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EPISODE XX

Thoughts at Random, Cairo - 1950/1951.

First thoughte are of India — my Mother and Father
stately in a setting of the many retainers then customary in
official life; I in a happy schoolroom setting with a beloved
governess, our dear "Sawkins". Winter in the "plains® with my
pony, my pigeons, and Trilby my dog - picnics on elephant
back; later on children's parties, with my baby sister some-
times included, but I with my seven yeqrs seniority feeling
almost a "grown up®. Then summer at Almora in the Himalayah
mountains; -- the wonderful treck of four days to get there
from the rail terminus, all of us in "dandies", carried by
cheerful and sturdy young hillmen. There followed the idyllie
sojourns in our remote hill-bungalow , around us the beloved
land marks with their "pet names" — "early morning point" and
80 on. Happy memories are these amongst dear people and beloved
places, the pervading influence my Father's, young still,
athletic and handsome, but with his particular graciousness
of mind and spirit, already mature. Then came the, for me,
final return to England, to be welcomed in my grand-Mother's
home, a dignified and fine old Lady in a handsome home,
but all rather frightening. Later a much loved aunt was
our guardiam, in a cosy home at Walmer taken for us by my
parents, though they themselves had to remain in India a
while longer. Came then the attempt at school life, also



alarming, and soon brought to a close by "delicate"™ health —
a "delicacy" quite definitely brought to a drastic end, when
as an Oxford undergraduate at Christchurch, aged 18,I "joined"
up" in September 1914 for the great war. Nevertheless on three
later occasions doctors were so cheerful as to warn me of
imminent dissolution, on one occasion predicting my death within
forty-eight hours! Evidently they, like some other sorts of
people in other matters, had not realiwed my resilience,
and how much it takes to "squash®" me! —— I am still unsqua-
shed!

I received my Commission in September 1914, and traine(
in the 6th Bn. of Prince Albert's Somerset Light Infantry — a
strenuous and inspiring experience; then I transferred to the
RFC, and therein went off to France early in 1915, as an
"Obgerver®. We were flying BE2Cs; — later known —as "flying
coffins!"® — and were equipped with Lewis guns, precariously
mounted; and some pilots thought it possible also to use a rifle
effectively! I wae flying over the battle area during the bat-
tle of Loos —a terrific and unforgettable sight. By the end of
1915 I had been posted to Egypt, to take part in the defense of
the Canal —- and eventually in the advance across Sinai, driving
back the Turkish army before us until eventually Gaza & then
Jerusalem were captured. I took my "Wings" in 1916.

To me an interesting point in my various informal
Middle Eastern contacts is that I have personally known four
generations of the Hashimite Kings - the venerable but somewhat



truculent old King Hussein (who bestowed upon me the Order of
Nahda); the great King Feisal, unique in his blended knowledge
of European and Arab affairs, his son King Gazi, Harrow-trained,
and then left perplexed on 2 newly established Eastern throne at
an early age, whom I first saw as a boy, and with whom my final
meeting was in a very human and rather pathetiec private intervi-
ew at his Palace in Baghdad during ome of my visits there only a
month or two before his tragic death. The present "baby™ King
Felsal II I have not seen, but I have met the latest generation
in the person of the present Regent, Prince Abdul Illah, and
had talks with him in Joruaaial Just before his return to take
leadership against Rashid Ali's rebels - a young man with much
more courage and personal initiative than I had expected.

I have often met him since. When I was at Rabegh in the Hedjaz
during the first war, the tall and rather frail Emir Ali, father
of this present Regent of Irag, was local General in Command j and
I have been personal guest of the late Emir Ali's brother, the
Emir Abdullah, graciously suave and successful ruler of Trans-
Jordan. A memorable experience was also a visit, some years ago,
to Jedda as personal guest of King Ibn Saud, the hereditary
enemy of the latter Hashimite Royal Family, in his barren oasis
scattered country, ruled wisely yet rather grimly by the ancient
EBoranic and Mosaic code of law, - an eye for an eye and a tooth
for a tooth! Later 1 was deputed, this time officially, to
eonvey to King Abdul Aziz Ibn Saud, by air from Cairo, a cer-
tain formal document. On this oceasion I had the pleasure of
experiencing the hospitality of Sir Reader Bullard, at the Bri-
tish Enbassy,a rather rambling but picturesque arabd type house.

































































































































