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		To S.A.

		
			I loved you, so I drew these tides of men into my hands

			               and wrote my will across the sky in stars

			To earn you Freedom, the seven pillared worthy house,

			               that your eyes might be shining for me

			                                        When we came.

		

		
			Death seemed my servant on the road, till we were near

			                         and saw you waiting:

			When you smiled, and in sorrowful envy he outran me

			                         and took you apart:

			                                        Into his quietness.

		

		
			Love, the way-weary, groped to your body, our brief wage

			                         ours for the moment

			Before earth’s soft hand explored your shape, and the blind

			                         worms grew fat upon

			                                        Your substance.

		

		
			Men prayed me that I set our work, the inviolate house,

			                         as a memory of you.

			But for fit monument I shattered it, unfinished: and now

			The little things creep out to patch themselves hovels

			                         in the marred shadow

			                                        Of your gift.

		

	
		AUTHOR’S PREFACE

		Mr. Geoffrey Dawson persuaded All Souls College to give me leisure, in 1919–1920, to write about the Arab Revolt. Sir Herbert Baker let me live and work in his Westminster houses.

		The book so written passed in 1921 into proof: where it was fortunate in the friends who criticized it. Particularly it owes its thanks to Mr. and Mrs. Bernard Shaw for countless suggestions of great value and diversity: and for all the present semicolons.

		It does not pretend to be impartial. I was fighting for my hand, upon my own midden. Please take it as a personal narrative pieced out of memory. I could not make proper notes: indeed it would have been a breach of my duty to the Arabs if I had picked such flowers while they fought. My superior officers, Wilson, Joyce, Dawnay, Newcombe and Davenport could each tell a like tale. The same is true of Stirling, Young, Lloyd and Maynard: of Buxton and Winterton: of Ross, Stent and Siddons: of Peake, Hornby, Scott-Higgins and Garland: of Wordie, Bennett and MacIndoe: of Bassett, Scott, Goslett, Wood and Gray: of Hinde, Spence and Bright: of Brodie and Pascoe, Gilman and Grisenthwaite, Greenhill, Dowsett and Wade: of Henderson, Leeson, Makins and Nunan.

		And there were many other leaders or lonely fighters to whom this self-regardant picture is not fair. It is still less fair, of course, like all war-stories, to the un-named rank and file: who miss their share of credit, as they must do, until they can write the despatches.

		T. E. S.

		Cranwell, 15.8.26
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		SYNOPSIS

		HALF-WAY through the labour of an index to this book I recalled the practice of my ten years’ study of history; and realized I had never used the index* of a book fit to read. Who would insult his Decline and Fall, by consulting it just upon a specific point?

		I am aware that my achievement as a writer falls short of every conception of the readable: but surely not so far as to make it my duty, like a Stubbs, to save readers the pain of an unnecessary page. The contents seem to me adequately finger-posted by this synopsis.

		INTRODUCTION
THE FOUNDATIONS OF ARAB REVOLT

		Some Englishmen, of whom Kitchener was chief, believed that a rebellion of Arabs against Turks would enable England, while fighting Germany, simultaneously to defeat her ally Turkey. Their knowledge of the nature and power and country of the Arabic-speaking peoples made them think that the issue of such a rebellion would be happy: and indicated its character and method. So they allowed it to begin, having obtained formal assurances of help for it from the British Government. Yet none the less the rebellion of the Sherif of Mecca came to most as a surprise, and found the Allies unready. It aroused mixed feelings and made strong friends and enemies, amid whose clashing jealousies its affairs began to miscarry.

		
			Chapter 1. — The strained mentality of rebellion (this page) which infected me (this page) and still, a year afterwards, prevents my judgement (this page).

			Chapter 2. — Arabia and the Arabs (this page) emigrations, immigrations, and the current of tribal movements (this page) sessile or nomad (this page).

			Chapter 3. — The uncompromising Semite (this page) religious invention (this page) his prophets (this page) his creeds (this page) his fanaticism (this page).

			Chapter 4. — Arab decay (this page) nationalism (this page) secret societies (this page).

			Chapter 5. — Sherifs of Mecca (this page) the Holy War (this page) thoughts of rebellion (this page) Feisal and Jemal (this page) Enver (this page) the revolt (this page).

			Chapter 6. — The decay of Turkish imperialism (this page) a new factor required (this page) Clayton’s Arab Bureau (this page) Mesopotamia (this page).

			Chapter 7. — The McMahon negotiations (this page) his difficulties with his colleagues (this page) my private difficulties (this page) an escape (this page).

		

		 

		BOOK I
MY FIRST VISIT TO ARABIA

		I had believed these misfortunes of the Revolt to be due to faulty leadership, or rather to the lack of leadership, Arab and English. So I went down to Arabia to see and consider its great men. The first, the Sherif of Mecca, we knew to be aged. I found Abdulla too clever, Ali too clean, Zeid too cool. Then I rode up-country to Feisal, and found in him the leader with the necessary fire, and yet with reason to give effect to our science. His tribesmen seemed sufficient instrument, and his hills to provide natural advantage. So I returned confidently to Egypt, and told my chiefs how Mecca was defended not by Rabegh, but by Feisal in Jebel Subh.

		
			Chapter 8. — The Lama arrives at Jedda (this page) Colonel Wilson welcomes Storrs and myself (this page) Emir Abdulla (this page) Arab government (this page) military situation (this page) Storrs persuasive (this page).

			Chapter 9. — Jeddah (this page) a dinner party (this page) the Turkish band (this page).

			Chapter 10. — Emir Ali at Rabegh (this page) we ride inland (this page) the Tehama and a discussion of water-supplies as affecting Arab strategy (this page) encounter at a well (this page) tricks of a Sherif (this page).

			Chapter 11. — Hills of Hejaz (this page) Bir el Sheikh (this page) highlands by night (this page) a spy gives us food (this page) a watered village (this page).

			Chapter 12. — Slave economy (this page) a ruined village (this page) the rebels (this page) my first meeting with the Emir Feisal at Hamra (this page).

			Chapter 13. — Egyptian troops (this page) Feisal’s story of his first outbreak in Medina (this page) his plans for the moment (this page) himself (this page).

			Chapter 14. — A political dinner (this page) the royal family of Hejaz (this page) nationalism among nomads and townsmen (this page) religion (this page).

			Chapter 15. — Playing the reporter (this page) the troops and their native way of fighting (this page) the situation (this page) artillery (this page) envoi (this page).

			Chapter 16. — The ruined road (this page) in Wadi Yenbo (this page) Yenbo, Boyle, and hats (this page) Admiral Wemyss (this page) Khartoum, where we argue the Arab Revolt with Sir Reginald Wingate (this page) a French idea (this page) Sir Archibald Murray (this page) I am good (this page).

