: we have a bride here, we have a woman who has recently had a child, and we
have the mother of the Bey—may God spare her for us!”
It was no wonder that my grandmother swelled with pride at being mentioned in the same breath with a bride
and a young mother.
I enjoyed standing at the door of the cubicle watching the bride and her companions. Then I caught sight of a
fair well-built woman enveloped in a dark blue wrap, giving vent to overflowing joy with little shrieks of delight.
I realized from the words she was singing that she must be the bride’s mother:
Seven bundles I packed for thee,
And the eighth in the chest is stored;
To Thee,
Whom all creatures need,
Praise be, oh Lord!

A young woman, a relative or friend of the bride, replied:
Oh maiden coming from the wastam:
With thy towel all scented,
He who at thy wedding shows no joy,
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Shall die an infidel,
From Paradise prevented!

The bride’s mother continued the song:
The little birds chirp and flutter among the trellised leaves;
How sweet the bride!
The bath upon her brow
Now pearly crowns of moisture weaves.
Thou canst touch the City Gate
With thy little finger tip,
Though it is so high;
I have waited long, long years
For this day’s coming nigh!

But the best verse was reserved for the bridegroom’s mother:
Oh my daughter-in-law!
I take thee as my daughter!
The daughters of Syria are many,
But my heart only desires and wishes for thee!
Pistachios, hazels and dates:
The heart of the envious has been sore wounded;
Today we are merry,
But the envious no merriment shall see!

The singing finished as the bride and her companions formed a circle around a tray upon which had been
placed cakes of Damascene mincemeat, and a second one filled with various kinds of fruit. The bride’s mother
busied herself distributing the cakes right and left, and one of them fell to my share also!
In a far corner a woman was sitting with her four children around a large dish piled with mujaddarah\fn{A note
reads: A Syrian dish of rice, lentils, onions, and oil.} and pickled turnips, their preoccupation with their meal rendering
them completely oblivious to what was going on around them in the baths. When the dish had been emptied of
food the mother took from a basket by her side a large cabbage. Gripping its long green leaves, she raised it up
and then brought it down hard on the tiled floor, until it split apart and scattered into fragments. The children
tumbled over each other to snatch them up and greedily devoured them, savoring their fresh taste.
Then my attention was diverted by a pretty girl, about fifteen or sixteen years old, sitting on a bench along the
wall of the boiler-house. She seemed impatient and restless, as though she found it hard to tolerate the pervasive
heat. She was surrounded by three women, one of whom, apparently her mother, was feverishly fussing over her.
She began to rub over her body a yellow ointment which exuded a scent of ginger (it was what was called
“strengthening ointment”). My grandmother explamed to me that it remforced the blood vessels of a new mother,
and restored her to the state of health she had enjoyed before having her child.
The attendant Umm Abdu came up to us and inquired after our comfort. She brought us both glasses of licorice
sherbet as a present from the intendant. Then she lit a cigarette for my grandmother, who was obviously regarded
as a patron of distinction.
It was now my turn.
*
My grandmother moved aside, and I sat down in her place, entrusting my head to the attentions of ‘Umm
Mahmud for a thorough rubbing. After I had had my seven soapings I sat down before the door of the cubicle to
relax a little. I was amused to watch the bath attendant Marwah scrubbing one of the bathers. Her right hand was
covered with coarse sacking, which she rubbed over the body of the woman sitting in front of her. She began quite
slowly, and then sped up, and as she did so little gray wicks began to appear under the sacking, which quickly
became bigger and were shaken to the floor.
After we had finished being loofahed and rubbed, ‘Umm Mahmud asked me to come back to her to have my
head soaped an additional five times. I surrendered to her because I had promised myself that I would carry out
the bathing rites through all their stages and degrees as protocol dictated, whatever rigors I had to endure in the
process!
I was not finished until ‘Umm Mahmud had poured the last basinful of water over my head, after anointing it
with “soil of Aleppo,” the scent of which clung to my hair for days afterwards. Umm Mahmud rose, and standing
at the door of the cubicle, called out in her harsh voice:
“Marwah! Towels for the Bey’s mother!” With a light and agile bound Marwah was at the door of the wastani,
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calling out in a high-pitched tone, like a cockerel:
“‘Umm Abdu! Towels for the Bey’s mother!” Her shout mingled with that of another “Mistress” who was
standing in front of a cubicle opposite ours, likewise demanding towels for her client.
‘Umm Abdu appeared, clattering along in her Shabrawi clogs, with a pile of towels on her arm which she
distributed among us, saying as she did:
“Blessings upon you … have an enjoyable bath, if God wills!” Then she took my grandmother by the arm and
led her to the barani, where she helped her to get up onto the high bench, and then to dry herself and get into her
clothes.
Grandmother stood waiting her turn to pay her bill. There was a heated argument going on between the
intendant and a middle-aged woman who had three girls with her. I gathered from what was being said that the
usual custom was for the intendant to charge married women in full, but that widows and single women paid only
half the nominal fee. The lady was claiming that she was a widow, and her daughters were all single. The
intendant listened to her skeptically, and obviously could not believe that the eldest of the girls was single, in that
she was an adult and was very beautiful. But at last she was forced to accept what the woman said after the latter
had sworn the most solemn oath that what she was saying was the truth.
My grandmother stepped forward and pressed something into the intendant’s hand, telling her:
“Here’s what I owe you, with something extra for the cold water and the attendance.”
The intendant peered down at her hand and then smiled; in fact she seemed very pleased, for I heard her say to
my grandmother:
“May God keep you, Madam, and we hope to see you every month.” Then my grandmother distributed tips to
the attendant, the “Mistress,” and Marwah, as they emerged from the juwani to bid her goodbye.
*
I have never known my grandmother to be so generous and open-handed as on the day which we spent at the
market baths. She was pleased and proud as she listened to the blessings called down on her by those who had
received her largesse. Then she gave me an intentionally lofty look, as if to say:
“Can you appreciate your grandmother’s status now? How about telling your mother about this, now that she’s
begun to look down her nose at me?”
As she left the baths there was a certain air of haughtiness in her step, and she held herself proudly upright,
although I had only known her walk resignedly, with a bent back, at home.
Now she was enjoying the esteem which was hers only when she visited the market baths.
At last I understood their secret …
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In his dream Mohamed Weess saw himself praying.
There was nothing extraordinary in this for in his waking hours he was continually praying and never put off
performing one of the obligatory prayers. He saw himself reciting out loud, during his first prostration, the Sura of
al-Nasr from the Qur’an and on coming to the end of it he had woken up in a state of terror.
“God’s word is the truth!” he had said, sitting up in bed and wiping his eyes.
Mohamed Weess could not remember why it was that this of all his dreams should have fixed itself in his
mind. However, when morning came he set off in search of Sheikh Mohamed Sa’id, the village elder. Around
noon he ran him to ground and told him of his dream. The Sheikh, head lowered and with knotted brows, kept
silent for a long time before asking:
“Are you sure that you were reciting the Sura of al-Nasr?”
“Absolutely,” replied Mohamed Weess. “I recited it right through in full: ‘When there comes God’s help and
victory, and thou shalt see men enter into God’s religion by troops, then celebrate the praises of thy Lord, and ask
forgiveness of him, verily He is relentant!’”
“God’s word is the truth!” said Sheikh Mohamed Sa’id. “Celebrate the praises of thy Lord, O Mohamed
Weess, and ask forgiveness of him, verily He is relentant.”
“O Sheikh, I trust that this bodes well for me. What do you make of my dream?”
Sheikh Mohamed Sa’id grasped hold of his thick, broad beard and ran his fingers through it. He appeared
hesitant about bestowing his great learning on the mere interpretation of dreams.
“O Mohamed Weess,” he said eventually, “ask forgiveness of thy Lord, verily He is relentant. The reciting of
this sura in one’s dream is a sign that one’s end is near.”
Of a nervous disposition at the best of times, Mohamed Weess felt a shudder of dread course through his entire
body.
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“What are you saying, O Sheikh?”
“It pains me to face you with this,” replied the Sheikh. “however, your consolation is that God’s mercy will
soon be yours and that death must come to us. No one who has this dream, Mohame Weess, lives for more than
another forty days.”
Having delivered himself of this pronouncement, the Sheikh hurried off to make his ablutions for the midday
prayer, leaving Mohamed Weess seated on the ground in a daze, his legs completely incapable of bearing the
weight of his body.
“Forty days,” he muttered through a parched throat. “God give me strength!”
*
The village in which Mohamed Weess and Mohamed Sa’id lived was small, and by evening everyone knew of
Mohamed Weess’s dream and of Sheikh Mohamed Sa’id’s interpretation of it.
The village was one whose people believed in the interpretation of dreams and so by the following evening
everyone was firmly convinced that Mohamed Weess would be dead within forty days. Singly, then in groups, the
men paid visits to Mohamed Wees; he was thus forced to keep to this house to receive those who came, in anticipation of his death, to enquire into his health, and to condole with him, during his lifetime, on his death.
The womenfolk of Mohamed Weess’s household came in search of news, casting telling glances at him. They
found him in perfect health but with his features set in an abstracted air; mourning and wailing they beseeched
God to intervene with the Angel of Death who was seeking to snatch him away while still as fit as ever.
Though Mohamed Weess felt no pain or discomfort, the many precautions taken on his behalf, and the many
tender enquiries made of him, induced in him an expectancy of pain and discomfort. He stuck it out the first ten
days and continued going and coming between his house and the cattle market. Soon, however, he was unable to
hold out any longer; his nerves gave way and people began paying their visits to him during the daytime, whereas
previously they had only found him at home in the evening.
Twenty days from the date of his dream Mohamed Weess’s family found that it was easier not to take up and
remake his bed each night for the simple reason that he now remained in it night and day.
When thirty days of the allotted period had passed, the various plates of his favorite foods, prepared specially
for him by his family, accumulated at his bedside untouched. Dressed in an all-white garment and having let his
beard grow, he spent his time in prayer. He wept, not from fear of death or in regret for life, but out of terror for
the punishment that lay behind the grave, and in dread lest God should not forgive him the many times he had
taken His name is vain at the cattle market or had cheated the peasants from neighboring villages.
As the days melted away, drawing nearer to the fateful fortieth, so the store of fat which surrounded Mohamed
Weess’s stomach, empty with hunger, melted away and, in turn, through repentance, his past sins. People—those
of his own village and those from round about—talked of the spiritual glow that emanated from his face and of
the mystical and mysterious phrases which fell from his lips as he prostrated himself in prayer.
*
Thirty-nine of the forty days passed, and on the evening of the thirty-ninth I made my appearance.
And who, you may well ask, am I?
I am the schoolmaster of the village in which Mohamed Weess works as broker at the cattle market and in
which Sheikh Mohamed Sa’id is regarded as the holy man.
I used to spend my summer vacations in Damascus and my return to the school coincided with the thirty-ninth
day of the period granted to Mohamed Weess by Mohamed Sa’id. I was acquainted with Mohamed Weess in the
same way as I knew all the inhabitants of the village and when Mohamed Atallah, the elderly school porter,
informed me about him I was at a loss to know whether to laugh or feel sorry for him. I therefore set off with
Mohamed Atallah to comfort him—or to condole with him on his impending death.
The courtyard, usually filled with the livestock which Mohamed Weess bought from the market, was now
crowded with people who had come to witness the slow creeping of death into his soul. In one comer were the
men, in another the women, while in the third stood the sheep and goats which Mohamed Weess’s friends had
brought during his lifetime that they might be slaughtered on the morrow for the departure of his soul.
On entering the room in which Mohamed Weess awaited the Angel of Death, I found him—Mohamed Weess,
not the Angel—seated on his bed in a corner praying, while Mohamed Sa’id sat in another corner reciting the
Qur’an in rolling tones. I was struck by the change that had come over the face of the Mohamed Weess I had
known: his rounded, ruddy face had become long and pallid, the appearance of length being further increased by
his beard, while his pallor was accentuated by his loose-fitting white garment. As he prayed he protracted his
prostrations as though wishing that death might take him during one of them. There was no similarity between
this saint of God whose whole face exuded a spiritual glow and that other Mohamed Weess whom I used to hear
each morning under the school window swearing by all that was holy that if he hadn’t lost three liras on the sheep
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he’d just bought he’d divorce his wife.
I had visited Mohamed Weess in a mood of scepticism and curiosity, but the extreme change that had come
over him brought me up with a start and persuaded me that he would in fact die on the morrow as fate had decreed. I was filled with anger as I listened to Sheikh Mohamed Sa’id loudly reciting the Qur’an and glancing sideways at me.
Between myself and this Sheikh, whose nature was compounded of simplicity, stupidity, and cunning, there
existed an age-long enmity. I fought against the charlatanism and trickery with which he gained control of the
souls of the ignorant villagers, while he never missed an opportunity to set them against me, accusing me of
teaching blasphemy to my students and filling their minds with disobedience against God and His Prophet.
His zeal in his attacks against me was no whit lessened on learning from people that I came of a family which
traced back its ancestry to Zain al-Abidin, the grandson of the Prophet’s son-in-law. On the contrary he made this
a justification for being hostile to me and used to say,
“Look at this man, descended from Zain al-Abidin, who claims that the world turns round itself; yet,” he
would say, “I put it to you, has ever anyone of you seen the door of his house which was facing east suddenly turn
to the west?”
I was, as I said, filled with anger on seeing Sheikh Mohamed Sa’id. I almost shouted out that he was a murderer, that he was killing Mohamed Weess with his poison, the poison of implanting in his mind the thought that he
would die within forty days. I recollected, however, that I had never succeeded in getting the better of Mohamed
Sa’id by being annoyed or angry, for he was always able to win over the village by producing that perennial
argument which in his view showed that the earth did not turn.
Had it ever happened that a villager had seen the door of his house facing towards the west after it had faced
eastwards? And so, ipso facto, the earth did not turn.
God have mercy on him for his rancor against me, and God, too, have mercy on Mohamed Weess should he
remain under the crazy power of Sheikh Mohamed Sa’id till tomorrow morning. Heavy of heart with sorrow and
anger, I went off to my room in the school building.
*
Mohamed Atallah, the school porter, woke me at dawn as I had asked. I had placed three prickly pears, brought
with me from Damascus, under the water-jar which stood in the path of the cooling breeze. I took one of these and
hurried off to Mohamed Weess’s house.
The courtyard was empty except for the sheep and goats awaiting their owner’s death and so, in turn, their
own. The women’s quarters were lit up and a low sound of wailing issued forth. The door of Mohamed Weess’s
room was shut, so I glanced in through the closed window and saw that he was asleep, no doubt exhausted after
his long night of praying in readiness for death. I knocked loudly several times, then pushed open the door
shouting:
“Give praise to God, Mohamed Weess.”
He started up from sleep in alarm.
“What is it?” he cried.
“I’m Naji the teacher. Don’t be afraid, Mohamed Weess, and listen to me.”
I saw the tears trickling down Mohamed Weess’s cheeks as he sat there tongue-tied with terror. Fearful that he
would die of fright before hearing me out, I said:
“I have come to you because I have just been awakened by my ancestor Zain al-Abidin, God bless him, who
said to me: ‘Go to Mohamed Weess and tell him that God has tested him and found that he is a repentant servant
of His. Give him this, one of the fruits of Paradise, and order him to pray with you and make two prostrations
before the rising of the sun; in the first of the prostrations he should recite the Sura of al-Nasr and God will so
extend his days that he shall live to see his children and his children’s children.’”
Mohamed Weess swallowed his spittle. It seemed to me that his brain had not taken in all I had said to him as
he gazed at the prickly pear I held in my hand. (I was sure that no one in the village had ever seen a prickly pear
before.) I peeled it and stuffed it in his mouth, inviting him to swallow it, seeds and all. I then dragged him to a
corner of the room.
“Prepare for prayers, Mohamed Weess, before day breaks.”
“But I haven’t performed my ablutions, Mr. Naji.”
I recollected that I too had not performed my ablutions, but fearing that the effect of my suggestion would be
lost, I exclaimed:
“Make a symbolical washing, O Mohamed Weess, as the Qur’an allows. Shake your hands upon the ground.”
I prayed standing behind Mohamed Weess. We made two prostrations, during the first of which he recited the
whole of the Sura of al-Nasr. Then I went back to the school to await daybreak.
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*
Within an hour the whole village had heard the new story about Mohamed Weess. All those people who had
filled the courtyard of Mohamed Weess’s house yesterday were now crowding the school-yard, all tumbling over
themselves to learn how it was that my ancestor, Zain al-Abidin, had come to me bearing God’s pardon for
Mohamed Weess.
At that moment I felt that here at last I had scored a decisive victory over Sheikh Mohamed Sa’id, for neither
had Mohamed Weess died nor had the sheep and goats in his courtyard been slaughtered—they had been turned
over to me, a present from Mohamed Weess’s friends to that saint of God, schoolteacher Naji, the direct descendant of Zain al-Abidin!
But was it in fact a victory?
In truth I am not sure. My doubts as to the value of this victory are increased by the fact that I have been
unable to reduce by one single person the number of those who take part in communal prayers behind Sheikh
Mohamed Sa’id; on the contrary, I have increased his congregation by one: the village teacher, which is to say
myself!
To preserve the honor of my forefather, about whom I had fabricated my dream, I am obliged to attend in
person behind Sheikh Mohamed Sa’id at all prayers—with ablutions performed, not symbolically but in full!
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… The weather became hot in May, and all the silkworms finished spinning their cocoons. The bluffs were
dotted with mulberry bushes upon which the blessed worms had woven themselves into silk. They no longer
needed to be fed, and all we had to do was to harvest the raw silk, stuff it into bags, and take it to the village
mukhtar. After weighing it, he would put aside for us one out of every four bags that we turned in. Out of that one
bag we paid back our debts to him, and the rest was ours. If none were left, the mukhtar would start another debt
page for us in the ledger for the new year.
That year the bushes on the bluffs looked like giant trees decorated with resplendent yellow silk cocoons rather
than with snow or cotton. Father always liked to take a sprig from one of the bushes and bring it to us. The sprig,
all covered with elongated silk cocoons that sprang out like little fingers, looked like a complete little tree itself
with part of the stem visible. The cocoons were so intricately woven that any loose threads fluttering in the wind
would wrap themselves around the cocoon to form a single mass of silk.
Each individual cocoon, however, was totally independent of the rest. Each maintained its own shape and its
own place on each beautiful sprig on each bush. It was all so well arranged, without a trace of neglect, without
crowding and without enmity. It was as though each silkworm had carefully estimated the amount of space it
needed, then settled to spin its cocoon, leaving just enough space for the other silkworms to weave their cocoons.
So many times, while holding one of those sprigs laden with golden yellow cocoons in his hand, father would
proudly exclaim,
“I’d win a prize if there were one! Perhaps I’d even get first place. I doubt whether any of the other sharecroppers have a better harvest this season. None of their bushes are as laden with silk as mine. If I weren’t shy, I’d take
one of my bushes and show it off in town.”
*
One day, accompanied by his deputy, the mukhtar appeared for an inspection tour of the sharecroppers’ homes.
As usual, the visit was unannounced and was made to assess the harvest, so that none of the sharecroppers would
be able to hide or smuggle out any of the crop. The mukhtar always overestimated the harvest and then accused
sharecroppers of theft every time there were discrepancies at the scales. And discrepancies were thus inevitable,
just as were the problems that followed.
The mukhtar circled our bluffs and then climbed them, examining every bush with his one good eye. His face
remained as frozen as his other eye, which was made of glass. He never seemed to have a nice word for Father.
We, the children, watched from a distance. We usually hid because we were so frightened of the mukhtar. Mother had told us so many bad stories about him that we had a frightening image of him in our minds. We prayed
that he would leave quickly and not harm our parents.
But this day I noticed that my mother was smiling at the mukhtar. I thought maybe that was her way of
deterring any evil that might emanate from him. She was pretending to forget all the harm she had received from
him, about which Father knew nothing. Perhaps it was the good harvest that had wiped away all bad memories.
Father invited the mukhtar to sit with us on the stone bench. He refused. Instead, he walked away to inspect the
mulberry grove and the summer vegetable garden.
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“Enjoy, eat, and enjoy!” he said, in an envious, resentful tone. “The land is mine but it’s you who enjoy the
fruits.”
“Oh, but the land, the fruits and everything is all yours, sir,” replied Father. “Yet men are greedy: only a
handful of dust will satisfy their eyes.”
“Don’t be insolent!” the chief said. “Is this the way a sharecropper talks to his landlord?”
*
Like farmers, silkworm growers used to compete. True, there were no prizes to win, but the best grower earned
fame. Father had a good reputation among the growers, and that year he won a bottle of arack from the mukhtars
own vintage. And he came back home, ready to start picking the cocoons then stuffing them into bags.
So we began the harvest, picking the cocoons one by one, each member of the family working on his own
bush. We would throw them onto a sheet that Mother had spread inside the room. The cocoons rustled down softly
onto the sheet, and a strong scent of raw silk filled the house. The cocoons were like peanuts in their shells, only
much bigger; the pile got higher and higher.
Father was full of praise to God while he scooped up the cocoons from over the sheet with both hands and put
them into the bags that Mother held open for him. We all felt overcome with pride and success. We did not talk
about our good feelings, but we experienced them. We sensed them deep in our hearts that year when we sat down
to eat and drink.
The entire house became as bright as though there were a different and more intense sunlight inside. Father and
Mother spoke to each other in sweeter, more tender tones. There was no more fear, no more separations with
Father. Father was with us, and we felt like we owned the world.
Ours was the joy of harvest. It is true that we were not farmers, but we sowed and reaped like them, and here
we were filling the bags with our crops while Mother sang and we followed her. When Father took a drink, we sat
around him and exchanged glances of joy, hope, and happiness.
“Persevere and win,” said Father.
“We’ve persevered through many bad times, haven’t we?” Mother said.
“Yes, yes,” repeated Father. ‘Don’t remind me, please. You don’t know how much I suffered. A man doesn’t
tell his wife everything. But the important thing now is that our blessed worms have given us a good harvest this
season. Life has become as pleasant as a summer breeze. We’ll move away. I won’t stay even if they fill my hands
with gold. God’s world is vast.”
Mother closed her eyes tranquilly in a way that we had never seen in her since we had come to that village.
She went off to work, praying and rejoicing over the prospect of paying back debts and regaining her daughter
who worked as a servant for the mukhtar.
*
But the good summer breeze quickly changed. The delightful days of honey and hope were transformed into a
time of gloomy depression. Despair replaced joy, for the news from town was bad. The silk dealers who usually
flocked into town and lined up to buy the silk crop did not come. Only a handful showed up. Even those who had
paid in advance for the raw silk were slow to claim their share; the landlords who owned the mulberry groves
took their portion of the crop reluctantly and refused to buy from the sharecroppers. At the same time, they
refused to allow the sharecroppers to sell as they pleased. This meant that no debts were paid and no new loans
were available.
Early in the mornings the men would set out for town or go to see the landlords and the shop owners. They
would remain in town for long periods of time but always came back empty-handed. Even the street peddlers
were now few and far between. Those who were on the street refused to take raw silk in exchange for their
pastries and other items, as was customary.
Father filled a small bag with cocoons and took it around to all the nearby shops. If he had been caught by the
mukhtar’s deputy, he could have been thrown in jail on a charge of theft. He could even have gotten killed if he
had tried to resist. In any case no one took his silk in exchange for the flour, oil, and kerosene that we needed. He
was forced to take the lowest price so he would not have to carry his load back home.
“Oh, God,” Mother lamented, with tears in her eyes. “What is happening to us? Why have You withdrawn
Your mercy?”
“Because you’ve given Him a headache with all your pleas, that’s why!” Father shouted back. “Be quiet now!
We’re not alone. Whatever has happened to us has happened to other people.”
“But we’re not from here, we’re strangers,’ she insisted. “We say we intend to move on, but how can we when
our daughter is still in the mukhtar’s custody. I simply cannot leave her here as his hostage and servant.”
The men gathered from all over the area. They came together because they shared the same plight and because
they had nothing to do. They talked and cursed as they poked the ground with small, dry sticks. They squatted on
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the floor in a circle, muttering and brooding over their troubles. Whenever we heard them say something that we
did not quite understand, we asked Mother to explain. We heard them carry on the same conversation over and
over again.
“Indian silk has destroyed us!”
“You mean Chinese silk.”
“No, it’s Indian silk.”
“The silk be damned anyway! We haven’t seen it. They say it’s lousy—an artificial silk. Yet it’s sold
everywhere abroad. What can we do? The dealers are only go-betweens. They buy to sell, and if customers from
abroad turn them down, they’ll turn us down.”
“Don’t you believe any of that nonsense! Ours is natural silk. It’s strong. People can’t do without it. This is just
a nasty trick to lower prices. As soon as we sell, prices will go back to where they were before. We’ll be the only
ones who lose.”
“So?”
“So—those who have some money can wait. But those who don’t? What will they do? Eat dirt?”
“You can’t eat dirt. The kids are hungry. If only the sons of bitches would buy, we’d sell at any price.”
“Let’s hold on a little longer. They’ll buy. The prices will go up.”
“We have to hand in the crop, and the one quarter that we get to keep won’t even be enough to pay back our
debts.”
“Let’s keep the whole crop,” suggested Father. “Let’s not turn in one single cocoon before the mukhtar actually
buys our shares.”
“What about the government authorities?”
“They can go to hell!”
“What are we going to eat?”
“We can sell a small amount for any price, but we could keep the rest until the prices go up.”
“You’re putting your life in danger; you don’t know landlords and their cohorts!”
“Oh, yes, I do, I know them well. I’ve dealt with them. They can shoot me if they like. But the kids have to
have food.”
What could the men accomplish? Even if they defiantly refused to turn in the raw silk, what would happen?
There, in the village, the summer begins in May, and at that time every year the raw silk cocoons are bagged up in
burlap sacks and taken to the landlords and dealers. Then a process begins to choke the worms in their cocoons.
Otherwise they burst the cocoons open and the little butterflies fly out. The raw silk would be spoiled and would
lose its value completely.
In May, people used to say, the wheel of the year has turned full circle. They meant that the silk season had
begun, that the cocoons were ready to be opened. After the cocoons are opened, the silk is ready to be spun. But
not everyone had spinning wheels! Most were owned by landlords. Sharecroppers made their own small wheels,
to spin some of their silk, which they then wove at home for their own clothing. The dealers, however, took their
raw silk to the city, with the cocoons still unopened.
But the spinning and weaving activity came after the “choking” process, an elaborate, technical operation.
First, the bags of silk cocoons are put into a pit-like room. A fire is lit in a corner, and when smoke fills the room,
the worms choke and die inside their cocoons. But it has to be done quickly. This is why everyone rushes to turn
in their crop and the landlords are also in a mad rush to either sell their harvest or begin this choking process.
After that, the spinning wheels begin to turn, the air is filled with smoke, and the looms begin to roar. The town
bustles with activity in the main square and in the harbor. There, the purchased goods are loaded onto barges and
shipped away. The sharecroppers, who have waited all year to receive one quarter of the crop, pay their debts and
buy food and clothing, then return to their fields to plow and plant greens. They pick the figs and dry them for
winter. They press the grapes and olives, either working for themselves or for others in return for small wages. In
the fall they gather firewood and cattle droppings and save as much as they can for fuel. That is the season for celebrating weddings and other happy occasions. In the winter they hibernate in their mud houses that are scattered
across the fields.
Mother knew all about it. She had experienced it all as a young girl and remembered stories her folks had told
her when she was a child. Through her discussions with Father and with the neighbor-women, we could always
tell what was going to happen in summer, fall, and winter.
*
However, that year the predictable work cycle was disrupted. Everything came to a full stop and was set
backward.
The silk season used to be like a river that carried in its flow the boats and barges of our little town. But sud113

