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INTRODUCTION

HE Great War scattered us artists to the winds,

us and all our works. My architectural office in

England was closed down in 1916, workshops

and schools followed, and after many adventures
I found myself in the East. In May, 1918, when working
for the Egyptian Government, |1 was invited by the Mili-
tary Administration of Palestine (O. E. T. A.) to report
upon the Arts and Crafts, and help in the new plans for the
reconstruction of the city of Jerusalem. This led to my
appointment as Civic Advisor, a title with a high and
pleasant sound, but one that needs defining. I held the
" post till September, 1922, when I resigned for reasons
which will appear later.

In America they have a custom, and it is a very wise
one, of appointing a city director, or controller—the name
does not matter—for the job of reporting on and, if neces-
sary, of reconstructing their cities. This potentate is
usually a University man, generally an architect, and
always a free lance. | have seen him at work in Western
cities. He is called in from outside, and is untouched by
vested local interests. He is not given permanent ad-
ministrative functions, but he has great temporary power,
for the sanction behind him is an enlightened public
opinion screwed up to breaking point by the condition
to which most American cities are periodically reduced
through the uncontrolled action of economic forces. He is
a sort of Doctor in Civics, a kind of Pied Piper to the
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INTRODUCTION

scorpions and rats of industrialism. The city in effect
says to him, “We have overeaten ourselves, we have mis-
behaved, we have got into an awful mess, our digestion is
woefully out of order, people are very displeased with us,
we will pay you your thousand guilders, please advise us,
physic us, put us right if you can, and then go away.”

It is such a doctor that I was to the city of Jerusalem
during the years 1918 to 1922 when acting as Civic
Advisor. Powers I had none, and the prescriptions | made
up were administered—or not—by the Governor, the
Chief Administrator, or, with the coming of civil govern-
ment, the High Commissioner.

This book does not deal with my prescriptions. They
will be found in the reports, plans, new street alignments,
the park and garden system, the civic ordinances and by-
laws, and the thousands of minutes scattered up and down
hundreds of more or less futile files. These latter I cannot
divulge, but I trust they may show that however insig-
nificant the result, I was at least guided in the counsel
given, or the course pursued, by the words of Pericles to
the city of Athens: ‘“We are lovers of beauty without
extravagance, and lovers of wisdom without unmanliness.
Wealth to us is not mere material for vainglory, but an
opportunity for achievement; and poverty we think it no
disgrace to acknowledge, but a real degradation to make no
effort to overcome.”

Every book has a bias. In so intimate a book as this
the personal note at the outset, if it accounts for the bias,
may perhaps be pardoned. My father’s people were
Kentish yeomen who can trace their descent among the
hop gardens for hundreds of years, and one of whose an-
cestors appears upon the list of pardons in Jack Cade’s
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INTRODUCTION

Rebellion. My mother’s people were Hamburg merchants
who had intermarried for generations with England,
whose forebears had once been cosmopolitan Jews, and
for whom English free trade, the Revolution of ’48, the
Hanseatic League with its hatred of Prussia, were fixed
articles of faith. So both the British and the Semitic
toughness are clear to me. It is the former that makes
me hate industrialism and all it means to the country
life; but it is the latter which enables me to understand
and sympathize with the Jew, to feel in my bones his
stiff-necked religious perversity and the cosmopolitanism
of the wanderer and fermentator through the world.

I have a high regard for the wandering Jew; his is a divine
gift if we only knew it. He passes, not as they saw him
in the Middle Ages, carrying the curse of Judas from coun-
try to country, but bearing the blessing of ideas from race
to race through the blood. And that is, I suppose, why
I disbelieve in the Jewish National Home, except as a Nova
Solyma. [ was quite ready to believe. Itis my fouranda
half years’ close observation of the rebuilding of the Holy
City by other than bricks of the mind that has brought me
to this want of faith.

As to the method of the Book, there is I believe only one
that is justifiable, to tell the truth as best you can. But
as the “father of lies”’ once taught, there are various ways
of doing this. Herodotus, it will be recalled, has three:
first, what he will vouch for himself; second, what the
priests told him, i. e., the people in authority and who have
access to the files; and third, the good yarn when he is
deliberately pulling your leg. The test of the third is your
own Weltanschauung and sense of humour; it rests with
you to gather such truth as you can.
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INTRODUCTION

The actors in this fantastic story of the occupation
of Palestine, from Lord Allenby down to the humblest
clerk or fellah, are but a part of the greater movement
whose meaning is hidden from us and whose direction we
cannot gauge. Chance, some idea we are not yet able to
comprehend, has set us to our work, and will turn us out of
Palestine as it has the other conquerors before us. All
that we can do is to hold by what we believe to be right,
to try to understand what is being done around us, and
what we ourselves are doing: faith and works.

I have tried to show what people were thinking as well
as what they are doing. In some cases the thoughts are
set into the form of what will perhaps be called indiscreet
conversations. | accept no personal responsibility for
them except where stated in the text. But I have heard
them all, and from the lips of men in Palestine. To give
the names in all cases was impossible; so I have transposed
or made types. The reader must take, laugh, or damn ac-
cording to his bias. :

Sir Herbert Samuel once asked me to tell him from time
to time what people in Palestine were thinking and saying
of his administration. [ believe I conscientiously did
this, and were I still in his service I would go on doing so.
If 1 have said more than he likes 1 hope he will, with his
customary clemency, forgive.

An intrepid Zionist, an intelligent Moslem, an impartial
British official, a Greek aristocrat, and an impertinent
free lance, these are my chief speakers. They are all
friends of mine, but let me describe them.

Mr. Jacob Funkelstein is a still untransliterated Jew.
| rather admire him for not having as yet transformed
himself into Shenstone, or Gleeston, or Gladstone, or
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INTRODUCTION

whatever it may still become. That will depend on British
Imperial development, or the Palestine Mandate. He has
an excellent American education, is equally adept at
French, German, and Russian. He is no actor but he has
the Jew’s gift of apparent self-obliteration or swift dis-
guise in the cloak of any nationality.

Shaikh Isma’il al-Khaldi is perfectly well known to
those who take the trouble to interest themselves in Mos-
lem affairs, or the meaning of Arab aristocracy, an in-
tensely tribal matter, very human with the toughest of
ramifications. For these people it is a question of near-
ness to the Prophet and his friends, as with the now rare
English aristocrat it used to be a question of nearness to
some Crusader in the Holy Land or the friends of the
Conqueror.

John Smith is frankly a type. He has had the usual
British public school education, has the usual ignorance
of history, but he has honest common sense, and he is
trying hard to learn Arabic. His family is the greatest in
England because they once worked with their hands and
made its iron age:

So you must not blame, but rank him higher,
ror what he gets he gets out of the fire.