		

		 

		BOOK II
FEISAL’S FIRST EXTENSION NORTHWARD

		My chiefs were astonished at such favourable news, but promised help, and meanwhile sent me back, much against my will, into Arabia. I reached Feisal’s camp on the day the Turks carried the defences of Jebel Subh. By their so doing the entire basis of my confidence in a tribal war was destroyed. We havered for a while by Yenbo, hoping to retrieve the position: but the tribesmen proved to be useless for assault, and we saw that if the Revolt was to endure we must invent a new plan of campaign at once. This was hazardous, as the promised British military experts had not yet arrived. However, we decided that to regain the initiative we must ignore the main body of the enemy, and concentrate far off on his railway flank. The first step towards this was to move our base to Wejh: which we proceeded to do in the grand manner.

		
			Chapter 17. — Clayton sends me back (this page) Garland (this page) Yenbo (n6).

			Chapter 18. — Sherif Abd el Kerim’s riding manners (this page) a surprise on our road (this page) Feisal’s explanation of his move (this page).

			Chapter 19. — Feisal’s control (this page) life at Arab headquarters (this page).

			Chapter 20. — My new clothes (this page) return to Yenbo (this page) a defeat (this page) treachery, perhaps (this page) defending our base (this page).

			Chapter 21. — Conflicting policies (this page) French and English (this page) the military situation develops (this page) Wilson gambles on it (this page).

			Chapter 22. — Feisal prepares to move on Wejh (this page) troops for his expedition (this page) a test raid (this page) the Emir Abdulla (this page).

			Chapter 23. — The army marches (this page) naval politics (this page) civil v. military (this page) evacuation of Yenbo (this page) my relief (this page) Boyle at Um Lejj (this page) Wejh plans (this page) too forward (this page).

			Chapter 24. — Feisal’s staff (this page) the routine of a march (this page) Ageyl (this page) Newcombe overtakes us (this page) the route (this page).

			Chapter 25.—Our units (this page) good news (this page) Wadi Hamdh (this page).

			Chapter 26. — Reinforcements pour in (this page) the Navy again (this page).

			Chapter 27. — Boyle’s victory (this page) we re-organize Wejh (this page).

		

		 

		BOOK III
CONCENTRATING AGAINST THE MEDINA RAILWAY

		Our taking Wejh had the wished effect upon the Turks, who abandoned their advance towards Mecca for a passive defence of Medina and its Railway. Our experts made plans for attacking them. The Germans saw the danger of envelopment, and persuaded Enver to order the instant evacuation of Medina. Sir Archibald Murray begged us to put in such a sustained attack as should destroy the retreating enemy. Feisal was soon ready in his part; and I went off to Abdulla to get his co-operation. On the way I fell sick and while lying alone with empty hands was driven to think about the campaign. Thinking convinced me that recent practice had been better than our theory. So on recovery I did little to the Railway, but went back to Wejh with novel ideas. I tried to make the others admit them, and adopt deployment as our ruling principle; and to put preaching even before fighting. They preferred the limited and direct military objective of Medina. So I decided to slip off to Akaba by myself on test of my own theory.

		
			Chapter 28. — Rewards of victory (this page) the need of guns (this page) Jaafar Pasha takes command (this page) Bremond’s proposal (this page).

			Chapter 29. — Life at Wejh (this page) armoured cars and navy (this page).

			Chapter 30. — The general war (this page) political work (this page) Feisal’s propaganda (this page) and the quality of his achievement (this page).

			Chapter 31. — Clayton’s bombshell (this page) new dispositions (this page) journey inland (this page) sickness (this page) a death for a death (this page).

			Chapter 32. — In the hills (this page) lava and volcanoes grown cold (this page) implacable hospitality (this page) Emir Abdulla’s camp (this page).

			Chapter 33. — Generalizing the military theory of our revolt (this page).

			Chapter 34. — Recovery (this page) projecting a raid (this page) a shepherd (this page) fresh plans (this page) mine-laying (this page) a show (this page).

			Chapter 35. — Shakir’s triumph (this page) another raid (this page) a storm (this page) mine-laying (this page) the alarm (this page) getting away (this page).

			Chapter 36. — Emir Abdulla, nature and life (this page) Shakir (this page).

			Chapter 37. — Starting for Wejh (this page) Beduin characters (this page).

			Chapter 38. — Feisal again (this page) Auda abu Tayi (this page) the ruling strategy (this page) my criticisms (this page) the Akaba scheme (this page),

		

		 

		BOOK IV
THE EXPEDITION AGAINST AKABA

		Sherif Nasir, Auda, and I set off together for Akaba. Hitherto Feisal had been the public leader; but his remaining in Wejh threw the ungrateful load of this northern expedition upon myself. I accepted it and its dishonest implication as our only means of victory. We tricked the Turks and entered Akaba with good fortune.

		
			Chapter 39. — Our start (this page) ourselves (this page) Sherif Nasir and his great worthiness (this page) a hill-garden (this page) interlude (this page).

			Chapter 40. — Arabic speech (this page) our assumptions (this page) a pause which relieves my weariness (this page) two new men (this page).

			Chapter 41. — Off again (this page) Auda as guide (this page) night (this page) volcanoes, lava, dry mud and sand (this page) camel sickness (this page).

			Chapter 42. — Crossing the railway (this page) into the real desert (this page) a hot wind (this page) the refreshment of nightfall, after (this page).

			Chapter 43. — A new day (this page) camels (this page) ostrich and oryx (this page).

			Chapter 44. — A man missing (this page) alone (this page) a joke overworked (this page) we win across into Sirhan (this page) the power of thirst (this page).

			Chapter 45. — The new wells (this page) an alarm (this page) we arrive (this page).

			Chapter 46. — We taste the full measure of Beduin hospitality (this page).

			Chapter 47. — With the tribes (this page) snakes (this page) recruits (this page).

			Chapter 48. — Over-vaulting ambition (this page) true objective (this page) false starts (this page) my dilemma (this page) a footnote to history (this page) unwelcome power (this page) the last feast (this page) small talk (this page).

			Chapter 49. — On the road (this page) dynamite (this page) a poor job (this page).

			Chapter 50. — A diversion to draw the Turks’ notice (this page) ambush (this page) deserters (this page) Zaal’s power and my self-denial (this page).

			Chapter 51. — A prisoner (this page) the temptation of fresh meat proves fatal to a fat station-master (this page) we surfeit ourselves (this page).

			Chapter 52. — The King’s well (this page) action (this page) calculation (this page) many bridges taken and at once blown up (this page) check (this page).