denly it struck a satanic dam and everything was hurled backward in rage and murky agitation. Scared and threatened creatures were strewn in the middle, their barges near collapse and they themselves near drowning.
For the dealers never came to buy the crop that year, and the very few who did arrive waited until they could
impose their own low prices. The greedy landlords hoped to acquire the sharecroppers’ shares for an insignificant
price.
But some of the sharecroppers refused to sell. Father refused to turn in any of the crop. Everyone held onto
their boats in the river flow.
But just before the waters struck the satanic dam, everyone suddenly surrendered and unloaded their barges
into the wild flood to escape from drowning.
On the last possible day, Father ran home to get one of the cocoon-filled bags to take to the mukhtar. The latter
would not let him use one of his mules to transport the bags of raw silk. Father tried to rent a mule but could not
find one. That day all the village folks were busy carrying their cocoons to their landlords or to the “choking”
rooms, hoping to prevent the final catastrophe.
But the heat had been already intense that season, and the cocoons that had not yet been choked burst open and
let out tiny butterflies. The butterflies filled the house and flew out to the fields and across to neighboring houses
like a wave of invading locusts.
What a great catastrophe it was! What sorrow befell my mother as she cried over our bad luck that day! Father
kept shouting for help at the top of his lungs. He wanted us to grab as much as we could and follow him to the
mukhtar’s house, where there were long lines of people waiting to use the “choking” rooms. He picked up a large
double sack; Mother carried a single bag on her head and had a full basket in her hand. My two sisters carried a
basket each, and I was the only one with empty hands.
The road was long and rugged. Even empty-handed I could hardly walk, so I was told to stay and guard the
house until they got back. I wept and caught up with them, but Mother begged me to return and stay at home. She
scolded and threatened me, then ran along behind my father, with both my sisters following her. I tried to run and
catch up with them, but I fell and did not feel like getting up again. I was expecting Mother or my sister to come
back and pick me up or stay with me, and for this I cried and rolled in the dirt. But they didn’t. I cried until I was
weak and fell asleep there, lying in the dirt under the hot sun.
On the way back they picked me up. Night had fallen, and it was dark inside our house. Mother and Father did
not speak except for a few words. They simply sat there on the stone bench in front of the door and allowed
silence and distress to envelop them.
*
Mother said that Father had gone to Antioch. He walked all the way because he did not have a mule or even
enough money for the bus. Mother prepared some food for him at night from what the mukhtar’s wife had given
her. She told us he had promised not to be gone too long. He would not stay away, he said, and leave us hungry,
cold, and an easy prey for the increasing number of brigands and highway robbers. In the evening, Mother
gathered us together to pray for Father’s safe return.
“Let him come,” she prayed, “with a cart to carry us away from this wretched place where bad luck has landed
us.”
She continued to call on the mukhtar’s wife and get whatever she could spare. But because Mother never
wanted to go empty-handed, she began to embroider long strips of white lace for the mukhtar’s wife, like that with
which people used to trim the edges of sheets and pillow cases. Mother used to wind the thread around the tip of
her left forefinger, and with her needle she’d gracefully pull the thread in and out. No sooner would she finish
embroidering one lace flower when another would emerge next to it. Later, she very carefully wrapped a long
strip of these flowers in white cloth.
Usually when Mother embroidered, she talked or sang, working away almost like a machine. She seemed to
know exactly how many stitches she had to take.
But during those days, when she looked so extremely thin, she embroidered silently, almost with sadness. I
heard her confide to her neighbor that the embroidered lace was for the mukhtar’s wife, to decorate the hems of
her trousers. I had only seen the trousers that Mother made for us out of printed calico, so I was surprised to hear
that this beautiful lace with its white flowers was for the trousers of the mukhtar’s wife. I wanted to ask Mother
what those marvelous trousers looked like, and why the mukhtar’s wife would need lace for them. I even hoped
that Mother would take me along when she presented the mukhtar’s wife with the gift. I wanted to hear what she
would say about it.
But now I don’t even remember whether Mother ever finished that lace or if indeed it did eventually decorate
the trousers of the mukhtar’s wife. So no one knows whether the mukhtar got to appreciate those ornate embroildered flowers at the bottom of his wife’s trouser legs.
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That year our distressed village with its unsold silk was struck by another misfortune.
*
A disease broke out.
Some said it was yellow fever, and others thought it was the plague. Still others were certain that it was the
result of famine, and indeed famine was spreading everywhere.
Scabies also broke out, and we caught it. An infectious rash appeared all over our bodies, and we itched.
Mother rubbed us with salt water.
One day, she went to the mukhtar’s house and was turned away. The mukhtar was obsessively frightened of
catching disease, and his paranoia drove him mad. He shut himself up completely in his room and allowed no one,
including his wife, to enter and see him. At mealtimes he would receive his food through the window, which he
would shut immediately after, and if people needed to talk to him, they had to stand at a distance to say what they
had to say.
No one was allowed to cross the threshold of his house, which had become like a jail for those trapped inside.
Mother was unable to see my sister or the mukhtar’s wife and she came back empty-handed. In a fit of despair,
she said she saw no solution to our predicament. We were no doubt going to starve to death, she added.
It was on a cold autumn afternoon that Mother took us out in the fields along the canals to pick some edible
weeds. I refused to stay home, so she dressed me in warm clothes, covered my head with a scarf, and carried me
along. We got to a nearby creek, baskets in hand. Mother and my two sisters cut the sour weeds with a knife until
they had gathered a fair amount. Then we returned home and sat around while Mother washed and chopped the
weeds. Our hungry eyes did not look away from the little stove upon which she was cooking them. As soon as
they were boiled, she dished them out onto a large plate. We attacked the sour weeds and ate and ate until our
teeth gnashed together.
That desperate grassy meal was a terrible mistake, leaving us with an acidy sensation in our teeth, nausea, and
a lousy case of diarrhea, despite all the salt that Mother had used. Nevertheless, we had to eat that grass. Mother
thought that if we drank some hot water, we would get rid of the diarrhea. She said that she knew a place where
that grass grew profusely and she was going to take us there the next morning to gather a large amount.
But the next morning we felt so weak from the vomiting and the diarrhea that we retired to one corner of the
house. Our faces were pale, and we were like wilted boughs that have been lopped off and left under the July sun.
Moreover, our faces and hands were swollen from the scabies rash.
When children get sick, their weakened young bodies lose their vitality and inspire fear and pity. About all they
have left is their eyes, which move around defeatedly. Children don’t know what lies in store for them. They
become helpless and as limp as a coil of silk. Their lips part to show their teeth. Their eyes simply follow their
mothers’ with a beseeching look.
Well, we were exactly such children. We were emaciated from not eating and now, dehydrated because of the
diarrhea. Like wet rags, we simply lay there on a mattress in the corner, my two sisters huddling near me. Mother
covered us and lit the heater. She looked gaunt and emaciated.
In the end she had to comply with her exhausted body’s demand for sleep. She threw herself onto a bed and
closed her eyes. What a relief it must have been to her to give in in that way! Snow, dirt, sand, all are convenient
beds to a tired-out body. The end can come then whenever it wishes, whether arms are raised in surrender or not.
The last breath may then escape from our chests and leave us in peace. The conflict between life and death
weakens as the body weakens. Then it stops, and death creeps in under a mantle of black clouds.
On that morning itself there were black clouds. It was cold, and we were like small candle stumps about to
burn out. It would have been enough for Mother to close the door and simply lie down next to us and let the cloud
enshroud her and rest overcome her. We would then have remained buried in our mud house until someone
realized we were dead and came to bury us.
Later, Mother would tell us the whole story. She’d remind us of every bit of detail. We would sense then a
great fear that we had not felt even at the time it all took place, when our weakened bodies were lying there,
wilted and as pale as sheets. We had been on a journey from which there was no escape. And halfway through it
the pain had ceased, and so did our ability to feel pain. If it had been completed, the journey would have been like
asphyxiation by gas, a journey of slumber and hunger.
That day, in her despair about the whole world, Mother was all prepared for the end. If it had not been for us,
she would have died happily. It was her right to die. Perhaps she thought it over but was unable to see us die. She
had tried the last and harshest remedy to keep us alive, which was to feed us those deadly weeds.
Our door was shut, and no one knocked on it or opened it. My sister cried and fell silent. Then Mother got up
and left. She did not say where she was going nor did she really know.
The day before, she had been turned away from the mukhtar’s house. The houses in the nearby fields were
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empty. The mulberry trees were being chopped down for firewood, and the men had gone away. They had left by
themselves or with their families. The roads were filled with migrant people on the move. Highway robbery and
murder became commonplace. Mother continued her story.
*
“You see, my son, famine had spread everywhere. The people who hadn’t moved away were eating up what
they had left, or just as we did, they were eating weeds, and cooking roots. I hadn’t tried them before, and I
couldn’t tell the good weeds from the bad. When the three of you fell sick, I realized my mistake and feared it was
going to be fatal for you. I pulled myself up and dragged my feet out for help.
“I was very cold,” Mother went on. “The fields were bleak and the houses abandoned. Not a soul was in sight.
The wind was so strong it slapped at me and blew me along. I lost my strength, I leaned against trees, I fell down.
I thought I would never see you kids again. I wanted to come back just to say good-bye. I shouted, hoping
someone would hear me from the road. I stood up, held onto a tree, looked in every direction, and waved my hand
and handkerchief, but nobody saw me. My voice was lost in the wind.
“The rain poured down, and I was drenched. There was mud everywhere, and I was right in it. I raised my face
to the sky and prayed to God, I begged Him for mercy from the bottom of my heart. I stood in supplication for
long moments, sometimes without words because none came to my mind. Then I ended my prayers but never let
go of the mulberry tree that I’d been leaning against for support. I closed my eyes, and shivered with cold, rain,
and fatigue.
“But the good woman rescued me. The widow they said was a sinner, she rescued me. Don’t you believe
everything you hear, my son. Only God knows for sure. Only He can see and judge. God willing, that woman will
go to heaven. I pray for that. Even if she is a sinner, she’ll go to heaven. Even if she did have affairs with men, including your own father. God forgive sinners. He will forgive her and reward her well in both worlds. She was so
kind to me. She had so much courage and strength. Later, I kissed her hands.
“‘I am a sinner, and I don’t deserve this!’ she said.
“‘Of course you do!’ I replied.
“We immediately became friends and enjoyed each other’s company and cried when we went our separate
ways. When we parted, I took off my own head scarf and covered her head. This was a gesture to signify that I
wished her safety from people’s lashing tongues. I wanted God to protect her from scandal and make up to her for
the loss of her dead husband.”
Mother recalled several times how that widow rescued her. She talked about it a lot with quite a bit of exaggeration, praising the widow and praying for her. She would describe again and again the widow’s courage and
her beauty and would express the hope of seeing her again some day to pay her back for her generosity.
The widow, Mother would say, had gone to look for her cow in a nearby field. But for some reason known
only to God, the cow had gotten out of the field and was lost. The widow went out looking for it. It was all she
owned. She thought someone had stolen that cow. It seemed obvious that someone would indeed steal it, would
slaughter it and eat its flesh raw in those days of starvation. The widow followed the cow’s tracks and found it at
the edge of our field, where she found Mother as well.
“Wouldn’t you say the cow got lost just for me?” Mother would go on recalling. “And God guided the widow
to come and save me? Praise be to His name! He makes miracles happen. He made one happen for me, I, His
sinning subject. She saw me from a distance, called out, and I heard her. I thought that I was in the middle of a
nightmare. But I heard my name called out several times, and I felt a strong hand slap my cheek. So I opened my
eyes. I sighed and tears began running down my cheeks.
“‘Poor woman, what on earth are you doing here?’ the widow said. ‘Where are you headed?’
“‘The kids ... my kids are dying at home,’ I muttered.
“You were the only thing on my mind, my only concern and my only hope. My fears for you made me so
weak, more than hunger, more than the rain or the mud. I’d forgotten about everything except you kids. I’d forgotten about my own well-being and about my whole life. When I got so weak that I could not remember anything, I still had you in mind. When I regained consciousness, I uttered your names, and the widow anxiously
asked me,
“‘What happened to them? Where are they?’ I pointed toward our house and passed out.
“Later,” Mother went on recalling, “the widow told me that she carried me on her back. She was strong enough
to do it. She pulled off the belt of her dress, tied it once around the cow’s neck and once around her waist, and
pulled the cow behind her, me on her back. She walked barefoot in the mud, under the rain and against the wind.
She took me to her house though it was farther away than ours. She knew she’d be able to care for me better there.
“She lit a fire, changed my clothes, and gave me a hot drink. She called out to the neighbors, but no one
answered. Had they all deserted their homes and fields? I don’t know. Many did leave, and those who remained
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took refuge each in his own corner, hungry or sick or frightened by the storm.
“Alone, the widow walked out in the rain and struggled through the mud and brought you to me. She fed us all
and saved our lives. While we were still in her house, don’t ask me how, she managed to get some sulfur ointment
from Antioch, and she showed me how to use it for the rash you kids had. She said that some man in town had
told her it was good for curing scabies.
“I was overwhelmed by her hospitality. I begged her to let me take you back home and care for you there, but
she refused. One morning she lit the fire and heated some water. Bringing some soap and a clean cloth, she helped
me wash and scrub you all. Then she dried you and rubbed the ointment into your skin. Then I also bathed and
rubbed myself with some of that cream. It was strong and it hurt, and I was pained to see you cry. But the widow
said to us, laughing,
“‘Pain for a brief moment is better than pain for a long time. After a while, the ointment won’t hurt anymore,
and tomorrow we’ll be bathing and rubbing again.’
“After three of those treatments, you kids got better. And when we came back home, the widow gave me some
flour and cracked wheat.
“‘Don’t worry,’ she said, ‘things will get better. But do come back here if you find yourself in need. I’m a
widow and you are a woman alone. My husband is dead and your husband has gone away!’”
*
I heard Mother say once that the widow resented my father for leaving us under such trying circumstances. She
had loved him once. She had even been his mistress at some point. If she’d wanted him to abandon us for her,
he’d have done so. He was very much a slave of his desires. But the widow refused to let him abandon us for her.
And when he left us that way, she began to despise him.
When Father came back, he abused the widow and said she was a whore. She did not challenge or reprimand
him, and his accusations did not seem to bother her. She simply mocked and ridiculed him before our eyes. It was
as though she was taking revenge for our mother, for herself, for women in general; or she did it simply because
she was a generous and courageous woman who hated hypocrisy and lack of human feeling.
Father returned toward the end of the winter. In a burlap sack, he had brought back a few things for us. Of
these, I only remember a meringue-like candy that we called khamirah. It was light and sweet and melted in the
mouth.
Father also had a little money in his pocket. He went to town and bought some flour and oil and told Mother
than we were going to move to the city of Iskandaron. He said he had made arrangements for the move and for a
job.
We regained some hope and tranquillity. …
8.106 The Locusts\fn{by John Alexan (1935-

)} Al-Hasaka, Al-Hasaka

Governate, Syria (M) 3

Hamdan leaned against the clay wall of his room and stretched out his legs in front of him; then he closed his
eyes and proceeded to think …
For days he had been groping through the strands of a net of contradictory thoughts:
“Why does Salman want to challenge me? How can I get the better of him? His peep-show is new, and is
painted bright blue; it is decorated with colored lamps and glass balls and shiny mirrors and has four peep-holes
for viewing, while my peep-show is twenty years old and is unpainted, and it has no lamps or mirrors, and it has
only three peep-holes. Salman will without doubt show new colored pictures, not like my old worn-out pictures
which the country people have seen so often they are tired of them. Oh good Lord … what am I to do? How can I
face Salman’s competition? How can I get the better of him?”
*
Those unacquainted with the story of Hamdan will not realize the crushing nature of the misfortune which had
overcome him. It began when he found out that Salman was going to compete with him for his source of
livelihood. For twenty years he had been setting off for the villages of the Eastern Province with his peep-show.
Through its peep-holes he would show pictures he took from magazines. The country children, and sometimes the
grown-ups, would rush to look into it. They would give him money, or a box of wheat-grain, or a pound of raw
cotton, or some cereals, depending on the season, for he called on them in early June when the grain harvest was
beginning and in the early days of autumn, when the cotton harvest was in full swing.
At the end of these two seasons he would return to his small village nestling on the right bank of the Orontes,
where he would live quietly and contentedly for the remaining months of the year on what he had collected.
This was how his life had proceeded for twenty years, like the irrigation canal near his village, which ran its
uniform course, its waters neither hastening nor slackening, neither overflowing nor having their level raised by
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flooding. He was content to live by this seasonal livelihood. He did not want to bear responsibility for any other
person, and he had not ventured into marriage, in spite of his age, which was approaching fifty.
But he had never imagined that a serious competitor would suddently appear in the field to preoccupy his mind
and cast a shadow over his existence, at a time when he was preparing to set off for the Eastern Province at the
beginning of a new season. Moreover, he had never dreamed that his competetitor would be this very Salman, for
he had known Salman, a seller of sesame sweets, for more than ten years, and his living was by no means a bad
one: so why should he start to compete with him?
He went to see him.
“Why do you want to compete with me, Salman?” Salman replied, while regarding his new peep-show with
studied admiration and polishing one of its mirrors with the palm of his hand:
“I am not competing with anyone. God’s earth is wide and every man’s living comes from Heaven.”
“But aren’t you going to the Eastern Province? That is my province.” Salman’s reply betrayed a tone of
irritation:
“Your province? And when was a firman\fn{A decree.} issued making you the owner of the Eastern Province? It
is open for anyone wishing to make his living there, so be sensible and get on with earning your own crust of
bread.” Hamdan replied in an abject tone:
“But my peep-show cannot compete with your new one, and I cannot afford to buy one like it. Anyway, you
are a sweetmeat seller; so why do you want to deprive me of the living for which I have striven every season for
twenty years?” Wishing to end the conversation, Salman retorted:
“Listen to me, Hamdan. All I’ve got to say is this: I am not competing with anyone. I am free to choose
whatever way of life I like. If you wanted to sell sweets I should not try to stop you or accuse you of attacking my
source of livelihood. Just leave me alone and don’t start an open row between us.”
*
Hamdan returned home with a worried frown. The matter was out of his hands. He had been unable to induce
Salman to give up his intentions, and he was unable to afford a new peep-show. What was he to do?
The only thing to do was to accept the competition. He would challenge Salman with his blue-colored peepshow, with its mirrors and four peep-holes. Yes, he would accept the challenge. He would show the villagers of
the Eastern Province better pictures than those which Salman was going to show, even if Salman showed the most
outstanding colored pictures from the very best magazines … yes … he would look for new kinds of pictures,
which would make the country folk rush to him and ignore Salman’s peep-show.
The last hours of the night were past and Hamdan was still thinking. Then at last he had the solution. He
clapped his hands and jumped in the air. His joyful laugh almost dislocated his jaws. He had hit upon the means to
compete with Salman successfully.
“You will see, Salman, what a failure you are going to have … I shall make you put your peep-show up for
sale at the lowest price imaginable, and you will find no buyers … you will get angry and smash it up and throw it
on the fire, and then you’ll come back to the village defeated to sit behind your tray of sesame sweets!”
In the morning Hamdan set off in the village bus to the county town. As soon as he got there he rushed to the
Agricultural Center and asked to see the director. The porter tried unsuccessfully to prevent him from seeing him
until he had learned the purpose of his call, but Hamdan insisted that the matter should be divulged to no one.
This was so that it should not come to the ears of Salman, who would then copy him. All he would say to the
porter was:
“The matter is important. I must discuss it personally with the director.” When at last he was alone with the
director in his office he said:
“Everyone in the Eastern Province is worried, as they are expecting an attack of locusts there, now that the
swarms have reached the desert areas. I’ve heard that you are preparing educational materials and instructions
with explanatory pictures for fighting the locusts, for the use of farmers. I have a peep-show which I take around
the Eastern Province throughout the harvest season: would you give me some of these pictures showing how to
combat the locusts, so that I can show them to the people there before the locusts arrive? After all, I would be
helping you in your job of educating the farmers.”
Hamdan had not expected the director of the Agricultural Center to be so enthusiastic about his proposal; in
fact he was delighted with the idea and congratulated him for it. He brought out a great pile of pictures and
presented them to him with the compliments and thanks of the Center, and promised him an honorarium at the end
of the season. Before leaving the director’s office, Hamdan said:
“Would you grant me a special favor?” The director replied:
“Certainly. What is it?” He answered:
“I would like this matter to remain just between us … would you promise me that?” The director laughed.
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“By all means!”
Hamdan returned to his village, went into his room, and locked the door. He spread out the pictures on the mat,
got some scissors and trimmed them all to one size. Then he proceeded to stick them onto a tape with boiled
starch, talking to himself as he did so:
“You’re amazing, Hamdan, you’re a genius. You’re going to make Salman bite his nails in vexation for the day
he stopped selling sweetmeats and bought his blue peep-show to compete with you. I’ll make him come on
bended knee asking forgiveness. I won’t even let him start his show. I’ll set up my peep-show next to his and call
out:
“‘Ladies and gentlemen … farmers … villagers! The locusts coming from the desert are threatening your
crops. They are threatening your children and families with starvation. Their swarms will soon be here. So turn
aside from your pleasures and come over here to me: I have prepared for you in this modest peep-show a
complete reel of pictures showing you how to combat the locust swarms. Take no notice of these fripperies and
silly pictures, ladies and gentlemen; cast away your apathy and indifference! This is a time for serious action! You
should all take a look at my peep-show, because you will all be involved in facing the attack of the locusts.
“‘These pictures will surprise you. They will teach you—young and old, men and women—they will teach you
all effective ways of fighting the locusts. This peep-show will help you to save your crops. Otherwise you are
going to starve and your fields will be nothing but food for the locusts, which are already on their way. The latest
news is that they will be here very shortly. So draw near and do not miss this opportunity!
“‘Even if the locusts do not land on your crops, the pictures will provide useful guidance for the future. Ladies!
Gentlemen! Children! Hamdan has been among you for twenty seasons and feels that you are his family … his
brothers … his clan. He is no stranger among you. He is not so much concerned for his own profit as for the
future of your crops.
“‘Step right up, brothers! I could have brought you a new, shiny peep-show, colored blue with shiny mirrors
and four peep-holes. I could have shown you color pictures, but instead I wanted to be of service. Consequently I
made great efforts to obtain these pictures for you which will show you how to fight the locusts. Step right up,
brothers! Step right up! Hamdan will save your harvest! Hamdan is your brother! And your servant! Step this
way! This way to the modest, but profitable, peep-show! Step up, step up!’”
*
There was a month to go before the harvest. Hamdan preferred to spend it in his room; he did not wish to mix
with people for fear his tongue might let slip something about the pictures, and the information might then reach
Salman, who would steal his idea and the harvest would be lost.
He kept spreading out the reel of pictures in front of him and composing vivid commentaries on each one, until
he had learned all of it by heart. He got to know the position of each picture on the length of tape and what to say
about them. Day after day he was on the alert for news about what Salman was doing, for he did not wish to set
off before him, or later … he wanted to let the blow fall on the very first day.
The bus only ran to the Eastern Province once a week, and so he arranged with the man at the garage to let him
know the time of his rival’s departure, so that he could get to the Province at the same time.
The plan worked well. The garage man Abud came running: “Hurry up! Salman has brought his peep-show
and stowed it on top of the bus. He’s leaving in an hour.”
Hamdan immediately got up, put his provisions into a bag, and placed the tape with its pictures into his breast
pocket to make sure no one should steal them. Then he hoisted the peep-show onto his shoulder and set off for the
garage. He supervised the securing of the peep-show on the top of the bus beside that of his rival, and before
climbing down he couldn’t resist.scratching Salman’s peep-show with a small piece of Iron concealed in his hand.
As the bus set off, Salman turned his head to the right, and to his surprise Hamdan was sitting there. He had
not realized that Hamdan had learned of his time of departure. Nevertheless he gave him a greeting and inquired
about his peep-show.
Hamdan replied: “It is entertaining your peep-show. It would have pained it to have left yours alone on the
luggage rack.”
Salman retorted: “I hope you’ve taught your peep-show how to behave in polite company, because if it lets
drop an unseemly word it will get such a slap from my new peep-show that your worm-eaten box will fly in all
directions.”
“Rest assured, my friend—my peep-show is well-mannered because it comes of a good family. It has lived
among the people for twenty years, and is one of them. That’s why they are more fond of it than they will be of
some strange peep-show which is unfamiliar to them.”
“If you had seen the collection of colored pictures which I am going to exhibit you would ask the driver to take
you back to the village!”
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“The Lord will provide, Salman. Anyway, you will have my answer when we arrive.”
Salman returned: “Don't worry—I shan’t be ungenerous toward you. When the people come rushing up to my
new peep-show, I shall ask them to throw you a few coppers; I won’t let you just stand there miserably with your
box, watching your customers desert you.”
Salman then put his head back on the head-rest, covered his face with his head-cloth, and went to sleep.
Hamdan looked at him pityingly and murmured: “Poor chap! Sleep as much as you like now, but you’re going
to get a surprise when you wake up!”
*
It was true. There was a surprise waiting in the Eastern Province, unforeseen by Salman-and unforeseen by
Hamdan as well.
The locusts had with unexpected speed swarmed over the Province from the desert, and in the course of ten
days had destroyed the crop even before it had ripened.
8.115 Old Enough To Be Your Father\fn{by Ghadah al-Samman (1942(F) 2½