It is as impossible to visualize Palestine without Greece
as without Islam, for Graco-Roman civilization is after
Islam the next great fact. My friend George Simonides
is a Greek aristocrat. He is a scholar with a German train-
ing. He has connections in Syria and | have stayed with
him both in Athens and in Alexandria. He, even more
than the Jew, is a citizen of the world. And indeed he has
taught me to see that though the Jew ignores the tradi-
tion for which the Greek stands, and though the English-
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man regards it as having ended in the fourth century A. D.,
despite some persistent little freshet in Prof. Gilbert
Murray, that tradition is still very much alive. In my
civic work he has been of immense help to me.

My irresponsible free lance I call Mercutio. 1 might
equally have found a name for him in Rabelais or Herodo-
tus. | have found some difficulty in placing him. He
appears to have in him a touch of the Celt, is somewhat
of a cynic, and has the perverse modern pleasure in
paradox which only occasionally leads to truth. I enjoy
his humour even when I disagree absolutely with his
judgment of people, and it will be seen that his judgments
are often as swift as they are fallacious. He talks too much,
and you cannot keep foam. Yet hidden in all the indiscre-
tions of his talk I sometimes see a light shining. Of this
I am sure: he is never likely to accept service in the Samuel
administration. He may have connections with the
British press, I don’t know. Nor do I know what he is
doing in Palestine—but, then, what are any of us doing
there? :

As I read over these notes and the much greater mass
of 1 trust never-to-be-published material, it seems to me
to fall into an inevitable sequence. There was, first, the
confusion and fearful hazard of war, then the period of
intense optimism that followed victory; next, a time of
suspended creation ending in explosion and the coming of
the civil administration, with all its new hopes and dreams.
Next a spell of hard, conscientious, constructive work, a
happy time, modified for many of us by the gradual reali-
zation that the base of our new building was unsure, and
that we did not know our materials. This need not
mean disillusionment or pessimism, for all good work is
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in the doing rather than in the thing done. But we are as
the builder whose foundations have shifted by reason of
some fault in the soil he had no power to gauge. He there-
fore sets to work again, underpins, rakes out the rotten
stone, and begins anew with fresh courage and a good con-
crete bed. It is not necessary for him to pull his building
down, nor, if he is a wise-hearted man, will he grouse at
having made a timely discovery.

This sequence of events which we note in Palestine in
the years 1918 to 1923 is not peculiar to that little corner
of the world. It has its parallel in all those regions over
which the Great War swept, first destruction and confusion,
then optimism with hasty, unsound settlement, then the
disillusionment that comes of settlement based on what
turns out after all to be injustice or want of wisdom. In-
deed, it requires all one’s faith, and all the humour that
is faith behind the mask, to help one through.

Xiii
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A PALESTINE NOTEBOOK

CHAPTER 1
A CITY OF THE MIND

(Extract from a letter.) Jerusalem, June 28, 1918.
HE central church of Christendom does not ap-
pear to have anything to do with the teaching of
Christ. But somehow you feel this church to be
the type of what every Christian church (I ex-

clude the Quaker Meeting House) wants to be, and if given
money and a free hand, would become. The theoretical
agreement of all Christendom to keep holy and peaceful a
spot common to all has in effect resulted in a condition of
chronic feud and hatred between all the rival sects, Greek,
Latin, Maronite, Copt, Armenian, Protestant—Lord
knows! And this has been going on for centuries! A
year or two ago the Latins tried to ‘“burn out” the
Greeks, or vice versa. They showed me the fire marks on
the Dome. Near by the so-called tomb of Christ is a
hole where is annually performed the ‘‘fire miracle.”
They blow fire out of a hole to light candles with—some
ancient Babylonish or Persian cult, I suppose, that has
crept in, like the Trinity, or the hierarchical business
from Egypt, or our dear Vicar’s sacrificial system, from

Semitic or tribal conditions.
The Anglicans, of course, are more respectable. There
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A PALESTINE NOTEBOOK

is a certain uprightness about their hard starched white
collars; but as soon as you get them on religion all their
better nature goes atrophied. They become their collars.
They stop thinking, and the ecclesiastical upper lip goes
down like a medizval portcullis. Snap! The latest
religious addition to the Holy City is a German church
of the Kaiser’s, with much of the Kaiser’s vulgarity, and
bells that stun like “Gepangerte Faiister.”

And so—think of it! The Christians here, just in the
manner of Anglicans and Dissenters at home being un-
able to “love one another,” have to get a Moslem to
keep the peace for them. He sits on the Mastabab in the
porch of the Holy Sepulchre church, smoking and drink-
ing coffee. I looked into his face. It was full of cynical
contempt—a fig for your official Christianity!

Sunday, June 30, 1918.

When I went into the Church of the Holy Sepulchre
the next time I tried hard to be by myself alone. I
shook off the inevitable Cooks’ guide, whom even the war
has not destroyed, and sat down to think under the great
dome, but I was pestered with beggars, cats, fleas, and
horrible chantings. There were monks singing in some
side chapel—atrociously; then a cat screamed for milk
outside the tomb of Christ, and then a beggar, one of the
tribe of wealthy professionals, caught me by the coat, and
whined in language he thought becoming to my costume,
“ Please — will — you—give — mister — Jesus —mister —
blood.”

I’ve never felt so pagan and repelled in my life. To
come back to this medizvelism after the quiet reverence
and sanity of Islam, as one has observed it in Egypt, is
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A CITY OF THE MIND

something like a shock. Islam, of course, is just as medize-
val, but somehow by the greater simplicity and purity
of its faith it has got rid of the ancient tribal fetishes, the
folk-lore, the priest craft, and the ‘“Mumbo-jumbo.”
Oh, for a whiff of Hellas, or the children playing in the
garden!

And then there are the Sundays! The Sabbath in
England is the day upon which all good Christians cleave
apart from one another. The Sabbath in Jerusalem is
multiplied by three. The Moslems celebrate it on Fridays,
the Jews on Saturdays, the Christians on Sundays. At
first sight this appears reasonable, but it is really religious
cussedness, and each group hates the others for profaning
the Lord’s day. The principal hatreds, however, are
reserved for the Christians toward one another—how to
fit all the services in as between all the fighting sects, how
to satisfy all the silly little ritual squabbles as between
all the contending priests, monks, and parsons, has been
the problem of the ages. Every conceivable type of
ecclesiastic is to be seen in the Holy City. What are they
all there for? Do you burn a candle or don’t you? I hate
you. Do you celebrate Easter as I do or not? I hate you.
Does the Holy Ghost proceed or doesn’t it? | hate you.
Was Christ crucified pr not? I hate you. It is the per-
petual Litany of Jerusalem.

I am reading Pierre Loti. | am unable to screw myself
up to his exquisite Gallic sentimentality, but he describes
his feelings at seeing the rival chromo-lithograph portraits
of Queen Victoria and the Emperor Joseph just as he was
entering at Bethlehem the place where Christ was born.

