EDITORIAL

. “The President of the United States and the Prime Minister,
Premier and Mr. Churchill, representing His Majesty’s
President Government in the United Kingdom, being
met together, deem it right to make known certain common prin-
ciples in the national policies of their respective countries on
which they base their hopes for a better future for the world...”
These words looked strange upon the printed page because
at the moment we read them the wireless was speaking with an-
other voice. “Deutschland, Deutschland Uber Alles,” a noble
tune now fallen on evil days, was sung in tones which were vul-
pine. The moment thus presented three voices—those of the
leaders of two great countries and that of a country great indeed
but now become the enemy of the human race because of a flaw
in its nature and through systematic perversion. Then, from
the distance of 23 years, memory recalled a fourth voice—that of
President Wilson enunciating his message to Congress on 8th
January, 1918—the famous Fourteen Points.

Little remains to be said about the meeting of Premier and
President at sea—newspapers and wireless commentators have said
it nearly all. One or two allusions may perhaps be made. Presi-
dent Wilson’s fourteen points formed a uni-lateral declaration,
and in clauses VI—VIII were a grievously pedantic outline of the
shape of things to come. It was not until October 1918, that the
President spoke in language to be understood by a world at war.
Then in sombre and memorable words he called attention to “one
of the terms of peace which the German Government has now
accepted. . . . The destruction of every arbitrary power anywhere
that can separately, secretly, and of its single choice, disturb the
peace of the world; or if it cannot be presently destroyed, at the
least its reduction to virtual impotency. The power which has
hitherto controlled the German nation is of the sort here describ-
ed. It is within the choice of the German nation to alter it.... It
is indispensable that the governments associated against Germany
should know beyond a peradventure with whom they are dealing’

These words were uttered after four years of war, and too
late. . It is our good fortune that in the second year of this war
Premier and President have spoken plainly and in time. “Sixth,
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after the final destruction of Nazi tyranny, they hope to see estab-
lished a peace which will afford to all nations the means of dwel-
ling in safety within their own boundaries and which will afford
assurance that all men in all lands may live out their lives in free-
dom from fear and want. . . . Eighth, they believe that all nations
of the world for realistic as well as spiritual reasons must, come to
'the abandonment of the use of force. Since no future peace can
“be maintained if land, sea or air armaments continue to be em-
“ployed by nations which threaten or may threaten aggression out-
side their frontiers, they believe, pending the establishment of a
wide and permanent system of general security, that disarmament
of such nations is essential.”

In these words is the charter of our future endeavours.

* ® * *

We have now completed two years of war, and it is interest-
ing to look back across a quarter of a century
to the closing months of 1916, to compare the
state of a world at war then and now.

Two Years of War

At the end of 1916 Germany and her friends seemed to be en-
joying a winter sunshine of success. During the year the military
fortunes of the Allies had varied; many great enterprises had been
undertaken but few had succeeded.

In January the curtain fell upon the failure and the glory of
Gallipoli. In midsummer began the great Somme battle which
was to rage for the next four months and result in mounting
"casualties and sinking hopes. By the winter Jutland was still be-
ing discussed, and it must be remembered that in Holland the
news of this battle had been announced as the unimaginable thing
.that had come to pass—an English defeat upon the sea. It was
also among the causes of the Russian revolution of March 1914.
In September there began the battle of the Ancre, and this month
saw also the first use or misuse of tanks. Those weapons, which
.were ultimately to become the very sword of deliverance, nearly
died at birth in mud and ridicule.

The solitary beacon of a.shadowed year was the tremendous
defence of Verdun—a feat of arms which must always remain one
of the glories of France. Even to-day there is a peculiar thrill in
rehearsing some of the names of that astonishing struggle: Driant
and his Chasseurs; Douanmont; Vaux; the “Mort Homme” ridge.
The pride of great exploits attends these names and they are
worthy of remembrance—the more so because the nature -of their
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achievements ran most counter to the ordinary stream of French
national temperament. '

1916 saw also in England a change both in government and
the supreme command. In Germany Hindenburg and Luden-
dorff became the Chiefs of the German General Staff—two emi-
nent German soldiers who appeared but two months after a great
British soldier left the scene. For in June of this year Kitchener
died at sea.

Finally, with the Rumanian catastrophe was completed the
tale of the unrelieved failure of the Entente in the Balkans.

It may be thought that this picture of 1916 has been painted
in colours which are too gloomy. At this distance in time it is
hard to judge. We know now the strains which were developing
in the German machine, but this knowledge must have been limit-
ed to a few at the time. It is in these strains and symptoms of
weakness that the most valuable comparisons between the Powers
at these times lie. Two only will be made. First, we know now
that as a result of the Somme and Verdun there began the deterio-
ration of the German Army from which it was never to recover.
It was Ludendorff who then actually said that the German Army
was seriously exhausted. Secondly, in 1916 Germany made pro-
posals for peace. But his proposal and the peace note first for-
warded by the U.S.A. were alike rejected by the Entente.  This
was a notable sign of Allied determination to win a decisive
victory.

It is from this point that we leap forward 25 years to the pre-
sent day. The German Reich after two years of war has made no
peace move, though rumours have been numerous. America has
put forward no peace note to the belligerent Powers. On the con-
trary, the Prime Minister of England and the President of the
United States have made a very clear pronouncement of the aims
and intentions of the sane and free nations of the world. Hitler
and Nazism are to be overthrown and measures are to be taken to
ensure that neither will rise again. The clarity and the certainty
of this pronouncement brings to us, during the closing months of
1941, a clearer hope and a steadier determination than could be
given 25 years ago. ‘ :

We must consider what we know of the German Army. ‘This
great war machine presents, to all appearances, an aspect of un-
diminished efficiency and power. The morale of its soldiers has
been heightened by success, and we may assume in them a’conti-
nued and fanatical devotion to the Fiihrer. One quality however
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has not been proved in the German Army, nor need we assume it:
this is a capacity to take punishment. So far, when the German
Army has met British forces in France, Libya, Norway, Crete or
Greece, it has been heavily mauled. The effect however has been
trifing when contrasted with the general tide of success. It has
now fallen to the Russians to administer to German forces the
first large-scale punishment which they have been called upon to
suffer. It remains to be seen how Nazi morale will stand this
test. It is significant that German training has aimed at a high
standard of endurance of self-inflicted hardships and privations.
This method, one may surmise,- has been carried beyond the
bounds of psychological sanity; there is in it an element of hys-
teria. This element, coupled with mental force-feeding of “race
superiority,” is a poor preparation for those situations which
strip from a man all the accretions of education and conditioning,
and leave him only with a free man’s determination not to be
struck down by the brute bludgeonings of circumstance. It is
here that Nazi morale will fail. It is now that German leaders,
as did Ludendorff in 1916, may be beginning to feel the first cold
onset of doubt,

* * * *

A valuable article in the July number of this Journal broke
new ground in dealing with the relation of the
three services—land, sea and air—in the opera-
tions of war. The article led up to its most interesting idea in
the concluding paragraph. This was the suggestion of a new
mental point of departure in considering the operations of the
three services by thinking of them in terms of a new phrase—
“Combined Warfare.”

A phrase may be a catchword deceiving us into thinking that
we have understood and so absolving us from further thought. It
may, on the other hand, be the beginning of understanding and
the focus of -new thought. The phrase “Combined Warfare” be-
longs to the last category.

“Combined Warfare” is everybody’s business and not that
only of those who are charged with the higher direction of war.
A natural reaction of the “man-in-the-street” soldier (for example)
is: “I have my job. If the Navy or the Air Force get mixed up
in it—very well. Let them come along at the right time; do their
jobs; and thus help me with mine.” This is a faulty reaction, for
it indicates thinking in watertight compartments. It is the same
type of thinking as that which, before war brought reality in its

Combined Warfare



Editorial 308

train, divorced land warfare from air warfare. The airman, hos-
tile or friendly, is now as real a figure to the soldier of one arm
of the service as his comrade of another. It is time that this
knowledge and understanding should apply to the sailor also.

It is a platitude that great things grow from small. The inti-
mate co-operation between the Services implied in the phrase “com-
bined warfare” demands a mutual knowledge of each other’s work
by the smallest sub-units of each service. To employ a simile—
we are all players in the same team but our positions differ; it is
therefore our duty to understand something of each other’s places.