			Chapter 53. — To the rescue (this page) hot fighting (this page) a gallop (this page) camel-charging (this page) prisoners (this page) exploiting victory (this page).

			Chapter 54. — After the battle (this page) the dead (this page) the crest (this page) more victory (this page) the last barrier (this page) divided counsels (this page) the enemy capitulate (this page) we regain our familiar sea (this page).

		

		 

		BOOK V
EXPLOITING THE NEW BASE

		Our capture of Akaba closed the Hejaz war, and gave us the task of helping the British invade Syria. The Arabs working from Akaba became virtual right wing of Allenby’s army in Sinai. To mark the changed relation Feisal was transferred, with his Army, to Allenby’s command. Allenby now became responsible for his operations and equipment. Meanwhile we organized the Akaba area as an unassailable base, from which to hinder the Hejaz Railway.

		
			Chapter 55. — The sense of victory (this page) assuring Akaba (this page) to Egypt for help (this page) the Inland Water Board carries on (this page).

			Chapter 56. — Lyttleton (this page) the permit-police in the canal zone (this page) naval help (this page) Allenby (this page) two schools (this page).

			Chapter 57. — The organization of Akaba (this page) guard-ships (this page) transfer of Feisal and all his troops (this page) King Hussein agrees to it (this page) palliating secret relations with the enemy (this page).

			Chapter 58. — A new situation (this page) changing methods (this page) the invasion of Syria (this page) the varied peoples composing Syria (this page).

			Chapter 59. — The towns of Syria (this page) Syrians (this page) Syrian politics (this page) our strategy (this page) tactics (this page) our spirit (this page).

			Chapter 60. — Operations begin (this page) air raids distract the enemy (this page) electric mining (this page) guns and Lewis guns (this page).

			Chapter 61. — Project of a railway raid (this page) points of character (this page) tribal politics (this page) the Turkish air patrol (this page).

			Chapter 62. — Rumm, a tribal watering place in the hills (this page).

			Chapter 63. — Seeking help (this page) a bath (this page) excursion into the origins of Christianity (this page) an inarticulate prophet (this page).

			Chapter 64. — We march (this page) getting together (this page) a rich drink by night, and a change of mind (this page) reconnaissance (this page).

			Chapter 65. — Modesty (this page) mining (this page) a Turkish patrol (this page).

			Chapter 66. — The Turks threaten us (this page) a train comes (this page) and stops (this page) ten minutes (this page) booty (this page) prisoners (this page).

			Chapter 67. — Confusions (this page) evacuation (this page) rescue (this page) a clean get-away in heavy order (this page) Rumm by night (this page).

			Chapter 68. — A training raid (this page) obligations of command (this page) success (this page) and its fruit (this page) what we were trying at (this page).

		

		 

		BOOK VI
THE FAILURE OF THE BRIDGES

		By November, 1917, Allenby was ready to open a general attack against the Turks along his whole front. The Arabs should have done the same in their sector: but I was afraid to put everything on a throw, and designed instead the specious operation of cutting the Yarmuk Valley Railway, to throw into disorder the expected Turkish retreat. This half-measure met with its due failure.

		
			Chapter 69. — Allenby takes the stage (this page) his staff (this page) our proper role (this page) my private hesitation and its reasons (this page).

			Chapter 70. — An unworthy choice (this page) Sherif Ali ibn el Hussein (this page) Abd el Kadir (this page) a questionable adherent (this page).

			Chapter 71. — New retainers (this page) old retainers (this page) Lloyd and Wood (this page) our caravan gets off, but offers lamely (this page).

			Chapter 72. — A Sherari finds a job and finds himself (this page) a night-march (this page) the railway (this page) Auda (this page) a false alarm (this page).

			Chapter 73. — Tribal politics (this page) our march (this page) desert manners which nearly put an end to us (this page) willing help (this page).

			Chapter 74. — On the road (this page) Turks and English (this page) we get two great volunteers (this page) more accidents (this page) a scratchy night in tents (this page) denouncing a fear (this page) calmness (this page).

			Chapter 75. — Azrak (this page) check (this page) hiding (this page) ready (this page).

			Chapter 76. — Apprehension (this page) a forced march (this page) we attain the bridge at last (this page) a panic (this page) and a failure (this page).

			Chapter 77. — A new idea (this page) mine-laying (this page) hunger, drizzle and the cold sap our patience (this page) a long moment (this page).

			Chapter 78. — Distractions, wise and foolish (this page) the mine goes off embarrassingly well (this page) a rescue (this page) we get away (this page).

			Chapter 79. — Reconditioning Azrak (this page) provisions (this page) visitors (this page) our leader (this page) Azrak nights (this page) a digression (this page).

			Chapter 80. — A Turkish garrison (this page) in detention (this page) an argument (this page) persuasions (this page) which go too far (this page) the earned wages of rebellion (this page) gentling a broken will (this page).

			Chapter 81. — The rake’s progress (this page) I want to get away (this page) in my own despite (this page) riding non-stop right to Akaba (this page) another break-down (this page) I find healing in Jerusalem (this page).

		

		 

		BOOK VII
A WINTER CAMPAIGN

		After the capture of Jerusalem, Allenby, to relieve his right, assigned us a limited objective. We began well; but when we reached the Dead Sea, bad weather, bad temper and division of purpose blunted our offensive spirit and broke up our force. I had a misunderstanding with Zeid, threw in my hand, and returned to Palestine reporting that we had failed, and asking the favour of other employment. Allenby was in the hopeful midst of a great scheme for the spring. He sent me back at once to Feisal with new powers.

		
			Chapter 82. — Allenby in Jerusalem (this page) he puts me to work again (this page) an Arab advance (this page) Joyce and I joy-ride (this page) the British staff do not understand our inconclusiveness (this page).

			Chapter 83. — My price and bodyguard (this page) the Nahabi (this page) our camels (this page) severities of service (this page) vain nihilism (this page).

			Chapter 84. — Extending our front (this page) Sherif Nasir’s capture of Jurf (this page) winter comes down (this page) into Tafileh (this page).

			Chapter 85. — A Turkish counter-attack (this page) we run away (this page) but later decide to accept battle (this page) the battlefield (this page).

			Chapter 86. — Our front line gets vexed (this page) a lull of sunshine (this page) a triple attack (this page) the aftermath (this page) the profit (this page).

			Chapter 87. — Clearing the Dead Sea (this page) snow-bound (this page) a dash (this page) riding under difficulties (this page) corrosive cold (this page).

			Chapter 88. — Comfort at Guweira (this page) a convoy of gold (this page) in the open (this page) the winter Edomite wind (this page) by night (this page).

			Chapter 89. — Exhausted (this page) my camel (this page) the castle (this page) child-breeding (this page) snow-drifts (this page) a journey’s end (this page).