)}

Damascus, Damascus Governate, Syria

The hotel garden is growing sleepy amid the ruddy glow of sunset; the crimson shadows are being pulled over
the deserted wood which lies slumbering before us; they flicker over the cars parked in the square below, where
women’s faces gleam and mingle with the sweet sounds of the musicians in an enchanted atmosphere which wafts
the dancers into raptures of delight.
My mother looks pretty in her black outfit. Her gossipy friend’s tongue never ceases; it almost seems as though
she has two tongues. The seat on which I am sitting is attached to the painted iron railing, and is too close to
Baha’s car … he has said they will be leaving at sunset. In a few moments they will depart, and I shall never see
him again, just as my father went away a few months ago.
I know where my father went. I can take a bunch of the violets he loved so much from his room to his marble
tomb. As for Baha … at sunset he will be going somewhere where it is impossible to reach him …
I am disturbed by a playful laugh. It annoys me. Why do they laugh? He will be leaving this evening … how
can they dance and philander and amuse themselves? How can the jasmine branches continue to scatter their scent
about them as though nothing has happened?
I am lonely. The world is a heedless and mocking whirlpool. The sun is pursuing its course across untold
mountains. The night is shaking off its crimson shadows. The autumn has been intoxicated by darkness and
exhales its breath in cool breezes.
*
I shiver and shrink into my seat. I love the grandeur and the mysterious death of autumn. Baha’s autumn: how I
loved him! His forty-five years were a veil of profound mystery which drew me to him from the first moment,
ever since my mother pointed out a man in the foyer of the hotel, saying:
“That is one of your father’s old friends, who wasted their time playing around and traveling.” I heard my
mother’s friend whisper in a hiss:
“He must have chosen this remote resort to meet up with one of his mistresses … I hear that his latest is a
blonde. He’s coming toward us …”
She stopped talking as he stretched out his hand in greeting. My mother shook hands with him almost sadly, as
though she wished to give the impression that his presence reminded her of my late father, and that he owed her
not a few words of condolence.
But his words were brief. I felt that I was in the presence of a man averse to any sort of flattery. He seemed to
have a knack for burying the past without a fuss, and concentrating on the present and the future.
And I was the future. The whole of his first evening he sat chatting with me and talking with me as though I
had known him before I was even born. He was not restless or nervous or loud like younger men; his voice was
deep and mature and full of experience. His conversation stirred up every minute of my twenty years.
When I rose to go to bed I was like a dark wood whose secret recesses had begun to glow with warmth, after
vainly yearning for sunshine through long ages. And on the following day, when he came through the grove of
trees in the early morning, I leapt from my seat in the garden to go to meet him … and to listen as he spoke of the
advantages of an early morning stroll in the woods.
But I did not need to be convinced; the sight of him was enough for me. And the woods were companionable.
*
Why doesn’t my mother talk to me and rescue me from my thoughts?
Why is she silent?
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Why doesn’t she say anything to me about her memories of my father and Baha, in days gone by, as she used
to all last month?
Why doesn’t she say to me that he was twenty-five years old when I was born?
She is as silent as the grave. I wonder whether she realizes that I love his forty-five years, and not only that,
but his graying hair which shines within me like the most radiant of dawns. I love his drawn face and his squandered vitality, and I love the mysterious melancholy which envelops him whenever he sits alone waiting for me.
He never said that the days of his life were like the waters of a stream winding through arid rocks seeking a
patch of earth to irrigate … seeking something to create and invent.
He never said that his playfulness and flippancy were searing him … but I understood everything that evening
I watched him closely, while he was sitting alone in the garden. That night was one with winter hard on its heels,
and the visitors had retired to their rooms as the first threads of darkness appeared.
He was not aware that anyone was watching him; he was looking intently at a bird hovering with parental
concern around a fledgling whose young wings had failed it. A wonderfully intense concern shone in his face.
Something like tears clung to his eyes, and he gave a sigh of pleasure when the fledgling gathered its strength and
started to flutter once more, as the parent bird hovered around it with the solicitude of a miser.
He called the hotel waiter and ordered two cups of coffee. The waiter, having brought them, looked around,
puzzled, as Baha began to gulp down the first cup while he pushed the other to the other side of the table in front
of the empty seat opposite him. It seemed to me as though the aroma of the ownerless cup touched his very depths
with an obscure warmth.
I could not disappoint him. I sat down opposite him, sensing that something was troubling him. He did not
want to be taken by surprise, nor looked at intently. At that moment his inner soul was bared. Never before had a
woman observed the vague shores and mysterious terrain of that private realm. I looked hard at him with a
stimulating sense of curiosity and pain … I will never forget his face. It was profoundly bathed in a quiet sadness,
like a still day in autumn. His hidden suffering was exposed like the peak of a mountain wrapped in silent, misty
veils. His face was moist like a meadow watered by the refreshing showers of autumn.
It seemed to me that he was weeping through his pores, weeping with all his senses and shedding his suffering
with the silent strength of an oak. I said nothing. I remained silent.
*
After some minutes he asked: “Does my silence trouble you?”
I answered: “The sweetest words are those we do not utter; when we feel that mere syllables cannot reflect our
emotions.” There was another pause, before he said softly, with disarming sincerity:
“I am a master of the arts of conversation and love; but I offer you my silence. Do you accept?”
I did not reply. I did not withdraw my hand from the enclosing warmth of his, as I felt them supporting mine
yet seeking support, like thirsting lips …
When my mother rebuked me that evening I had no room for anger. And when she reminded me that he was
twenty-five years old the day I was born I felt proud and happy. I kissed her impulsively, and said, “I love the
autumn, Mother,” but when I had climbed into bed I did not sleep.
She came into my room two hours later, apparently sensing that I was still. awake. She kissed me so tenderly it
aroused my apprehension. I clung to my pillow and asked her to open the window to let the scent of autumn come
into the room … she said nothing and I felt sure that she understood everything.
*
Why am I recalling all this? My eyes are fixed on the big door. In a few minutes he will be coming down with
that blonde of his, ready to go … he never loved me. He was waiting for her … I was just a doll for him to play
with.
No. I was not even his doll. Why should I deceive myself? I was a mere passing incident in his existence …
otherwise why did we fall silent, the two of us, when we were returning from the woods a few days ago? Why did
he stop stock still, almost painfully rigid, when we entered the foyer, the ancient hotel clock peering down on us
like a gargoyle?
The bars of its wooden cover were like blank, vengeful fangs. It kept ticking stupidly, incessantly. Its millions
of ticks crept between us. Our laughter was suddenly malevolent. The furrows in his cheeks deepened. I felt that
we were shrinking as the clock expanded and its ticking grew louder. The hall was getting darker. Its walls
became taller and taller and disappeared into the sky. The sky was narrow and shrunken and starless.
The clock roared. We shrank, as though we had become rats in moldy, festering soil. The clock was a heathen
god whose black teeth were never sated.
I put out my hand, searching for his. I found it, tired and unanimated, at his side. I clutched it. Then everything
returned to its place; my mother’s importunate friend said “Good morning” to us in a meaningful tone. He said
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with sudden harshness:
“I shall not be dancing with you tonight.” I did not answer. He added masochistically:
“You are a child and young. You don’t get tired. I am getting old. Don’t forget that. Don’t forget what I say.”
*
My mother looks worried tonight. She accompanies me discreetly but discovers nothing. Why doesn’t her
friend gossip this evening as usual? Her face shows shadows of regret overlaid with a touch of kindness which I
have never observed before.
What has happened to the two of them?
They jump to their feet. Here is Baha approaching with one of his suitcases. At his side is the blonde who
arrived at the hotel yesterday morning.
Dark clouds gather within me. Dismay. Defiance. Fate. Why is he going away? The thunderbolts and frost of
winter are approaching. Why is the autumn fleeing?
We opened our windows and woods for him. Why does he go away?
The hearths of winter are filling our souls with smoke. The smoke tinges everything. The music and the colors
and the people are plunging toward his eyes. He stands before me to say goodbye. His hand clasps mine
regretfully.
My mother is crying. I don’t think the memory of my father is the reason. My eyes cling to his face distractedly, despairingly. His girl stands to one side. The threads of her blonde hair pierce my cheeks … his face fills the
whole world. His face covers the sky and the whole of existence with new worlds of anxiety, resignation and
otherness. Twilight is in his face. His face is shrinking … the blonde threads reappear.
The hubbub chatters on while my mother shakes hands with him, obscurely resentful. She does not accept his
sympathy with sadistic delight, as is her wont.
Her annoying friend contemplates his girl with feminine spite. I could not have believed that such a creature
could be jealous. They descend to the forecourt. The play of lights slips away from his face as the interior of the
car hides him from view … I cannot see them. She is clinging to him. She takes my place beside him. The
affection in his eyes showers her with contentment and happiness.
*
The asphalt begins to run under the tires. The darkness swallows them up greedily. The music around me
changes to a wail. Shoes are jumping up … and turning. Their metal heels tap upon my brain … implanted in my
head … the clock looms up out of the distance … it gets nearer. Its wooden teeth are intent upon chewing me up.
My chair rejects me. I rush off. I bump into the dancers. They stand staring at me. They keep barring my way
so that the devil of the ancient clock can chew me up. I feel strangled … I defend myself like a wild beast whose
wounds are illumined by every light in the world. I struggle. I swim in a clashing human ocean … they make way
for me.
I continue to rush to my room—to my balcony which overlooks the valley … there is no noise there … no
person … there is nobody to sympathize with me there.
The valley shows up deep, sad, its bottom invisible, a world of autumn, obscurity and shadows, a world of
pride and silence. I wish I could fall down there suddenly. I would writhe in terror and then give myself up to
space. I would mingle with the storm and the earth and the air. I am an unclean particle, my orbit isolated in a
sphere of desolation and terror.
I have no friend. A distant wail, sad and languishing, reaches me from the depths of the valley … it sobs
between human groans … it is calling me … I wish I could fall down there to him … so that my body is scattered
into warm fragments, still quivering, until they melt into the autumn. A jackal is tenderly licking its wounds.
I am a temple of fear and longing and revulsion. How I wish I could throw myself down!
*
A hand touches my shoulder. My mother draws me to her. I bury my face in her breast, sobbing with desolate
misery. She says to me with unfeigned sadness:
“From the first I worried about his deceiving you … but I worried more that he might be sincere …”
I do not reply. I continue to sob. I make her breast wet with my tears. She embraces me tenderly and says:
“This is not the end of the world. You are young, and there is tomorrow.” I interrupt her with defiant stubbornness, repeating:
“What do I care? Who said I loved him? He was old enough to be my father … old enough to be my father.
“Who said I loved him?”
99.146 The Speechless Bride 2. “A Son’s Wife, Even When A Stick” 3. The Son Of Seven Mothers 4. My
Daughter Is My Son’s Wife: Four Folktales\fn{by Mrs. Amal Q. (1947- )} “a small town,” southern Syria (F) 9
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1\fn{In what follows the internal divisions in the tales are mine. The editor of this tale has also includes as part of its text the various
asides and comments made by the folkteller herself, as well as some editorial comments of his own (the nature of which reveal that he is
transcribing a recording of the tale); but I have made footnotes out of his and the more obvious ones spoken by the oralist herself,
(bracketed, like this, in the text), in the interests of preserving the purity of the tale itself—all except the first one (and no one is King but
God) which has become a commonplace in Islamic literature, and may, for all I know, have at one time been part of the tale when first it
was told—for this folkteller is very religious, and will be doubly concerned to reproduce what she has heard as exactly possible as she
remembers it, saving its profanities. The conclusions of three of these tales are also obviously remarks by Mrs. Amal Q; but these have
been preserved—not only here but with other folktellers as well—because such conclusions had become over time traditionally included
with the tale itself as the folkteller’s just reward for having gone to the trouble to engage in this feat of memory in order to tell us the tale in
the first place. They are conclusions spoken in such a manner as to indicate that we are in the presence of a professional—a lady proud of
her craft, expert in it, and deserving of respect for her performance of it:H }
You listeners, state the oneness of God! Listeners: There is no god but God.
There was a king (and no one is King but God). That king had a daughter; he had no children but her: She was
dear to him and he gave her whatsoever she wished for. One day that lass was seated and combing her hair. As she
looked at the fine-tooth comb she saw something she had never seen before:
“What is this?”
“This is a louse!” someone answered her. She cried in disbelief,
“A louse!! A louse!! Tell my father, the king: ‘Your daughter has a louse in her hair!’” They took the louse to
the king, and said,
“King of this epoch, your daughter found a louse in her hair!” They showed him the louse. He said,
“Put it in the well and cover it until we rule on its fate!”
O day, go! O day, come! The matter of the louse slipped the king’s mind. He traveled away on some business
and returned; he went about his normal business for some time. One day he remembered the louse. He called on
the slaves:
“Where is the louse that had been placed in the well? Bring it!”
They lifted the cover off the well and found the louse to have grown to be that big—as big as a cow!!! They
tied it with a rope and dragged it to the king. He wondered,
“Is this a louse or a cow?” They said to him,
“A louse. It is the louse that your daughter had found in her hair.” He said,
“Do not tell anyone! Slaughter it, skin it, and bring me the skin! But tell no one about it.”
They did as the king told them to do. They slaughtered it,\fn{ As a cow or a ewe would be slaughtered } skinned it, and
took the skin to the king. He sent criers to declare in the city:
“Whoever can guess what type skin this is, I’ll give my daughter in marriage!”
He who lived faraway, and he who lived nearby came, and guessed:
“It is a cow’s skin!”
“No!”
“It is a ewe’s skin!”
“No!”
“It is a camel’s skin!”
“No!”
“It’s a wolf’s skin!”
“No!”
No one could say. Finally, an old man, who was very, very old, came. He could walk only with a cane and by
dragging his feet. He said in a quivering, feeble voice,
“The skin is the skin of a louse!”
“Ah-h-h! That goner of an old man guessed that it was a louse!” exclaimed the audience. The old man said,
“Give the king’s daughter to me in marriage!”
The girl—being too young—cried and wailed. But her father said to her,
“I have given my word, and a king’s promise is irrevocable. Prepare yourself and go with him. Wheresoever he
takes you, you go!”
*
What will she do? She went with that old man, walking very slowly and with great difficulty, until he got to
that old hut: dirty and empty, with nothing but a mat and a broken pot. He used to go—he was a beggar who went
from town to town—begging and take her with him. Now he said to her,
“You must carry me in a basket on top of your head!”
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What could she do! She carried him and they kept on going around from one town to another. This one\fn
{’Omm-Ahmad, for example} would give him an end-of-the-bunch loaf of bread, and that one\fn{ Like Dr. Hasan, for example} would give him something else, for God’s sake.
At the end of each day he would take her to his hut. When it was time to go to bed, he would say to her:
Let us go sleep,
O you bag of bones!
Oh, how my heart languishes,
craving the fair-complected, fleshy ones.

She would hear him talk and get more saddened. The girl was hungry and insufficiently dressed; that old man
caused her grief constantly. She became ill and pale; she became weak and thin.
*
One day an old woman passed by the hut and saw her crying; she said to her,
“Why are you crying, daughter?” She replied,
“My husband is a goner of a man. I carry him in a basket but he says to me: ‘Get up, so that we may go to bed,
you bag of bones! Oh, how my heart languishes for the fair-complected, fleshy ones!’” The old woman said to
her,
“When he says that to you, you reply: ‘Wait till I recuperate from the last time, you who are a bag of
carnelian!\fn{I.e., crunched glass.}Oh, how my heart languishes for a tender-mannered young man!’”
The old woman left. The old man\fn{The husband} came home. After a while it became night-time. He said to
the king’s daughter:
Get up, so that we may go to bed,
you bag of bones!
Oh, how my heart languishes
for the fair-complected, fleshy ones!

She replied:
Wait till I recuperate,
you bag of crunched-glass!
Oh, how my heart languishes
for a tender-mannered young man!