The same thought can be expressed in somewhat more
generalised terms. We should now think of warfare as a whole,
and of the three Services as the three arms necessary to its execu-
tion. Once this is grasped we have made a step forward, and the
idéa remains with us whether we think in terms of the largest
forces possible or of their smallest sub-units. To think thus is
not to indulge in doctrinaire speculation. A glance through an
Atlas should convince anyonc that the defeat of Germany will not
be brought about other than by the waging of combined warfare.
The terms “sea power,” “air power,” “land power” are now out
of date. We should think of ourselves in terms of military power
embracing all three.

* * * *

People have been burned for their opinions, but very few
have died of their ideas. It is therefore all
the stranger that ideas are so hard to come by,
so diffidently put forward when found, and treated with such
general suspicion by their judges.

Ideas

These sentences are not the beginning of an essay upon
ideas: they are an attempt to call attention to a matter of great
importance to-day. Ideas form a war-time industry, and one
which is not working at war-pressure. There are’ of course
qualifications to this statement. A war inevitably doubles the
output of idiot ideas because it harnesses the energies of the
woolly-witted, the day-dreamers and the insane, into a mill-race
of imbecile suggestion. Death-rays, weapons which will not work,
ingeniously contrived bombs which will not explode, vehicles
which will not travel—ideas for these contrivances are put for-
ward in plenty. Hard commonsense on the other hand—that
faculty which produced the safety-pin and the corkscrew—is piti-
fully lacking.



3699 Editorial

One can overpraise and follow too slavishly the ideas of our
enemies, the Germans. On the other hand they have had many
efficient ideas and have pursued them with a tenacity; of purpose
unknown to us. Here are a few examples.

The Fifth Column, though an unsavoury weapon, is admir-
ably effective in certain circumstances. It was in origin a Greek
idea—everyone has heard. of the Trojan horse or the carefully
nurtured Opposition in the Greek city states. It fell to Germany
to perfect this ancient idea over the last seven years. Again, the
German General Staff advanced some way towards the solution
of the problem of supporting armoured forces by their use of
dive-bombers—a solution which British military opinion failed
to consider, preferring to adhere to the orthodox employment of
artillery. Finally, in their use of mortars and heavy infantry
guns the Germans found—and developed—a supremely effective
idea of the hairpin variety.

These slightly petulant sentences nevertheless ask the
reader to absolve them from the sin of petulance. Their aim is
simply to urge the production of simple ideas by those who are
in touch with daily realities. *~ A major part in the winning of
this war can be played by the soldier who forgets the baton in
his knapsack and remembers—and pursues—the hairpin idea in
his brain.

» * Kk *

“The Scriptures say: put not your trust in Princes,” wrote a
certain Colonel Trant from a Peninsula battle-
field, “but I say, put not your trust in a damn-
able militia.” The attitude of the prbféssional soldier to the gue-
rilla has seldom been more picturesquely described. The attitude
has survived many wars and is based on many very reasonable
grounds. Nevertheless one may well think that the time has now
come for professional soldiers to take a wider view, and to think
seriously of how to use.the ‘art of the guerilla as one of the
weapons of war.

Guerilla Warfare

Germany now holds' down most of Europe. Sooner or later
the day will come when Europe will be liberated. That libera-
tion means the employment of forces in land operations. In
whatever country these operations may be conducted the guerilla
will be a valuable ally—if ‘properly used. It is necessary then
that we should now devote some thought to the conduct of this
form of war.
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The text-books on the subject are few. It is perhaps fortu-
nate that, unlike most text-books, they are also entertaining. Mr.
C. S. Forester's novels “The Gun” and “Death to the French”
are excellent manuals of guerilla warfare, while T. E. Lawrence’s
“Seven Pillars of Wisdom” is a classic history of this form of war.

The guerilla is an extremely delicate weapon, because
intensely individual. His outlook is narrow, his sympathies
local, his morale volatile. He is a creature of maddening para-
doxes, capable of intense exertion and long endurance for
apparently no reason at all, and likely to sink into apathy and
inertia when the soundest military reasons exist for precisely the
"opposite behaviour.

As far as may be deduced the plans of the greatest guerilla
leaders (or should one say users of guerilla forces) have been based
on three things. These are extreme opportunism, the care for
supply which makes opportunism possible, and lastly human
understanding. The formula is a simple one and yet, like most,
things in war, extremcly difficult to apply.

The best fields for its application are at the moment some-
what hard to foresee. Guerilla forces in the past have usually
‘been allotted a harassing role, but their operations have on very
few occasions only been combined with the positive offensives of
regular forces. This may have been because warfare to the pre-
sent date has been linear in nature and slow moving. With the
advent of “area” warfare and an immense increase in speed, a
fresh field may be opening for the operations of guerillas. It is
this. Armoured formations, supported by aircraft, are the most
powerful weapons of modern war. No one however has yet
satisfactorily solved the problem of the ground support of

armoured forces. The guerilla may provide the solution.
. * * * *

In one of “Ole Luke Oie’s” admirably imaginative stories
‘Sport in War there is an excellent description ‘of the Com-

- mander who went fishing, and whose staff in-

formed him from hour to hour of those happenings which he had
foreseen. In Xenophon’s ““Cyropaedia”—a sound text-book by
any standards for the training of leaders—the place which the
author considered fitting for sport in war is pleasantly described.
Xenophon, it must be remembered, was no paper soldier.
Throughout one of the most arduous and exhausting marches
that history has recorded, 10,000 men rested securely upon this
man’s calmness and courage.

The Duke of Wellington was a man least apt to sentimen-
talize upon sport—or any subject—among all men who have
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lived. He was not even particularly expert in certain field sports,
for we can still hear Lady Shelley’s remark to an aged and un-
lucky cottager: “My good woman, this ought to be the proudest
moment of your life. You have had the distinction of being shot
by the great Duke of Wellington.” None-the-less Wellington
admitted the place of sport in war, and his hounds added an air
of England to many Peninsula mornings.

Lever has left us a lively picture of one of those mornings
seen through the eyes of “Charles O’Malley—the Irish Dragoon.”
“Here the shell-jacket of a heavy Dragoon was seen storming the
fence of a vine-yard. There the dark green of a rifleman was
going the pace over the plain. The unsportsmanlike figure of a
staff officer might be observed emerging from a drain....”
Only in the last sentence can we suspect Lever of a certain bias.

The place of sport in war, when Britain goes to war, is well
authenticated and it would be a pity if it were not so. In Nazi
Germany and in fallen France sport has become a Department
of Government. This indicates populations so conditioned and
schooled that even recreation must be cut to the pattern of the
Leader’s will. Troops, drawn from such people, cannot follow
a dribbled football into an attack. Neither can they meet bad
days with a joke. They are neither sane nor free, and freedom
and sanity under discipline are the surest signs of that morale
which will be one of the most potent factors in winning us this

‘war.
* * * *

War is admitted to play havoc with Dress Regulations
Of Military Head-Decause the advent of two or three prescribed
dresses forms of battle-dress calm the passions which
in peace rage over gimp and lace, lancer braid, buttons half-
round or ball—the whole intricate underworld of military
millinery. Nevertheless, one item of uniform remains diverse in
shape and of every colour of the spectrum. It is the headdress.
War-time regulations indeed deal tenderly with the soldier’s
head and allow him to place upon it well-nigh anything he
pleases. The forage cap, the field service cap, the pith helmet,
the steel helmet, the safa—here or there all may be seen. The
armoured vehicle has been responsible for the addition of the
crash helmef to this wide range of headgear, and in certain
theatres of war the Gurkha hat graces other than Gurkha heads.
The issues involved are not important, and indeed tradition is
on the side of a certain breadth of outlook in the matter. The
inspection reports of units in the late eighteenth and early nine-
teenth - century reveal a pleasant "eclecticism. in the matter of
headgear; and Sir Thomas Picton, one of the sternest of British
Generals, died on the field of Waterloo as he had lived through
numerous other battles—in his top hat.
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NAZISM AND COMMUNISM
A COMPARISON AND A CONTRAST

By PErcIvAL SPEAR

For sixteen years the world was taught by Adolf Hitler, and
Germany complacently mimed his lesson, that Communism and
Nazism were two opposites, as far removed as the east from the
west, as heaven from hell, and as different as light from darkness.
For two years Dr. Goebbels trotting at the heels of his master, put
it out that Communism was not so bad after all, and all good
Nazis hoped it might be true. Now once more the Russians are
savages, and Germany the guardians of civilisation.