			Chapter 90. — Our next programme (this page) a sudden check (this page) return to Palestine (this page) a complaint and resignation justified by the discovery that my nerves and tact had failed (this page).

			Chapter 91. — Again harnessed (this page) joint operations impose a new understanding with Feisal and further resources (this page.)

		

		 

		BOOK VIII
ORTHODOXY ARRIVES

		In conjunction with Allenby we laid a triple plan to join hands across Jordan, to capture Maan, and to cut off Medina, in one operation. This was too proud and neither of us fulfilled his part. So the Arabs exchanged the care of the placid Medina railway for the greater burden of investing, in Maan, a Turk force as big as their available Regular Army. To help in this duty Allenby increased our transport, that we might have longer range and more mobility. Maan was impregnable for us, so we concentrated on cutting its northern Railway and diverting the Turkish effort to relieve its garrison from the Amman side. Clearly no decision lay in such tactics: but the German advance in Flanders at this moment took from Allenby his British units: and consequently his advantage over the Turks. He notified us that he was unable to attack. A stalemate, as we were, throughout 1918 was an intolerable prospect. We schemed to strengthen the Arab Army for autumn operations near Deraa and in the Beni Sakhr country. If this drew off one division from the enemy in Palestine it would make possible a British ancillary attack, one of whose ends would be our junction in the lower Jordan valley, by Jericho. After a month’s preparation this plan was dropped, because of its risk, and because a better offered.

		
			Chapter 92. — Staffs (this page) sex (this page) plans (this page) discipline (this page).

			Chapter 93. — Away with Mirzuk (this page) springtime (this page) Allenby falls back (this page) amateur spying (this page) death of Farraj (this page).

			Chapter 94. — The Indians (this page) capture of Semna (this page) attack on Maan (this page) to Dawnay (this page) his success (this page) Young (this page).

			Chapter 95. — An Allenby surprise (this page) his reduced strength (this page) a gift of camels (this page) plans to hold on (this page) activity (this page).

			Chapter 96. — Nasir in the lead (this page) our biggest demolition (this page).

			Chapter 97. — Finding reinforcements for an Arab offensive (this page) Allenby works against time (this page) King Hussein refuses (this page).

		

		 

		BOOK IX
MANOEUVRING FOR A FINAL STROKE

		Allenby, in rapid embodiment of reliefs from Mesopotamia and India so surpassed hope that he was able to plan an autumn offensive. The near balance of the forces on each side meant that victory would depend on his subtly deceiving the Turks that their entire danger yet lay beyond the Jordan. We might help, by lying quiet for six weeks, feigning a feebleness which should tempt the Turks to attack. The Arabs were then to lead off at the critical moment by cutting the railway communications of Palestine. Such bluff within bluff called for most accurate timing, since the balance would have been wrecked either by a premature Turkish retreat in Palestine, or by their premature attack against the Arabs beyond Jordan. We borrowed from Allenby some Imperial Camel Corps to lend extra colour to our supposed critical situation; their success glorified them and covered us, while preparations for Deraa went on with no more check than an untimely show of pique from King Hussein.

		
			Chapter 98. — Allenby’s ambitions (this page) to fog the Turks (this page) Imperial Camel Corps for our sector (this page) a raid against Deraa (this page) snatch-programme for the I.C.C. (this page) supply problems become complicated (this page) smoothing the road (this page).

			Chapter 99. — Timing the scheme (this page) Buxton (this page) Nuri Shaalan (this page) confirming the Rualla in their faith (this page) Feisal preaching (this page) the great gulf between him and me (this page).

			Chapter 100. — Atonement, redemption, dint of consequence (this page).

			Chapter 101. — Buxton’s night attack (this page) peace negotiations (this page) British promises to France, Sherif, Arab and Jew (this page).

			Chapter 102. — By car to Azrak (this page) troops (this page) Buxton (this page).

			Chapter 103. — My birthday, by good fortune, is peaceful (this page).

			Chapter 104. — A hostile raid (this page) the I.C.C. on the road (this page) Buxton becomes mobile, and my men camel-drivers (this page).

			Chapter 105. — Seen (this page) renunciation (this page) in the lodge of Amruh (this page) Azrak (this page) with the armoured cars (this page).

			Chapter 106. — King Hussein breaks out again (this page) we begin to repair damages (this page) stopping little short of forgery (this page).

		

		 

		BOOK X
THE LIBERATION OF DAMASCUS

		Our mobile column of aeroplanes, armoured cars, Arab regulars and Beduin, collected at Azrak to cut the three railways out of Deraa. The southern line we cut near Mafrak; the northern at Arar; the western by Mezerib. We circumnavigated Deraa, and rallied despite air raids, in the desert. Next day Allenby attacked, and in a few hours had scattered the Turkish armies beyond recovery. I flew to Palestine for aeroplane help, and got orders for a second phase of the thrust northward. We moved behind Deraa to hasten its abandonment. General Barrow joined us; in his company we advanced to Kiswe, and there met the Australian Mounted Corps. The united forces entered Damascus unopposed. Some confusion manifested itself in the city. We strove to allay it; Allenby arrived and smoothed out all difficulties. Afterwards he let me go.

		
			Chapter 107. — Winterton (this page) at Azrak (this page) a rest (this page) plans (this page) reinforcements (this page) concentration (this page) first step (this page).

			Chapter 108. — It starts ill (this page) an air fight (this page) bombing Deraa (this page) a Rolls-Royce operation (this page) running repairs (this page).

			Chapter 109. — The main line is captured (this page) Peake and his tulips (this page) aerial interference (this page) Junor takes a hand (this page).

			Chapter 110. — For the Palestine line (this page) Mezerib taken (this page) our plunder and a great fire by night attract visitors (this page).

			Chapter 111. — A classical project (this page) waiting (this page) prudence asserts her lovely self (this page) doing the round trip (this page).

			Chapter 112. — Hejaz line (this page) a sunset (this page) the last bridge (this page).
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		PREFACE BY A. W. LAWRENCE

		THE seven pillars of wisdom are first mentioned in the Bible, in the Book of Proverbs (ix. 1).

		‘Wisdom hath builded a house: she hath hewn out her seven pillars’.

		The title was originally applied by the author to a book of his about seven cities. He decided not to publish this early book because he considered it immature, but he transferred the title as a memento.

		A four-page leaflet entitled SOME NOTES ON THE WRITING OF THE SEVEN PILLARS OF WISDOM BY T. E. SHAW was issued by my brother to those who bought or were presented with copies of the 1926 edition. It contains the following information:

		MANUSCRIPTS
Text I

		I WROTE Books 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7 and 10 in Paris between February and June of 1919. The Introduction was written between Paris and Egypt on my way out to Cairo by Handley-Page in July and August 1919. Afterwards in England I wrote Book 1: and then lost all but the Introduction and drafts of Books 9 and 10 at Reading Station, while changing trains. This was about Christmas, 1919.