He heard this talk and with bafflement said,
“Ah!! This is not your own talk. Who put you up to this?” She answered him,
“A woman, just a woman of God’s creatures!” He said in despair,
“Ah! A town in which women have figured you out is a town in which there is no more living for you! Woman,
carry me in the basket on your head and let us depart!”
She carried him and walked from town to town; she would go up a mountain and go down a mountain. Things
continued like this until she was about to be finished. She said to him,
“I am thirsty.” He replied,
“There is no water!” They came to a well; she put him down on the ground and tried to reach the water, but she
could not reach it. He shrieked at her,
“Get down the well!”
“I can’t!” she replied, faintly.
He took her scarf, tore it up into strips, and tied them together; she got to the well and he was lowered by the
strap into it, to reach the water.\fn{ The text reads: he got to the well and he was lowering the strap into it to reach the water ; which
makes no sense with the concluding sentence—He fell!—or with the remainder of the episode:H} He fell!
“Pull me out, O so-and-so!”\fn{I think these are profanities in the tale itself which the folkteller does not wish to enunciate, out
of a regard for her own modesty:H}
She pulled! The strap broke. The strap was wet and she squeezed the water out of it into her mouth. Meanwhile
he was still shrieking at her,
“You who are such-and-such, you who are such-and-such, get me out!!” She said to him with determination,
“Remain where you are!” He said cursing her,
“May God bring you disgrace; and may your tongue disown you.”
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*
She kept on going, going, going!!\fn{She is in pitiful shape: emaciated, starved, and thirsty. } She finally came to a spot
where she found a spring—a little lake, and trees with fruit. She ate and said,
“Thanks are due God for his boon!” Then she heard:\fn{ Informant speaks in a manner denoting childlike mimicking and
ridiculing of an adult, with a shrill but muted voice and a pendulumlike movement of the head. }
“Thank God!” a mysterious voice echoed.
“Oh!” she wondered.
“Oh!” the voice echoed.
“What is this?” she wondered.
“What is this?” the voice echoed.\fn{Informant laughs.}
Every word she said, that tongue\fn{ That later proved to be that of her husband who evidently died in the well } repeated in
a manner that would have made everyone laugh! What was she to do? She pretended to be speechless!
The king’s son came to that spot and found her:
“Who are you?”
She did not utter a sound.
“What type of a person are you?”
She did not utter a sound.
“Are you a human or a jinni?”
Silence
The point was that she did not say a word, neither a good word nor an evil word. He saw that she was not
feeling well, seemed hungry and emaciated; but still she seemed to be of good descent. He took her home to his
mother and said to her,
“I found this dumb one lost. Take care of her.”
In the king’s house she regained her health and looked beautiful.\fn{ For she originally was of royal descent} He\fn
{The king’s son.}saw her and said to his mother,
“Mother, I want to marry her!” She said to him in a reprimanding tone,
“Son, she is dumb! We know nothing about her descent!”
The point is that he married her. After he married her, she begot three children—two boys and a girl: Sa¿d,
Sa¿îd, and Sa¿diyya.
Still she did not utter a word. He the husband got fed up. He said to his mother,
“Mother, I want to marry another, in addition to the dumb one.” She answered him,
“Before you are the daughters of your paternal-uncle and the daughters of your maternal-uncle.”
She affianced for him his paternal-uncle’s daughter. They said to the speechless one in a taunting tone,
“He will marry someone else in addition to you!”
She said nothing. They said,
“He affianced his paternal-cousin!”
She said nothing.
On the day of the wedding celebration they said to the speechless one,
“Get up and bake!” She burned the bread. They said to her,
“Get up and cook!”\fn{For the bride and the wedding celebration}
She ruined the food. She put a kantar\fn{A huge amount.} of salt in the food. She said to her children,
“Go to the bride. Whatever she would say, you say it, mimicking her.”
*
The children, the two boys and their sister, dressed up in royal clothing and went to where the women in the
celebration happened to be. They served the bride some food from the wedding banquet. She took a first bite and
yelled in disgust,
“Yak-k-k!! It is pure sa-a-a-lt!” The children said, in a mocking manner,
“Yak-k-k! Salt! Yak-k-k! Salt!” The bride, his paternal-cousin, said cursing,
“May He terminate the life of the speechless one and terminate her children!” So the children said mockingly,
“May God terminate the speechless one and terminate her children!” The bride said,
“Get me some water! The salt is in my mouth!” The children said mockingly,
“Get me some water. The salt is in my mouth!” The bride cursed,
“May God terminate the speechless woman and terminate her children!” The speechless woman spoke\fn
{Abruptly} and said:
“I’ve begotten Sa¿d, Sa¿îd, and Satdiyya, yet never has the king’s son heard a bad word out of me.” The old
man’s tongue came out and said mockingly:
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“I’ve begotten Sa¿d, Sa¿îd, and Satdiyya, yet never has the king’s son heard a bad word out of me.”
The new bride tried to do like she\fn{The speechless woman.} had done. She started to say, “I’ve begotten …”
Before she could finish, the tongue got hold of her!\fn{ Informant laughs.} It got hold of her and said in mimicking manner everything she said.\fn{Informant laughs.}
*
The king’s son heard of what had happened. His first wife proved not to be speechless. He divorced his
paternal-cousin and reinstated as wife the deserted one.
And the bird flew away. Good evening to you.
2
A young man had a mother; he was a dutiful son and refused to bring a wife into his home as long as his
mother was still alive. But she was getting old and wanted to see him married with children. She kept on telling
him,
“I will not rest and have peace of mind until you marry, and I see your children!” One day he told her,
“Will do, mother,” He brought a stick, dressed it like a woman and placed her in an upstairs room in the house,
and said to his mother\fn{ Who was staying downstairs} that he got married, brought the bride home, and placed her
upstairs—
“So that she would not quarrel with you.”
A week or so passed, then one day he returned from his shop, and found his mother a little bit upset,
“Mother, why are you upset?” he asked.
“Your wife cursed me!” she answered.
“I will speak to her,” he replied. The following day, he came home from the shop and found his mother very
upset.
“Mother, why are you very upset?”
“Your wife cursed me and cursed my ancestors!”
“No! This may not be faced with do-nothing. 1 will teach her good manners.” The day after, he came home
from the shop and found his mother crying,
“Mother, why are you crying?”
“Your wife hit me!”
“I will teach her good manners and send her back to her father’s home. Come upstairs with me so as to witness
the execution of the punishment.”
*
He carried his mother upstairs—for she was very old and could not climb up the stairs; he opened the door to
the room of the supposed wife, and said pointing at the stick,
“Mother, is this the son’s-wife that cursed you, and cursed your father, mother, and grandparents!? Is this the
sons-wife that hit you!? As you can see for yourself, she is nothing but a stick!” She answered,
“A sons wife is injurious, even when she happens to be only a stick.” He replied,
“This is what I mean by refusing to marry now.”
He remained with his mother, looking after her in her old age until God remembered her\fn{ I.e., she passed away.}
Then he married.
`3
There was one day a king (and no one is King but God) who had seven women as wives; these women were
almost brides. He married them one shortly after another until they reached seven in number.
One day that king went out to promenade and do as kings do.\fnn{ Hunt beasts or something similar} As he was in a
park-like forest he came to a creek; he saw a young woman swimming in the creek. She was beautiful. Her beauty
was so great it was indescribable. He became enamored with her! He said to her,
“I am the king and I wish to marry you.” She answered,
“I agree, but on one condition!” He asked,
“What is it?” She said to him,
“The condition is that I be the endeared one.” He replied instantly and with enthusiasm,
“And I agree!”
He took her to the palace where his other women were, but she couldn’t bear being with them (for she was an
ogress and wanted to kill them). She said to the king in a commanding voice,
“Divorce them!” He replied readily, by uttering the divorce oath at his wives:
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“You are divorced!” Then he turned to the new wife and said,
“They have been divorced!”
They took them and cast them away in the kitchens of the palace (where cooking and storing away rations are
done). They kept on crying and wailing, while she stayed endeared to the king. The king forgot about his wives—
those seven—and lived with the new one. But she did not forget about them. She went to them, took them, and
placed them in a room underneath the ground; it had neither a door nor a window. She took them and lowered
them into the dungeon, closed the lid, and left. She left them there with neither food nor water; neither light nor
candle. They kept on weeping and wailing:
“What shall we do!”\fn{There is nothing they could do!} They surrendered entrusted their affairs to God.
O day, go! O day, come\fn{I.e., time passed.} and they became very hungry and thirsty. One day, she came to
them with a tray full of food and with flasks of water. She lifted the lid of the dungeon, looked down and said to
them,
“Are you languishing away for food?”
“Yes, by God! Give us some for we are about to perish!”
“If you want this food, I will pluck out your eyes and place them on that tray and you get this food!”
Poor women; they were hungry, tired, and had no hope. They agreed. She pulled out their eyes, and she did not
give them all the food or the water that she had. She threw them a little food and one flask of water. And she put
the lid back. Then she put the eyes in crystal cups and took them to her own crystal palace, where she kept them.
It turned out that they, those seven women, the wives of the king, were pregnant. The first got labor pains
before the others. She lay down and the others helped her deliver: a baby boy. They handed him over to her
saying,
“God sent you a boy!”
She got hold of him, but she was hungry; she had not tasted any kind of food whatsoever for maybe a month!
She … she … \fn{Informant is visibly uncomfortable and states: “If any blame is to be assigned, it should go to the source from whom
I had heard the tale.” } She reached to her child, slaughtered him, divided him up into seven pieces and gave each a
piece! They ate some … and saved the rest for the following days.
A month later, the second got labor pains\fn{For the king had married them, each a month apart from the other; each became
pregnant the day she married.} The others helped her deliver: a baby boy.
She did the same thing as the first one—for the food was all gone. She divided her child into seven pieces and
gave each a piece. A month later, the same thing happened to the third. A month later, the same happened to the
fourth, until it was the turn of the seventh. She had not been eating her share, but she had been saving the shares
she had received from the others. When it was time for her to deliver, she gave birth to a baby boy. The others
helped her deliver and handed her the baby. She hid him—of course all of them were blind and could not see—
and took out the pieces of flesh that she had gotten from them and gave them each a piece and said,
“Here is your share of my own child!”
She raised the boy, whom she named Mister Aladdin, on whatever they happened to have. The boy grew and
started poking around. One day he was holding a bone from one of his slain brothers in his hand and was going
like this.\fn{Informant imitates the motion of scratching into a wall .} A small piece of the wall crumbled. He swiftly kept on
scratching with that bone and soon he could see sunlight. With God’s help he scratched a hole big enough for him
to pass through.
*
When he got out he saw a world he had never seen before! It happened that he emerged inside the garden of
the king.\fn{Who is his father} He stood by the kitchen door. When they took out the garbage, he went through it,
took out the leftovers: bread, rind of watermelon, and whatsoever may be eaten. He took these and went to his
mother and his “maternal-aunts.”\fn{I.e., stepmothers.} They ate and thanked God.
The following day the boy went out again, went to the kitchen, and went through the garbage. And the following day, and the following day.
Who was watching him? The king’s cook. He saw him come day after day and go through the garbage. His
heart felt for the boy. He asked him,
“For whom do you take the food, son?”
“To my mother and my maternal-aunts! They are hungry! They are naked! They are miserable!” The cook said,
“Would you work in the kitchen to assist me?” He replied,
“I’ll ask my mother!” He went to his mother and said,
“Mother, the king’s cook wants me to be his helper!”
All seven women feared for his safety. His mothers said to him,
“The king is your father. His wife did this to us. She will kill you too!” He said,
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“I will not tell them who I am.” His mothers said to him,
“God be with you! But if your father’s wife knew about you, she will cause your destruction.”
He went to the cook and the man took him to the kitchen to assist him. At the end of the day he would give him
as pay some food, some old clothes, and the like.
*
One day the king saw the boy. His heart felt for him. He asked the cook,
“Cook, whose son is this?” He replied,
“He is an orphan, my Lord. He is assisting me, for I am getting old.” The king said,
“Good. Take care of him and let him bring me my food.” He replied,
“Whatever you order will be carried out!”
One day, as the boy was carrying the food from the kitchen to the king, his stepmother saw him; she noticed
that he resembled his father!
“Boy, come here!”
“Yes, maternal-aunt!”
“What are you doing here?”
“I help So-and-so, the cook. I am an orphan.”
She realized that boy was the son of her husband and one of the wives of her husband. She thought,
“If the boy and his father get together, then I will have lost everything!”
She got some saffron, boiled it and put its water on her face so that it would yellow; she also got some bread,
toasted it, and placed it under her mattress so that it would crackle whenever she moved. She said in a weak voice,
“I am ill!”
The king, her husband came to visit her. He saw how yellow her face was and, how her bones the crackled
whenever she turned to the right or to the left. She pretended to be almost dead. She said in a feeble voice,
“I need the heart and the liver of the ram that is in the Garden of Pearls and Coral, that is in the country of
ogres,” The king replied,
“Who can go there, to the land of ogres!” She said,
“Aladdin.”\fn{Meaning that the boy, her stepson, is the only one who can get it}
The king went to the cook and said to him, “My wife is ill; only Aladdin can get the medicine prescribed for
her.” The cook replied,
“I will ask him.” The cook told the boy. The boy said,
“Let me consult my mother.” When his mother and his maternal-aunts heard about the request, they cried and
wailed and said to him in anguish,
“Your father’s wife wants your destruction! She is sending you to that place so that you may never come
back!” He replied,
“With God’s permission, I’ll finish her off. I must go!” He left them crying and wailing; he went to the cook
and said to him,
“I will go but I need a horse and a sword.” The cook told the king and the king said,
“Give him whatever he needs.”
*
Aladdin set out, carrying rations … to look for what? For the Garden of Pearls and Corals! He kept on going
and going until he came to a spot on the road where it branched out into three roads: The Road of Safety, The
Road of Regret, and The Road of He-Who-Goes-Doesn’t-Return.
He took The Road of He-Who-Goes-Doesn’t-Return. He kept on going and going.
O day, go, O day, come! O month, go, O month, come! O year, go, O year, come! Years passed, until he finally came to a populated place. He saw an old man sitting on the ground in front of his house. His beard was down
to here;\fn{Informant, with the palm of her hand turned upward, touches her knee with the inner edge of her palm .} his fingernails
were that long,\fn{About three joints on the index finger.} and he was dusty and soiled. Aladdin said,
“Peace be upon you.” He replied,
“Had your greeting not overcome\fn{ I.e., preceded.} your speaking, I would have munched on your flesh along
with your bones! What do you want, Aladdin?” He replied,
“The Garden of Pearls and Coral, I seek it!” The old man—who was an ogre—said,
“You are in the country of ogres; better go back! Your mother needs you.”
Aladdin sat beside him. Beside him there was a razor and other things used for shaving. He trimmed the old
man’s beard, clipped his fingernails, and cleaned his face. The old man said to him,
“May God bless you. Go to my sister: she is a month older than I, but an epoch’s worth more knowledgeable.
Suckle her breast and say to her,
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“‘I have suckled your breast and have come to be like one of your children.’”
*
He went on until he came to a woman standing in the middle of the road. She had one foot in the East and one
foot in the West, one breast hanging down in the front and one breast thrown over her back.\fn{ Informant giggles.}
He did as the old man had told him: he r-a-a-an to her, suckled her breast, licked some granulated sugar that was
beside her, and said in a hurry,
“Peace be upon you, Mother Ogress! I’ve suckled your breast and I’ve become like one of your children!” She
answered him,
“Had your greeting not overcome your speaking, I would have munched on your flesh along with your bones!
What do you seek, Aladdin?”
“I seek the Garden of Pearls and Coral!”
“Go back to your mother; between you and the Garden of Pearls and Coral, there are epochs worth of travel.”
“By God, I must get there!” She said,
“My son will be coming soon. He can take you there but he hates the race of humans. If he sees you here, he
will kill you, and devour you!”
She bewitched him into a pomegranate, and placed it on the table. When her son came home, he started
sniffing around and saying,
“I smell a human being.” She—his mother—answered him in anger,
“May a human being get stuck between your molars, and may a sword cut off your head!”
He sat down to rest and saw the pomegranate. He took it and before his mother could snatch it away from him,
he had cracked it and sucked in all its seeds. One seed fell down on the floor and his mother hid it. He laid down
and placed his head on his mother’s knee (who sat down cross-legged). She said to him—after he had quieted
down:
“If your brother were to visit you and ask a favor of you, what would you do?” He replied,
“I would give him whatever he would ask for.” She immediately turned the pomegranate seed into Aladdin and
said,
“He suckled my breast and has come to be like my son!” He, the ogre, asked him,
“What do you seek?”
“I seek the Garden of Pearls and Coral!”
“This is something that no person can reach. Between you and it there are years of travel. The garden is annexed to the crystal palace; the palace is on the peak of a high mountain; the palace and the mountain used to be
inhabited by an ogress named Jundubah\fn{ I.e., She-grasshopper.} She devoured all its inhabitants. Those whom she
did not devour ran away from her! Now she has assumed the form of a beautiful woman, and is married to a king.
And if my knowledge is truthful, that king is your father, you are his son, and Jundubah the ogress is the wife of
your father!” He\fn{Aladdin.} said,
“I want to get the ram that is in the garden. My father’s wife is ill and she wants to eat its liver and heart.” He
replied,
“The ram’s liver and heart will cure any ailment. But the ram is an ogre—he is asleep for a year, awake for a
year. You strike him once and he will die, but he will say to you, ‘Second it’\fn{ I.e., strike again.} You should reply,
‘My mother did not teach me to do so!’ If you strike him again he will come back to life and will finish you off!
As for Jundubah, her soul is in a crystal flask inside the palace. If you break the flask, she will die. Nothing else
will kill her!!”
Their mother, the ogress, said to them, “Go in God’s safety!” He carried Aladdin on his back and in a short
time placed him before the palace gate.
*
He placed his hand on the gate; suddenly, everything—the door, the bricks, the crystal, the trees, the birds—
everything, everything began to shout,
“A stranger! A stranger!”
It chanced that the year of sleep was just about to elapse. The ram woke up quickly and came charging at him;
he struck it with his sword—with the side of the sword. The ram fell down snorting, and said,
“Aladdin, second it!” He replied,
“My mother did not teach me to do so!”
The ram dropped dead. As soon as it died, the palace door opened and everything started singing. He went in,
looked for the flask until he found it in a safe. He also found the eyes of his mother and maternal-aunts in glass
jars. He took all of them. He got the stick.\fn{“Oh! I had bypassed you with my talk.”I.e., I had forgotten to tell you this detail.}
The ogre had given him a stick and said to him,
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“When you get in, strike the floor of the palace with this stick and say: ‘O you palace, that has chimed its own
bells, and departed, and its inhabitants have also been gone. Take me home!’”
The palace, the entire palace, all lighted up: its grounds, its gardens, its bells—all of it, all of it, all of it—
began to move! It went from there to his home country, with its bells chiming!
When Aladdin arrived in his palace, he went to the kitchen and told the cook. The cook told the king, and the
king came out to get the heart and liver of the ram. Aladdin told him the whole story. The king was very happy
and said to him,
“Truly, you are my son!”
He went to his mother in the dungeon. When she saw him—I mean when she heard him—she became thrilled.
He put her eyes back into their sockets and placed some of the ram’s liver and heart on them. Her eyes became
like they were before. He restored the eyes of his mother and his maternal-aunts. He sprinkled the resuscitation
water on the bones of his brothers, whom their mothers had eaten. All of them came back to life.
He went to Jundubah, the ogress. When she saw him, she became furious and went toward him to attack. He
held the flask up and said,
“Your soul is in my hands, you cursed one!”
Before she could do anything, he smashed the flask on the floor. Jundubah dropped dead and her corpse evaporated like smoke.
His father reinstated his wives and they lived the rest of their lives happy and pleased, and may you, listeners,
be safe and well.
As for the tale: we have narrated it, and in your bosom we placed\fn{ The text has: dumped} it!
4
There was a woman who had a son and a daughter. Her husband had died when her children were young, and it
was she who raised them until they grew up and reached the age of marriage.
One day her son told her that he wanted to marry, and asked her to look for a suitable wife to live with them in
their house. The mother agreed and searched here and there, and in houses and households—among suitable
families, but she did not find the right girl. She wanted to marry her son to someone who is like her own daughter
in beauty, manners, character, of good breeding.
She began to search in neighboring towns and villages and provinces, but she found no trace of a young
woman who would resemble her own daughter and whom she could consider to be precisely like her own daughter. She did not want to find someone else, for the daughter-in-law causes so much trouble for her husband’s family, if she happened to be from a not-so-good family.
So, the mother decided to marry her own daughter to her son.\fn{ The text has, with an incorporated footnote: So, the
mother decided to marry her own daughter to her son, (I mean to marry the sister to her \fn{The sister’s.} brother). This, of course, is
forbidden at Qur’an Al-Nisah 4:23a: Forbidden to you are your mothers, your daughters, your sisters … . And it seems that this suddenly
occurred to this very religiously-inclined folkteller, for apparently she suddenly remembers its being forbidden, and then tries to explain its
occurrence in the folktale in some other way. But information on this point in the following paragraph in the tale itself (see just below)—
because by marrying his own sister there would be no annoyances, etc.—clearly does not allow for any other explanation; nor does the
information in the first two sentences—There was a woman who had a son and a daughter. Her husband had died when her children were
young, etc., since there is no mention here of any other husband to this woman, reinforcing what the son himself says about this woman’s
daughter. This also confirms that we have here to do with the original text of the folktale, and not one conformed after the fact to the
requirements of religious orthodoxy; and in that spirit I have retained the original text:H } When she told her son about; it, he said,

“This is the best you could have done!”
He agreed—because by marrying his own sister there would be no annoyances, no quarrels, no situation that
could be described as
“His wife is unhappy and has left for her father’s home.” This would be so because his sister is “the one who
will become his bride:” she would be from them and into them. For it is said,
“‘A son’s wife is injurious, even when she happens to be only a stick.”
And, indeed, she married the sister to her brother.
In the morning following the consummation of the marriage, the bride woke up. She went out of the bridal
chamber to make the morning tea for her groom and herself. As she was coming out of the kitchen, she met her
mother and said to her in a disgruntled manner:
“Good morning.” The woman turned around and said in bewilderment:
“Amazing! The face is that of my own daughter, but the huff is that of a son’s-wife!”\fn{ The point of the tale being
that even the closest possible of biological relationships is no guarantee of peace in the house:H }
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173.161 For The First Time.\fn{by Manhal Sarraj (1964-

)}

Homs, Homs Governate, Syria (F) 2

For a thousand and one mornings she has inhaled the fragrance of the jasmine coming from his apartment and
the smell of his coffee and cigarettes, catching glimpses, through her balcony’s iron railing, of his slippers, his
toes, and the hem of his pajama pants as he sits on a chair on the ground floor. She is only able to do this when he
crosses his legs. She imagines his lips round the rim of the cup and drawing together, his tongue savoring the
bitter taste of what must be strong coffee, judging from its smell.
The coffee ritual lasts for half an hour, ending always with five sips—no more, no less. He hastily places his
cup beside the coffee pot as he is about to stand up, and she leans her head further out to get a glimpse of his
carob-colored hair. He disappears inside for half an hour—enough time, in her mind, for him to shave and put on
his outdoor clothes.
He locks his apartment door, which has an opaque glass window, and then the girl moves from the balcony,
where she watches the neighbor, to the window that is fitted with iron bars dividing it into small squares. Through
it she watches the outside world and can see only the man’s back as he takes his usual path, which he has taken
for a thousand and one days.
To this day, she has not seen his face. It has never happened that a car honked and made him look back.
For a thousand and one afternoons, he has returned home at 2:30 pm from the other side of the street, so she
has never seen his face. When she hears his door slam she is certain of his return, and glues her cheek to the front
door, plugging her ears against her mother’s calls to help prepare lunch. She heads for the skylight so that she can
identify the man’s lunch from the smell coming from his kitchen:
His food must be ready. He has toasted the bread, put a glass of water next to the salt, dragged his chair to the
kitchen table, which is no doubt small.
She sinks into his image while he eats a piece of okra with a spoon, following it with a mouthful of rice.
*
At night, she listens to the cats shrieking with pleasure. Then her heart drops until she thinks it will crash
through her floor—her neighbor’s ceiling—but her father’s voice comes back to her reciting “molten iron shall be
poured down his ear and he shall stand in his lot at the end of the days.” And she remembers how her mother used
to say as she brusquely wrapped the rough bath towel around her small body:
“You shall be hanged by your hair if a man hears your voice.” Then she mops the bathroom floor and wipes
away the trail of footprints, repeating:
“I seek refuge in God from Satan.”
The girl has battled Satan for all her twenty years. She feels embarrassed when she sees a kiss on television or
when she catches a glimpse of her mother flirting with her father through the crack of their open bedroom door, or
when her aunt compliments her on the color of her eyes, which are the colour of the moss on the riverbank.
Yet idle time and desire have their grip … dreams grew into stories, which blend with the girl’s blood.
She dreamt that she put on her white silk shirt, draped her blue shawl over her shoulders and chest and went
down to him. She knocked on the glass of the door with her delicate fingertips. Then she rushed inside.
When he woke, the neighbor found the shadow of a dove fluttering on the ceiling. As for the girl, she saw
Satan chasing her, carrying his shroud on his back. In the morning, as usual, she stood pinned to her place on the
balcony.
*
He tightened the two ends of his tie, fixing its knot squarely against his throat.
One could detect hoarseness in his voice from light coughing. He always coughed once before going to sleep.
He put his right arm, then his left, into the sleeves of his jacket. He adjusted it on his body with a slight shrug
of his shoulders. He picked up the bag that was waiting for him by the door.
The girl reached her front door, her steps synchronized with his. He opened his door, closed it, and climbed a
few steps with two light jumps.
She can hear his last deep sigh as he leaves the building. He struggles for breath because of his smoking. She
talks to herself, smiling. Perhaps she will help him quit some day.
In his absence, she splits her time between the balcony, watching his pot of jasmine and his tiled patio, and the
front door, watching his doorstep.
She urges her mother to finish the housework so she can devote herself to daydreaming when he sets foot again
on the doorstep. The clock approaches 2:30 pm. As usual, she says to herself:
“Today, I will open the door and see his face.”
She thinks about this as she hushes her heart, which is screaming violently. However, as she has also done for a
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thousand days, she passes the time listening for his approaching steps, wavering between whether to open the
door or not. This does not prevent her, though, from intending to open the door the following day, because she is
determined to be braver in the future.
*
During the midday siesta she rested on her bed. Was it an illusion or was he really taking a shower? It was very
hot.
He drank iced yogurt, put on a light pair of shorts and lay down on his bed, perhaps with a naked chest …
The girl has never seen a man’s chest in her life except for her father’s. She was choking with desire. His chest
would be broad. I could nuzzle my face between his shoulders.
She took a cold shower, wet her black hair, put on the pink bathrobe, and stomped her feet on her bathroom
floor—his bathroom ceiling. She went down and down the stairs …
The neighbor woke to find the sun departing from his western window; and he was surprised to find a comb on
the small windowsill of his bathroom, whereas she found herself stretched out on the butcher’s table screaming:
“I want to …”
She always crouches behind the iron railing of her balcony, in the corner that gives her the best view …
He is carrying a plate of fruit: peaches, plums and grapes. He disappears inside for a few minutes and then
returns. She thinks: He’s not combed his hair yet; but there’s no harm in that—it is siesta time after all.
Fairuz’s voice rises, singing:
“O handsome! How afraid I am to lose you!” The girl on the balcony is happy and continues watching, as is
her habit.
She put on her mother’s revealing lemon-yellow chemise. She looks into the mirror, feeling pleased, and then,
frightened, swallows her saliva.
The man breathed in a strange smell, which filled this tranquil summer night, and perhaps heard a hoarse sigh.
As for the girl, she placed Satan between the jaws of a pincer and began crushing him.
*
One day, the man put on thick work gloves and bent down to turn the soil, while she stood as usual in her corner waiting for him to move:
Maybe he will raise his head and she will catch a glimpse of his face.
Maybe clouds will fill the sky and he will look up at them.
Or maybe there will be a solar eclipse, or a plane will break the sound barrier, and he will be forced to investigate the matter, turning his face upwards and seeing her, the one who always sits behind the iron railing without a
whisper or a whiff of her frenzied-with-love breaths.
Maybe an earthquake will make the building shake so she can take refuge in his home, leaving her family to
endure the tremor.
She wishes that the man, preoccupied with his work, would follow that brown pigeon with his eyes, and raise
his face up to see her. Her mother calls her:
“Quick! Take the laundry and hang it on the clothes line!”
She lifts the basket and hangs the clothes on the lines, white with white, blue with blue, yellow with yellow,
and red with …
She was distracted for a moment, and a gust of wind billowed through the laundry on the line before she had a
chance to fasten it with clothes pegs. The wind took nothing from the line except her underwear … blowing it up
and away to land in her neighbor’s yard.
The man jumped up and walked carefully towards the silk underwear, cast alone on the ground. He picked it
up and held it in both hands, and for the first in a thousand and one times, looked up and saw his neighbor’s balcony flying.
272.1 Excerpt from The Girl In The Tangerine Scarf\fn{by Mohja Kahf (1967- )} Damascus, Damascus
Governorate, Syria (F) 10
1
“Liar,” she says to the highway sign that claims The People of Indiana Welcome You .
The olive-skinned, dark-haired young woman drives west on the old National Road. A small zippered Qur’an
and a camera are on the hatchback’s passenger seat in easy reach, covered by an open map—States of the
Heartland.
Khadra Shamy spent most of her growing-up years in Indiana. She knows better than the sign.
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She passes over the Whitewater River, bracing herself. Here comes the unbearable flatness of central Indiana.
She has the feeling that the world’s been left behind her somewhere, in the final stretches of Pennsylvania, maybe,
where the land had comforting curves.
Out here there seems to be nothing for the eye to see. Strip mall, cornfield, small town main street, Kmart,
Kroger, Kraft’s, gas station, strip mall, soybean field, small town main street, Kmart, Kroger, Kraft’s, strip mall.
All blending into one flat sameness.
There are silver silos and pole barns, tufts of goldthread on the meridian, and the blue day beginning to pour
into the dark sky.
But it is not mine, she thinks, this blue and gold Indiana morning. None of it is for me.
Between the flat land and the broad sky, she feels ground down to the grain, erased. She feels as if, were she to
scream in this place, some Indiana mute button would be on, and no one would hear.
And the smell, she thinks, getting out at Glen Miller Park to pray fajr\fn{“Dawn prayer,” the first of the five daily
prayer offered to God by practicing Muslims:H} on the grass near a statue labeled Madonna of the Trail. God, what is it?
She has forgotten it, living for years away. There is a definite smell to the air in Indiana. It’s not pollution; not
a bad odor, really—nor a good one; just there. Silage, soybeans, Hoosier hay, what? she asks the Madonna after
salah.\fn{Prayer itself, second of the five pillars of Islam, to whit: 1. to declare that there is no god except God, and that Muhammad is
God’s Messenger; to pray five times a day; to give 2.5% of one’s savings to the poor and needy; 4. to fast during the month of Ramadan; 5,
to go on pilgrimage to Mecca at least once in one’s lifetime, if one is able to do so—or, reduced to the following formula: profession of
faith, prayer, fasting; alms; pilgrimage (in Arabic: shahadah, salat, zakat, sawm and hajj):H} The stone Madonna in a bonnet,