In fact, one system has borrowed from the other, and both
have borrowed from other systems. A study of the superficial
resemblances is a useful introduction to an analysis of their differ-
ences.

The first common feature which strikes the observer is the
concept of totalitarianism. Both systems claim the total control
of life and all its activities by authority. Both try to control the
expression of opinion by the censorship of press and letters,
thought by propaganda, and action by the secret police. Both
worship the great god propaganda and the Gestapo balances the
Ogpu. In both systems, the individual is the servant of the state,
not its master, and exists for its greater glory.

Both systems have relied upon violence to seize authority and
terror to maintain it. The Bolsheviks seized power by violence,
dispersed the Constituent Assembly democratically elected, and
waged a long civil war to establish their position.

This they have maintained with the assistance of the power-
ful disciplinary force of the Ogpu and Cheka. .

The Nazis engaged in street warfare while climbing to power,
and maintained themselves by Himmler’s Gestapo and concentra-
tion camps, by the Blood Bath of 1934 and by a scientifically or-
ganised system of terror ever since. Individuals, parties and
groups of all kinds were either silenced, or ruthlessly liquidated.

A drive against religion is common to both systems, shocking
religious opinion throughout the world. Beginning with the
refusal to recognise the democratic election of Pastor von Bodel-
schwingh as Reichbischof, the Nazis proceeded to suppress the
Confessional movement led by Pastor Niemoller who, after being
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acquitted by the courts, is still confined in the concentration camp
at Dachau. The concordat with the Roman Catholic church has
been systematically violated, until the German bishops at Fulda
recently drew up. a pastoral letter of protest which was read in all
German Catholic Churches on July 6th last. The Russians, while
permitting the Orthodox church to exist, used every administra-
tive means to undermine its influence, and by means of anti-God
campaigns tried to promote philosophic materialism amongst the
masses.

Both systems have developed propaganda to a fine, if twisted,
art, international Comintern, officially dissociated from the Rus-
sian Government, has carried on subversive activity throughout
the world ever since the Revolution. The Nazis, through the
Schutzbund, have done the same for Nazi ideals. Both have used
this weapon as freely at home as abroad. Both believe that pro-
paganda can achieve what the Englishman believes is reserved to
an Act of Parliament—do anything except make a man a woman,
Or a woman a marn.

A closer study of these very resemblances reveals differences
which are significant and suggestive. The concept of totalitarian-
ism, in the first place, is not identical in the two systems. Both,
it is true, postulate the subservience of the individual to the state
in every aspect of his life—his thought, his ‘speech, his action, his
social and political relationships. But the state’s control over the
individual must be for some purpose or end, and it is here that a
difference is discernible. The Communist rationale of submis-
sion is the cultivation of a particular kind of life, the community
life of corporate ownership and corporate living. The ultimate
end of the Marxian State is “to wither away” as men recognise the
truth of Communist concepts, and accept the Communist order of
their own free will. Rational men, freed of all prejudices, believe
the Communists, will accept this regime as the natural order of
things becauise it is rooted in reason and founded on human psy-
chology. The element of compulsion is temporary and is justi-
fied by Rousseau’s dictum that those who do not recognise what
is good for them must “be forced to be free.” Cromwell €xpress-
ed the same idea when he said men must have “what’s for their
good, not what pleases them.” This attitude has affinities, and
indeed is partly derived from Plato’s Repubic, where everything,
down to family life, was communised in the interest of the state’s
pursuit of the good life. The Roman Church, in many things a
pupil of Plato, adopted the same principle when it appealed to
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authority to enforce the conditions necessary for the pursuit of its
own conception of the good life. In other words, the Communist
concept of totalitarianism has an ethical content, just as Plato’s
and Rome’s and Cromwell’s and Calvin’s had, though to the non-
communist it may seem a warped and incomplete one.

The Nazi conception of totalitarianism diverges from com-
munism on this very question of purpose. For the Nazi purpose
has no moral content. The aim of its totalitarianism is the culti-
vation of power. Power for what? it may be asked. More power,
is the only answer which can be given. The Party must dominate
the State, the State is to dominate the Continent, the Continent
to dominate the world.

The same difference can be perceived in the respective atti-
tudes to violence. In the Communist system, violence is a means
to an end rather than an end in itself. It is the lever to the social
revolution, made necessary by the baleful possessiveness of the
capitalist class. It represents the cathartic process of purging a
class which will never repent. Violence to secure power, and viol-
ence to suppress the counterrevolution (illustrated in the Red
Terror) are means made necessary by the obstinacy of man in order
to establish the classless society. But it is only a temporary exped-
ient, made necessary by the weakness, not of man in general, but
of men warped and twisted by capitalist society. Remove the
cramping fetters of existing society and man will show himself for
what he is—a reasonable, gentle, well-disposed, and social creature.
Property, not sin, is the curse of man; a classless, forceless, viceless
society in the true mirror of his nature.

To the Nazi these ideas are not only wrong, but repulsive.
Violence—to the Nazi—is not only necessary, but desirable. The
peaceful man is a weakling, the violent man a hero. “War,” said
Mussolini—before he embarked upon it—"is a biological neces-
sity.”

The Nazi attitude to violence is borrowed from Nietszche who
wrote in his Zarathrustra: “You have heard that it has been said
by them of old time: ‘Blessed are the peacemakers,” but I say
unto you: ‘Blessed are the warmakers—for they shall conquer the
earth’.” The Nazi does not believe in either the nationality or
the goodness of man. His is the Hobbesian conception, that man
is compounded of competition, difidence (fear), and glory. He is
naturally unequal and falls into a series of descending categories
from the Nazi superman, each more servile than the last. So while
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both Communists and Nazis accept violence as a necessary stage in
political evolution, to the Communist it is a regrettable means to
a higher state of Society, to the Nazi it is an end and a good in
itself. In Communist ideology, violence and force decrease as
Communism progresses; in Nazi thought violence and the cult of
force increase as Nazism progresses. If the Communist fails to ex-
plain how the cult of hate and violence can pave the way to
brotherhood and perpetual peace, the Nazi fails to explain how
violence and war can continue when there is no one left
to fight. In Communism the means may sabotage the end; in
Nazism the whole process stultifies both means and end.

In their respective attitudes to religion, the same kind of dis-
tinction can be seen. Both have admittedly persecuted religion,
but their direction varies like the ascending and descending cars
of a cliff railway. The track is the same, the direction opposite.
The Russian Communists started with a religious terror because
they regarded the Orthodox Church as an ally of Czarism and
counter-revolution. Established in power, they ran anti-God cam-
paigns on the theory that religion is the opiate of the people on
lines which resembled the rationalistic dogmatism of the late Vic-
torian scientists. But they have become in practice progressively
more tolerant, so that twenty-four vears after the revolution
churches are still open and crowded, and the Orthodox Church,
identified so closely with the old regime, is still an organised body.
The proof of this is the Acting Patriarch Sergei’s call to rally
round the Government in defence of the Fatherland at the begin-
ning of this war.