		Text I, if completed, would have been about 250,000 words, a little less than the privately printed Seven Pillars as subscribers received it. My war-time notes, on which it was largely constructed, were destroyed as each section was finished. Only three people read much of it, before I lost it.

		Text II

		A month or so later I began, in London, to scribble out what I remembered of the first text. The original Introduction was of course still available. The other ten Books I completed in less than three months, by doing many thousand words at a time, in long sittings. Thus Book VI was written entire between sunrise and sunrise. Naturally the style was careless: and so Text II (though it introduced few new episodes) came to over 400,000 words. I corrected it at intervals throughout 1920, checking it with the files of the Arab Bulletin, and with two diaries and some of my surviving field-notes. Though hopelessly bad as a text, it became substantially complete and accurate. All but one page of this text was burned by me in 1922.

		Text III

		With Text II available on the table, Text III was begun in London, and worked on there, in Jeddah, and in Amman during 1921, and again in London till February 1922. It was composed with great care. This manuscript still exists. It is nearly 330,000 words long.

		PRIVATELY PRINTED TEXTS
Oxford 1922

		THOUGH the story, as completed in Text III, appeared to me still diffuse and unsatisfactory, yet for security’s sake it was set up and printed textually, in sheets, at Oxford in the first quarter of 1922, by care of the Oxford Times staff. Since eight copies were required, and the book was very large, printing was preferred to typewriting. Five copies (bound in book form, for the convenience of those former members of the Hejaz Expeditionary Force who undertook to read it critically for me) have not yet (April 1927) been destroyed.

		Subscribers’ Text 1. xii. 26

		This text, as issued to subscribers in December 1926 and January 1927, was a recension of the Oxford sheets of 1922. They were condensed (the single canon of change being literary) during 1923 and 1924 (Royal Tank Corps) and 1925 and 1926 (Royal Air Force) in my spare evenings. Beginners in literature are inclined to fumble with a handful of adjectives round the outline of what they want to describe: but by 1924 I had learnt my first lessons in writing, and was often able to combine two or three of my 1921 phrases into one.

		There were four exceptions to the rule of condensation:

		i) An incident, of less than a page, was cut out because two seniors of our party thought it unpleasantly unnecessary.

		ii) Two characters of Englishmen were modified: one into nothing, because the worm no longer seemed worth treading on: the other into plain praise, because what I had innocently written as complaint was read ambiguously by an authority well able to judge.

		iii) One chapter of the Introduction was omitted. My best critic told me it was much inferior to the rest.

		iv) Book VIII, intended as a ‘flat’, to interpose between the comparative excitements of Book VII and the final advance on Damascus, was shortened of an abortive reconnaissance, some 10,000 words long. Several of those who read the Oxford text complained of the inordinate boredom of the ‘flat’, and upon reflection I agreed with them that it was perhaps too successful.

		By thus excising 3 per cent and condensing the rest of the Oxford text a total reduction of 15 per cent was achieved, and the length of the subscribers’ text brought down to some 280,000 words. It is swifter and more pungent than the Oxford text; and it would have been improved yet more if I had had leisure to carry the process of revision further.

		The Seven Pillars was so printed and assembled that nobody but myself knew how many copies were produced. I propose to keep this knowledge to myself. Newspaper statements of 107 copies can be easily disproved, for there were more than 107 subscribers: and in addition I gave away, not perhaps as many copies as I owed, but as many as my bankers could afford, to those who had shared with me in the Arab effort, or in the actual production of the volume.

		PUBLISHED TEXTS
New York Text

		A PROOF of the subscribers’ text was sent to New York, and reprinted there by the George Doran Publishing Company. This was necessary to ensure U.S.A. copyright of the Seven Pillars. Ten copies are offered for sale, at a price high enough to prevent their ever being sold.

		No further issue of the Seven Pillars will be made in my lifetime.

		Revolt in the Desert

		This abridgement of the Seven Pillars contains about 130,000 words. It was made by myself in 1926, with the minimum of necessary adjustment (perhaps three new paragraphs in all) to preserve sense and continuity. Parts of it appeared serially in the Daily Telegraph in December 1926. The whole was published in England by Jonathan Cape, and in U.S.A. by Doran in March 1927.

		T. E. SHAW

		To bring the information up to date, I add that the remaining copies of the Oxford printed Text of 1922 are still in existence, but will not be made public for at least ten years, and then only in a limited edition. Revolt in the Desert will not be printed again, at least during the remainder of the legal term of copyright.

		The text of the present edition is identical with that of the thirty-guinea edition of 1926, except for the following omissions and alterations. The omissions are necessary to save hurting the feelings of persons still living; they come on this page, this page, and this page where gaps of the same length are left in the present text. The 1926 edition contains no Chapter XI; the chapters have now been renumbered to remove this anomaly. On this page (line 4) the phrase ‘halts to breath’ has been changed to ‘halts to breathe’ in agreement with the corresponding passage in the Oxford Text of 1922, ‘we let the camels breathe a little’. On this page (line 10) the word ‘Humber’ has been printed in italics instead of Roman type, to make the sense clearer; in 1926 the names of some other ships were similarly italicized.

		The spelling of Arabic names varies greatly in all editions, and I have made no alterations. It should be explained that only three vowels are recognized in Arabic, and that some of the consonants have no equivalents in English. The general practice of orientalists in recent years has been to adopt one of the various sets of conventional signs for the letters and vowel marks of the Arabic alphabet, transliterating Mohamed as Muhammad, muezzin as mu‘edhdhin, and Koran as Qur‘an or Kur‘án. This method is useful to those who know what it means, but this book follows the old fashion of writing the best phonetic approximations according to ordinary English spelling. The same place-name will be found spelt in several different ways, not only because the sound of many Arabic words can legitimately be represented in English in a variety of ways, but also because the natives of a district often differ as to the pronunciation of any place-name which has not already become famous or fixed by literary usage. (For example a locality near Akaba is called Abu Lissan, Aba el Lissan or Abu Lissal.) A reference by the author to his views on this matter occurs on this page. I reprint here a series of questions by the publisher and answers by the author concerning the printing of Revolt in the Desert.

		
			
					
				Q.

				
					   
					
					A.

				
			

			
					
					I attach a list of queries raised by F. who is reading the proofs. He finds these very clean, but full of inconsistencies in the spelling of proper names, a point which reviewers often take up. Will you annotate it in the margin, so that I can get the proofs straightened?