holding a baby in her right arm, a little boy clinging to her skirts, peers stonily into the distance.
“No checks no credit no credit cards.”
Khadra buys antacid and a postcard of the Madonna of the Trail: Greetings from Richmond. Eyeing the postcard, she thinks: sloppy work. I could do better. Peering into the tarnished restroom mirror, she examines her face.
Her forehead is high, with a Dracula’s peak, and a bit of grass has matted to it from prostration. She brushes it off.
Gray-black pieces of a busted tire flap in the lane in front of her as she gets back on the road. A faded woman
in a backyard adjacent to the highway hangs a large braided rug on a rope. Khadra sees a sign for the Centerville
Christian Church .
Isn’t that redundant? she wonders. Like Muslim Mosque ?
“ … of Bosnian leader Alija Izetbegovic\fn{Aka Dedo (“Grandfathere”, a popularly-assigned nickname) (1925-2003) national
leader Bosnia/Herzegovina (1990-2000)} in war-torn former Yugoslavia … traffic heats up as racecar fans converge on
Indianapolis this weekend …” And then, finally, some music: Sade pouring out “Bullet Proof Soul.”
Khadra glances sideways at fields of glossy black cows. A sign flashes, Mary Lou and Mother, Rabbit Foot Crafts ,
but Khadra does not slow. Stimpson Grain Drying Corp. 100% American , a sign advertises—what, she doesn’t
know. Burly beardless white men in denim and work shirts sit in front of a burned-out storefront. The giant
charred store sign, Marsh’s , leans against a telephone pole. Possibly their only grocery for miles.
The men’s loose jowls have the cast of a toad’s underbelly. She feels them screw their eyes at her as she drives
past, her headscarf flapping from the crosscurrent inside the car. She rolls the windows up, tamps her scarf down
on her crinkly dark hair, and tries to calm the panic that coming back to Indiana brings to her gut.
*
A little girl’s face appeared, a girl with dark hair and a high forehead. She peeked out from between the swaying bed linens—vined, striped, and flowered—alive on clotheslines. Tucked in the elbow between two buildings
in the Fallen Timbers Townhouse Complex, the laundry corner was little Khadra’s hideout. Ruffled home-sewn
nightgowns became Laura and Mary Ingalls racing Khadra along the banks of a prairie creek. Quivering calico
blouse sleeves brushed against her as train brakes whinnied in the distance. Daddy longlegs moved from crevice
to crevice in the bricks of the bordering buildings. Old Father Long-legs, wouldn’t say his prayers, take him by
the lefi leg, and throw him down the stairs. Khadra followed them, fascinated. Picked up fat jewel-box caterpillars
with white, yellow, and black stripes. Touched a potato bug, which cringed and curled into a ball, world within
worlds.
Her mother always ran the laundry twice in the Fallen Timbers basement laundry room with the coin machines. Because what if the person who used the washer before you had a dog? You never knew with Americans.
Pee, poop, vomit, dog spit, and beer were impurities. Americans didn’t care about impurities. They let their dogs
rub their balls on the couches they sit on and drool on the beds they sleep in and lick the mouths of their children.
“How Americans tolerate living in such filth is beyond me,” her mother said. “You come straight home.”
Sunshine filtered through the fabric forest. Khadra thrilled to its flutter of secrets and light, its shuttering and
opening motions.
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Suddenly it revealed a boy with heavy pink flushed cheeks on a dirt bike, tearing through the hung laundry,
pulling down rope, soiling sheets with his tire tread. Khadra ran. Screamed and ran. Fell, scraped her cheekbone
on the cracked asphalt. He wheeled and turned. Gunning for her.
“Stop it! Stop! You leave me alone, Brian Lott!”
She scrambled to her feet. The back of her head was still ridged from where he’d knocked her against the brick
of the apartment wall last time. She’d kicked him in the shin then, and she would do it again, even if it was a fight
she must lose. She braced now for the next blow coming at her from Brian and the snout of his bike.
“Khadra!”
Three more kids on bikes wheeled around the corner of the building. Her assailant paused to look over his
shoulder and she dodged out from where he had her cornered. O thank God. It was Eyad her brother, and his best
friend Hakim, and her own friend Hanifa.
“Come on!” Hakim called, slowing for her to get on.
Khadra hopped onto his banana-seat and held on to the chrome back as he lifted his bottom up off the seat to
boost his pedaling momentum. And they were off.
They were four Muslim children of the heartland—two Arab, two black—flying in the blue-and-gold world on
their bikes, right through the middle of the 1970s. Khadra flung her arms out in exultation and Hanifa, whizzing
past her at high speed, had a beatific smile on her face from the thrill of the ride.
“Brian Lott, whyn’t you go pick on someone your own size?” Eyad yelled at the boy on the dirt bike.
“Fuck you, raghead!” Brian shouted back. “We’re gonna get all you fuckers!” He wheelied on “fuckers.”
Before they got to Khadra’s street her brother Eyad skidded to a halt and said,
“Get off Hakim’s bike and get on mine. ‘Cause he’s a boy and Mama might see you.”
Hakim used to give her handlebar rides all the time, but she was getting older now, and her mother said she
shouldn’t ride with boys anymore.
*
The Lott boys had been the bane of Khadra and her family since day one. The day years ago when the Shamys
moved in to number 1492 Tecumseh Drive, Fallen Timbers Townhouse Complex, Indianapolis, Indiana, on the
southern city limits where the sprawling city almost met up with the small adjoining town of Simmonsville. Little
Khadra had got out of the wide station wagon, blinking in the sunlight, a pudgy, short-waisted girl wearing an
elastic friendship bracelet.
There was her father, wiry and olive-complexioned, with glasses. He wore a short beard on a thin pointy chin.
Her mother was green-eyed and ivory-skinned and lovely. She wore a white wimple on her head, and a long blue
robe. The color of sky, it swept the earth. A boy with short, smooth chestnut-brown hair got out last, stretching.
Khadra’s brother Eyad was ivory-colored like the mother, with the high contrast between dark hair and pale skin
that many Syrians have.
Khadra and Eyad were unloading the U-Haul when they heard taunts behind them. Two boys with coarse pink
faces, noses broadened in sneers. What they saw spilling out of the station wagon with its fake wood panel was a
bunch of foreigners. Dark and wrong. Dressed funny. Their talk was gross sounds, like someone throwing up.
“Hey, Allison-Bone!” one of them called. “Get a load of this.”
A thickwaisted white girl with a bowl haircut peered over their shoulders.
Khadra and Eyad were inside calling dibs on bedrooms when they heard the crash of glass. Beer bottles, a pile
of brown and gold shards at their doorstep.
Their father went up to the door across the street and knocked. Khadra and her brother sat on the curb,
watching as their mother swept up the glass bits with a plastic yellow broom. Skinny little white woman answered
the door. Yellow hair like the broom bristles.
“Yeah, that’s Vaughn’s boys.”
Sound of their father saying something. Stiff British textbook English, in an Arabic rhythm. Back of his head
bobbing. He believed, he believed in the innate goodness of people, and in the power and sweetness of communicating with them.
“Vaughn!” the yellow-haired woman called over her shoulder. Burly man at the door now.
“Accusing my children—off my porch—back where you people came from!”
*
The neighbors on the other side were as nice as the Lotts were mean. They were a young couple and each had
long hair and wore loose clothes and lots of necklaces. Lindsey and Leslie bewildered the Shamys, because you
couldn’t tell which of them was the woman and which the man.
“Miso soup for our new neighbors!” one of them said at the door, holding a bowl of something with a potholeder under it. If male, he had very cleanshaven soft skin. If female, she had big knuckles and a very flat chest.
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This unnerved Khadra’s mother. If she could be sure it was the woman, she’d invite her in, but if it was the
man, she’d stay behind the screen door and be careful not to touch his hand when she took the bowl.
What was she supposed to do? In the end, she smiled politely and thanked him or her, wondering what on earth
was in the soup.
*
Khadra peers up now at the passing signs on the highway. Home of James Whitcomb Riley . Pecans, We Buy and
Sell (hand-lettered on rough boards). Merchants and Farmers Bank, Your Neighbors who Care . Indianapolis Motor
Speedway, use 465 to 65 . Her family had always avoided that route this time of year, and she now does the same.
No sense getting pulled into Indy 500 traffic. New Palestine Jct. 74 . And finally, Welcome to Indianapolis—City at the
Crossroads .
Here we go. Looking for the exit sign that will lead her back to horrible little Simmonsville.
Back where you came from.
2
The first world Khadra remembered was Square One. This was before Indiana, when they lived in the Rocky
Mountains. Four buildings faced a center playground, and around the playground lay a swath of green grass,
dandelion dotted. Forming a ring around the grass was a sidewalk wide enough for hopscotch and Big Wheel drag
racing. There was a willow tree on the lawn, which her mother called “the Shy Tree,” its Arabic name (because
look how it’s tucking its head down shyly). The lawn was watered by wonderful spigots that made a musical
sound as they inched around, chica-chica, chica-chica, chica chica. Then up swept an arc of water going back to
the beginning, chica-chooooo.
“Mama, what’s heaven?”
“Heaven is where you have all your heart desires.”
Khadra figured that meant heaven was Square One. There were swings on long silver chains. You wriggled
your butt into the seat and you got pushed up-up-up and you learned the lines of the Fatiha:\fn{The short first sura of
the Qur’an, used by Muslims as an essential element of ritual prayer: In the name of Allah, the Compassionate, the Merciful. Praise be to
Allah, Lord of the Creation, the Compasionate, the Merciful, King of Judgement-day! You alone we worship, and to You alone we pray for
help. Guide us to the straight path, the path of those whom You have favored, not of those who have incurred Your wrath, nor of those who
have gone astray.:H}

“Bismillah arrahmani ’rahim!” Khadra sang as her father pushed her up. Green grass full of dandelions fell
away beneath her.
“Alhamdu lilahi rabil alamin,” Eyad yelled on the next swing. He knew how to pump for himself.
“Arrahman ’rahim!” Khadra called as she climbed into the blue atmosphere like an astronaut. Her father,
pushing her one day, said,
“Lift your legs hard going up. Push them down hard going down.”
Suddenly Khadra could do it.
“I can swing! By myself, I can swing!” Treetops flashed beneath her feet.
“See me, Mama, see me, Baba!”
And they saw.
*
In Square One, their mother used to be willing to wash Eyad and Khadra’s bottoms. Your butt hung in the
bowl, chin to knees, legs dangling down the white porcelain, you called, loud’s you could,
“Mamaaaaa! Pleeease wash my booottom!”
And she came hustling. The big fat water tin was too heavy; a grown-up had to lift it.
One day she got a pink plastic watering can. It was small and light.
“Look. You pour the water with your right hand like this, and you reach down with your left hand like this, and
while the water runs over your pee-pee or your poo-poo place, you wipe and wipe and clean yourself.”
“Ew.”
“No ew and no phew about it, young lady. Everybody has to clean their own bottom in this world.”
*
Alessandra-called-Sandra was from Mexico and spoke only Spanish until day before yesterday. A lot of the
children in Square One were from other countries besides America. The American kids in Square One didn’t seem
to know yet that they were supposed to be better than the rest because it was their country. Their parents were all
students at the same university.
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Khadra and Eyad spoke only Arabic at first. You didn’t need to speak the same language to exchange
friendship bracelets, and this Khadra and her Spanish-speaking friend did. Khadra couldn’t remember how she
learned the new language, only that she opened her mouth one day and English came out. Pretty soon after
Khadra and Alessandra-called-Sandra could talk to each other in English, they started making fun of the little
Japanese boy in South Building for saying
“I steep in my loom.”
“Chinese, Japanese, dirty knees, look at these!” Khadra and Sandra taunted, pointing to their non-existent
breasts at the last line. The boy cried and went whimpering home.
“You be’d mean to that boy,” Eyad said to her. He was two and a half years older than Khadra.
“You’re not the boss of me!” She stamped her foot. Her parents called her and her brother in: prayer time.
“Hafta go,” she said under the Shy Tree to Alessandra-called-Sandra.
“Why?”
“Hafta pray.”
“Can I come?” Khadra made her wait at the door, by the tin box where the milkman left cold bottles of milk at
fajr time.
“Mama, can Alessandra-called-Sandra watch us pray?”
“Welcome, welcome to the guest,” Mama said, sitting the little girl on a slatted wooden chair. “The guest is
always welcome.”
There wasn’t much furniture yet. America put wardrobes right into the walls, saved you having to buy them.
Her father was calling the qad qamat.\fn{“Prayer has started,” said immediately before prayer starts:H } Eyad spread the
prayer rugs. Khadra ran to splash her ablutions fast-fast so she wouldn’t miss the bow and have to do the whole
ralat\fn{Not apparently an Arabic word; but the meaning is that ceremonial prayers are somehow invalid—have no value to the believer
—if they are not observed in a prescribed way, and this includes the prescribed cleansing rituals preceeding them. Judaism also ritualizes in
this manner; Christianity is largely free from this sort of thing:H } over.

“Elbows, please,” her father said gently, when she skidded into her place on the prayer rug, dripping water. She
stuck her elbows out for inspection.
“Dry elbows,” he said, shaking his head. “Do over.”
“What if I just wet my elbows?” Khadra said.
“That’s not ablution,” her mother said. “Ablution goes together, can’t be separated. It’s all one thing. Like
prayer.”
May my hands be instruments of peace, may my mouth speak only truth, may this nose smell the fragrance of
holiness, may this face shine with the light of compassion, may these ears hear the Word of God, may this neck
bend in humility to the One, may these feet walk in paradise.
Alessandra-called-Sandra swung her little ashy legs against the chair, bumpity-bump, while the family
whispered the Fatiha, arms folded across chests. When they all knelt down-down-down, and put their faces on the
floor for the sajda, her legs went still and her eyes got round as saucers.
*
In Square One, Khadra and her brother didn’t notice how, near the end of each month, their mother measured
out the cups of rice smaller and cooked a little less every day. They did notice marvelous snow-covered days,
when she’d scoop the fresh fall into a bowl and sprinkle sugar on it and hand them spoons.
Snowcones from God.
*
The family’s first winter in the new land was a season of wonder. Khadra’s parents took the children for a drive
up a Rocky Mountain ridge. The snow gave a halo to everything.
“Look! Up there!” her father said as they turned a corner. Tall grand houses were padded with white down and
outlined in colored lights, gable and turret and door.
“And—look down!” her mother cried, pointing.
There, spread below them, was the city, pinwheel after pinwheel of light. Spinning gears of light. This was
amazing. This was America.
The children marveled, but the parents were young themselves, and could hardly believe they were looking
upon the world from these dizzying heights. They were a galaxy away from home, for the first time in sober
young lives spent mostly within a small radius around Damascus.
*
Danger abounded.
Pork was everywhere. At first the young couple thought it was merely a matter of avoiding the meat of the pig.
Soon their eyes were opened to the fact that pig meat came under other names and guises in this strange country.
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Sometimes it was called bacon, other times it was called sausage, or bologna, or ham. Its fat was called lard and
even in a loaf of Wonder Bread it could be lurking.
Bits of pig might appear in salad—imagine, in salad! Jell-O had pig. Hostess Twinkles had pig. Even candy
could have pig.
Pig meat was filthy. It had bugs in it, Khadra’s father said. That’s why God made it haram,\fn{“Forbidden”; as in
forbidden by Islamic law:H} her mother said. If you ate pig, bugs would grow and grow inside your stomach and eat
your guts out. Always ask if there is pig in something before you eat anything from kuffar\fn{A denigrating term used
in an Islamic doctrinal sense, usually translated as “infidel,” “unbeliever,” or “disbeliever”, and applied to a person who rejected God in the
Islamic sense, or who hides, denies, or covers what W calls “the Islamic version of truth”:W,H } hands.

Mrs. Brown the kindergarten teacher poured the candy corn into a little flowered plastic cup on Khadra’s desk.
Khadra said, “I can't eat this,” her round, baby-fat face grave.
“Why not, sweetie?” Mrs. Brown said, bending low so her white face was next to Khadra’s.
“There’s a pig in it.” Mrs. Brown laughed a pretty laugh and said,
“Nooo, there isn’t a pig in it, dear!”
“Are you sure?”
“I’m positive.”
She was so pretty and so nice and so sure. Khadra ate the candy corn and put some in her pocket. But when
Eyad saw the candy corn on the bus he said,
“Ommm, you ate candy corn. Candy corn has pig!”
“Nuh uh!”
But it did. And it was too late to throw it up. Khadra was tainted forever. If she lived, that is.
Too ashamed to tell her parents, she waited in horror for the bugs to grow in her stomach and eat her guts out.
3
One day Khadra’s father heard a call in the land and, the love of God his steps controlling, decided to take his
family to a place in the middle of the country called Indiana, “The Crossroads of America.” He had discovered the
Dawah Center.
His wife said that a Dawah worker’s job was to go wherever in the country there were Muslims who wanted to
learn Islam better, to teach it to their children, to build mosques, to help suffering Muslims in other countries, and to
find solutions to the ways in which living in a kuffar land made practicing Islam hard. This was a noble jihad.
Position open: Chapter Coordinator, Dawah Center. Develop Islamic education programs via logical Islamic methodology. Requirements: Practicing Islamic lifestyle, sound Islamic belief, college degree. Contact: Br. Omar Nabolsy or Br.
Kuldip Khan, Indianapolis Home Office, 1867 New Harmony Drive, Simmonsville, Indiana. (Classified in The Islamic
Forerunner)

So they loaded up everything they owned on the luggage rack of the station wagon and set off over prairie and
dale like pioneers. Tall tall mountains shining in their eyes. Immaculate lakes like God’s polished tables. Rivers
that churned and frothed. Forests, high-treed and terrifying, and then land so wide and flat it made you lonely.
“Where’s Syria?” Khadra asked Eyad, staring at her stubby toes on the back window of the station wagon
where they lay on a Navajo blanket.
Khadra couldn’t remember Syria, although she thought of it whenever she rubbed a little boomerang-shaped
scar on her right knee that had been made on a broken tile in Syria. Red blood running down a white stone step.
Walay himmek. Ey na’am. Sometimes she had a vague memory of having been on a mountain. Dry sunny days
that had a certain smell made her think of Syria, and when she bit into a tart plum or a dark cherry, her mouth felt
like Syria.
Eyad, with his serious gray-green eyes, remembered Syria in complete sentences, not flashes of words and
tastes. Life there had Aunt Razanne and Uncle Mazen. And their kids, cousin Reem and cousin Roddy, drinking
powdered milk from a big tin that said NEEDO.\fn{In America the anagram becomes the word “Nido”, and is a type of powdered milk fortified with vitamins and mineras, made for small children and marketed by Nestle:H } Syria was Mama’s daddy called
Jiddo Candyman, with his tuft of thick white hair like cotton candy, throwing you up-up while you screamed with
delight. The adhan\fn{A variant spelling of azan, the Muslim call to prayer intoned over loudspeakers in Muslim cities and towns:H }
floating down from up in the air.
Streets busy with people who spoke Arabic in the same rhythms as his mother and father, ey wallah, people
whose faces bore his parents’ features. Here in ’Mreeka, no one looked like them and they looked like no one.
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“Far away,” Eyad said gravely. “Syria’s far, far away.”
“Where? Point. Where the sky touches the ground, is that Syria?”
“No,” he said, with authority. “Farther.”
“Like a star?” She squinted at the street lamps, making them send rays of light to her eyes.
The little frontier family trekked the Oregon Trail in reverse, with as much wonder in their hearts as the pioneers of an earlier century heading the other way. Square One itself had been strange enough and new, and now
they were going further, over the edge of the known world.
At the start of every day, their mother recited the Throne of the Heavens and the Earth Verse,\fn{ This is Qur’an
2:255: “Allah: there is no god but Him, the Living, the Eternal One. Neither slumber nor sleep overtakes Him. His is what the heavens and
the earth contain. Who can intercede with Him except by His permission? He knows what is before and behind men. They can grasp only
that part of His knowledge which He wills. His throne is as vast as the heavens and the earth, and the preservation of both does not weary
Him. He is the Exalted, the Immense One.”:H} the three “I seek refuge” chapters from the Qur’an, and her favorite travel

prayer:
O Thou My God: I seek refuge in Thee from humiliation or humiliating, from being astray or leading others
astray, from wronging or being wronged, from ignorance or having ignorance perpetrated upon me.
*
It has been seven years since the adult Khadra had set foot in Indiananapolis. She’d left in the middle of a
college degree, in the middle of a marriage to a nice Muslim guy, in the middle of com munity ties she cauterized
abruptly. The Fallen Timbers Townhouses are coming up on the right and, on a whim, she turns off on General
Wayne Drive toward it: the old homestead.
There are laundry lines by the corner wall. There's number 1492 Tecumseh Drive. A caramel-colored girl
comes out the door swinging a brown shopping bag full of fancy ladies’ shoes.
“¡A la casa de Simona!” she shouts over her shoulder.
Khadra, returning to this ground that didn’t love her, tries to stave the panic in her gut that is entirely the fault
of the state of Indiana and the lay of its flat, flat land, to which she had never asked to be brought. She repeats the
favorite prayer of her mother aloud to the windshield of her little car and grips the steering wheel a little tighter,
like someone holding a small lantern and going out to investigate, a little afraid of what she might find.
4
The Shamy family had come to Indiana for God. It wasn’t much pay.
“It doesn’t matter,” Khadra's mother said. “We are not in love with the glitter of this world.”
But oh, Khadra loved the glitter of the purple banana seat bike at the garage sale. Her father haggled the price
down to four dollars.
“How come ’Nifa and them get new bikes, Baba?” she asked, skittering to keep up with her father as he maneuvered the bike to the station wagon.
“When I was your age back in Syria, my folks were so poor I had to work after school till dark. Days we had
nothing in the house but bread and olives.”
“Yeah, but how come Hanifa and them get new bikes?”
“Say al-hamdu-lilah, Khadra.” He hoisted the bike into the cargo space of the station wagon. “Give thanks for
what you have.”
“Hamdilah. But how come—”
*
His mother’s mother had been a seamstress. In the days of privation and cholera epidemic in Damascus, when
menfolk were drafted by the Turks and forced to fight the Safar Barlek,\fn{A term that describes historical practices during the late wars that the Ottoman government engaged into during the later phases of its empire. Safarberlik signifies conscription practices for the Balkan wars and WWI and the same term invokes all memories associated with war experience:W } she scraped through