Jerusalem is a city of the mind, and so everything must
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be forgivenit. Much better leaveit so! I never wanted to
come, and now the irony of fate brings me here to study it,
and advise, and plan for its future. If the British Adminis-
tration holds, some of my day dreams may be carried
out.

Jerusalem, June 28, 1918.

Here’s a conversation overheard in the Holy City and
which is passing among the English soldiers. The clean,
deferential sergeant recently arrived is talking with his
commanding officer.

C. D. S. “And is this the place, Sir, where our Lord is
supposed to have been?”’

C.0 “ltis.”

C. D. S. “And the religion began here? Here’s where
He had His Apostles, and all that?”

C. 0. “So we are told.”

C. D. S. ““And these Apostles were just simple folk, like
the folk we see walking in the streets here?”’

C. 0. “So we are bidden to believe.”

C. D. S. “Then, Sir, all I can say is—it’s a marvel to

'!l

me how it ever cut such a show!

Jerusalem, 1918.

Through all the many types here the Jew is distinguish-
able, lean, mean, griping, hard-featured, inquisitive,
brainy, and every now and then, especially in the faces
of the young men, with that look of curious dreamy in-
telligence discerning God, singly, far away through every-
thing.

On the Sabbath here they were out, many of them
robed in old gold and purple and gray velvet; others in the
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long coats and loose floppy black squash hats of the middle
nineteenth century that we associate with the stage Jew
of the German theatre. They wear the Horus lock, older
than Hebraism, as we see it in the Egyptian images. In
the children, the little Horuses, it is sometimes but a
ringlet of gold falling over each ear.

I tried to get Jacob Funkelstein to take me to a syna-
gogue, but he would not. He says it makes his flesh
creep. Nor would he go with me to the Wailing Wall
though he insists this must remain a Jewish preserve, and
he is apparently trying to acquire for his great organization
the Zionist Commission property rights over the Moslem
land adjoining. A very large sum of money is involved.
1 doubt the success of the operation.

Jerusalem, July 19, 1918.
Going to the Jews’ Wailing Place was rather like in-
truding upon a sacramental service. ‘‘Devant ce mur des
Pleurs” writes the picturesque if plaintive Pierre
Loti—"“le mystere des prophéties apparait plus inexpliqué
et plus saississant. L’esprit se recueille, confondu de ces des-
tinées d’Israel, sans précédent, sans analogue dans I’ bistoire
- des bommes, impossibles & prévoir, et cependant prédites, aux
temps mémes de la splendeur de Siom, avec d’inquiélantes
précisions de details.”*
But the hard, analytical German Jiilicher, whom I am
also reading, tears it all to bits, putting the Pentateuch
and the prophets in their proper sequence.

*““Before this wall of wailing do the mysteries of Biblical prophecy seem more than ever in-
explicable and impressive. We retire within ourselves, dazed with the great destiny of Israel ;
that has no precedent and no analogy in h history, a destiny unforeseen and yet predicted, in
the days of the splendour of Zion and with a detail that is as disquieting as it is precise.”
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And in the light of the new world, the creation that is
to be, one wants to shake up these old Haluca Jews, say to
them: “What’s the good of wailing any longer? Get to
work. The Temple is in the mind.” As one would say to
the Christian and his sense of sin: “Throw it away. God
is in the heart.”

July, 1018.

For all that, says Gunkel, of the books of Deuteronomy,
they remain, “grossartig in der Geschlossenbeit ibrer Ges-
chichtsbetrachtung und ebrwiirdig als erste Versuche, Zweck
und Sinn des geschichtlichen Ganges auspudeuten. Von
thnen stammt das, was wir ‘Heilige Geschichte’ nennen; der
grosse Gedanke der Erjiehumg des Menschengeschlechtes
und der Offenbarung als einer Geschichte ist auf ihrem Boden
erwachsen.” *

All this nobility, majesty, and power of convincing man-
kind doesn’t prevent the modern Haluca Jew, the type
that wails on Friday evenings, from selling even his most
cherished convictions. = An English officer the other day,
one of the red and efficient sort that gets things done,
turned up at the wailing place, but on the wrong day,
and found nothing doing. Quickly drawing a shilling from
his pocket he seized on the nearest Haluca and shouted:
“Here—WALIL, you blighter!”” And he wailed.

Jerusalem, 1018.
What makes this city so wonderful is that it is the
meeting point of the three great streams of religious tradi-

**Superb in the cryptic splendour of their attitude toward history, and venerable as first attempts
to bring purpose and thought into its p . From them we get what we call ‘Holy Writ.’
From them first springs the great idea of the education of man, and the making of this clear to
man himself as one story.””
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A CITY OF THE MIND

tion: Christian, Moslem, Jew. And the symbol that keys
them together is that great pagan, oriental, imaginative
building conceived on the lines of the Emperor Hadrian’s
Temple, the Dome of the Rock.

It was here I first met Shaikh Isma’il al-Khaldi. He
expressed a desire that we should meet again. The desire
was mutual.

(Extract from a letter.) July 5, 1918.

Life here is really amazingly interesting and pictur-
esque. You’ve noidea of all the wonderful things that are
going on. In the morning yesterday I was picking flowers
in the Garden of Gethsemane, after rereading St. Luke.
In the afternoon, it being the Fourth of July, I was the
guest of the American Colony, among generals, bishops,
and the “Best Society” of Jerusalem—*all’ the’ World
and his Wife.” In the evening there was an official
banquet, another section of the ‘“ Best Society,” oriental,
the Governor in the chair, all the Arab chiefs, and
Imams, and Greek Archimandrites in black flower-pot
hats, and a Moslem aristocracy that goes back to the
Prophet—*“all the World without his Wife.” We were
recruiting for the new army that is being raised, with the
aid of colour, music, oratory, and poetry. [ couldn’t
understand the speeches, but the music and the rhythm
are more lovely than anything you can imagine. Rhetoric
even without the aid of Lloyd George continues to move
the world.

Do you hear of the Arab nationality movement in the
Harmsworth papers? Or is what’s going on out here cen-
sored in England for fear the Irish should ask questions
in the House? We are preaching Nationality in Palestine,
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but we suppress it in Egypt and Ireland. We are a
wonderful people! The Governor made a speech in Arabic,
and quoted Shakespeare. ‘“To be or not to be.” [Great
applause!] They’ve been acting ‘“Hamlet,” and they’ve
now to make up their minds whether it is to be an Arab ris-
ing, a suppressed Nationality rising again after centuries of
Ottoman rule, or not. All Oriental Jerusalem was here,
except the Jews, there having been a Jewish rising against
the Arabs—fact! We are for the Arabs, being good
Moslems. | sat next to one Shaikh Isma’il al-Khaldi, and
he told me—strange yet comprehensible—that the most
fanatical people in the Holy City are the Roman Catholics,
and that the Jews run them a near second. The Moslems
being tolerant in religious matters are hand in glove with
the free-thinking English who suffer all religions gladly.
It’s the only way out of the confusion. Even the Greek
Patriarch murmured assent out of an immense bird’s-
nest beard that looks as if it had been brushed forth from
all sides with a horse brush; but then the Greeks hate the
Latins most and the Jews next. Then there was the
special representative from the War Cabinet.