In Germany on the other hand, the Nazis began by appeals to
the Churches for support -against the godless Communists. By
swift degrees respect changed to patronage, patronage to hostility
and hostility to persecution. Hitler began by appeals to the Al-
mighty to help him and ended by orders to the Almighty to obey
him. The Protestant Churches were first herded into one organ-
isation: their episcopal elections were first quashed and then rig-
ged. The dissentient Confessional church was frowned on and
then actively persecuted. The Roman Church fared no better,
for its concordat was systematically violated from its inception.
Nazi hostility to Rome has reached its climax in the wholesale
execution and imprisonment of priests in Poland. Ideologically
religion to the Communist is a superstition to be grown out of;
to the Nazi it is a rival to be extirpated. Hitler is the Naz1 Gon,
and the Germans must have no other gods but him.
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"Even in the realm of propaganda differences are revealed by
a closer study of resemblances. The Nazi technique of propa-
ganda was admittedly modelled in the first place on Russian
methods, with an envious glance at British Great War methods
thrown in. But the two have diverged in practice because they
differ in their ends. In Nazi propaganda the primary aim is to
sap a people’s will, to divide, to corrupt, to burrow with a ter-
mite destructiveness, until the facade of national unity crumbles
at the touch of German power. All overseas Germans are regi-
mented in the Schutzbund and become willy-nilly spies or
potential fifth-columnists. The Nazis exploit divisions, sus-
picions, resentments, jealousies, hopes and fears, all to the end of
greater German power. Its essential purpose is to destroy. Rus-
sian propaganda has for its ultimate aim the establishment of
communism throughout the world. This means within any given
society, the replacement of one government by another, of one
social system by another. It does not mean, as Nazi propaganda
does, the poisoning of a nation’s soul and the destruction of a
people’s spirit. ~ Russian propaganda means the replacement of
one way of living with another; German propaganda the destruc-
tion of one way of living and the enslavement of the people con-
cerned to Germany. The aim is not a swapping of ideological
horses, but the killing of the horse and the tying of the rider to
the tail of his horse’s murderer. However much Marxian Com-
munism may be disapproved as a system, the fact remains that it is
an attempt to organize world society on a basis of justice. Faulty
and false it may be in many respects, but this is entirely different
from the German principle—the domination” of the German race
over, and its exploitation of, all others.

When the two systems are studied side by side, it becomes
clear that their common evils may be traced to a common source;
that Nazism possesses, in addition, certain evils all its own; and
that Communism displays certain gleams of virtue® which the
most ‘suspicious cannot altogether overlook. The two evils which
are conspicuous in both systems are the practice of absolutism
and a belief in force and violence. Both systems are despotic in
practice (whatever constitutional trappings may exist in Russia)
and display the evils of what Cardinal Hinsley has described as
“idolatrous absolutism.”  Absolute power is idolatrous because
it places an individual, in relation to his fellows, in the position
of God. It always breaks down because no - individual can for
long stand up to the strain. If a man showed the attributes of a

B
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God, said Aristotle, it would be right to make him an absolute
ruler, but not otherwise. No ane knew better. than Aristotle that
such beings rarely if ever appear, and it was pedagogic vanity
that made him see such a man in Alexander the Great. Plato
subjected his philospherking to a lifetime of mental and moral
discipline and then gave power to a board rather than a single
individual. The quest for the union of wisdom with power is like
that of the Holy Grail—it will never be completely fulfilled on
earth. Lord Acton, who knew the workings of human nature in
history as no other man, summed up the matter when he wrote,
“all power corrupts, and absolute power corrupts absolutely.”
Here a distinction must be drawn between absolutismn and
totalitarianism. Absolutism is the complete disposal by man of
others. Totalitarianism is the total control of life by one man
or group of men. One refers to the degree of control, the other
to the range of control. An absolute system may not be totalitar-
ian, or a totalitarian system absolute. Germany and Russia, the
one both in theory and in practice, the other in practice only,
combine the two. The good or evil of totalitarianism depends
upon the philosophy which lies behind it, but absolutism is evil
always and absolutely.  Plato’s Republic, the Roman Catholic
Church, and the sovereign British Parliament are all totalitarian
constitutions, for they all claim complete control over every
branch of life. The fruits of the last two are not the dead sea
fruit of Nazidom because their principles of life are different.

The second evil from which both systems suffer is a belief in
force which justifies violence in the first place, and terror in: the
end. The belief that force can change men’s minds is the peren-
nial delusion of politicians, the perpetual short cut to lure
countless generations down the path to frustration and bitterness.

He who is convinced against his will,

Is of the same opinion still,
is trite but true in historical experience. The use of force is only
valid in defence and when used aggressively, always rebounds on
its user.

Communism and Nazism both inherit these two moral and
political cancers from the German philosopher Hegel and his
school of political absolutists.  Hegel taught that the State was
the embodiment of the developing Absolute on earth. It had
therefore no limits to ifs claims and no bounds to its actions.
The State was morality and the only sin which an individual
«<ould commit was disobedience of the State. His predecessor, the
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Prussian Fichte, taught that the test of civilisation was power and
proclaimed “the highest civilisation is the greatest power.”
Therefore the individual must bow to the State in all things, and
the State must cultivate power in all its policies. Nazism inherit-
ed these ideas by direct succession, Communism through the
Hegelian heretic, Karl Marx. Marx accepted Hegel’s absolutism
while he rejected the idealism upon which the whole system was
founded. He adapted the Hegelian idea of evolution to his own
materialistic analysis of society. And however humanitarian and
benevolent a materialist philosophy may be, it has no defence
against the insidious lure of violence, since it can find no valid
reason for preferring a long cut to a short one.

Apart from these evils in common, Nazism has its own
peculiar vices. They may be summarised as the belief in race and
the belief in power as the ultimate good. Neither of these ideas
is of course an original Nazi invention; it is only in combination
that they achieve a certain grisly notoriety, like a macabre jazz
tune played with the lights lowered. The doctrine of race is as
old as the Aryan tribes, for it flourished among the Greeks and
in ancient India. In its modern form it was propounded by a
Frenchman, Gobineau, in the 19th Century, and developed by
an Englishman, Houston Stuart Chamberlain. The doctrine
that power or force is the only good was first advanced by Thrasy-
machus in Plato’s Republic and repeated by Socrates in the same
dialogue at the start of his enquiry into justice. In modern times
it has been more trenchantly advocated than by any Nazi, by the
Englishman Hobbes, who defined freedom as “what the laws do
not forbid,” and compared the state to the mythical monster
Leviathan to whom “on earth there is not his like.”

The Nazi doctrine of race has no scientific basis in anthro-
pology whatever, for everyone knows that the European nations,
to take only one group in the world, are not races at all in the
scientific sense, but blends in varying proportions of the Nordic,
Alpine and Mediterranean stocks. Two of the most racially pure
Nordic stocks in the world are the Norwegians and the Icelanders;
the one is in revolt against Hitler and the other has called upon
the Americans to save them from the Nazi embrace. Neverthe-
less Hitler asserts the superiority of the Aryans over all other
races, and the superiority of the Germans over all other branches
of the Aryan race, and the superiority of the chosen few amongst
the Germans themselves over the common herd. The Germans
are the Herrenvolk or master race, and within their ranks are
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arising the new “supermen” from the élite of the Nazi youth.
This construction may be called an aristocracy, and so it is; but
it is an aristocracy not of talent or virtue, but of blood. Such an
aristocracy cannot maintain itself by talent or virtue, for by
definition it cannot possess a monopoly of either. It must there-
fore maintain itself by force. Force must call upon more force
and leads inevitably to terror. How this system works itself out
in practice can be seen in the working of the “New Order” in!
Europe to-dai. After over a year some nations are cowed, some
overwhelmed, but not one is reconciled; opposition has hardened
to resentment and deepened into contempt. The path of force
rapidly steepens to the abyss of anarchy.