by sewing for the neighbors. She pedaled that kettle-black Singer to success. By the 1920s, ladies from all over
Damascus would come to her with fashion magazines, point at an outfit, and she’d custom tailor it for them, or
delegate it to one of her apprentices—young women vied to be trained by her.
“Like, a fashion designer?” Khadra said, looking at the woman with the arching brows and upswept hair in the
faded photo, one of the few pictures the Shamys packed with them from Syria.
Her father’s grandma eyeballed you, looking kind of magnificent and cheekbony, not like the pictures of Mama’s mother, which showed a plump, sweet-faced woman looking like she was about to give you a big cozy hug
in shades of black and white.
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The Shamy side tended to look heroic and solemn in photographs. Khadra’s dad, Wajdy, had a picture of his
father, Jiddo Abu Shakker, in his youth, standing at attention in a military uniform. His mother, Sitto Um Shakker, is seated next to him in her bridal dress. Both look brave and sad and serious. Of course they wouldn’t have
been called Um Shakker and Abu Shakker then, because they hadn’t had the first baby, Shakker, yet.
Jiddo the Soldier-Man had died the year before they came to America. It happened when her father’s big brother Shakker got put in jail for saying things against the Syrian government. Her father said Syria was a mean
government, and that Shakker had told the truth to its face and that’s called standing witness and that’s what a
good Muslim should do.
Shakker died a hero. A martyr. In Syria, everyone in the Shamy neighborhood called Wajdy “Shakker’s little
brother.”
The last picture they had of Jiddo Abu Shakker is of him in a fez and a full gray beard, smiling sadly. Baby
Khadra is in his lap and little tyke Eyad in a sailor suit at his knee.
“They didn’t have such fancy titles as ‘fashion designer’ in Syria then,” her father answered Khadra. “Seamstress is what she called it.” He had learned to sew almost by osmosis.
“Burdas”—that’s what Wajdy called sewing patterns—“burdas are for beginners.”
Little Khadra had only to point to a dress in her Sleeping Beauty Golden Book and her father would whip it up
for her on the secondhand Singer. Her friends may have flaunted gorgeous new ghararas from Hyderabad on Eid,
with gold-on-red and silver-on-green chumki-bordered brocade and matching depattas thrown over their shoulders like glamorous boas. But they had nothing on the fairy-tale gown Khadra’s father made for her. It boasted
five—count ‘em, five—tiers of ruffles on the full-length violet skirt, and a petal collar with rickrack trim.
*
Their mother was getting fat. Soon the children were told—it wasn’t fat, it was a new baby on the way. Khadra
and Lyad got it then—the worry about money. They clipped coupons for double coupon day and saved pennies for
baby-food jars and diapers and plastic panties. In brother-sister huddles, Eyad and Khadra discussed getting jobs
that would help the family budget.
“Paper route?” Eyad whispered.
“How much money do they make?” Khadra whispered back.
*
Their mother didn’t work. At least, not outside the home. Inside she worked plenty, scrubbing things clean,
getting spots out, refolding aluminum foil, deboning chicken to make it last several meals, stretching things out
until the next paycheck. Making sure filth did not seep underfoot from the trickle around the toilet bowl and get
carried to the rest of the house by the wet squishing soles of plastic bathroom slippers.
Don’t wear the bathroom slippers outside the bathroom. Leave them at the door—you’re tracking impurities—
now we can’t pray there until the carpet’s shampooed and purified! Making sure the kids did chores and didn’t
turn into lazy American children.
But Mama—Hanfa and Hakim are waiting for us to ride our bikes to the candy store!
Hanifa and Hakim al-Deen lived in the Fallen Timbers. Their dad, Uncle Jamal, worked at a big pharmaceutical company but their mom, Aunt Khadija, was a secretary at the Dawah Center so they played with the Shamy
kids nearabout every day.
“I have a college degree, like Wajdy,” Khadra’s mother said to Aunt Khadija. At one time, she thought she
might go to medical school.
“But after I graduated, I chose to stay home. For the children.” She patted her belly, which globed firm and
round in front of her.
“That is her most important work: making more Muslims,” Khadra’s father liked to say jovially. “Good-quality Muslims, that is. An educated mother is the child’s first school!”
Ebtehaj Qadry-Agha had a good-quality Muslim baby at the hospital. A beaming Wajdy Shamy pointed him
out to Khadra and Eyad through the nursery window, a red, squinting, mewling bundle that turned out to be a boy
named Jihad. Khadra and Eyad spent the night at Hakim and Hanifa’s.
The al-Deen townhouse was a mirror image of the Shamys’. Where the Shamys’ entrance and hallway were to
the left of the dinette, kitchen, and living room, the al-Deen hallway was to the right. Instead of a matching
country plaid couch set in harvest gold and hunter green, the al-Deens had a beige overstuffed sectional that
overfilled the living room. Instead of the Shamys’ big wooden TV with the rabbit ears (on which they’d all
watched Nixon’s big square head say “I am resigning the office of the Presidency effective at noon tomorrow”),
the Al-Deens had a hi-fi stereo system and stacks of records and eight-tracks by K-tel, from Al Green to the
Valadiers.
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Khadra’s parents ignored this wall of music when visiting Uncle Jamal and Aunt Khadija and didn’t understand why they kept this monument to their pre-Muslim years.
5
Aunt Khadija’s name used to be Kacey. Kacey Thompson, then she changed it to Kacey X, then Khadija X,
then Khadija Kareem when she became a Bilalian,\fn{ An African-American} then Khadija Al-Deen when she
married Uncle Jamal.
“Was that when you finally became a real Muslim?” Khadra asked, licking powdered Tang out of a paper cup,
a habit for which Aunt Khadija said she’d lose all her teeth before the age of twenty. “Or were you still that Elijah
thing. The fake Muslims where it’s only for black people?”
Khadra was perched on the side of Aunt Khadija’s desk in the secretarial pool at the Dawah Center, swinging
her short legs. It was the room that used to be the front parlor when the house had been a family home.
Aunt Khadija didn’t answer right off. She turned her face away and flied some papers in a metal cabinet.
Things were busy because it was almost Memorial Day, the time of year when the Dawah Center held its annual
conference.
“What is a real Muslim, Khadra?” Aunt Khadija said finally.
“When you do the Five Pillars,” Khadra shrugged, “you know, and follow the Qur’an and the Prophet and
wear hijab\fn{The head-covering worn in public by some Muslim women} and follow the Islamic way of life and—” Aunt
Khadija said gently,
“Shahada.\fn{The Muslim profession of faith} That’s all. Belief that God is One. When that enters your heart and
you surrender to it, you are a Muslim.”
Khadra felt alarm. It wasn’t that simple. Her parents said so. You have to practice Islam to be a real Muslim.
“Remember,” Aunt Khadija said, “I was born a Muslim, Khadra. Just like you.”
“But—you converted,” Khadra protested. She had seen Aunt Khadija’s yearbook. She used to be a regular
American girl with beehive hair, wearing a miniskirt, having a boyfriend. That’s not Living the Islamic Lifestyle.
She peered wonderingly up at Aunt Khadija’s face, her rounded cheeks like dark red apples. Khadra’s father said
all that Elijah Mohammad business was nonsense. He said it was a good thing Black Muslims like Aunt Khadija
and Uncle Jamal converted to real Islam or they would be wandering astray.
“I don’t say I ‘converted,’” Aunt Khadija said gently. “I say I ‘reverted.’ Everyone is born in a state of surrender to God. That’s what the word muslim means, really. I rediscovered my natural state, that’s all. Surrender is—”
“Khadra, Khadra, let Aunty do her work,” Khadra’s father said. Hundreds of mailed-in conference registration
forms needed to be sorted. Aunt Khadija helped Khadra tie on her scarf for prayer.
“Imagine being made to stand naked in front of a whole bunch of people,” Aunt Khadija murmured.
Khadra drew back with a look of horror.
“Mmm hmm. That’s how it was,” Aunt Khadija said, her face framed in a plum-colored scarf. “That’s how it
was for black women back in slavery times. Up on the auction block. Covering up is a strong thing.”
Khadra hopped off the desk and followed the back of Auntie Khadija’s dark rose thobe as it trailed, dignified,
up the stairs to the prayer room.
*
One time in fourth grade, Khadra thought she might start wearing hijab like the big girls, but then Hanifa had
called to say “let’s go swimming!” so she’d put it off and run to meet her friend at the Fallen Timbers pool. The
two girls cannonballed and butter-flied, and raced squealing to the finish line in the water, basking in sun and air.
After hijab, she’d still be able to swim in private pools, such as at the home of the Sudanese doctor’s family up
in Meridian Hills. Dr. Abdul-Kadir’s elegant, tobe-clad wife sometimes invited all the girls to a women-only pool
party, and Khadra and Hanifa got into splash fights with Maha, the doctor’s daughter.
The Abdul-Kadir family and the other Northern Indy Muslims were rich. They didn’t work for the cause of
Islam full-time like Dawah people but were doctors, lawyers, engineers. Khadra’s mother said somebody had to
do those important jobs.
“I used to dream I would be a doctor one day, and open a free clinic for poor people,” she said. And Khadra’s
dad said it was okay to be rich, but it was a trial from God. What would you do with it?
*
The Abdul-Kadirs did good things with it. Like, a lot of Muslims were being killed in Cambodia, and the
Dawah Center wanted to help Cambodian Muslims get to a safe haven in America, but raising enough money was
hard. Khadra and Hanifa baked tray after tray of brownies, and Aunt Trish made her carrot cake, and Aunt Dilshad
fried her samosas (too hot; they made your eyes water). Eyad and Hakim and Malik Jefferson and the Haqiqat sis140

ters pitched in to sell it all for weeks and weeks after juma\fn{The congregational Friday prayer of Islam } at Masjid
Salam. Still, it wasn’t enough.
Then the Abdul-Kadirs wrote a big check, as much as had been raised in weeks of bake sales, and boom, just
like that, there was enough to bring over the Cambodian family, Suulya and Ali and their baby Hassan. Only
Uncle Kuldip said to call them Cham, not Cambodian.
“They’re here, they’re here!”
Uncle Kuldip was bringing the Chams from the airport. The “auntie crew” was stocking the cabi nets with
groceries. Eyad and Hakim and Danny Nabolsy had to shovel the walk to the guest house and, since it was the
kind of snow that had sat and iced over for days and came off only in chunks, they had a job of it. Danny’s big
brother Sammy sat on the back porch with his feet up on the rail, laughing at them. Nilofar Haqiqat and Hanifa alDeen hustled to put the vacuum cleaner away. Khadra, at the window with Insaf Haqiqat, stared curiously as
Uncle Kuldip drove up with the newcomers.
They’d never seen Cham people before. The Cham lady was Khadra’s height and the man was not much taller
and so slight of build he looked like an Indiana winter wind could knock him flat. In his arms was the tiny, fragile,
wrinkled Cham baby.
Dr. Abdul-Kadir examined the baby with a stethoscope from his black bag. He didn’t say anything. He then
took out an ear doogiemabob and looked in baby’s ears and nose and throat.
Aunt Trish was holding her breath the whole time. When the doctor said the baby was “alhamdulilah okay,”
she let out a little laugh and blew her nose. Not just Aunt Trish.
*
When Tayiba Thoreau moved into Fallen Timbers, there was quite a stir.
For one thing, her family had a dog. They were Muslim and they had a big blond hairy dog named Custer.
What’s more, her father was a white man, a white American man who was a Muslim.
“Nuh-uh,” Khadra said, jealous that Hanifa saw the new girl first. She had floor-scrubbing chores. But at least
her friend had raced right over to give her the scoop.
Who had ever heard of such a thing: a white American man, Muslim?
“CIA plant?” some of the grown-ups whispered. “FBI?”
The four kids rode their bikes over to see the new family. They ogled: Tayiba was mod. They had never seen a
mod Muslim girl before. She wore platform shoes with holes through the heels, bellbottom jeans, a breezy peasant
blouse and large sunglasses that rested atop her hijab—a jaunty little kerchief tied at the side of her head. A hijab
with a side tie? Hanifa and Khadra looked at each other.
Tayiba was three years older than Khadra, plus she came from Chicago. So, of course, she was loads more
sophisticated than any of them. Her father was from Nebraska and her mother from Kenya.
“It’s haram to have a dog, you know,” Khadra lost no time telling Tayiba.
“Is not,” Tayiba said, scratching behind Custer’s ears.
“Is too.” The animal was jumping around Tayiba’s knees and Khadra eyed the interaction closely for signs of
dog drool.
“And you better wash your hands seven times.”
Tayiba turned away, bristling at Khadra’s know-it-all airs about religion.
Her dad was a very pale white man with almost white-blond hair. Khadra did not know hair could be that
blond for real. He was the Dawah Center accountant. He also gave Why I Embraced Islam lectures regularly at
mosques across the nation.
Tayiba’s mom, Aunt Ayesha, did secretarial work at the Center part-time. She was thin-lipped, pointy-nosed,
and sharp-tongued. Her oval, upwardly slanted face with aristocratic features was as darkest blue-black as her
husband was palest white. She came from a family of schoolteachers in Mombasa. If she fixed a certain look on
you through her turquoise cat’s-eye glasses that were studded with tiny rhinestones, you were pinned to the spot
and forgot whatever foolish thing you were going to say.
Tayiba’s sister, Zuhura, was a lot older, practically a grown-up to Khadra and them. She went to Indiana
University, Bloomington. A well-spoken girl, she had adult conversations about social justice in Islam with the
learned Uncle Kuldip and with Khadra’s father and the other uncles and aunties. Aunt Ayesha, standing next to her
husband, managed to maintain a stern gaze even as you could see she was beaming at her daughter’s elo-quence.
Zuhura looked like a taller, plumper version of her mom, not like her dad at all.
“She’s full Kenyan,” Tayiba said. “My mom’s first marriage.”
It took two people to handle Tayiba’s hair, which bulged enormously under her headwrap. When she let it out
of its bundle, it bounded out, with a span nearly a yard wide. Khadra couldn’t even believe how big it was. When
Tayiba had to wash her hair, everything came to a screeching halt.
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“I can’t go biking with you today, I have to wash my hair.”
“So? Wash it and get your booty out here,” Khadra called up to Tayiba’s window, annoyed. What a blow-off.
“Wash my hair”—like that takes all day. Tayiba rolled her eyes.
“You don’t understand. I have to wash my hair,” she said. “It’s not like washing your little ole hair, girl. It is a
whole thing of its own.”
*
It felt weird calling Tayiba’s dad “Uncle Joe,” the way the kids in the community called all the Muslim grownups “aunt” and “uncle.” “Joe Thoreau” just did not seem like a proper Muslim name. Uncle Joe was so white he
had that blotchy pink type of face that white men had. The kind that, when it loosened and got jowly on older men
like the school principal, made Khadra’s mom shudder because she said it looked like the underneath parts of a
man’s body that should be covered. Why didn’t American men grow beards like decent folk?
After a while, Tayiba’s dad changed his name from Joe to Yusuf.
Then he grew a beard.
And sent the dog away, to his brother in Chicago.
He started to fit in at the Center much better. …
297.132 Excerpt from Under The Black Flag: An Exclusive Insight Into The Inner Workings Of ISIS: 1.
“Preface” 2. “All Rise For The Caliph” 3. “Conclusion”\fn{by Sami Moubayed (1978- )} Damascus, Damascus
Governorate, Syria (M) 15
1\fn{In what follows, the text before me has been edited from massive paragraphs of solid print into their constituent thought units; of
course, no words have been changed, and the sequence of their component sentences has not been modified in any way. The only exception
to this has been to unify the spelling of Shi’i and Shi’a to Shia, in the interests of traeitional comprehensible uniformity:H }
A gruesome video made the rounds online in mid-February 2015, sending shockwaves across the globe.
The scene was coastal Libya, near the city of Sirt, hometown of the former Libyan dictator Muammar alGaddafi. Twenty-one Egyptian Christians dressed in orange jumpsuits were lined up on the shore, kneeling on the
ground, the waters of the Mediterranean washing against their trembling feet. Behind each of the orange-clad men
was another line of twenty-one men.
At the centre stood a man dressed all in black, to his left ten men in battle camouflage, to his right another ten
in battle camouflage, all of the men wielding shining razor-sharp knives.
They grabbed their helpless hostages by the collar as the man in black spoke in a North American accent
addressing “the crusaders”. He promised to break the cross, kill the swine and conquer Rome.
Then before him his henchmen slit the throats of the men kneeling before them.
The video now cut to an image of the Mediterranean, just a few miles south of Europe, its waters soaked in
blood. Before taking the knife to his victims, the man in black told the world:
O people, recently you’ve seen us on the hills of al-Sham\fn{ The Levant} and on Dabiq’s Plain,\fn{Near Aleppo}
chopping off the heads that have been carrying the cross of delusion for a long time, filled with spite against Islam and
Muslims.

He was referring to the original “man in black”, Jihadi John, the chief executioner of the Islamic State of Iraq
and the Levant.
Jihadi John, a British-born jihadi, had horrified the world, appearing in one video after another slitting the
throats of helpless Westerners, dressed, of course, in the trademark orange jumpsuit. ISIS’s reign of terror now
extends from the deserts of Iraq and the hills of the Levant to the shores of the Mediterranean.
*
The Islamic State of Iraq and the Levant (ISIS or ISIL or IS) is a relatively new organization, born after the US
occupation of Baghdad in 2003. Daesh is the Arabic acronym many Arabs and foreigners use to refer to ISIS. Its
adherents hate that name, as it sounds quite comical. Instead they prefer to simply call it “al-Dawla al-Islamiyya”
(The Islamic State).
Its ideological roots, however, are much older.
In fact they can be traced back to the early years of Islam and the generation of the first Muslims.
Islamists believe that the ultimate goal of true believers is to establish a state ruled by the laws of Islamic
Shari’a and governed by a caliph as in the earliest days of Islam, immediately after the death of the Prophet
Muhammad in 632. This is the crux of ISIS ideology.
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The idea of a caliphate has been a sacred dream, passed down from one generation of Islamists to the next.
Celebrated jihadis like Osama bin Laden\fn{1957-2011} and Abu Musaab al-Zarqawi\fn{1966-2006} have harboured
that same dream.
From the very beginning, Syrian jihadis wanted to re-establish a caliphate in Damascus, the former capital of
the glorious Umayyad dynasty over 1,200 years ago. This is where Islam had its first empire, with a proper bureaucracy, internal security, a navy and a postal service. It is from there that Islam expanded to reach territories as
far away as China and Spain, converting “infidels” along the way.
Syrian jihadis see themselves as a continuation of those powerful Muslim leaders, such as the orthodox Sunni
Muslim line of successors to the Prophet Muhammad:\fn{ c.570-632} Abu Bakr al-Siddiq,\fn{573-604} Umar ibn alKhattab,\fn{c.583-644} Uthman ibn Affan\fn{577-656} and Ali ibn Abi Talib.\fn{599-651}
That generation of the first Muslims, the four true caliphs of Sunni Islam, provided the epitome of true Islamic
practice. In Arabic, they are referred to as the ’Salaf, or “predecessors”, meaning the early Muslims. Those who
live by their example are called “Salafi”.
*
Modern-day Salafi jihadis claim to want to reform Islam from within, helping to free and purify the faith of
un-Islamic practices.
These “reforms” range from demolishing false idols such as statues and gravestones to banning: the use of
toothbrushes in favour of miswak—a tooth-cleaning twig used by the Prophet; the wearing of neckties—considered an emulation of Western infidels; and the practice of smoking—an affliction compared to drinking
alcohol, which is strictly forbidden in Islam.
In effect they want to see the Islamic world revert in its ethics, pieties and practices to the prism of the early
Muslim era as represented by the first caliphs.
*
The concept of Salafism first emerged in the nineteenth century in response to the rise of European influence
in the Muslim world, which challenged and eroded longstanding social, cultural and religious norms. Not only
were the European consuls and merchants having an increasing influence, but there were also a rising number of
missionary and foreign schools in the empire, ranging from Dutch and Russian to American, French and British.
The most famous of them, of course, was the Syrian Protestant College, established by American Protestants in
1866.
*
The extent of the Muslim-ruled territories had shrunk under Ottoman rule. They had once included parts of
Eastern Europe, the Balkans, Crimea and the Caucasus. Serbia, Montenegro, Romania, Bosnia, Herzegovina and
Cyprus were lost.
Even parts of North Africa, which had been steadfastly Muslim—such as Egypt and Tunisia—were embracing
a degree of secularism, which was shunting aside traditional regions of Muslim rule.
The Ottoman Sultan compensated for the dramatic decline in land by imposing his iron rule on the Arab provinces of the Empire, positioning himself as a divine leader who ought to be neither questioned nor challenged.
In today’s world, Salafis aim for a global theocracy, ruled by a firebrand version of the Muslim faith. Their
version of Islam excommunicates the Shia and other non-Sunnis like the Alawites and allows the beheading of socalled '”infidels”.
Mainstream Muslims regard their actions as a distorted version of Islam.
*
When ISIS overran vast swathes of territory in Syria and Iraq during the summer of 2014, many predicted that
this was a short-lived phenomenon that would soon vanish.
Born out of the chaos of the Syrian Civil War, it was assumed that it would disappear once the guns fell silent
in Syria. Many analysts claimed that the ideological roots of ISIS were shaky, as was its power base.
At the time of writing in mid-2015, ISIS has not disappeared—far from it. The terror group has solidified control of its captured territory, surviving the massive bombing campaign led by the United States since September
2014.
It has set up its own functioning government with all the trappings of statehood: a court system, an efficient
police force, a powerful army, a sophisticated intelligence service, a national anthem and a flag—the black banner
of al-Qaeda.
More importantly, its coffers are buoyed by revenue from oil, enabling it to function as a proper state.
ISIS has taken control of land in Syria and Iraq, fighting against both the Syrian and Iraqi armies, and has outflanked similar groups in the jihadi movement. Its caliph, Abu Bakr al-Baghdadi,\fn{ 1971- } has received pledges
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of support from deadly groups reaching as far as Nigeria and Egypt—Boko Haram of Nigeria\fn{ Founded in 2002}
and Ansar Bayt al-Maqdis\fn{Founded in 2011} in the Sinai Peninsula.
ISIS is extending its reach into Europe as well, hoping to re-establish the Islamic empire that once ruled Spain.
ISIS has not vanished. Its ideological roots and power base have proved stronger than many observers once
claimed them to be.
*
This book will delve into the ideological foundations of the Islamic State and the caliphate, taking the reader
from the late Ottoman era up to the present.
It will try to shed light upon the true nature of ISIS: where it came from, how it has flourished and where it
might be heading in the years ahead, using first-hand interviews with ISIS members and people living within ISISheld territory, as well as presenting the observations of field reporters from within ISIS-held territory.
Who were the shadowy figures behind ISIS’s formation in 2013?
Were they only ex-Baathists from Saddam Hussein’s army, who turned to jihad after 2003?
Was it born out of the Obama administration’s reluctance to intervene in the Syrian conflict since 2011?
Was it the brainchild of Iran, as the Syrian opposition has claimed?
Did it originate in Turkey and Saudi Arabia, as the governments of Tehran and Damascus claim?
Or was it a combination of all of these factors that grew out of control and has now become a “gun for hire”,
willing to work with anyone in the region, against everybody else?
The truth, of course, is still unknown—and it may take years, if not decades, for any convincing answers to
emerge.
*
I originally hesitated before writing this book. It was a dangerous project which could have cost me my life.
By training, I am a Syrian historian specializing in pre-Baathist Syria. I found it hard to write a book about
post-Baathist Syria.
In the Syrian north, where ISIS rules today, the state has vanished into thin air. The pre-Baathist Syria of the
1950s will never return—nor will the Baathist one of 1963-2011.
The Damascus I know is a place of fabled beauty, in which secular statesmen charted their country’s future at
the founding conference of the United Nations.
I have no sympathy with Islamists and power-hungry soldiers. What is happening today is a completely new
chapter in the history of my country. It is an ugly chapter, but one that will last much longer than any of us desire.
One cannot view ISIS, however, only through the clear-cut black and white frames of post-9/11 and pre-Arab
Spring politics. It is simply not as straightforward as it seems to the Western world.
A serious look at the early years of Muslim history is needed, taking readers into the inner thoughts of Abu
Bakr al-Baghdadi and his ambitions, which are all deeply rooted in the past.
It is in that ancient history that one might find some answers as to why ISIS emerged in 2014, and what its
leaders hope to achieve in the years ahead.
2
“The Caliphate is deposed.”
With these four powerful words, the secular Turkish president Mustafa Kemal Atatürk\fn{ 1881-1938} abolished
the last official caliphate of Islam on 3 March 1924.
The controversial decision was announced by the Turkish National Assembly five years after the Ottoman
Empire’s collapse towards the end of World War I. Part of the caliph’s duties, some of his functions and what
remained of his funds were transferred to the secular Turkish parliament. Atatürk explained:
I must make it clear that those seeking to keep Muslims absorbed in the illusion of the caliphate are the enemies of
Muslims.