He bears veiled kisses from King Georgos—a Greek name,
you observe, and there was General Allenby—Al Nabi,
they call it here, which means, in Arabic, the Prophet.
We make great capital out of the Arabic tradition that
Jerusalem comes back to the Arabs when a new prophet
shall enter it as conqueror. And it has happened. Your
German Kaiser may ride in in triumph with Turkish
troops; but we follow the prophet Al Nabi who more
modestly enters the Holy City on foot. And so it goes
on. Of course the Jews don’t like it. They think the
new Jerusalem belongs to them. But we don’t take that
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view, holding that it belongs to all men, being a city of the
mind. So for the moment the Jews are in disgrace and
not invited toour banquet. ‘‘But,” said one of the officials
who sat on my left, “we don’t talk about that just now.”
It’s rather like driving a chariot with six horses, and even
St. Luke is difficult to read under such conditions. The
business of the moment is not St. Luke nor the new
Jerusalem, but_ raising. an army; and Arabs are good
fighters, Albamdulillab!

The American gathering would have thrilled
you. It was so absolutely, so naively American.
We ate great swimming slabs of ice cream, and rose
with our plates, and napkins folded in neat triangles,
to the sound of “Hail Columbia.” Then Columbia entered,
such an earnest, dear,deadly earnest young woman, dressed
in white, standing on a white box to make her taller,
attended by two little pages got up as Red Indians, and
she holding the Declaration of Independence, I think
it was, in one hand, and in the other a sort of trident
crowned with cotton wool—to present foam, foam of the
ocean. Columbia stands no nonsense, mark you, from
German submarines! Yes, she was “gotten’ up like the
Statue of Liberty in New York harbour, and there were
silver rays, spiky ones, coming out of her head. And
there was a bevy of young ladies dressed up in Stars
and Stripes, neatly flounced, who did figure dances,
and then more American music, and we all saluted the
flag. Good old eagle! For its very naiveté it always
brings the choke to my throat somehow. No other
people could do this sort of thing, and in Jerusalem in
the twentieth century, as if Dickens had never been,
nor Emerson called the Brook Farmers an “Age of Rea-
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son in a patty pan.” Quand méme—they’re splendid
people. .

. I wondered what the generals thought of it,
Allenby and Money. I shall hear, doubtless, but we take
our Allies very seriously. And the British Bishop of Jeru-
salem, he, too, was there, taking himself very seriously,
though, so good Anglicans whisper, this American ‘‘freak
colony”’ has a religion all of its own and follows some fanci-
ful tradition of the Puritan fathers, enough to turn the col-
our of any Anglican Bishop’s gaiters. He was wonderfully
dressed, white coat, white apron, white trunks, white
gaiters, and the merest soupgon of a violet waistcoat,
with a great silver pectoral cross pendent on his dia-
phragm to a violet silk cord. Oh!but the confection was
perfect, even the buttons on the gaiters matched. When I
talked Jerusalem with him I felt quite pleased that I
matched, too, in my white silk suit. “Better to be a door-
keeper in the house of the Lord than”—what is it?
I forget. ‘“Better be a button on the gaiter of an Anglican
Bishop than dwell’—no, supply the metaphorical verb—
something American, childlike, soaring—on the bosom of
the undenominational. But I’m not sure that the unde-
nominational here isn’t nearer to Christ’s teaching.

(Extract from a letter.) July 20, 1918.

The General said to me the other day:

“What couldn’t we make of this country if we only had
a few years certain ahead!”

And there’s the rub. Everybody is living from hand to
mouth.

“This,” said he, pointing to the Military Code of
Occupied Enemy_ Territory (O.E.T.A.), “is the book I
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study every day. In making your plans and proposals for
Jerusalem, remember that nothing can be done but what
will come within the four corners of that Code.”

This means there’s practically no money to do anything
with. The Holy City being but a religious parasite, lives
on the bounty of the world, principally the Russian pilgrim
and the American tourist. Pilgrim and tourist have alike
been knocked off by the war; we can’t get any money from
the Home Government; and the land, and the harvests—
the peasantry—have yet to recoup from the Turk. Do you
realize that I’m in a city where over 20 per cent. of the
population in the last two years died of typhus!

July 24, 1018.

To-day the Zionists inaugurated their new University on
Mount Scopus; all the world was there. I got back just in
time to hear Mr. Balfour’s telegram read, bow to the
generals—all the red tabs—and to hear the Daughters of
Zion rejoice. They did it very creditably in pale blue
and white, with flags embroidered at the Bezaleel School—
a sort of suggestion of Nehemiah. But it’s we Protestants
with our dear old English Bible who really remember
Ezra, not they.

Life indeed here is wildly interesting. Every day there
is some new and curious situation. You would have laugh-
ed to-day had you seen me at my picnic lunch under an
olive tree, practically in the shell zone. We heard them
every now and again. We were a party of four: my charm-
ing aristocratic Arab from al-Salt, in his silks and gold
brocade, a Christian; a blue-eyed pagan Yorkshire motor-
car driver, such a nice lad with a skin as brown as a back-
gammon board from three years of Palestine sun; and
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a Syrian Moslem refugee whom we’d saved from the
Turks. We shared melon and grapes together, with a
bottle of Baron Rothschild’s Tokay, bread, hard-boiled
eggs, and—politics! It was very good.

July 26, 1918.

The Commander in Chief—Al Nabi—turned up two
days ago, and, I’m told, carried off my book (‘“ Where the
Great City Stands”) with" him to camp. It's really
rather amusing, these great soldiers and rulers suddenly
starting to think about and work on the things we’ve
been hammering at all our lives. In old days it was called
“socialism” and considered impossible and destructive
of Society, but now the name for it is “coérdination,”
and “obvious common sense.”” Things do become common
sense when you devote practical thought and attention
to them: “and the government shall be upon his shoulder.”

(Extract from a letter.) August 2, 1918.
I’ve just come in from drinking coffee in his garden with
Shaikh Isma’il the Grand Mufti, the Mayor of Jerusalem,
languages Arabic and French. We discussed
reconstruction, the rebuilding of mosques, streets, vil-
lages; the question of what funds were available; of what
endowments had not been stolen by private individuals,
the Turkish Government, or got lost in the war. We
considered the possibilities of establishing schools, getting
capable workmen from Baghdad or Damascus to do the
tiles on the Dome of the Rock; and, in short, your forecast
that I would be engaged in rebuilding the New, or rather
the very Old Jerusalem . . . is literally coming
true. .
12
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The Grand Mufti, he’s a sort of Archbishop of Canter-
bury in Palestine, took me by the hand and said, as arch-
bishops do:

“If you begin with the House of God, God will help you,
and we shall pray for you.”