These considerations lead on to the German cult of power.
The popular writings of Nazi youth leaders like Baldur von
Schirach, and advocates of Teutonism and pro-paganism, like
Bergmann and Rosenberg, are only reflections, on this head, of
the ideas of Friedrich von Nietszche. Nietszche was no nationalist
and no ruce worshipper but he was the apostle of the ethical
doctrine of power. His quest for truth started with a will to
freedom and ended with a worship of power. The only way to
win corporate freedom was by force, the only way to win indivis
dual self-fulfilment was by the cultivation of the will to power.
From this follows, in due course, the complete reversal of ethics
and the progressive brutalisation of man. Society based on evil
principles would begin by plunging the world in war as the
Germans have done, and end by developing a robot civilisation
where work and activity would exist for nothing else but work and
activity. If power and strength is the only ideal of man, only
those qualities which conduce to power and strength are virtues,
while those which detract from it are vices. Thus the higher
virtues of mercy and sacrifice, the “mercy, pity, peace and love”
of Blake, slide, into place as the lower vices; and cruelty, pitiless-
ness, ruthlessness and hardness of heart ascend to the range of
higher virtues. The German aim is to purge from German civi-
lisation the Christian tradition. But when that is done, nothing
is left but the pitiless brutality of the natural man whose life,
without rules, restraints or ideals is nasty, brutish and short.”
The more German culture is examined, the more clearly will the
truth of G. K. Chesterton’s saying be realised. “The great Ger-
man civilisation was created by the great Christian civilisation;
and its heathen forerunners left it nothing whatever, except an
intermittent weakness for boasting.”
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If from Nazi theory we now turn to Communist, it will be
‘found that beneath its crust of dogmatism and materialism, certain
cre.ative and constructive ideas can be detected. The starting
-point of communist thought. when all is said, is the public wel-
fare, not the individual’s and the state’s lust for power.  Public
‘welfare, it is true, is conceived in material terms and the jargon
of Communists is largely economic. But the life of the spirit is
not denied; it is rather postponed pending the establishment of
‘economic security and social justice.  All the methods of com-
munist agitation are largely means to this end. In consequence,
its scale of values, its standard of ethics, is quite different. The
individual is reckoned to be of equal importance and equally
entitled to full share in life. The things of the mind are recog-
nised as essentials, not mere decorative luxuries, and so education
is esteemed as highly in Russia as in Scotland. It mav be held
that moral values are warped by Marxism ideology, specially by
the doctrine of class hatred and revolation and the emphasis on
the old fallacy that the end justifies the means. But standards
‘and values still exist; they have not been overthrown or turned
inside out. They may have been bent from the norm by
the heat of Marxian prejudice, but they have not been replaced
by their opponents. From the non-communist point of view, the
spirit which presides in Russia is the spirit which errs, not the
spirit which denies. = The ideals of brotherhood instead of that
of master and slave, of sacrifice instead of domination, of service
instead of domination, of working for a common cause instead of
for a common despot, are all still to be found in Russia to-day.
Intellectual freedom is restricted by Marxian dogmatism but it
is not destroyed. Marxian communism is a systems which is
avowedly built upon the bases of reason and justice, and as it
becomes clear that the system departs from these two anchors of
humanity, it must be and is being modified. Dogmatism impedes
development, but does not rule it out. The "Russian looks
towards the light in blinkers; the Nazi, head down like primeval
man, plunges ever deeper in the gloom of the jungle of force and
fear.

Marxian Communism is, of course, by no means the only
form of communist theory. The principle has had a long history,
from its first exponent Plato, through the early Christian Church
and the Middle Ages with its theory of the just pricc and the

catchword
“When Adam delved and Eve span

Who was then the gentleman?”
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to the Diggers of Cromwell's day and the immediate
forerunner of Marx. Most of the features which seem to disfigure
Marxian Communism in Russia may be traced to the first word
of the title and are not inherent in the second. In Russia itself,
signs are not wanting that this is being increasingly realised. The
emphasis on international revolution is giving place more and
more to that on patriotism and defence of the fatherland. At-
tacks on religion changed into rationalistic assaults upon supersti-
tion and had nearly subsided altogether when the German war
swept their last vestiges away. Class hatred and distinctions have
declined far enough to allow members of the old order like
Marshal Budenny to reach high positions. The freedom of sex
relations with its corrupting social effects has been modified. In
the pure collectivism of Marxian theory a leaven of individualism
has increasingly been working. Dogmatism in the intellectual
sphere has been steadily declining.

It is no part of the purpose of this article to present Com-
munism as a perfect form of society any more than Nazism. It is
its purpose, however, to draw a distinction between the two and
to maintain that while the one is a system which, with all its
faults, ‘exhibits some healthy features and is capable of improve-
ment, the other is a system whose essential principles are evil and
which must therefore become steadily worse the more it unfolds
itself. In the one the light can be seen, as at the end of a long
tunnel, in the other the light recedes with each lengthening stride
towards the realm of darkness.
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MANUSCRIPT DISCOVERED IN A BOTTLE

Seven years ago a traveller, voyaging through strange seas of
thought alone, wrote down some of his impressions and commit-
ted them, sealed in a bottle, to the deep. This bottle was recently
cast upon a friendly shore. The manuscript is reprinted below
It needs no further comment.

“Saw the heavens fill with commerce, argosies of magic sails,
Pilots of the purple twilight dropping down with costly bales.*—

Tennyson.

When one considers that, speaking generally, since Man first
put in an appearance on this globe up to 1914, the fastest means
of movement on land had been the wheel and the horse and, on
the sea, the sail and the wooden boat, and that, within 20 years
from 1914, distance had been conquered to the tune of 11,000
miles in three days, one cannot help feeling that we stand now,
like William Blake’s agitated group, on the edge of the unknown,
gazing apprehensively into space. These 20 years have chopped
the history of the world—the course of mankind—in two; to-
morrow will bear little semblance to yesterday. There has been
virtually no twilight; only the very shortest transition period. The
effect on the army is to' be as great and as sudden as it will be on
the community. The soldier has as much need as anyone else to
single out tendencies that will guide him at least a few years ahead
and along which he can direct his policy and so regain the con-
structive control which he seems in danger of losing. In other
words, he must search always for the inevitable.

To illustrate what I mean, I put forward two such tendencies
for consideration.

There are two factors, more than any others, which seem about
to make a great difference to the organization and tactics of armies.
The first is the accuracy of air bombing; the second is the increas-
ing loads that aircraft are being designed to carry.

The Accuracy of Air Bombing

It seems futile that, in mobile warfare, aircraft should conti-
nue to indicate to artillery where and when to drop their shells,
when the machine in the air can engage-such targets itself with
many advantages over the air-cum-gun method. The aeroplane
can engage a target as soon as it is seen; can strike at a fleetingor
moving target, and follow it up till it has destroyed or dispersea
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it; it maintains direct observation from weapon to target through-
out; it can interfere with the execution of the enemy’s plans at a far
greater range. It may be argued that the danger of losing a large
number of aircraft under these conditions will be too great a risk
to face. Against that argument it may be pointed out that it is
more than likely that artillery reconnaissance machines will be
shot down in fair numbers. It is true that an aeroplane is a more
expensive equipment to risk than is a gun or even a section of
guns, but its crew is even smaller than that of one gun. Men,
more than machines, are precious in war; a fact that was fatally
lost sight of in certain theatres in the Great War. We are soon
to see a very large drop in the cost of aircraft comparable with the
large drop in the cost of cars between 1914 and 1930. To-day one
sees the tendency towards high speed in cars; such speeds as are
not obtainable with reasonable safety on any roads in the world.
There is this lust for speed tending towards claustrophobia and
there is the outcry against the daily massacre on the roads. The
inevitable result is that people must take to the air in their swarms
as soon as aircraft are reasonably safe and that aircraft must
‘cheapen as production rises. In any case, losses in war must be
judged by the resulting losses and dislocation caused to the enemy.
1 maintain that direct air action will yield proportionately better
results in mobile warfare than will indirect artillery action. It
is incidental to say that gas, mechanised. fighting vehicles and air-
craft will keep wide areas of the next great war in a pretty fluid
state. It does appear that the development of light weapons of
accompaniment, of armoured fighting vehicles and the increased
use of aircraft will tend to lessen the amount of field artillery re-
quired in battle, unless it is that field artillery is to make a radical
change in its réle and so in its equipment, tending to assume the
nature of the tank.

Some people suggest that aircraft, instead of guns, could lay a
smoke screen. For a big, deliberate operation this would be ex-
pedient and the idea needs development in peace; for any opera-
tion in which time is of importance it will probably be some years
before communication is sure and quick enough to permit of
such a use of aircraft. It is possible that our own aircraft will at
times be used to screen our own movement some distance from
the actual battle, e.g., the movement of columns on the road, or
of tanks from and to points of concentration.

., The British, we know, may have to fight in many parts of the
world. It is, however, only against a first-class enemy that the
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whole of the Regular Army will have to be employed, and in those
places where we may have to fight a first-class enemy there will al-
most always be found scope in the terrain for the employment of
armoured fighting vehicles in large numbers. For other purposes,
such as the internal security of the Empire or the punishment of
tribes on our borders, only a part of our army will be needed and
probably no more than the local garrison. There appears to be
plenty of room yet for mechanization, provided that we can carry
these vehicles by sea.