Never did he imagine that exactly 90 years later, the caliphate would be resurrected in a dusty forgotten city
along the Euphrates, 1,400 km south of Istanbul.
*
The term “caliph” literally means successor to Muhammad, the Prophet of Islam.
On paper, the caliph rules over a sovereign state that encompasses the global Muslim community, known in
Arabic as the ummah. According to Sunni Muslims, the position was first occupied by the Prophet’s neighbour,
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friend and trustworthy companion Abu Bakr al-Siddiq in 632. People called him “Khalfat Rasoul Allah”
(Successor of the Messenger of God).
The caliph had to be chosen by consensus, through the global Muslim community. Sunni Muslims say that the
caliph must be able to trace his lineage directly back to the powerful Quraysh clan of Mecca or any of its subbranches, given that Mecca is the birthplace of Islam. The Prophet himself belonged to the Banu Hashem clan of
Quraysh.
The Hanafi school of Islam, however says that non-Qurayshis can also assume the caliphate, which explains
how Ottoman sultans came to rule a Muslim empire despite the fact that none of them hailed from Meccan
notability.
Shi’a Muslims claim that being a Mecca notable by ancestry is not enough to become caliph. Potential contenders need to hail strictly from Ahl al-Bayt (the fami1y of the Prophet).
This explains why Abu Bakr al-Baghdadi insists on using two important additional last names whenever
making a public statement or appearance. One is al-Qurashi (hailing from Quraysh and another is al-Hassani
(descendant of the Prophet’s grandson al-Hasan ibn Ali\fn{ 625-670}).
Western journalists and non-Muslims tend to drop both titles for practicality, but ISIS media never refers to him
without both affiliations. Al-Baghdadi wants to draw as much historical, religious and popular legitimacy as he
can; yet this should not be seen as an attempt to placate either the Shi’a or the Sunnis who oppose him.
*
The cornerstone of Islamic jurisprudence is the Prophet’s Hadith, a meticulous\fn{And extremely extensive,
containing over 30,000 alleged sayings } compilation of Muhammad’s words and actions which comes second in importance after the Holy Qur’an for all Muslims.
The Prophet is quoted referencing the resurgence of the caliphate saying:
There will be Prophethood for as long as Allah wills it to be, then He will remove it when He wills, then there will
be a caliphate on the Prophetic method and it will be for as long as Allah wills, then He will remove it when He wills,
then there will be biting Kingship for as long as Allah wills, then He will remove it when He wills, then there will be
oppressive Kingship for as long as Allah wills, then He will remove it when He wills, and then there will be caliphate
(once again).

The respected Hadith compiler Imam Muslim\fn{821-865} in his Sahih Muslim quotes the Prophet’s Companion Abu Huraira saying:
There will be no Prophet after me. There will be Khalifahs\fn{Caliphs} and they will number many.'

Another Hadith quotes the Prophet saying:
Leaders will take charge of you after me, where the pious (one) will lead you with his piety and the impious (one)
with his impiety, so only listen to them and obey them in everything which conforms with the truth (Islam).

In the Qur'an itself, the word “caliph” appears three times. The first is in the first Surat al-Baqara (verse 30)
where God identifies Adam as his khalifa on earth. The second is in Surat Sad (verse 26) where God addresses
King David as his khalifa on earth, reminding him of his obligations to rule with justice. The third is in Surat alNoor (verse 55):
God has promised those of you who have attained to faith and do righteous deeds that, of a certainty, He will make
them Khalifa on earth, even as He caused [some of] those who lived before them to become Khalifa; and that, of a
certainty, He will firmly establish for them the religion which He has been pleased to bestow on them; and that, of a
certainty, He will cause their erstwhile state of fear to be replaced by a sense of security [seeing that] they worship Me
[alone], not ascribing divine powers to aught beside Me. But all who, after [having understood] this, choose to deny the
truth—it is they, they who are truly iniquitous!

It must be noted that although Islam begins with Muhammad, all of the Qur’anic references to a “Khalifa”,
God’s successor on earth, are from the pre-Islamic Abrahamic tradition.
The Qur’an makes no mention of any of the Prophet’s successors, or caliphs.
*
Apart from lineage, conditions for becoming a caliph are fairly straightforward.
The caliph must be a Muslim male. Women are not allowed to assume the rank.
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The caliph is required to lead the masses during prayer, and in Islamic tradition a woman cannot lead, or even
appear, in an all-male mosque.
The caliph must be knowledgeable in Islam; he must be just, trustworthy and have high morals. He must also
be physically fit, spiritual, brave and capable of protecting the ummah against its enemies.
Both Sunnis and Shi’a agree that a caliph is a temporal ruler, expected to rule “by justice” within the boundaries of Islamic Shari’a. He passes laws penned on his behalf by an Islamic jurist, and citizens have to obey
them.
The caliph, however, is never above the law of the Qur’an. If he breaks Qur’anic teachings, he can be impeached by a Shura Council—a small group of learned men mandated to debate affairs of state and take decisions
on behalf of the Muslim nation. One reason justifying the impeachment of the caliph, for example, would be if he
doesn’t call Muslims to prayer.
*
After the first caliph Abu Bakr al-Siddiq’s death in 634, Umar ibn al-Khattab (r. 634-44) was chosen to become
caliph.
He was an exceptional figure in the history of Islam: wise, just, pious and politically sharp. When Umar ibn alKhattab spoke, his words became laws which were handed down from one generation of Muslims to the next. He
was also an old friend of the Prophet and the father of his wife, Hafsa.
To avoid the redundancy in saying Khalfat Khalfat Rasoul Allah (Successor of the Prophet’s Successor), Umar
ibn al-Khattab took on the title Amir al-Mu’minin (Commander of the Believers). This became both his title and
that of his two successors, Uthman ibn Affan (r. 644-656) and Ali ibn Abi Talib (r. 656-61). Both were Mecca
notables who were married to the Prophet’s daughters.
All the first four caliphs, according to Sunni Hadith, were chosen by the Prophet for an afterlife in heaven.
This was an exclusive position to which none of the Prophet’s family were admitted, not even his beloved first
wife Khadijah, their daughter Fatima, or his favourite wife, the teenage Aisha.
With the exception of Abu Bakr al-Siddiq (r. 632-634), who died a natural death at the age of 61, all the early
caliphs were murdered. A Persian stabbed Umar ibn al-Khattab at a mosque; Uthman ibn Man was slaughtered at
his home; and Ali ibn Abi Talib was assassinated by a Kharijite (defector from Islam).
All three were praying at the time of their death.
*
The history of their lives is a focal point for the Muslim world.
It is a history that Abu Bakr al-Baghdadi knows off by heart. Not only has he memorized it, but al-Baghdadi
also believes that theirs is the path that the Islamic State and all of its personalities should follow today in the
twenty-first century, and it is how he would like them to be remembered many years from now.
These first four caliphs are the iconic role models for any good Muslim, and al-Baghdadi claims to be walking
in their footsteps.
*
Under the first three caliphs, the capital of Islam was Medina, which houses the Prophet’s grave at the Masjid
al-Nabawi (Prophet’s Mosque). Medina was also the place where the final chronological verses of the Qur’an
were revealed to the Prophet.
During the short tenure of Muhammad’s son-in-law, Ali ibn Abi Talib, the fourth caliph, the Muslim capital
was moved to al-Kufa in present-day Iraq, 170 km south of Baghdad.
Then Ali ibn Abi Talib’s successor, Muawiya ibn Abi Sufyan, Muawiya I ( r. 661-680), moved the capital yet
again, this time to Damascus, to prevent Ali ibn Abi Talib’s heirs from claiming the caliphate for themselves. His
sons, Hasari ibn Ali\fn{625-670} and Hussein ibn Ali\fn{626-680}, had declared themselves the sole rightful heirs of
Muhammad, as blood relatives of the Prophet—their grandfather, Muawiya I, on the other hand, hailed from the
aristocratic Banu Umayya clan, hence the designation Umayyads. He originally refused to accept the new faith
and dismissed its prophet as a charlatan. He took up arms against Muhammad, but after realizing that the latter
was winning, Muawiya I converted to Islam. He then married his sister Ramla to the Prophet and became a reciter
of the Hadith.
*
When he became caliph, Muawiya I persuaded Ali ibn Abi Talib’s first son Hasan ibn Ali to abandon his claim
to the caliphate. He then made history by transforming the caliphate into a hereditary dynasty, bequeathing the position to his own son, Yezid.\fn{r. 680-683}
The crisis of succession was passed down from one generation to another. Muawiya’s son Yezid killed Ali ibn
Abi Talib’s second eldest son Hussein, along with his entire family, at the Battle of Karbala,\fn{ 680} 100 km
south-west of Baghdad. To justify their actions, the Umayyads made use of the famed statement of the Prophet,
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If the pledge of allegiance is given to two caliphs, kill the latter.

They chopped off Hussein ibn Ali’s head and sent it as a gift to Yezid’s palace in Damascus.
This single event inflamed the Sunni/Shi’a divide, which has lasted for 1400 years and still continues today.
*
The Shi’a faith is founded on the idea that All ibn Abi Talib and his line of successors, the Prophet’s bloodline,
are the rightful heirs of the Prophet. They believe that Muawiya and all consecutive caliphs of Sunni Islam have
robbed them of this inheritance.
The Shi’a still commemorate Hussein ibn Ali’s martyrdom annually with a ten-day ritual—the Mourning of
Muharram. Abu Bakr al-Baghdadi grew up hearing the stories of all these wrongdoings to Ali ibn Abi Talib and
his family by the Umayyads. Like many Sunni Muslims, he isn’t fond of the Umayyad dynasty and has a lot of respect for Ali ibn Abi Talib, whose name is carried by one of al-Baghdadi’s own children. Another child is named
after Ali ibn Abi Talib’s son, Hasan.
*
The Sunni Umayyads were Islam’s first dynasty.
They created an empire that grew rapidly in territory, incorporating the Caucasus, Sindh, the Maghreb and the
Iberian Peninsula, known as al-Andalus. At its peak, the Umayyad caliphate covered 13.4 million km.
*
The fall of the Umayyad dynasty at the hands of the Abbasids in 750 ushered in centuries of strife within the
Islamic world and invasion from without. The Abassids, a clan descending from the Prophet’s younger uncle,
Abbas ibn Abd al-Muttalib, moved the caliphate to Baghdad. The Abbasid period, however, saw other caliphates
established in Umayyad Andalusia and Fatimid Cairo, as well as the Crusaders’ capture of Jerusalem and other
Muslim territory.
In 1258, the Mongols invaded Baghdad and reduced the crown jewel of the Abbasid Empire to rubble.
*
The caliphate was soon re-established in Cairo by the Mamluks, descendants of Turkic slaves who had served
in the Abbasid army, until they themselves were overrun by the Ottoman Turks at the turn of the sixteenth century.
The Ottomans then moved the caliphate yet again, this time to Istanbul, and from there, the Muslim world was
ruled continuously until Atatürk abolished the caliphate in 1924.
*
These tumultuous years for the world of Islam, just before the consolidation of Ottoman rule, saw the birth of
one scholar whose ideas would resonate throughout the centuries and influence Islamic radicals from the medieval
period to present-day ISIS fighters: Ibn Taymiyya.
Born in Harran on the southern edge of present-day Turkey, Ibn Taymiyya (1263-1328) was raised by his
father Shihab al-Din, who was a theologian. Ibn Taymiyya grew up in Mamluk Damascus hearing the horrifying
stories of human suffering in Baghdad at the hands of the Mongols. The two cities had once been the capitals of
two glorious Muslim empires, and their fates seemed inseparable.
*
The reason for this excessive misery, Ibn Taymiyya later wrote, was because Muslims had strayed from the
true meaning of Islam.
It should have come as no surprise to the Muslim world, he added. Moral corruption and social decay were the
reasons behind the God-sent collective punishment for the people of Baghdad. A rebirth could only be achieved,
he wrote, if Muslims returned to the earliest interpretations of the Holy Qur’an, and to the life and practice of the
Salaf ([the] first Muslims).
The Mongol sacking of Baghdad was God’s justice, he claimed. Something was horribly wrong in the Muslim
world and unless it was addressed properly, once and for all, more disaster would soon befall Muslims around the
globe.
Ibn Taymiyya called for a holy jihad to create an Islamic state, ruled by a caliph, according to the basic guidance of the Holy Qur’an:
It is obligatory to know that the office in charge of commanding over the people\fn{The Khalifa} is one of the
greatest obligations of religion. In fact, there is no establishment of religion except by it. This is the opinion of the
salaf.

Only then would justice prevail in the Muslim world.
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Ibn Taymiyya’s views earned him a colourful assortment of powerful enemies.
Kings and sultans despised him because he challenged their authority and accused them of being weak.
Sufis, Christians, Shi’a and Alawites\fn{ “A branch of Islam, Alawi Islam, centered in Syria, who follow a branch of the
Twelver school of Shia Islam but with syncretistic elements”:W } abhorred him because Ibn Taymiyya collectively wrote
them off as agents of foreign powers and infidels, deserving of nothing but the sword. He wrote polemics against
them all and argued vociferously with the ruling of jurists and theologians of his day.
Ibn Taymiyya spent 15 years in the prisons of Damascus and Cairo. His last tenure in prison was in 1320 when
he issued a fatwa (religious decree) banning Muslims from visiting the Prophet’s grave in Medina. Graves and
tombstones were un-Islamic, he argued; they were Christian habits, and reflected attention to a material life. He
demanded that the authorities tear down the Prophet’s grave at the Masjid al-Nabawi in order to cleanse the Holy
Land.
On the subject of jihad, Ibn Taymiyya wrote:
It is in jihad that one can live and die in ultimate happiness, both in this world and in the afterlife. Abandoning it
means losing entirely or partially both kinds of happiness.

True to his teachings, his disciples took up arms to fight the invading Mongols, who arrived at the gates of
Damascus in 1330.
Ibn Taymiyya did not live to see the Mongols destroying his city. He died in Damascus in 1328, at the age of
65.
*
The ideas of Ibn Taymiyya loomed long after his death; they were preserved and taught by scholars in Damascus, Cairo and Arabia. He had inspired two central Muslim figures who single-handedly influenced the biggest
transformations in Sunni Islam.
Muhammad ibn Abd al-Wahhab (1703-1792) and Muhammad ibn Saud (d. 1765) were the founders of modern
Wahhabism that, in turn, formed the backbone of ISIS theory.
*
Muhammad ibn Abd al-Wahhab detested anything and anybody that did not adhere to the orthodox interpretations of Islam. He was invited to settle in Diriyah, a small town on the north-western out skirts of Riyadh, by its
ruler, Muhammad ibn Saud, who had watched his career with great interest. The two men saw things eye-to-eye
when it came to the future of Islam; both were obedient pupils of Ibn Taymiyya, and they worked together
brilliantly to expand their power and influence over the Arabian Peninsula and beyond.
Both Abd al-Wahhab and Ibn Saud opposed Ottomanism and all post-Muhammadian interpretations of Islam.
They excommunicated Jews, Christians, Shia and Alawites.
The crux of Wahhabi thought is that only Allah is to be worshipped and loved.
No idols were allowed in their version of Islam, not even the Prophet’s Companions.
No graves or representations of human or animal forms were tolerated.
There should be no religious celebrations, not even to celebrate the birthday of the Prophet.
*
By 1790, the two men had taken over most of what is now known as Saudi Arabia, except for Mecca and
Medina. They spread fear and obedience throughout the Arabian Desert, using brutal punishments such as the
severing of feet, hands and heads.
In the absence of mass communication, stories of their brutal campaigns were handed down from one generation to another, a gruesome form of oral history.
When reaching the holy Shia city of Karbala (in modern-day Iraq) in 1801, the forces of Ibn Saud butchered
5,000 Shi’a. Uthman bin Bashir al-Najadi, a historian of the first Saudi state and a contemporary of Ibn Saud and
Abd al-Wahhab, wrote:
We took Karbala and we slaughtered. We took its people sabaya\fn{As booty and slaves}. With the permission of
Allah, we will not apologize for what we have done and we tell all kuffar\fn{Unbelievers},
“You will receive similar treatment.”

In 1812, the Ottomans struck back through their viceroy in Egypt, Mehmet Ali Pasha, retaking all the lost
territory in the Arabian Peninsula by the winter of 1818.
Mehmet Ali’s son Ibrahim Pasha arrested Ibn Saud’s grandson and had him deported to the Ottoman imperial
capital Istanbul, where he was interrogated and beheaded, putting an end to the Saud dynasty’s first kingdom.
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*
At the turn of the twentieth century, one of Ibn Saud’s direct grandchildren, Abdul-Aziz, breathed renewed life
into the Wahhabi project. The collapse of the Ottoman Empire after World War I and its withdrawal from the Arab
world left a power vaccum that allowed Abdul-Aziz to revive the House of Saud and launch an aggressive war
against the other tribes of the Arabian Peninsula.
Armed with swords and surrounded by fearless warriors, he launched a military campaign to regain cities and
towns once ruled by his ancestors, retaking one after another. In 1932, Abdul-Aziz formed the modern kingdom of
Saudi Arabia, named after Ibn Saud and ruled at first by Abdul-Aziz and then by his male children after him.
The descendants of Abd al-Wahhab, now known as the “al-Sheikh” family, were given control of the kingdom’s spiritual and religious institutions, upholding the alliance of the founders.
At the time of writing in 2015, Abd al-Wahhab’s descendant, Abdul-Aziz ibn Abdullah al-Sheikh, is the Grand
Mufti of Saudi Arabia while Ibn Saud’s great grandchild Salman is the seventh king of Saudi Arabia.
*
Thanks to Saudi Arabia, Wahhabism has survived much longer than its original authors and engineers. For the
past 80 years, the works of Abd al-Wahhab and Ibn Taymiyya have been taught extensively in Saudi educational
institutions. Abd al-Wahhab’s classic book, Al-Tawhid (Monotheism), is compulsory at all state-run schools. Their
thoughts and writings have had a profound influence on generations of Saudis, and on all Arabs who have lived
and worked in Saudi Arabia since the 1970s.
Although extremely critical of the House of Saud, Osama bin Laden, himself a Saudi citizen, was also influenced by the teachings of Ibn Taymiyya. At least once, back in 1996, Bin Laden paid tribute to the inspiration
behind Wahhabism, saying:
Real believers will instigate the ummah against its enemies, just like the ulema salaf Ibn Taymiyya.

Spreading the faith by the sword, killing infidels and purifying the Islamic world from foreign ideas and lifestyles is the crux of Wahhabism and forms the cornerstone of jihadi thought and doctrine.
It is the ideological blueprint for all the Sunni jihadi movements that have dominated world affairs over the
last generation, namely al-Qaeda, Jabhat al-Nusra and ISIS.
*
All of these Islamic groups are loyal students of Ibn Taymiyya. When asked for justification as to why they kill
Christians, for example, members of ISIS point to the ancient works of Ibn Taymiyya as the foundation for their
ideology.
*
The invisible connection between eighteenth- and nineteenth-century Wahhabism and twenty-first-century ISIS
does not necessarily mean that Saudi Arabia is directly behind the rise in all jihadism in today’s world. Contemporary
jihadis, however, are the intellectual product of a school of thought founded in the Arabian Desert back in 1744.
This school thrives in the psyche of Saudi officialdom and in the books of Saudi theorists. Without Wahhabism,
there would be no Saudi Arabia, no Islamic State in alRaqqa today and no talk of al-Qaeda or ISIS.
Oil-rich Saudi Arabia has been marketing its own vision of Islam for years. Under the long rule of King Fahd (r.
1982-2005), for example, Saudi Arabia financed 210 Islamic centerrs around the world, as well as 1,500 mosques, 202
Islamic faculties and 2,000 schools.
All of them, from Nigeria to Malaysia, were packed with Wahhabi scholars and books.
Saudi teaching and influence has spread far and wide, reaching deep into Bosnia, Chechnya, London, Canada and
the United States.
When the president of Algeria, Chadli Bendjedid, came to Riyadh seeking money in the early 1980s, the Saudis
complied, but also sent him an aeroplane filled with books by Ibn Taymiyya and Muhammad Abd al-Wahhab. In 2013,
the Saudis allocated $35 billion for schools in south Asia, where one billion of the world’s 1.6 billion Muslims live.
With Wahhabi views deeply imprinted in their minds and hearts, an estimated 35,000-40,000 Saudis went to jihad in
Afghanistan in the late 1980s.
*
In 2007, Stuart Levey, the US Under Secretary for Terrorism and Financial Intelligence in charge of monitoring terror
trafficking, spoke to ABC about al-Qaeda, saying:
If I could somehow snap my fingers and cut off the funding from one country, it would be Saudi Arabia. Not a single individual
identified by the United States as having funded terrorism was prosecuted by Saudi Arabia,
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he added.
According to a cable revealed on WikiLeaks, the Secretary of State Hillary Clinton wrote in December 2009,
Saudi Arabia remains a critical financial support base for al-Qaida … and other terrorist groups. [Saudi donors were
the] most significant source of funding to Sunni terrorist groups worldwide,

she added.
*
The Ottoman caliphate that ended in 1924 was a symbol of Islamic unity and power. During World War I, it
had shrunk to a semi-symbolic and very lightweight religious authority.
By the early 1920s, gone was the pomp and power vested in the position of the Ottoman Sultan, the last of
whom was Mehmed VI, also known by his birth name, Wahiduddin. His army was crushed and his empire lay in
ruins. His capital was occupied by Western powers after the Great War (1914-1918).
Having once commanded wide respect reaching as far as Muslim Spain and India, the defeated caliph was now
forced to obey the dictates of Great Britain and France. He had to give up parts of Anatolia, relinquish all of Syria
and Iraq, and unconditionally release Allied prisoners. The caliph also had to surrender control of the famed
Ottoman railway and telegraph routes of communication.
On 17 October 1922, Mehmed VI left his throne in Istanbul; he traveled aboard a British liner headed to Malta,
with orders never to return.
He never did, and nor did the caliphate of Islam as the world had known it.
*
Two years later, in March 1924, President Mustafa Kemal Atatürk officially abolished the caliphate.
Some of Ataturk’s aides had advised against such a move, suggesting that it could be separated from the
sultanate, and thus maintained. Doing away with the sultan’s divine authority was one thing, but abolishing a title
once held by Muhammad’s Companions was something totally different. They argued that keeping the caliphate
would serve the interests of the new Turkish republic, uniting the world’s 15 million Muslims behind its authority.
It would be similar to the Vatican’s hold over Catholicism, they argued.
The staunchly republican and secular Atatürk, however, had different plans for Turkey. A caliphate strongly
contradicted republicanism, he said. The two simply couldn’t mix.
According to the new constitution, the Turkish people were the source of legislation and not Islam, nor the
caliph.
Muslims around the world, former subjects of the caliph, were unhappy with Atatürk's decision. Many tried to
save the caliphate from collapse, but with little success.
In 1919, for example, the Khalifat Movement of India was created to lobby global Muslim support against
Great Britain, attracting senior figures to its events, including Mahatma Gandhi. It was short-lived and unsuccessful, as were other bids for the caliphate. In Damascus, a Caliphate Movement was established by the Algerian
notable Emir Said al-Jazairi, but it too had died out by the late 1920s.
One caliphate aspirant was King Ahmad Fouad I of Egypt,\fn{ 1868-1936} and another was Sharif Hussein ibn
Ali,\fn{1854-1931} the emir of Mecca and commander of a British-backed Arab uprising against the Ottoman
Empire during World War I.
Hussein ibn Ali positioned himself as the natural successor to the last Ottoman caliph, Wahiduddin. He pointed
to his family tree, saying that his great ancestor was the Prophet Muhammad himself, making him perfect for the
job.
Hussein ibn Ali announced his bid for the vacant caliphate on ii March 1924, just two weeks after it had been
abolished in Turkey. One year later, his kingdom in the Hejaz was overrun byAbdul-Aziz al-Saud and he was
banished to Cyprus. His claims to the caliphate vanished with his political demise.
On 25 March 1924, the king of Egypt called for a pan-Islamic conference to discuss the future of the caliphate.
The aim was to “unite all Muslims” under authority of the new caliph-in-waiting, and it was endorsed by alAzhar, the highest religious authority in Egypt.
Both initiatives failed.
The issue was hardly forgotten in the century that followed. The Muslim Brotherhood, founded in Egypt in
1928, called for the restoration of the caliphate. The Brotherhood’s founder and chief ideologue, Hasan al-Banna,
declared:
You\fn{The Muslim Brotherhood} are neither a welfare organization nor a political party, nor a local association with
strictly limited aims. Rather you are a new spirit making its way into the heart of this nation. A new light is dawning.
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This new light would only shine once an Islamic state was firmly in place throughout the Arab and Muslim
worlds.
Although al-Banna didn’t speak much about it, the end objective of a caliphate was at the core of his guiding
ideology and principles. According to al-Banna’s ijtihad\fn{Intellectual discourse}, the root problem of the Muslim
world was the individual corruption and moral decay of society. Both were perceived to be the direct result of
Western-imposed lifestyles and ideas brought by foreign occupiers to the Arab world.
Muslims, therefore, had to rid themselves not only of the physical forms of occupation, but also of Western
influences that contradicted Islamic morality and behaviour:
No revival for a nation without manners.