I hope I responded ‘as prettily: “ Mufti Effendi, all
prayers help, and assuredly yours will!”’

He had his beads handy, and shuffled them along with
thin, aristocratic fingers as we talked, so he was saving
time. [ rather liked his dreamy, metaphysical eyes. He
wore a large and spotlessly white turban, .

And did I tell you—time flies so—that a few days ago
I had to meet six archimandrites of the Greek Orthodox
Church to discuss with them the possibilities of our pro-
posed Civic School in Jerusalem, and how much the Greeks
could help, or were worth? Archimandrites wear petti-
coats, black flower-pot hats, and do their hair up behind in
large chignons—rather nasty! But they were beyond
measure polite. They produced a sacramental wine, and
we toped together with the utmost dignity . . .

And did I tell youthat on anotherday I clambered up the
Al Agsa Mosque with Ernest Richmond, between its two
domes, discussing the best way of preserving the fabric,
and put my knife up to the haft in some of the worm-eaten
timbers of the inner dome, which gave him and me a sort
of eerie feeling of sheer unreality, like all else in this war,
that the whole thing—like Civilization itself—might
collapse at any moment. This mosque was once thought
to be Justinian’s Church of the Virgin, or of Abd al
Mal’k’s building in the seventh century (vide Lethaby);
but we think it was built by Saladin and built in a hurry.
Thus do experts disagree.

13
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Jerusalem, August, 1918.

An extraordinary experience and insight into the work-
ings of the Christian religion. Ernest Richmond and 1
have been removing the obstruction wall set up in 1842
by the Greek priests across the chancel of the Church of
the Nativity at Bethlehem. It is a loathsome wall, and
they must have been loathsome priests. However, a
beneficent British Administration had set its heart on
bringing back a little of the majesty of the Basilica of
Constantine and so we are told off to do it ; the Government
(Is it the British taxpayer?) finding the money. _With
consummate tact Storrs had got the Greek Patriarch
to write and ask that it should be done, though at
the bottom of their hearts these naughty priests didn’t
want it done. When we had made all arrangements
as to payment, contractors, etc., they suddenly turned
a volte-face, asked if they could put in their own
contractor and pay for it themselves. We were quite
willing, not scenting Greek guile. But it was other-
wise with the Latin priests, who also had a share in the
“Holiest Church in Christendom.” [f the Greek Church
owns the chancel, and the Armenian Church a triangular
corner of the transept, a strip of carpet, and a window,
the Latin Church owns a right of way. Here palpably
these wicked schismatics were about to pinchanother bit, or
set up a new claim. So they “lodged a protest” with the
Governor and “claimed to be consulted.”” On the heels of
the Latins came the Armenians, with their pointed hats
and sinuous smiles, and here were all the elements of a
fine row. Neither party cared a rap whether the wall stood
or went, but all were determined to resist whatever the
other denomination wanted to do.

14
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The Governor was firm, and sent down Haddad Bey, his
deputy, an orthodox believer, a Syrian, a diplomat, and
an encompasser of guile, with instructions that they might
have their own brand of Christendom but that the wall
was to be pulled down ‘““as per specification,” and the
British Empire was to pay for it; in fact, that concession
was to be regarded as a high compliment from a warm-
hearted and broad-minded Administration.

We came down in great force, two motor cars, a photog-
rapher from the American Colony, Captain Harrington,
the Military Governor of Bethlehem, and various soldiers.
It seems odd that little Bethlehem should need a military
governor, but so it is, and that tiny, damp grotto of the
Nativity is one of the most explosive nooks on earth.
Harrington, a tough, blue-eyed, straightforward guards-
man, was for having the orders carried out right now,
and sweeping the whole nest clean. It was intolerable
that a military order should be hung up by a so-called
religious scruple, and galling to a British officer that any
Syrian and Arabic palaver should be allowed to interfere
with its Olympian operations.

There were some fifty people in the church when we
arrived, ready to take part in whatever the operations
might be. The Greek priests stood in a solemn column of
black on the left of the nave. On the right was a small but
equally determined phalanx of Franciscans; a little farther
off were the Armenians, and they, too, can fight on occa-
sion. There were various soldiers, and various gentlemen
in tarbooshes. There may have been other denomina-
tions, and through some chink in the happy sunlight may
have peeped some unbelieving Moslem—Ya Salaam!
How these Christians love one another!

15



A PALESTINE NOTEBOOK

Then began the palaver, conducted with consummate
skill by the Syrian Haddad.

Oh, yes, we all wanted the wall down, on that we were
all agreed, witness the Patriarch’s letter to the Governor, if
it could be done without peril to bomoiousian—or whatever
the dreadful word is, and so forth. As for those Francis-
can swine and those Armenian dogs, and those—ah, well,
the damnable Turkish régime has been replaced by an-
other—all you say is perfectly true Abuna!

And all the time a Mass was going on, and our Swedish-
American photographer was making his pictures. When it
was done we went and sat in the chancel, and another Mass
began—1I use the word figuratively, this time Franciscan,
and_behind the ikonostasis. A posse of monks and red
acolytes with candles swept down their processional way,
keeping clear by two inches of the poison strip of Armenian
carpet, into the Lady Chapel. They were chanting in the
Gregorian manner, but in their hearts they were saying:
~ *“Ha, ha, the Greeks are pipped, the Greeks are pipped,
as it was in the beginning is now and ever shall be, world
without end, Amen!”’

And I felt like the Emperor Julian watching the fun.

Then a ladder was carried in, and two picks. It gave
one the impression of being part of the ritual. Was the
guile of Byzantium beaten? Had Rome won or not?
Was this great clean Administration amenabletobaksbeesh,
after all? What was happening? Harrington was chafing
and wanted his tea. The Franciscans started a sort of
triumphal organ peal in their church adjoining. The
Greek orthodox heart is impenetrable.

Suddenly one of them, a minor priest, mounted the
ladder, made the sign of the cross, spat on his hands, and
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put his pick into the plaster cornice. Down it came, and
the deed was done. The Governor’s last order to his
Deputy had been, “If you don’t get that d——d wall
down to-day it will never go down.”

It would have become an international question gravi-
tating—Chimara bombitans in vacuo—between Paris, the
Vatican, and London. All the Gods of Christendom
would have been invoked, and all the antiquaries out
on the war path.

And then, seeing they were beaten after all, the Greek
priests said ““Maalesh,” and invited us in to tea. They
combed their long hair, dressed in clean silks, and pro-
duced baltikh, and wine of the Holy Sepulchre. Wine of the
Holy Sepulchre is good. It is golden tongued, intoxicat-
ing, and rather like what we sip on sacramental occasions.
Here, however, we took it inlarge draughts,and it’s wonder-
ful how kindly it makes even Christians feel to one another.
The Greek priests and I always smile now when we pass the
time o’ day to one another in the street.