				
					   
					
					Annotated: not very helpfully perhaps. Arabic names won’t go into English, exactly, for their consonants are not the same as ours, and their vowels, like ours, vary from district to district. There are some ‘scientific systems’ of transliteration, helpful to people who know enough Arabic not to need helping, but a wash-out for the world. I spell my names anyhow, to show what rot the systems are.

				
			

			
					
					Slip 1. Jeddah and Jidda used impartially throughout. Intentional?

				
					   
					
					Rather!

				
			

			
					
					Slip 16. Bir Waheida, was Bir Waheidi.

				
					   
					
					Why not? All one place.

				
			

			
					
					Slip 20. Nuri, Emir of the Ruwalla, belongs to the ‘chief family of the Rualla’. On Slip 23 ‘Rualla horse’, and Slip 38, ‘killed one Rueli’. In all later slips ‘Rualla’.

				
					   
					
					Should have also used Ruwala and Ruala.

				
			

			
					
					Slip 28. The Bisaita is also spelt Biseita.

				
					   
					
					Good.

				
			

			
					
					Slip 47. Jedha, the she-camel, was Jedhah on Slip 40.

				
					   
					
					She was a splendid beast.

				
			

			
					
					Slip 53. ‘Meleager, the immoral poet’. I have put ‘immortal’ poet, but the author may mean immoral after all.

				
					   
					
					Immorality I know. Immortality I cannot judge. As you please: Meleager will not sue us for libel.

				
			

			
					
				Slip 65. Author is addressed ‘Ya Auruns’, but on Slip 56 was ‘Aurans’.

				
					   
					
					Also Lurens and Runs: not to mention ‘Shaw’. More to follow, if time permits.

				
			

			
					
					Slip 78. Sherif Abd el Mayin of Slip 68 becomes el Main, el Mayein, el Muein, el Mayin, and el Muyein.

				
					   
					
					Good egg. I call this really ingenious.



				
			

		

		All the illustrations in this edition, with three exceptions, appeared in the 1926 edition (in which most of them are reproduced in colour). Every portrait of the 1926 edition is included here and three new portraits have been added — an oil painting of the author by John, a bronze head of him by Kennington, and a bronze bust of the Emir Feisal by Meštrović. The maps have been drawn for this edition by Mr. E. O. McIntosh; they are based in the main on those of 1926.

		A. W. LAWRENCE

	
		INTRODUCTORY CHAPTER

		THE story which follows was first written out in Paris during the Peace Conference, from notes jotted daily on the march, strengthened by some reports sent to my chiefs in Cairo. Afterwards, in the autumn of 1919, this first draft and some of the notes were lost. It seemed to me historically needful to reproduce the tale, as perhaps no one but myself in Feisal’s army had thought of writing down at the time what we felt, what we hoped, what we tried. So it was built again with heavy repugnance in London in the winter of 1919–20 from memory and my surviving notes. The record of events was not dulled in me and perhaps few actual mistakes crept in—except in details of dates or numbers—but the outlines and significance of things had lost edge in the haze of new interests.

		Dates and places are correct, so far as my notes preserved them: but the personal names are not. Since the adventure some of those who worked with me have buried themselves in the shallow grave of public duty. Free use has been made of their names. Others still possess themselves, and here keep their secrecy. Sometimes one man carried various names. This may hide individuality and make the book a scatter of featureless puppets, rather than a group of living people: but once good is told of a man, and again evil, and some would not thank me for either blame or praise.

		This isolated picture throwing the main light upon myself is unfair to my British colleagues. Especially I am most sorry that I have not told what the non-commissioned of us did. They were inarticulate, but wonderful, especially when it is taken into account that they had not the motive, the imaginative vision of the end, which sustained the officers. Unfortunately my concern was limited to this end, and the book is just a designed procession of Arab freedom from Mecca to Damascus. It is intended to rationalize the campaign, that everyone may see how natural the success was and how inevitable, how little dependent on direction or brain, how much less on the outside assistance of the few British. It was an Arab war waged and led by Arabs for an Arab aim in Arabia.

		My proper share was a minor one, but because of a fluent pen, a free speech, and a certain adroitness of brain, I took upon myself, as I describe it, a mock primacy. In reality I never had any office among the Arabs: was never in charge of the British mission with them. Wilson, Joyce, Newcombe, Dawnay and Davenport were all over my head. I flattered myself that I was too young, not that they had more heart or mind in the work. I did my best. Wilson, Newcombe, Joyce, Dawnay, Davenport, Buxton, Marshall, Stirling, Young, Maynard, Ross, Scott, Winterton, Lloyd, Wordie, Siddons, Goslett, Stent, Henderson, Spence, Gilman, Garland, Brodie, Makins, Nunan, Leeson, Hornby, Peake, Scott-Higgins, Ramsay, Wood, Hinde, Bright, MacIndoe, Greenhill, Grisenthwaite, Dowsett, Bennett, Wade, Gray, Pascoe and the others also did their best.

		It would be impertinent in me to praise them. When I wish to say ill of one outside our number, I do it: though there is less of this than was in my diary, since the passage of time seems to have bleached out men’s stains. When I wish to praise outsiders, I do it: but our family affairs are our own. We did what we set out to do, and have the satisfaction of that knowledge. The others have liberty some day to put on record their story, one parallel to mine but not mentioning more of me than I of them, for each of us did his job by himself and as he pleased, hardly seeing his friends.

		In these pages the history is not of the Arab movement, but of me in it. It is a narrative of daily life, mean happenings, little people. Here are no lessons for the world, no disclosures to shock peoples. It is filled with trivial things, partly that no one mistake for history the bones from which some day a man may make history, and partly for the pleasure it gave me to recall the fellowship of the revolt. We were fond together, because of the sweep of the open places, the taste of wide winds, the sunlight, and the hopes in which we worked. The morning freshness of the world-to-be intoxicated us. We were wrought up with ideas inexpressible and vaporous, but to be fought for. We lived many lives in those whirling campaigns, never sparing ourselves: yet when we achieved and the new world dawned, the old men came out again and took our victory to re-make in the likeness of the former world they knew. Youth could win, but had not learned to keep: and was pitiably weak against age. We stammered that we had worked for a new heaven and a new earth, and they thanked us kindly and made their peace.

		All men dream: but not equally. Those who dream by night in the dusty recesses of their minds wake in the day to find that it was vanity: but the dreamers of the day are dangerous men, for they may act their dream with open eyes, to make it possible. This I did. I meant to make a new nation, to restore a lost influence, to give twenty millions of Semites the foundations on which to build an inspired dream-palace of their national thoughts. So high an aim called out the inherent nobility of their minds, and made them play a generous part in events: but when we won, it was charged against me that the British petrol royalties in Mesopotamia were become dubious, and French Colonial policy ruined in the Levant.