Liberation came first, reform came second, and only then would the time be ripe for an Islamic form of
government.
Hasan al-Banna said that after the Muslim world was liberated from colonial rule, the time would come to
establish the Islamic State. It would carry its mission to all mankind. He added, '
Without its establishment, every Muslim would be living in sin and would be responsible before Allah for the failure
to do so.

This is how the Syrian Muslim Brotherhood justified its decision to run for parliament in the 1950s, claiming
that the chamber’s pulpit would be used to raise the call for an Islamic state.
*
The demand for a caliphate has therefore been deep-rooted in the rhetoric of political Islam and within conservative Muslim societies ever since the Ottoman caliphate collapsed.
In 2007, for example, a Gallup Poll found that 71 per cent of respondents from four Muslim countries wanted
the laws of Islamic Shari’a to apply in every Islamic country. They were of different age groups and backgrounds,
coming from Egypt, Morocco, Pakistan and Indonesia. Additionally, 65 per cent wanted unity of Muslim states
under a caliphate and 74 per cent wanted to keep Western values out of Islamic countries.
Also that summer, 100,000 people filled a major stadium in Jakarta to push for the creation of a single state
across the Muslim world.
In mid-2006, Osama bin Laden called Baghdad the “home of the caliphate”. It wasn’t clear if he was referring
to the old Abbasid dynasty or if this was where he wanted the new caliphate to be based. Wahhabis, after all,
recognize only four caliphs in Islam and they completely reject the caliphs who ruled Damascus and Baghdad
under the Umayyad and Abbasid dynasties.
*
Although al-Qaeda leaders believed in the caliphate, they saw it as a distant aspiration, used for PR and
motivational purposes. When asked by the journalist Robert Fisk what kind of system he would like to live under,
Osama bin Laden famously replied,
All Muslims would like to live under Shari’a Law.

He did not mention the caliphate per se. In 2001, Bin Laden said that it was obligatory for all Muslims to establish
an Islamic State that abides by God’s laws.

He also made no mention of the caliphate and only started using the term more frequently after the 2003 occupation of Iraq.
Osama bin Laden’s mentor Abdullah Azzam,\fn{ 1941-1989} the leader of the Afghan Arab Islamists from 1979
to 1989, added that the jihad of today is “individually obligatory for every Muslim”. Jihad needs to occur, he said,
“until the last piece of Islamic land is freed from the Disbelievers”. Only then will a caliph rise to rule the Islamic
State, he adds.
In 1982, Ayman al-Zawahiri,\fn{1951- } Osama bin Laden’s right-hand man and his successor as the global
leader of al-Qaeda, wrote that two Islamic states were emerging: one in Afghanistan and another in Chechnya. He
made no mention of the caliphate.
*
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Despite this, the rhetoric of the caliphate was returning in Western discourse.
In 2006, US President George W. Bush mentioned the caliphate 15 times, including four times in a single
speech.
The US Vice-President Dick Cheney warned that al-Qaeda wanted to “re-create the old caliphate”, while
Defense Secretary Donald Rumsfeld added that al-Qaeda wanted “to establish a caliphate” instead of mainstream
Muslim regimes.
Meanwhile, the British Chief of General Staff Sir Richard Dannatt explained that British troops were needed in
Afghanistan because the long-term objective of the Islamists was restoring “the historic Islamic Caliphate.”
In August 2011, the US Representative Allen West added:
this so-called “Arab Spring” is less about a democratic movement, than it is about the early phase of the restoration of
an Islamic caliphate.

The Western obsession was not unfounded. All of this came in the aftermath of 9/11, when fear of Islam
heightened as a reaction to the threat of terrorism from al-Qaeda under Bin Laden’s leadership.
*
Shortly after they won the post-Arab Spring elections in Tunisia in October 2011, the Secretary-General of the
Islamic al-Nahda party, Hamadi al-Jabeli, said:
We are in the sixth caliphate, God willing.

By sixth he was referring to the four Salaf caliphs (Abu Bakr al-Siddiq, Umar ibn al-Khattab, Uthman ibn Affan, All ibn Abi Talib) and adding a fifth, Umar ibn Abdul-Azizof the Umayyad dynasty.
Tunisian leader Rashid al-Ghannouchi added that a caliphate was the hope and desire of all Muslims.
When asked how seven armies were unable to defeat Israel during the war of 1948, veteran Syrian scholar Sati
al-Husari once replied that this was precisely because they were seven armies. One army was needed, with one
caliph running the Islamic State.
The leader of the Egyptian Muslim Brotherhood, Mohammed Badie, went further, saying that an Islamic state
governed by the laws of Shari’a and headed by a caliphate was his ultimate goal, and that of his party.
*
Yet it was 90 years after Atatürk that the first serious contender for the “caliph” emerged.
Rising from obscurity, Ibrahim Awwad Ibrahim al-Badri (aka Abu Bakr al-Baghdadi), a veteran leader of alQaeda in Iraq and a former inmate of the US prison facility Camp Bucca in Iraq, was declared by ISIS as the new
Caliph of Islam.
In a propaganda video posted on 29 June 2014, a day laden with religious significance as it is the first day of
the Muslim holy month of Ramadan, ISIS spokesman Taha Subhi Falaha (aka Abu Muhammad al-Adnani) announced the re-establishment of the caliphate to the world in a communiqué read in Arabic and translated into
English, French, German and Russian. He also announced that from now on, ISIS would be referred to as the
Islamic State (IS) and that Abu Bakr al-Baghdadi would assume the title Caliph Ibrahim.
Following al-Adnani’s announcement, al-Baghdadi appeared, speaking at a mosque in Mosul a few weeks after
Iraq’s second largest city fell to ISIS. In his 20-minute speech, the 43-year-old turbaned al-Baghdadi spoke with a
strong commanding voice, capturing the minds of many in the Arab and Muslim worlds.
The announcement was followed by celebrations in ISIS-captured cities and towns.
In ISIS’s Syrian stronghold, the city of al-Raqqa, a large parade was organized. ISIS fighters, all in uniform,
marched in the streets astride Russian-made tanks that they had captured from the Syrian army, and US-made
Humvees and trucks captured from the Iraqi army. The parade even featured a defunct Scud missile that the group
had captured from a Syrian army facility. The body of the missile was inscribed with the words “The Islamic State
of Iraq and Levant”, written in curvy Arabic calligraphy. The celebrations lasted into the night, with ISIS fighters
standing on street corners, AK-47s hanging from their shoulders, to hand out sweets to the joyful crowds.
*
When Abu Bakr al-Baghdadi proclaimed himself caliph, ISIS spokesman Abu Muhammad al-Adnani described
it as “a dream that lives in the depths of every Muslim believer.” He added:
The legality of all emirates, groups, states, and organizations becomes null by the expansion of the caliph’s authority.

In other words, with a single verdict, he rejected all other Islamic groups as invalid.
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The declaration was sharply criticized by Islamic scholars worldwide. Most weren’t critical of the concept, but
of the person himself. Before establishing ISIS, Abu Bakr al-Baghdadi had worked his way up in the ranks of the
Islamic State of Iraq (IS I), becoming its leader in 2010 after a short term in an American prison in Iraq. He was
largely a shadowy figure whose name was either mentioned briefly in the news or on the United States’ Most
Wanted list. The military defeats that ISIS had suffered at the hands of Iraqi Sunni tribes, known as the Sahawat
(awakenings), pushed al-Baghdadi and his organization to the backbenches as the Arab Spring began to topple
long-standing Arab regimes left, right and centre.
*
The exiled Syrian Muslim Brotherhood said that the caliphate could not be assumed by a political and religious
“nobody”.
Even Salafi clerics had few good things to say about ISIS. The Saudi-based Syrian preacher Adnan al-Aroor
labelled them “modern-day Khawarij”. In Islamic terms, this refers to Muslims who have deviated from mainstream Islam.
The Saudi government official Saleh al-Fawzan added that ISIS is the creation of “Zionists and Crusaders”.
While the notion of an Israeli or Western hand being involved in the creation of ISIS may seem far-fetched,
this choice of labels from the Saudi spokesman is an indication of the levels of venom that the most traditional
representatives of the Islamic order were prepared to level at this ISIS upstart. Many, including Abu Muhammad
al-Maqdisi, the one-time spiritual mentor of Abu Musaab al-Zarqawi, who was the Jordanian leader of al-Qaeda
in Iraq from 2004-2006, share this view.
*
The harshest criticism of all, no doubt, came from Abu Mohammad al-Golani, the al-Zawahiri-backed commander of Jabhat al-Nusra, the al-Qaeda branch in Syria, and one-time close friend and protégé of al-Baghdadi.
Al-Baghdadi had dispatched al-Golani shortly after the war in Syria started, in order to establish a branch of ISIS
in Syria. Al-Golani, however, broke off from his mentor’s organization and established Jabhat al-Nusra, with alQaeda’s leader Ayman al-Zawahiri’s blessing.
Appalled by his ex-friend’s audacity, al-Golani announced:
Abu Bakr is a usurper. Even if he were to declare the caliphate a thousand times, no one must be deceived.

He added that ISIS’s move
destroys the jihadi project that the nation has been dreaming over for 1,400 years.

In a communiqué broadcast by Al Jazeera TV, al-Golani said that al-Baghdadi
was wrong when he announced the Islamic State in Iraq and the Levant without asking permission or receiving advice
from us and even without notifying us.

When the al-Qaeda leader Ayman al-Zawahiri challenged Abu Bakr al-Baghdadi’s claim to the caliphate, he
too was not spared from the violent rhetoric of ISIS. He refused to recognize Abu Bakr al-Baghdadi, prompting an
ISIS spokesman to say:
If it’s God’s fate for you to ever set foot in the Islamic State, you have to give the ba’ya to its leader and to become
one of its soldiers, under the flag of its emir, Abu Bakr al-Baghdadi. This applies to you, O Zawahiri and to you, O
Mullah Omar.

On 20 September 2014, over 120 Sunni clerics from the Sufi order signed an open letter to Abu Bakr alBaghdadi, challenging his interpretations of the Holy Qur’an and the Prophet’s Hadith.
You have misinterpreted Islam into a religion of harshness, brutality, torture and murder [they said.] This is a great
wrong and an offense to Islam, to Muslims and to the entire world.

The group was accused of instigating fitna (sedition).
The heavyweight Doha-based Egyptian theologian Yusuf al-Qaradawi added:
The declaration issued by the Islamic State is void under Shari’a and has dangerous consequences for the Sunnis in
Iraq and the revolt in Syria.

153

The title of caliph, he noted, can only be given by the entire Muslim nation, and not by a specific group or
individual.
*
Further attempts have been made to de-Islamify and de-Sunnify ISIS. In France, thousands of Muslims rallied
at a mosque to say:
Not in our name.

In Egypt, Dar al-Ifta, the religious authority in charge of issuing fatwas (religious dictums) ruled to stop calling
the group “Islamic State” Instead, it ought to be referred to as “Al-Qaeda Separatists in Iraq and Syria” (QS IS).
In October 2014, the Islamic Society of Britain, the Association of British Muslims and the Association of
Muslim Lawyers proposed coining the term “Un-Islamic State” (US IS).
An article was widely circulated in the online Middle East Eye, saying that, before bombing ISIS, the world
should acknowledge that they are neither Muslims nor Sunnis, so as not to permanently associate the group’s
terror agenda with innocent Muslims around the world.
*
At the time of writing in mid-2015, the Western media is still busy trying to explain the strange and rising
phenomenon of the caliphate, often misleadingly describing al-Baghdadi as successor to the first caliph of Islam,
Abu Bakr al-Siddiq. Entire chunks of al-Baghdadi’s sermon in Mosul, after all, were taken directly from alSiddiq’s speeches.
Western journalists communicating the story to an uninformed audience have wrapped up their articles with a
historical brief, saying that the caliphate of Islam was established after the Prophet Muhammad’s death in 632 and
lasted until 1924 when it was abolished by Kemal Atatürk after World War I.
Whether intentionally or not, this flawed argument implies that Abu Bakr al-Baghdadi is the natural successor
to Abu Bakr al-Siddiq and a line of great men like Umar ibn al-Khattab, Ali ibn Abi Talib and Ottoman sultans
like Suleiman the Magnificent, Abdülmecid I, Murad I and Abdul Hamid II.
*
Abu Bakr al-Baghdadi’s rise to prominence in mid-2014 was expedited by the absence of galvanizing leaders
in the Sunni community across the Arab world.
In the twentieth century, the Shi’a had found a great leader in Ruhollah Khomeini, the central figure of Iran’s
1979 Revolution. He lifted the Shia communities in Iran and the Arab world from sentiments of oppression and
victimization; he built a strong state in Iran, with influence beyond its borders; Ruhollah Khomeini became the
Shia world’s vali e-faqih (guardian of the faith).
He was succeeded in Iran by another charismatic figure, Ali Khamenei, while strong leaders also merged in
other Shia communities in the region, such as Hasan Nasrallah of Hizbullah in Lebanon and the Shia-affiliated
Abdul Malik al-Houthiin Yemen.
*
By comparison, the recent war has left Syria with no unifying, single Sunni leader.
There has been no Sunni leader in Lebanon since the murder of Rafik al-Hariri in 2005.
There has been no Sunni leader in Iraq since the execution of Saddam Hussein in 2006. All the Sunni figures
who have emerged since then, from Vice-President Tariq al-Hashimi in Iraq to Prime Minister Saad al-Hariri in
Lebanon, are spiritless, to say the least.
And more importantly, there is no leader in the Sunni world who proclaims a Sunni message. None of the
secular leaders has fit the bill. Sunni Muslims of today are where the Shia were 35 years ago: they feel weak,
leaderless, victimized and abandoned.
So it is no wonder that the most fervently pious of them are seeking a different Sunni solution. They feel that
they need a caliph. The Turkish President Recep Tayyip Erdogan has tried to play the role of Sunni leader, but his
political ambitions have got in the way. Because he is a non-Arab, he has always had a language and a cultural
barrier with Arab Muslims.
The House of Saud tried to play the role of Sunni leadership in the Arab and Muslim worlds, but their form of
radical Wahhabi Islam has always got in the way of their success, as has the advanced age of their monarchs, who
have all been way past retirement age. As they didn’t come from Quraysh and were not related to the Prophet,
they weren’t able to assume the title of caliph.
*
This is what makes Abu Bakr al-Baghdadi and the ISIS phenomenon so important.
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They are filling a vacuum at the leadership level of what was once an ummah (nation) stretching from the
Atlantic coast to the borders of China under one caliph.
Al-Baghdadi did not have to hail from the clergy to lead the Sunni world. As long as mainstream Sunnis were
leaderless and feeling victimized, al-Baghdadi’s actions and ideas would linger, perhaps even beyond his own
lifetime. …
3
In trying to break down the ISIS phenomenon, we ought to first fully agree on the reasons behind its rise and
where it might be heading. We need to accept the fact that it is not just an overnight phase that will soon disappear.
Depending on whom one talks to in the complex web of Middle East politics, fingers are always pointed at
Saudi Arabia, Turkey, Israel, or Syria itself. At one point or another, all of these states have been accused of
funding ISIS or facilitating its dramatic rise to power.
Accusations have varied since 2011. The Syrians were accused of releasing jihadis from prison in Damascus,
the Turks of facilitating their cross-border activities, the Saudis of bankrolling and arming them.
*
What people often ignore is the fertile territory within Syria and Iraq which gave the Islamic State an audience
willing to listen, fight and pledge its bay’a (oath) to the caliph.
Had there not been a population ready to embed ISIS, then the Islamic State would not have cemented its rule
that swiftly.
People were tired and fed up with the old way of doing things, and desperate for a break with the past. Something in ISIS, beneath the layers of terrorism, was seemingly attractive at least to some people in the Middle East.
The societies in which ISIS has flourished were suffering from long-term plagues like military rule, sectarianism,
lack of social mobility, joblessness, unequal distribution of wealth, and mediocre education.
Those who joined ISIS did so not only because of the money and Abu Bakr al-Baghdadi’s long swords. They
did it because their former societies had fallen apart and failed them, leaving them to rot in poverty and ignorance.
Ironically, “citizenship” of the Islamic State is mainly composed of rural dwellers, often the children and
grandchildren of the very same families that formed the crux of Baath Party rule after 1963. They were once the
incubators of Baathism; now they are incubating ISIS. Islam is certainly a reason, but so is the failure of Baathism
itself.
*
Power corrupts. It is that simple.
Revisiting the Baath Party founding documents reveals a very promising vision for how society and the Arab
world should have looked after 1963. Young men in al-Raqqa and Mosul once spent hours absorbing these
flowery texts, memorizing them at school, university and work. The Baath promised what its very name means:
an Arab “renaissance”, or “rebirth”.
Because of that, the Baath managed to attract the brightest and most capable of Syrian and Iraqi youth during
the 1950s and 1960s. During those times, Baath Party veterans would tell aspiring young members that they had
to be “number one” in order to be considered for Baath Party membership.
*
From the 1980s onwards, however, it became the opposite: Baath Party members were given “number one”
status in work, pay and professional development not because of their merit or achievement, but simply because
they were members of the ruling party. This created three generations of mediocre and below-average party
members who rose to positions of authority in the state not because they were good, but because they were
Baathist.
As the Baath dominated the state, it controlled the media and the judiciary, hindering the rule of law and the
scrutiny of the public over the affairs of the state. The Baath turned into self-interested closed cliques, promoting
a culture of favouritism and discrimination against non-Baathists.
The direct product of this monopoly was corruption, an ever-hungry beast that consumed the financial and
moral resources of the state and hijacked the potential of the Syrian and Iraqi people. This eventually completely
destroyed the very same societies that the Baath Party had promised to develop.
For 50 years the Baath and the state melded together. As a result, the party became bulky, disorganized and
very vulnerable from within. Because of the exclusivity, implicit political immunity, lack of competition and
absence of scrutiny, the Baath became an active breeder of corruption on the political and corporate level. Joining
the Baath Party meant one thing to a new class of opportunist Baathists: access to power. Cronyism, nepotism,
155

influence peddling, collusion, extortion and bribery all prevailed under the Baathists, in many cases due to its
unrivalled control of the state. The line between the symbols of the Baath and the State became thinner and
thinner, destroying all principles of nationalism and statehood. The Baath flag was always flown alongside the
Iraqi and Syrian flags, with their anthems played back to back, and they shared one figurehead as a leader.
Schoolchildren and university students sang its anthem, chanted its slogans and celebrated Baath holidays because
of coercion rather than conviction. Rather than respecting the Baath Party, people began making fun of its slogans
and its programme, seeing that none of it was trickling down to the grassroots of society.
*
ISIS was born out of the failure of the Baath. The Baathists know that only too well, and are trying to return to
society in al-Raqqa and Mosul through Islamic garb and doctrine.
The major problem is that they did not learn from their mistakes the first time round. They are repeating the
very same errors of 1963-2011: greed, authoritarianism, cult worship, nepotism and embezzlement.
By virtue of how far he has come, it is time that the world starts taking Abu Bakr al-Baghdadi—and his power
base—more seriously. Perhaps they already are, but they need to accept the hard reality that ISIS is not going to
disappear any time soon; far from it.
They also have to understand that the US-led air strikes are not working. One year after military operations
started, the Islamic State still holds al-Raqqa and Mosul. Al-Baghdadi himself currently has anywhere between
35,000 and 50,000 fighters at his command and controls a territory as large as Great Britain with a population of
six million people.
The caliph claims to be the successor to the Prophet Muhammad, and his subjects swear an oath of allegiance
to him and to the institution he represents. He has all the trappings of statehood: a metropolitan capital, an army, a
police force, an intelligence service, a school curriculum, a national anthem, a national flag—and coffers oozing
with oil money.
Soon ISIS will start minting its own money. The Boko Haram terrorists of Nigeria have sworn allegiance to
him, and so has Ansar Bayt al-Maqdis in Egypt; terrorist operations have been carried out in their name in Paris,
Tunisia and Yemen. The Islamic State’s motto has been: Bakiya wa Tatamadad (staying and expanding). So far
they have been loyal to it.
There is something appealing about al-Baghdadi that people like and follow. It is his job title. He really thinks
he is the caliph of Islam. Some people apparently really believe him.
*
There are many things in life that Abu Bakr al-Baghdadi doesn't like. For starters, he doesn't like to be called
Abu Bakr al-Baghdadi—this was his nom deguerre, used during his underground years in Iraq. His official name
is “Caliph Ibrahim”.
Officially he is no longer an outlaw but the head of an unrecognised “state” that encompasses all Muslims,
attracting followers as far off as Nigeria, Egypt and Libya.
Additionally, the caliph doesn’t like the Arabic acronym for his state, Daesh. He insists on using “The Islamic
State”.
He doesn’t like his men to be called a militia—because technically they no longer are; they are a fully fledged
army.
And, of course, he doesn’t like being called a terrorist.
In short, he wants recognition as an official head of state—a de facto “president” of all true Sunni Muslims.
*
So the problem is with Abu Bakr al-Baghdadi and the radicalization he inspires, and not with the Islamic State
or the caliphate. If the conditions were ripe and the caliph were a capable and sane leader, many would not be
complaining about him.
Let us imagine what would happen if a coup rips through the Islamic State one day, toppling Abu Bakr alBaghdadi. Coups are common in the Arab world and in no place have they been more frequent than in Syria and
Iraq. Top Iraqi generals surround the caliph, after all, and all of them are well trained in coup politics. Perhaps the
coup leaders would execute the caliph, on grounds of having strayed from the core principles of Islam, blaming
everything on al-Baghdadi.
If al-Baghdadi is replaced by a caliph who pledges non-intervention, wears a modern suit and trims his beard—
one who doesn’t order decapitation of prisoners or the destruction of statues—would more people be willing to come out
expressing public support for the Islamic State?
And if that happens, would the Westphalia-style Islamic State receive official recognition as a new country in the
Middle East—perhaps with demarcated borders, embassies and a UN seat?
*
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History is riddled with states which have been founded by thugs with big swords and brutal tactics.
To blend in with the international community and receive recognition, they eventually toned down their rhetoric and
practice, but only after securing their borders.
They then forced themselves upon everybody as a de facto reality.
This is the potential future of ISIS today, in 2015.

The Alarahman Mosque, Aleppo, Aleppo Governorate, Syria
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A mosque in Azaz, Aleppo Governorate, Syria
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The Cathedral of St. Francis of Assisi, Aleppo, Aleppo Governorate, Syria

The Great Mosque of Damascus, Damascus Governorate, Syria
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The Church of the Sacred Heart of Jesus, Latakia, Latakia Governorate, Syria
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The Armenian Church of the Martyrs, Raqqa, Raqqa Governorate, Syria

A church in Safita, Tartus Governorate, Syria
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An Orthodox Church in Hama, Hama Governorate, Syria
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Two views of the interior of the Orthodox Church of St. Elian, Homs, Homs Governorate, Syria
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The Church of St. George, Bassir, Daraa Governorate, Syria
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The Greek Orthodox Church (1975), Quneitra, Quneitra Governorate, Syria

The Church of St. Joseph, Qunaya Village, Idlib Governorate, Syria
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An Assyrian church, Al-Hasakah, Al-Hasakah Governorate, Syria

The Grand Mosque (early 20th century), Deir-el-Zor, Deir-el-Zor Governorate, Syria
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The Assyrian Church of St. Mary, Tel Nasri Village, Al-Hasakah Governorate: two views
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The Sainan Temple of God, Saidnaya, Rif Damashq Governorate, Syria. It is one of the churches of the
Monastery of the Mother of God in Saidnaya (below)
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The Mosque of Omar, Bosra, Al-Suwayda Province, Syria: two views
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