Jerusalem.

When a week later we came again to Bethlehem to see
how the work was getting on we asked the Greek priests
how they liked the Basilica now.

“QOh, it is noble,”” said they.

It certainly looked noble, for you could see the whole
church and the ikonostasis.

“And the Latins, how do they like it?”’

“Oh, they don’t like it at all.”

“But in Heaven’s name why not?”’

“Because,” said the Greek priests, ‘“they now see it is
all one Greek Church.”

17
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In fact, the Greeks were chanting in their hearts as they
were swinging their censers, ‘‘Aha, the Latins are pipped,
the Latins are pipped, as it was in the beginning is now
and ever shall be, world without end, Amen!”

Curious thing, Religion!

I have had most interesting times with George Simoni-
des, my Greek friend. He had come out here from Egypt.
His people, he told me, have links with this country
from very early times. It must have been after one of our
talks that | find this entry in my Journal, and it was he
who first introduced me to the writing of Foulcher de
Chartres.

Jerusalem, September, 1918.

Jerusalem, this city of the mind, is a type, and thus
everything is possible within her. It is a great privilege
to have a little of her shaping. One reads back to Sulei-
man the Magnificent, to Saladin, to Al Mamoun, to
Herod, to Nehemiah, to Solomon. Each gave her some-
thing, and the types in her streets are wonderful. And
what will this strong Western Administration mean?
Fusion of races? There is no other logical way out.
For keeping the races apart means the old racial and re-
ligious antagonism, and though they may be stayed for
a while by compact—our League of Nations—there must
come fusion in the end.

The history of Palestine bears this out. It has two
.great periods of civilization that we know of, and they
have been periods of fusion—the Hellenistic, the medizval.
God rested in those days and saw that it was good.

But the real wonder here is to watch the faces and hear
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the speech in the streets. There is every type, from
Central Asia; from India, for the Indian Army is here;
from the Levant in all its mixtures; the African types, for
Egypt is here; the Arab types, the Greek, the Latin,and the
Jew; while through it all the irrepressible British Tommy
is playing football in a temperature of 106° in the shade.
God bless him!

And it has all happened before! *Consider!” says
Foulcher de Chartres in the twelfth century, “how the
West has been turned into the East. He who was of the
West has become of the East; he who was Roman or Frank
has become here a Galilean or an inhabitant of Pales-
tine; he who was a citizen of Rheims or of Chartres is
become a citizen of Tyre or of Antioch. We have already
forgotten the places of our birth; they are even by this
time unknown to most of us, or at least never spoken of.
Some of us hold lands and houses by hereditary right;
one has married a woman who is not of his own country—
a Syrian, an Armenian, or even a Saracen who had adjured
her faith; another has with him his son-in-law, or his
father-in-law, this one is surrounded by his nephews, or
his grandchildren; one cultivates vines, another fields;
they all talk different languages, and yet succeed in un-
derstanding one another . . . The stranger has
become the native, the pilgrim the resident; day by day
our relations come from the West and stay with us.
Those who were poor at home God has made rich here;
those who at home had nothing but a farm, here have a
city. Why should he who finds the East so fortunate
return again to the West?”’

Why, indeed! The words of the twelfth-century his-
torian are evident in the streets of Jerusalem to this day.
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Every blend of East and West is there, but ever the East
predominates. Among the most beautiful are the men of
Es Sault—Arabs so called, but often of the classic Greek
type, with a touch of Odyssean, primitive wildness and
savagery about them. We have many hundreds of these
refugees, and they are a sore trial to Percy.*

Jerusalem.

And how the poetry of the place gets hold of you; you
must take the life and the beauty of the Eastern medizval
city woven in with your reading, get to understand
what al-Quds has meant to the human mind—Moslem,
Christian, or Jew. ‘Profusion of camels shall cover thee,
young camels of Midian and Ephah, all of them from
Sheba shall come: gold and frankincense shall they
bring and publish the praises of God. All the flocks of
Kedar shall be gathered unto thee; the rams of Nebaioth
shall minister unto thee; they shall come up with accept-
ance on thine altar and the house of my glory will I
glorify.”

(Extract from a letter.) September 16, 1018,

I feel now as if 1 had my finger right on the pulse of
this city, and knew it in and out. There is an immense
deal one could carry through—given the power. The
mosques, and the churches, and the Citadel that has not
been touched since the time of Selim. There are the
workshops and the Arts and Crafts to start again, paralyz-
ed by the war; there are the Bazaars and Sugs to reopen
and repair, the Guild organization to recreate, schools
to establish, building permits to attend to, and thousands

*Lord William Percy.
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of women to set off again at the most beautiful embroidery
you ever saw. There are new roads to make, trees to
plant—many thousands have already been ordered—and
parks to lay out, and there is a schedule of historic monu-
ments to make with a map on which these things shall be
marked: so you see! . . . I’m amused at your ir-
ritation at the insufficiency of my address, also at the
Vicar declining to write because I give him no other address
than Jerusalem. No other address is necessary. There
is only one Jerusalem and only one British Administra-
tion, and I’'m in it, so letters find me. I suppose the village
has it as a fixed idea that Jerusalem is an unreal place,
purely Biblical and non-existent, and so it’s no good trying
to write there.

I know that in England we do keep relig-
ion and life in separate houses, but I assure you it’s not
so here. Jerusalem is a fact, though rather a squalid
one.

October 4, 1918.

Storrs is absolutely with me in trying to get
the work and plans for the actual—not the dream—city
carried through, and for finding the revenue (taxationr),
the wherewithal to do it. [ have also worked him out a
scheme for this. We make the projected revenue at
from £30,000 to £50,000 a year—after the war! But the
irony of fate is going to be that the splendid little group
of men who are now working at Palestine and the city’s
reconstruction so whole-heartedly and sympathetically
will all be flung apart by the conclusion of peace. Others
will come in and the question will then be, Are our lines
well laid?
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Whether it’s the people, or the place, or the
work—I don’t know, but I feel here the same sort of stimu-
lus, the creative drive we felt in 1902, when all was going
so well, and a new life being built up. Yet I can’t but
think that something of what we English are doing here
will remain. And then I look back on History—I’ve been
reading Nehemiah, and Ezra, and Maccabees, and Jose-
phus, also modern German Biblical critics, and George
Adam Smith, and other Jewish writers, and see how often
this city has changed hands, and how often there has
come the hope of a new birth. [ suppose of all cities
Jerusalem is the most artificial—a type of the imaginary
city, a creation of the mind. For that one forgives
the filth, the squalor, and the meanness of her religious
life.