There is no doubt that, as mechanised forces become more
and more mobile and are more frequently used, aircraft will be
increasingly needed to assist them in its destructive réle as well
as in that of reconnaissance. It is obvious, too, that aircraft used
with very mobile forces will reach out a considerable distance in
order to obtain timely information or to take timely offensive
action against an equally mobile enemy, and it is very probable
that a mechanised force, in order to get full use of its aircraft at
the right time, will be controlled from the air.

To simplify the argument, one can say in general terms that
we need aircraft to fit into the modern army where cavalry and
long-range guns were fitted in in the past. This is only partially
accurate, like most general statements, but forms a fair assessment.

So there are increasing demands from the Army for aircraft
for its own peculiar domestic needs. It can hardly be expected
that the Royal Air Force can fully attend to these needs or train
its personnel to the knowledge of land warfare that we will re-
quire. In these circumstances we in the Army must have infin-
itely more air experience than we have to-day for at present we
know far less than we should of aircraft and their limitations,
while those outside the Army who do know tend daily to talk a
different language from us. It seems probable that the indepen-
dent air force will tend to produce machines more suited to its
own great scope than to Army needs and that, unless the Army
will fend for itself, no one else is likely to have the time to fend:
for it, and rightly too, for its needs are probably not the earliest
nceds of a great war.

Before many years have passed aircraft will be as
common as motors are on the ground to-day. It seems that
we in the Army are neglecting to study the immense potential
destructive power of aircraft used to produce a direct effect on
things tactical, and that we do not realise that with mechanised
forces it may be the only weapon that can reach far enough out
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to influence the battle immediately before the forces engage, or
to check a beaten enemy.

It must be apparent that with this great increase in aircraft,
it will be a mnormal thing to allot machines for tactical inter-
ference with a hostile army, and that slow-moving or large col-
umns will seldom be permitted by aircraft to make use of the
main roads. Small and fast moving bodies may escape their
attention. To take this to its logical conclusion, armies will tend
to be carried on mechanical transport and to possess a very high
proportion of AF.V.s while a great deal of the maintenance will
be done by air to avoid huge casualties among the supplying
M.T.

The conclusion is that the time is arriving when the Army
must be prepared to finance its own air arm and to man it, for
its own peculiar needs.

Increasing Aircraft Loads

It is inevitable that the heavy transport plane must come
into ordinary commercial use before long. Slow machines with
a big lift will evolve in great in numbers.

For the past hundred years, since Napoleon gained mobility
by living on the country, we have, bit by bit, been losing it by
dependenee on our lines of communications. An era is coming
when, by carrying stores by air, the Army will be less and less tied
to its L. of C. This will give back the mobility we have lost and
will make it possible for mechanised forces to operate over
distances hitherto undreamt of, especially in those countries where
they can live on the country as far as petrol and oil are concerned.
But, even now, with aircraft as it exists at present, we can at
least make detachments from our main force and maintain them
for short periods at some distance from the L. of C. thus making
wide turning movements once more possible. The autogyro
helicopter may make the problem of air supply more simple in
difficult country.

It seems, then, that the time is arriving when the Army needs
a small experimental air transport service of its own on which
later to build.

I do not intend to belittle the importance of the independent
air force. In fact, I think it must be given greater prominence
for it is hard to conceive its future limitations. . In war the three
services must work together for one common end. The inde-
pendent air force will, however, always look wider than Navyor
Army and it is wrong to bind it in to the domestic tactical needs
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of the Army. These needs the Army should meet from its own
resources. It must have its own air arm for reconnaissance, for
offensive action and for transport.

To deprive the Army to-day of the right to pay for, to own
or to use any type whatsoever of motor vehicle would be no
greater injustice and no less inexpedient than, in the near to-
morrow, to deprive it of its right to pay for, own and use aircraft
for its own domestic purposes.

It is not germane to this paper but it is nonetheless of inter-
est to speculate on the limitations that aircraft bombs have placed
on combined operations in which the Navy seek to convoy and
to land an Army on foreign soil in the face of an unbeaten shore-
based enemy air force.

The deductions I have made from the two “factors” on
which my argument is based are not all the deductions that can
be drawn from them. For instance, we may urge that the new
mode of fighting needs a new kind of infantryman.
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HUMMET WEST
[The story of a railway station in Eritrea.]

By “Cav”

On the railway between Agordat and Cheren there is a small
station called Hummet. There may be a few Italian railway
staff and local Eritreans who know of its existence. Nearby, for
a few weeks, was the station called Hummet West. It does not
exist any more, but it was well known to many hundreds of
British and Indian troops in March, 1941. They probably
remember it gratefully.

The Imperial advance into Eritrea started suddenly. When
it was known that the Italians were evacutating Kassala, which
town they had taken earlier in the war, the chase started, and
continued until Agordat. Although the Indian Division engaged
bad not had time to concentrate, and battalions which had not
arrived only caught up with difficulty, Agordat was captured, by
very few troops, in a brilliant action. The advance had been
rapid, and it was only possible to despatch light forces to hasten
the Italian retreat. These light forces were stopped a few kilo-
metres from Cheren.

Up to Cheren from the Sudan frontier the country is flat
with steep “jebels” rising from the plain. Cheren stands on the
edge of the Asmara plateau, and presents one of the few possible
approaches onto the higher ground. Both the railway and the
road here climb steeply and at one point are close together on
opposite sides of the Dongolaas gorge. The “jebels” are joined
together and only at Cheren is there a made approach onto the
plateau. To north and south the escarpment is impressive and
steep, and even mule tracks are few and difficult.

The advanced elements came under accurate fire from both
sides of the gorge. The road had been effectively blocked. The
forward Brigade seized high ground on the north of the road.
'This rose steeply, and half way up there was the railway eight
hundred feet above the plain. At the spur of the hill there is a
tunnel. That tunnel is “Cameron Tuunel.”

The Italians had already occupied a permanent fort, guard-
ing the gorge and other even higher crests, facing our posi-
tion. They overlooked the approach, and could observe most of



Hummet West 328

our movements. Cheren was clearly a position of great natural
strength, proof against armoured fighting vehicles and there was
no back door. As the Indian Division assembled, so did Italian
and Eritrean forces.

Maintaining troops on hill-tops is always a problem. At first
food, water and ammunition were carried up by men to Cameron
Tunnel and Cameron Ridge. Next, Italian mules captured at
Agordat were lorried forward, Sappers and Miners made a mule
track up the hillside to the ralway, and this part of the lift was
done by pack mules. We occupied more ground to the north,
but so did the Italians, and they remained in command of the
“observation,” Their maintenance was easier, for the plateau
gave them a start of twelve hundred feet.

To the foot of the mule track supply was by lorry. As
more and more Italian artillery assembled at Cheren, their guns
paid increasing attention to the lorries bringing stores and water
to the mule track. One point all vehicles had to pass was soon
named “Hell Fire Corner,” and the mules, although out of sight
at the foot of the hill, began to receive attention. It became clear
that supply by this route, even by night, would be difficult. An
alternative was teady. The railway, which finally supplied nine
battalions of Infantry, a pack battery and three hundred mules,
ran under our positions, and at Cameron Tunnel had climbed
8oo feet.

The Eritrean Railway is single-line, and remarkable in many
ways. The guage, 95 centimetres, is unusual, and the curves and
gradients are exceptional. For about 20 kilometres west of
Cheren, the line climbs up to the plateau, winding round the
valleys, and north of the gorge. The gradient is severe, long
stretches being g} per cent. It is a fine engineering achievement.
For the most part the formation is cut out ol the rock, and the
hillside is sheer above and below. -

On arrival, the Engineer Troops of the Division (Sappers and
Miners) found the line little damaged. A first reconnaissance
was done by a motor cyclist, who rode alongside the track, and
only fell off four times. In a cutting near Hummet, where the
climb begins, there were ten: derailed stone wagons. In Cameron
‘Tunnel there were three derailed wagons. In another tunnel,
about two kilometres on our side of Cameron Tunnel, there were
ten more derailed wagons and some mines. There were no booby
traps and high viaducts over gullies, culverts and bridges had
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been left intact. Three box wagons had been left at Hummet
undamaged. There were no locomotives.