		I am afraid that I hope so. We pay for these things too much in honour and in innocent lives. I went up the Tigris with one hundred Devon Territorials, young, clean, delightful fellows, full of the power of happiness and of making women and children glad. By them one saw vividly how great it was to be their kin, and English. And we were casting them by thousands into the fire to the worst of deaths, not to win the war but that the corn and rice and oil of Mesopotamia might be ours. The only need was to defeat our enemies (Turkey among them), and this was at last done in the wisdom of Allenby with less than four hundred killed, by turning to our uses the hands of the oppressed in Turkey. I am proudest of my thirty fights in that I did not have any of our own blood shed. All our subject provinces to me were not worth one dead Englishman.

		We were three years over this effort and I have had to hold back many things which may not yet be said. Even so, parts of this book will be new to nearly all who see it, and many will look for familiar things and not find them. Once I reported fully to my chiefs, but learnt that they were rewarding me on my own evidence. This was not as it should be. Honours may be necessary in a professional army, as so many emphatic mentions in despatches, and by enlisting we had put ourselves, willingly or not, in the position of regular soldiers.

		For my work on the Arab front I had determined to accept nothing. The Cabinet raised the Arabs to fight for us by definite promises of self-government afterwards. Arabs believe in persons, not in institutions. They saw in me a free agent of the British Government, and demanded from me an endorsement of its written promises. So I had to join the conspiracy, and, for what my word was worth, assured the men of their reward. In our two years’ partnership under fire they grew accustomed to believing me and to think my Government, like myself, sincere. In this hope they performed some fine things, but, of course, instead of being proud of what we did together, I was continually and bitterly ashamed.

		It was evident from the beginning that if we won the war these promises would be dead paper, and had I been an honest adviser of the Arabs I would have advised them to go home and not risk their lives fighting for such stuff: but I salved myself with the hope that, by leading these Arabs madly in the final victory I would establish them, with arms in their hands, in a position so assured (if not dominant) that expediency would counsel to the Great Powers a fair settlement of their claims. In other words, I presumed (seeing no other leader with the will and power) that I would survive the campaigns, and be able to defeat not merely the Turks on the battlefield, but my own country and its allies in the council-chamber. It was an immodest presumption: it is not yet clear if I succeeded: but it is clear that I had no shadow of leave to engage the Arabs, unknowing, in such hazard. I risked the fraud, on my conviction that Arab help was necessary to our cheap and speedy victory in the East, and that better we win and break our word than lose.

		The dismissal of Sir Henry McMahon confirmed my belief in our essential insincerity: but I could not so explain myself to General Wingate while the war lasted, since I was nominally under his orders, and he did not seem sensible of how false his own standing was. The only thing remaining was to refuse rewards for being a successful trickster and, to prevent this unpleasantness arising, I began in my reports to conceal the true stories of things, and to persuade the few Arabs who knew to an equal reticence. In this book also, for the last time, I mean to be my own judge of what to say.

		POSTSCRIPT

		THE subscribers’ edition of Seven Pillars of Wisdom contained no chapter eleven, for the original first chapter had been omitted in the course of proof-correction, and renumbering proceeded only as far as the next ten. For the first published edition (1935) the chapters were renumbered throughout, so as to remove this anomaly. In this edition the suppressed chapter again appears in its rightful place, but, in order to avoid further renumbering, it has been entitled Introductory Chapter. In 1939, it was included in Oriental Assembly among other uncollected writings of T. E. Lawrence, together with a short explanatory note of my own.

		A. W. L.

	
		INTRODUCTION
FOUNDATIONS OF REVOLT

		Chapters I to VII

		SOME Englishmen, of whom Kitchener was chief, believed that a rebellion of Arabs against Turks would enable England, while fighting Germany, simultaneously to defeat her ally Turkey.

		Their knowledge of the nature and power and country of the Arabic-speaking peoples made them think that the issue of such a rebellion would be happy: and indicated its character and method.

		So they allowed it to begin, having obtained for it formal assurances of help from the British Government. Yet none the less the rebellion of the Sherif of Mecca came to most as a surprise, and

		found the Allies unready. It aroused mixed feelings and made strong friends and strong enemies, amid whose clashing jealousies its affairs began to miscarry.

	
		CHAPTER I

		SOME of the evil of my tale may have been inherent in our circumstances. For years we lived anyhow with one another in the naked desert, under the indifferent heaven. By day the hot sun fermented us; and we were dizzied by the beating wind. At night we were stained by dew, and shamed into pettiness by the innumerable silences of stars. We were a self-centred army without parade or gesture, devoted to freedom, the second of man’s creeds, a purpose so ravenous that it devoured all our strength, a hope so transcendent that our earlier ambitions faded in its glare.

		As time went by our need to fight for the ideal increased to an unquestioning possession, riding with spur and rein over our doubts. Willy-nilly it became a faith. We had sold ourselves into its slavery, manacled ourselves together in its chain-gang, bowed ourselves to serve its holiness with all our good and ill content. The mentality of ordinary human slaves is terrible — they have lost the world — and we had surrendered, not body alone, but soul to the overmastering greed of victory. By our own act we were drained of morality, of volition, of responsibility, like dead leaves in the wind.

		The everlasting battle stripped from us care of our own lives or of others’. We had ropes about our necks, and on our heads prices which showed that the enemy intended hideous tortures for us if we were caught. Each day some of us passed; and the living knew themselves just sentient puppets on God’s stage: indeed, our taskmaster was merciless, merciless, so long as our bruised feet could stagger forward on the road. The weak envied those tired enough to die; for success looked so remote, and failure a near and certain, if sharp, release from toil. We lived always in the stretch or sag of nerves, either on the crest or in the trough of waves of feeling. This impotency was bitter to us, and made us live only for the seen horizon, reckless what spite we inflicted or endured, since physical sensation showed itself meanly transient. Gusts of cruelty, perversions, lusts ran lightly over the surface without troubling us; for the moral laws which had seemed to hedge about these silly accidents must be yet fainter words. We had learned that there were pangs too sharp, griefs too deep, ecstasies too high for our finite selves to register. When emotion reached this pitch the mind choked; and memory went white till the circumstances were humdrum once more.

		Such exaltation of thought, while it let adrift the spirit, and gave it licence in strange airs, lost it the old patient rule over the body. The body was too coarse to feel the utmost of our sorrows and of our joys. Therefore, we abandoned it as rubbish: we left it below us to march forward, a breathing simulacrum, on its own unaided level, subject to influences from which in normal times our instincts would have shrunk. The men were young and sturdy; and hot flesh and blood unconsciously claimed a right in them and tormented their bellies with strange longings. Our privations and dangers fanned this virile heat, in a climate as racking as can be conceived. We had no shut places to be alone in, no thick clothes to hide our nature. Man in all things lived candidly with man.