I’ve been to most of her places of worship now, attended
services, Latin, Greek, Armenian, Anglican, Jewish,
Moslem. Without doubt the Moslems have most rever-
ence and sincerity. The Anglicans are the cleanest; hard,
tight, pharisaical, and “homey.” The Greek services are
loathsome; the Latin not so bad, cleaner physically, but
they run the Greek very close; the Armenian by far the
most beautiful, the Mass being done with bells and chorus
on a sort of stage with a curtain—like a small Elizabethan
theatre. The Jewish are the most slovenly of all. In
fact, the real religion of the Jew is not in synagogues and
temples, but in the heart where it has always been. One
still sees the Christ type in the streets here, and it is
usually the Jew who has it—a curious pacifist sublimity.
It is rare, but one sees it sometimes in the most squalid
and loathsome surroundings. Jesus Christ, if he ever
existed at all, was a Syrian (Jew?) and he’s still here in
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Jerusalem; he won’t enlist, he is perverse, tiresome, and a
thorn in the side of any government; he doesn’t believe in
force, but he’s stronger than force, and he’ll let himself be
crucified for convictions nobody else shares or under-
stands.
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CHAPTER 11
THE CONFUSION OF WAR

T WILL be recalled that John Smith is an honest
English official trying to do his best in a difficult situa-
tion. When in the summer of 1918 I first came across
him, he was just plain Major Smith, and his job for the

moment was recruiting for the Arab army. Whatever in
those days we may have promised to the Jews, there was
no doubt as to our promises to the Arabs. They were good
fighters and we needed their help.

Here is my note of the meeting made on July 3, 1918:

To dinner with John Smith to meet Father Wilfred, who
has been sent out by the “War Cabinet” to report on
Palestine. Afterward to an Arab “recruiting meeting”’—
the people of the Shereefa, the anti-Turkish party. There
were some fifty of us. We smoked, talked, drank coffee.
They were beautiful people, many of them, especially
Shibli Beshara who interpreted. They sat around in their
silk abayebs, black-and-gold argals, and fingered their ro-
saries. They wanted a speech from the King.

“I come from the King,” said Father Wilfred, rising, and
with sublime audacity committing King, Cabinet, Lords,
and Commons, “the King sits upon a throne of velvet, in
a chair of gold. He speaks but seldom. When he
speaks it is law. But 1 will try and get him to speak.
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[Like a parson’s cheek!] Know, however, that though
he should not speak his heart is with you.”

Murmurs of appreciative comment, and touchings of the
breast, Father Wilfred has the parson’s sense of the
dramatic.

““We are all brothers,” said John Smith, “and it must be
Christian and Moslem alike, it matters not which—is that
clear?” Honest John is the recruiting sergeant_of the
moment, with an eye to the main chance.

“We are Arabs first and Moslem afterward.”

“Was that true,” I asked, “‘or but a compliment to the
English?” It was the spirit of nationality awakening
here as elsewhere. What is this strange awakening?
Of the Arabs present the majority were Christian.

The interpreter, Shibli] Beshara, continued, I suppose
somewhat embellishing the words of Father Wilfred:

“We fight for England, and England stands for justice,
and the privilege of managing our own affairs against the
German and the Turk.” [Bureaucrats, please note!]

Then John Smith, who, as the soldier, had his eye on the
vital spot: “ But we must be quick, for the German and the
Turk are quick. There must be deeds and no more Kalam.”

Then came questions as to the guaranteeing of wives
and families. The General—Al Nabi—was to be ap-
proached on the matter. What’s in a name? Folk lore
always propagates itself. ‘A prophet shall arise who shall
win the Holy City back again from the Turks to its original
conquerors of the days of Amr.”

Jerusalem, July 7, 1918.
General Money motored me over to Hebron, and we
saw the new water supply our engineers are laying into
25



‘A PALESTINE NOTEBOOK

Jerusalem. They had opened out the old Roman mains
of Herod’s time, wonderfully constructed of stone with
stone manholes at regular distances. The Roman ce-
ment had stood and the water was clear and sweet. Our
people were cleaning out, relaying, and utilizing the
Roman mains—the good work of the much-abused Pon-
tius Pilate, on whom be peace! Poor Pontius, he tried
to act justly—is he coming into his own at last? And in
Josephus we read that when he constructed his noble
water supply the Jews rose in revolt. They thought it an
unnecessary innovation. When you see the filth in which
the Haluca Jew lives,,and observe his arrogant obscurant-
ism, you understand why.

It was at about this time that I first met Jacob Funkel-
stein. He was working with a terrific energy for the
Zionist Commissional. In those days of chaotic upheaval,
when men knew not what they wanted, it used to be said
that there were only two bodies that got things done, the
Zionist Commission and the Vatican. Jacob Funkelstein
seemed to be at the centre of an enormous web, and to
have at his disposal unlimited funds. Here is an entry
in which he and his enthusiastic fellow workers appear:

July 11, 1018.

I saw to-day one of the strangest and most tragic things
the war has brought forth. And yet it was all going
on before. The war has but emphasized, illuminated
it.

In the course of my investigations in connection with
the civic survey | went on the introduction of Mr.
Jacob Funkelstein to a so-called “wool school” of Ma-
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dame Thon—one of the Zionist organizers. It is not a
school at all except by courtesy, it is half relief work, half
factory, and a little teaching is done of Hebrew and arith-
metic. But suddenly 1 was in an Arabian Nights dream
of beauty and colour. In a vast hall were some two hun-
dred women refugees from Baghdad, Damascus, Georgia,
all dressed in the most exquisite silks and embroideries, in
veils of gauze covered with silver stars, great shining pur-
ples and blazing orange, cool blues and glittering sapphire,
masses of black set off with bars of green, and carmine and
cadmium. And they looked so noble, and fitted to their
clothes so well, and had such a sense of what was seemly
and beautiful—a very joy of colour. And they were all
carding wool—by hand.

And in the next room there was the product being made
up, stockings on the “stocking machine,” Young Jewish
‘“Mamselles,” all dressed very neatly in blacks and drabs,
with a sort of American, second-hand, fashion-plate tidi-
ness. | asked my Jewish interpreter—he was part Ger-
man, part English, and wholly Zionist social democrat—
to whom the machines belonged.

“To the young girls.”

“Then why aren’t they working at home in their own
time?”’

“We tried that,” said he, “‘and had to drop it to prevent
the girls being sweated.”

I lifted up a rather unpleasant black stocking that had
just been banged out of the machine. *Explain.”

“If a girl made this pair by hand it would take her a
day and half. If she does it with this machine she can do
ten pairs a day.”

“But in God’s name isn’t that enough?”’ said I. “It’s
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surely a reactionary step to turn the women out of their
homes and bring them again into factories.”

“We can’t meet the competition. If we bring them
here and work them under factory organization for seven
and three quarter hours a day, they will do the ten pairs
in that time. If they. work at home they sweat them-
selves, and take nine or ten hours to do it.”

“Where’s it all going to end?”

He smiled rather sadly. ‘“We’re just planning to get
out a new machine that will turn out twenty stockings
instead of ten.”

“Is that going to end it?”’