A Company of Sappers and Miners removed the smashed
wagons in the cutting, and the rear tunnel. To do the work in
the tunnel an acetylene cutting plant and a lighting set were
necessary, and heavy jacks and timber baulks had to be taken up.
It was one day’s work to cut the top off a wagon at Hummet sta-
tion, to try hauling it with a 15-cwt. Morris lorry, and to prepare
short ramps so that the lorry could be put onto the wagon. It
was impossible to turn the lorry on the narrow railway formation
on the hillside, and therefore it was necessary to be able to put the
vehicle onto the wagon. These first efforts all proved satisfactory.
The lorry, with its tyres outside the rails, hauled the wagon, on
which went up to the tunnel the new rails, jacks, electric lighting
set, and other gear, and food, water and blankets for the men.
Having unloaded on arrival, the lorry reversed onto the wagon,
which then coasted back down the hill, a brakesman in control.
From Hummet, where preparations were made, to the tunnel was
13 kilometres by rail and about seven for a crow.

All this happened in the first few days. Clearing the linc was
obvious Sapper work, and it was evident the line might be useful
as a supply route, and save sweat of men and mules. Even before
the tunnel was cleared, three small trolleys were taken to pleces,
manhandled over the smashed wagons. and presented to the In-
fantry at Cameron Tunnel, so that they had a means of lateral
transport. They were immediately of use, and helped in distri-
buting stores from the head of the mule track to troops in posi-
tions above the railway. The fourth trolley found had a stranger
destiny. A motor-cycle was mounted on it; the back wheel sproc-
ket was cut in half, and welded to the trolley axle. This strange
combination wrote off a motor-cycle, but the “M /C Trolley” prov-
ed at once a valuable addition to the rolling stock. On this
machine; the Sapper could go quickly to inspect work, and it was
the fastest method of climbing to the tunnel area, and therefore
in demand by officers who wished to visit forward units.

The Sappers finished the removal of wagons, brought them
down to Hummet station and dispersed them along the line, re-
paired the track, and were about to commence other work when
the attention paid by the enemy gunners to Hell Fire Corner, and
the mules, made that route impossible for any convoys. A re-
markable service of rail wagons, hauled by lorries, then commenc-
ed. and was perhaps the only alternative.
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Wagons retrieved from the derailments were brought into
service. They had been damaged, but had low sides and were
made into “flats,” ideal for the loading of small stores which would
finally reach the troops by mule or by carrying parties. Lach
fortunately had a hand-operated brake, and with few modifica-
tions, such as removing the buffers and altering hooks, they could
be used like the original wagon which took up stores to clear the
tunnel. They were just long enough to take a water tank, across

one end and yet leave room for the lorry to mount itself for the
return journey.

The organization of this service had not gone far, nor had the
demands on it grown, when the loading station, Hummet, had a
nasty afternoon from medium artillery. The troops knew about
dispersion and were dispersed; but this range was a new and sur-
prising effort, and the Italian disliked these events at his late rail-
way station. He could not, perhaps, sce what was going on; but
a lorry got burnt, there was other minor damage, and Hummet
clearly was not a place to stay in.

To have started at a station further away, or to move there
forthwith, was not quite the obvious solution. The lorries could
not haul the wagons by night, for no lights could be used, and no
driver could be expected to steer his vehicle, hauling a 15-ton
wagon over embankments and bridges in the dark. It was im-
portant, therefore, to save time and going further back meant
more time would be necessary in the round trip. The ballast at
the side of the rail track was being torn out by the lorry tyres;
this also slowed down the service.

The “station” therefore was moved away about three kilo-
metres to the west, where the line was close to the main road, and
out of sight of enemy O.P.s. Near this straight stretch of track,
a notice was put up: “Railway Station.” Units were informed
where it had gone to, and it was named “Hummet West,” by
“A/Q” when he was told of these events. A further difficulty now
arose. The last wagon down the hill had to be the first one up,
so it had to be loaded quickly, and sent off again at once. Work
was started on the ballast outside the rails, and with sand and
gravel the track for the lorry tyres was rapidly improved. To
avoid attention, this work was done at night, when the dust and
men would not be seen.

The impudence of enemy gunner O.P.s, which occupied new
heights on our flanks and increased the nuisance of “harassing
fire,” resulted in more troops being sent onto the hills above the
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railway. This meant more “maintenance.” To prepare for the
final assault on Cherén it was necessary to dump in the forward
area water, rations, ammunition, wire. The demand for trans-
port therefore increased and despite croakings in the early days,
the demand was met. A few knew the appointed day, and the
organization settled down almost as routine. ‘

The train service went twice a day; about dawn and about
noon. Variation was good for the Italian. Each service was of
six “flats,” each hauled by a 15-cwt. lorry. They went off, one
behind the other, to climb the 15 kilometres to the unloading
stations, which were points on the hillside where there was
enough room to unload and dump stores. Of these there were
three: Bro East nearest Cheren: then Centre: and then Bro West
Bro East supplied most of the troops, and therefore the front four
wagons usually went there. Centre and Bro West had one wagon
each, numbers five and six. It was a strange sight to see the “flat”
about to go, and quite amazing to see how much load a Morris
lorry could pull. At one end, water in steel tanks: eight hund-
red gallons. Then, boxes of ammiinition, grenades, wire, rations,
biscuits; on top sandbags, tools, a few blankets; soldiers perched
above, rejoining their units; an orderly with letters; and always a
Sapper in charge of the brakes—a very important officc. Perhaps
anx officer, with his greatcoat and a blanket, and minor necessaries
for his unit, who had been down for a conference (and a bath and
a shave). The Sapper hauling lorry would arrive and back onto
the coupling. More would be piled into the lorry. The total
load of stores often exceeded 10 tons. The wagon ahead would
be given a couple of hundred yards’ start, and off went the next
one. If all went well, with all six wagons, they might be back
in three hours.

All did not always go well. The strain on the lorries, al-
ways in the lower gears, was considerable, and there were cooling
and other “troubles. The Italian did not seem to realise each
little service towed towards his defeat about 4o lorry loads of
stores, but the vehicles annoyed him, and most days he shelled
the line at some point. He could see almost everything, and
shelled any movement. One favourite stretch earned the name
of “Windy Corner.” The drivers deserve much praise. They
could not leave the narrow but not straight path. Such careful
steering is a great strain on the wrists, and against time, with
other wagonis behind them, they could not wait until things were
quieter, but ground steadily up the line. Day after day the same
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drivers took the wagons, for it was difficult work, and changes led
to accidents and delays. Four times shell fire cut the rails. But
a breakdown gang travelled on every service, on the last wagon,
and it is surprising how quickly a rail can be changed. There
were injuries, of course: two men were blown off a wagon by blast

from a shell: a lorry went off the track and overturned: omelettes
take eggs.

Water always tells a story. The ration on the hill was a
gallon per man per day, and 10 for each mule. At the end, 56
tons was sent up each day, a reserve of 20,000 gallons was stored
in bulk at the forward “Stations,” and 20,000 more had been
taken even higher up the hills in tins as battalion reserves. So
with food and ammunition: it was near and ready.

As soon as the line, rising to Cameron Tunnel, had been
seen, a loco, steam, Diesel, or petrol had been asked for. But
converting a locomotive to a new guage, even a small Diesel, is
not easy nor can it be done quickly, and perhaps workmen in a
machine shop, hundreds of miles away. never knew how urgently
they were required. Something which could run at night was
essential. When Diesel Locos finally did come, they were of
great value; but this was not until the eve of the battle for Cheren
and by then we were confident of our lorry-hauled service, and
had no wish to excite Italian attention. The Diesels were 73
B.H.P., and could haul only two wagons each on the severe grad:
ients. In the meantime the situation was saved by work in the
field, and a strange creature, the “Night Hawk,” was built.