		The Arab was by nature continent; and the use of universal marriage had nearly abolished irregular courses in his tribes. The public women of the rare settlements we encountered in our months of wandering would have been nothing to our numbers, even had their raddled meat been palatable to a man of healthy parts. In horror of such sordid commerce our youths began indifferently to slake one another’s few needs in their own clean bodies—a cold convenience that, by comparison, seemed sexless and even pure. Later, some began to justify this sterile process, and swore that friends quivering together in the yielding sand with intimate hot limbs in supreme embrace, found there hidden in the darkness a sensual co-efficient of the mental passion which was welding our souls and spirits in one flaming effort. Several, thirsting to punish appetites they could not wholly prevent, took a savage pride in degrading the body, and offered themselves fiercely in any habit which promised physical pain or filth.

		I was sent to these Arabs as a stranger, unable to think their thoughts or subscribe their beliefs, but charged by duty to lead them forward and to develop to the highest any movement of theirs profitable to England in her war. If I could not assume their character, I could at least conceal my own, and pass among them without evident friction, neither a discord nor a critic but an unnoticed influence. Since I was their fellow, I will not be their apologist or advocate. To-day in my old garments, I could play the bystander, obedient to the sensibilities of our theatre … but it is more honest to record that these ideas and actions then passed naturally. What now looks wanton or sadic seemed in the field inevitable, or just unimportant routine.

		Blood was always on our hands: we were licensed to it. Wounding and killing seemed ephemeral pains, so very brief and sore was life with us. With the sorrow of living so great, the sorrow of punishment had to be pitiless. We lived for the day and died for it. When there was reason and desire to punish we wrote our lesson with gun or whip immediately in the sullen flesh of the sufferer, and the case was beyond appeal. The desert did not afford the refined slow penalties of courts and gaols.

		Of course our rewards and pleasures were as suddenly sweeping as our troubles; but, to me in particular, they bulked less large. Bedouin ways were hard even for those brought up to them, and for strangers terrible: a death in life. When the march or labour ended I had no energy to record sensation, nor while it lasted any leisure to see the spiritual loveliness which sometimes came upon us by the way. In my notes, the cruel rather than the beautiful found place. We no doubt enjoyed more the rare moments of peace and forgetfulness; but I remember more the agony, the terrors, and the mistakes. Our life is not summed up in what I have written (there are things not to be repeated in cold blood for very shame); but what I have written was in and of our life. Pray God that men reading the story will not, for love of the glamour of strangeness, go out to prostitute themselves and their talents in serving another race.

		A man who gives himself to be a possession of aliens leads a Yahoo life, having bartered his soul to a brute-master. He is not of them. He may stand against them, persuade himself of a mission, batter and twist them into something which they, of their own accord, would not have been. Then he is exploiting his old environment to press them out of theirs. Or, after my model, he may imitate them so well that they spuriously imitate him back again. Then he is giving away his own environment: pretending to theirs; and pretences are hollow, worthless things. In neither case does he do a thing of himself, nor a thing so clean as to be his own (without thought of conversion), letting them take what action or reaction they please from the silent example.

		In my case, the effort for these years to live in the dress of Arabs, and to imitate their mental foundation, quitted me of my English self, and let me look at the West and its conventions with new eyes: they destroyed it all for me. At the same time I could not sincerely take on the Arab skin: it was an affectation only. Easily was a man made an infidel, but hardly might he be converted to another faith. I had dropped one form and not taken on the other, and was become like Mohammed’s coffin in our legend, with a resultant feeling of intense loneliness in life, and a contempt, not for other men, but for all they do. Such detachment came at times to a man exhausted by prolonged physical effort and isolation. His body plodded on mechanically, while his reasonable mind left him, and from without looked down critically on him, wondering what that futile lumber did and why. Sometimes these selves would converse in the void; and then madness was very near, as I believe it would be near the man who could see things through the veils at once of two customs, two educations, two environments.

		MAP I
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		CHAPTER II

		A FIRST difficulty of the Arab movement was to say who the Arabs were. Being a manufactured people, their name had been changing in sense slowly year by year. Once it meant an Arabian. There was a country called Arabia; but this was nothing to the point. There was a language called Arabic; and in it lay the test. It was the current tongue of Syria and Palestine, of Mesopotamia, and of the great peninsula called Arabia on the map. Before the Moslem conquest, these areas were inhabited by diverse peoples, speaking languages of the Arabic family. We called them Semitic, but (as with most scientific terms) incorrectly. However, Arabic, Assyrian, Babylonian, Phoenician, Hebrew, Aramaic and Syriac were related tongues; and indications of common influences in the past, or even of a common origin, were strengthened by our knowledge that the appearances and customs of the present Arabic-speaking peoples of Asia, while as varied as a field-full of poppies, had an equal and essential likeness. We might with perfect propriety call them cousins — and cousins certainly, if sadly, aware of their own relationship.

		The Arabic-speaking areas of Asia in this sense were a rough parallelogram. The northern side ran from Alexandretta, on the Mediterranean, across Mesopotamia eastward to the Tigris. The south side was the edge of the Indian Ocean, from Aden to Muscat. On the west it was bounded by the Mediterranean, the Suez Canal, and the Red Sea to Aden. On the east by the Tigris, and the Persian Gulf to Muscat. This square of land, as large as India, formed the homeland of our Semites, in which no foreign race had kept a permanent footing, though Egyptians, Hittites, Philistines, Persians, Greeks, Romans, Turks and Franks had variously tried. All had in the end been broken, and their scattered elements drowned in the strong characteristics of the Semitic race. Semites had sometimes pushed outside this area, and themselves been drowned in the outer world. Egypt, Algiers, Morocco, Malta, Sicily, Spain, Cilicia and France absorbed and obliterated Semitic colonies. Only in Tripoli of Africa, and in the everlasting miracle of Jewry, had distant Semites kept some of their identity and force.

		The origin of these peoples was an academic question; but for the understanding of their revolt their present social and political differences were important, and could only be grasped by looking at their geography. This continent of theirs fell into certain great regions, whose gross physical diversities imposed varying habits on the dwellers in them. On the west the parallelogram was framed, from Alexandretta to Aden, by a mountain belt, called (in the north) Syria, and thence progressively southward called Palestine, Midian, Hejaz, and lastly Yemen. It had an average height of perhaps three thousand feet, with peaks of ten to twelve thousand feet. It faced west, was well watered with rain and cloud from the sea, and in general was fully peopled.

		Another range of inhabited hills, facing the Indian Ocean, was the south edge of the
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