Being a social democrat he saw the drift of my reasoning.

“And we,” said he, “are not a capitalistic organization
running for profit. Our plan is for the workers to control
the power.”

The problem is still to be solved. The mere organiza-
tion of industry, on the “Webb” Fabian-Socialist lines, is
not the solution. And all the while in that other room, an
incidental detail in the greater process, that other thing is
happening, all that beauty and dignity of life is being
destroyed. Those women will never make and wear their
beautiful dresses again.

July 15, 1018.
We work and plan and dream as if we were at peace, and
reconstruction but the simple, every-day normal process.
To-day they marched some five hundred Germanand Turk-
ish prisoners through the Holy City—for the ‘“moral effect ”’
of it. [ was with the General at the Governorate watch-
ing the march past—pathetic enough. We may ourselves
be turned out at any moment, and our occupation in the
28



THE CONFUSION OF WAR

future depends entirely upon the events of the western
front. Jerusalem has changed hands some forty times in
history . . . andnow . . . ?

(Extract from a letter.) July 20, 1018.

The other night there was a fantastic and delightful
party here . . . it consisted of the General’s staff,
all the nice people with the red tabs; the military élite of
Jerusalem, summoned by Storrs on the plea of classical
music—which some of them enjoyed; the leading Zionist
society, the principal members of the American colony, a
French count or two, and a few intellectual odds and
ends. We sat round a great marble-floored room com-
mandeered from the Germans, and overlooking a pleasant
garden. It was hung round with about a hundred Turk-
estan and Bokhara silk costumes in flaming colours. They
looked not so much like an old-clothes shop as like the
scalps or trophies of the dead arts and crafts that indus-
trialism and the war have finally slaughtered and that the
authorities have now summoned me to Jerusalem to try
and bring to life again. . . . And then came Bee-
thoven, Romance No. 2 for piano and violin, played ex-
quisitely by two professionals—how they got here Lord
knows! Nobody wants music in these days, and as the
notes rippled out like beads dropping from a string, I
was taken years back into pleasant days—oh, so long
ago! . . . Itdid seem strange to have it all over again
here within a few miles of a dispossessed enemy, almost
within sound of the guns. . . . Some of the officers
“had their doots’” about any ‘“musical party’ in these
days. But there! What's the object of life if it isn’t to
mitigate savagery?
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July, 1018.

A thing one is apt to overlook or misunderstand in this
fantastic and unreal march of war is the great work of
the Indian Army. Apart from what it has done on
the western front, the conquest of Palestine is largely its
work.

E. M. Forster, the other day in Alexandria, said to
me that British society in India had adopted the caste
system, and embedded in that system, at its very heart,
was the crudest and hardest Bayswater philistinism. That
may be true of the women and their camp society, all that
loathsome life of which one reads, for example, in Kip-
ling’s “ Under the Deodars.” But there is something else.
I have met that finer something in many of the officers,
an idealism among the men, a dream for a nobler life in
which the army is a finely tempered instrument. Gen-
eral Money with his clear, blue, sympathetic eyes has some
of that in him. They couldn’t have put a better man
here—if he has the nerve to carry things through, and the
means to his right hand.

July 18, 1018.

Rode with an escort of two Arabs to Nabi Samuil, the
home of that mean and unpleasant prig of a prophet, as
one recalls him. We were some five hours in the saddle,
there and back. It was very hot and we lost our way
over by-paths, rocks, and boulders. It was all very won-
derful, and one got a sense of Palestine on that scarp of
vines, with the Crusaders’ church perched on the sum-
mit, and now riddled and blown up with Turkish and
British bombs. The plugs, shells, and bits of broken
metal were lying around among the shattered masonry.
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And here within a few miles and within sound of the
enemy’s guns we are already on the work of repair.

The Mukhtar in an orange turban kissed my hand and
bowed his forehead, and in refusing the baksbeesh which 1
offered to his very hungry-looking little boy, begged that I
would intercede with the Governor that their rations might
be renewed. They had had no harvest, there was nothing

to eat or live by, and their vineyards had been destroyed.
- Curious and unreal is war.

My two Arabs were full of poetry, and as soon as they
were happy on their horses and away from mechanic
streets they started to sing. But who are these Arabs,
and why do we so call them? There is surely much of the
ancient Greek in these people, and theirs is the poetry.
Says a modern German scholar, Von Schack:,” The Arabs
did not share the opinion widely shared nowadays, that
poetic talent flourishes best in seclusion from the tumult
of the world, or that it dims the clearness of vision that is
required for the conduct of public affairs. On the con-
trary, their princes entrusted the chief offices of state to
poets, and poetry often served as a means to obtain more
brilliant results than diplomatic notes could have pro-
cured.” So also thought our Elizabethans, and these
fellows would do just the same. One of them quoted to
me, as we were riding, the Beduin proverb: “The Arabs’
registers are the verses of their bards.”

July, 1018.
We have been ordered to get the reconstruction of Nabi
Samuil started and | was over there again to-day. Mercu-
tio waswithme. Ifone isn’tallowedto do reconstruction”
at home, nor in Egypt, one does it here Al Hamdulillah!
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We got down to bed rock. There are twenty-five
houses to rebuild and a mosque, once an eleventh-century
church, rather noble of its kind, and high up on the hill,
the Mons Gaudii of the Crusaders, whence they first saw
the Holy City. We rode over with Shibli Beshara, our
interpreter, tethered our horses under the acacia trees, and
began a great Kalam. Then a census of the village had to
be made and all the men, women, and children actually
counted, to see that they didn’t get their rations twice
over. When we came out from measuring the shell holes,
we found Shibli surrounded by some fifty women and
small children under twelve, who were being classified.
Then we gathered data as to labour, and lunched off goats’
milk curds, baladi bread, and watermelon, which in their
gratitude and hospitality were served to us under a fig tree
in the Shaikh’s garden, or what was left of it. He lived
" under canvas because his house was blown up. Yes; we
had got down to bed rock, and as Mercutio put it:
“There’s no d—— d nonsense of ‘Art’ about this!”
Not far off there were unexploded shells, and certainly
the remains of one dead soldier whose ribs I could count.
They had dragged the best part of him away to be buried.

Jerusalem, July, 1918.

Thank the Lord we have here in Palestine now some
men at all events who are not oppressed and tied up in
the stodgy old conventions that prevail in Cairo! There
is here at least a chance of getting some new and living
thought put into government and education. Let’s hope
the British Administration may continue! With the
present men here it will not be overtaken with the Egyp-
tian paralysis—for that is what it means in Egypt.
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Cromer and his court having created the system, the ob-
ject of which was to paralyze the governed, the system
has gone on, none have arisen strong enough to change it,
and now the paralysis has taken hold of them that govern.

Cromer was of his time and couldn’t help himself. Also
he did a great work in his day, but that’s all over now. We
want neither bureaucracy, nor sham democracy, nor win-
dow dressing for a 