The risk of losing a day through a bad break in the line from
shells or bombs was serious and something which would run on
the rails and therefore useable at night was most urgently requir-
ed. Sappers in a Division do not carry much*machinery, but they
have one lathe and one drill, and with these and ingenuity the
“Night Hawk” was constructed. The ingredients - were one
wagon chosen because the brake gear over one axle had already
‘been smashed, and could be cut out without tears; one captured
Tlorty chosen for its good condition; and one piece of good luck.
Who left, years ago, in the public eye near Hummet West, the
chassis of a Fiat lorry, with chain drive to the back axle? These
Fiat sprockets and chains were—oh—so valuable. It is not simple
to get a lorry drive onto the axle of a railway wagon, but it
was done. and the Fiat gearbox and chains made it possible. The
“Night Hawk” took 10 days to make, final assembly being 24
hours’ continuous work by keen men. It worked, and would run

c
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at night without being steered. Too precious to risk by day, it
was used in the dark, and hauled up 1,500 gallons of water qn
each trip. The fact that it would not pull in reverse at more
than one mile an hour did not matter, for the return journey of
all wagons on the steep gradient was always the fastest. The
“Night Hawk” merely grumbled blue smoke from its ancient gear
box, fearful of such dangerous speeds backwards, downhill!

There were asides. Putting in a turnout at Hummet West
was an obvious improvement. The rails and points were fetch-
ed from Agordat and proved to be of a different section but
that did not matter. To get water to Hummet West another
train of two wagons and hauled by a lorry went back to a sta-
tion where there was a supply and brought it forward, slopping
about in canvas tanks. This was the “Water Ferry.” The water
lorries of all units helped too, bringing water to Hummet West,
and a small pumping plant was put down to speed up refilling
the tanks on the wagons.

The trolleys were a godsend. The line forward of Bro East
to Cameron Tunnel went straight under Italian noses. They
“shot up” this piece of line, by day, but only once warmed it up
at night, although tons of stores went forward in the dark, with-
in machine-gun range, on trolleys pushed by men or hauled by
mules. Four trolleys were found on the line. One was disclosed
by a local inhabitant, in exchange for treatment of the many
family ailments. Later, one a day was manufactured, altering
two-foot guage axles brought from a gold mine 110 miles away.
But the trolleys were a nuisance also. Several times those in
charge let them go by mistake. They would hurtle down the
line, and approach at 5o miles an hour. Quick work with a
large stone would derail them, but more usually they ended their
honourable career by hitting a wagon. Wagons are very solid,
and do not mind little wooden trolleys.

Then too, there were unauthorised persons who would use
part of the line as a road just as the hauling lorries used it. This
was usually possible by arrangement and usually disastrous when
otherwise. One night when a small water lorry met a wagon and
was smashed the Sappers hardly commented; it was not their
lorry. Next night when a petrol tin on the line derailed
a wagon, they were quite furious and called for discipline and
the removal of obstructions.
~ The traffic was not all one way. By the appointed date a
space was cleared and a new track had been cut so that lorries
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could return separately. During the battle many lorries came
back in this way, leaving the wagon tops clear for wounded. The
brakesmen brought back many tender loads. At night the Diesel
pushed up other wagons and these ran straight through on the
return journey to the Main Dressing Stations—a journey of 23
kilometres. This evacuation of wounded by trolleys and rail must
have saved much pain, and was preferable to a jolting ambulance.
It was also quicker. Many prisoners and enemy wounded came
back in the same way. All showed much surprise. The wagons
bowling back, some with wounded, some with water tanks and
some with lorries, were a strange sight.

Little can the Italian have known that on his railway went
forth against him each day the sinews of war: hauled in his
wagons; each night water, hauled in his wagons, towed by bits off
two of his lorries. For he left us sufficiently alone. The prepara-
tions went on, the trolleys each night, the wagons each day.
Finally the assault was possible. In a few days he cracked and
was broken.

- With him went “Hummet West.” It will never be a station
again.
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YOUR HOME BEFORE YOU RETIRE
By AsLiM

In the July issue of this Journal was a very interesting and
valuable article by Jovcey, entitled “Your Home when you
retie.”” This subject—and the ramifications of it—is one tc
which far too little thought is given; and while one can find Iittle
with which to disagree in what “Joycey” has written, it is felt that
officers may like to hear of the tackling of a similar problem
approached from a different angle.

The problem facing the writer was that, after a spell in
England, he was returning to India and expecting to retire in
seven or eight years. There were many personal reasons why his
family could not accompany him at the time, the one which is
likely to be a common factor in many officers’ problems being
that he was going to a non-family station. On top of this was
the question of children to educate; grandparents, aunts and
other relations were not well situated for such a responsibility,
and in any case it was decided that it was preferable that the
children should have a home with their mother rather than with
relations; after all, taking this view does not prevent the wife
going abroad for six months’ holiday nor the husband from
getting Home leave, and the period of separation can be brought
_within reasonable limits.

. The factors which guided the writer in the choice of locality
were somewhat different from those affecting Jovcey’s choice. In
the first place the real country was ruled out because of the
education problem. The children were too young to go to a
boarding school and so the choice lay between day schools and
a resident governess. (Admittedly, elementary daily education
can be come by in the country, but it is the exception to find
anything satisfactory, and if it proves unsatisfactory it is difficult
to effect a change. A resident governess, apart from direct
expense, involves much indirect disbursement; a larger house,
bigger rent and higher rates; possibly an extra servant; bigger
butcher’s, grocer’s, dairy and other household bills; extra light-
ing; to say nothing of the probable expenditure of your wife's
patience and tact. Day schools having, then, been decided on,
it followed that a “residential” area where there are many other
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children wanting day schools was the alternative. ~Few families
about to set Up a home have any sentimental or other ties attach-
ing them to any particular “residential” area, and in the writer’s
case the choice was dictated by distance from the place where he
was then living. Except for an occasional long expedition on
Sundays the radius of search was limited to areas within motor-
ing distance on weekday afternoons or evenings. In the Home
Counties this small radius will be found to include a number of
localities entirely suitable from the points of view of health,
type of country and type of neighbourhood.

The next point to decide in establishing the home was
whether a furnished or unfurnished house was wanted, and if
the latter, whether to lease, buy or build. Many people have a
“few sticks of furniture” waiting for them, furniture which
parents are only too willing to make available, and can usually
spare, to start their sons and daughters in a new home. If such
is the case, or even if it isn’t, one’s own furniture is always so
much nicer than anybody else’s, and if it can possibly be managed,
an unfurnished house should be aimed at. More about furniture
later.

The great advantage of buying or building over leasing is
that a ‘lease will never coincide with the period the house is
required and the tenant—your wife—is almost certain to be
worried at some future time with either trying to sub-let the small
remainder of her lease—a broken period which will not suit any-
body—or with trying to get an extension—and once more not
knowing if the extended period is going to be convenient; where-
as, on the other hand, if the house is your own you are not going
to have any anxieties of that nature unless and until you decide
to give up the house; you can then sell it or lease it without any
restrictions other than those you impose or relax yourself.

There is much to be said for building and it must be great
fun. The writer, however, decided against building for the
following reasons. In the first place there wasn’t time and there
seldom will be for people similarly situated unless the wife is
prepared to tackle the job single-handed. Next, either you take
the advice of your architect or builder and find you have incor-
porated all the features, architectural and domestic, which he
insisted upon and you really didn’t want, or you overrule him
and find he was right after all. There is some truth in the saying
that it is the second house you build which will be a success.
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When you start looking for the new home you are going
to establish, you start off full of enthusiasm and the spirit of
adventure. But take warning; acute depression supervenes as
disappointment follows disappointment and expedition after
expedition results in nothing but fatigue.

Jovcey has considerably understated the house agent's op-
‘timism in regard to what he hopes to persuade you to buy. “Five
bed-, three recep-” is not an unusual standard at which army
officers will aim; this statement of your requirements will not
prevent the agent from pressing you, or misleading you, into
inspecting a house with 10 bedrooms and a billiard-room. Such
a house will be a real “bargain;” but it is, of course, a white
elephant, and its owners are selling it dirt-cheap because they
cannot afford its upkeep in maintenance, repairs, servants, rates
and taxes. Sometimes you will come across a real “gem,” both;
architecturally and domestically—almost the dream house. The
owner is asking double what you are prepared to offer but you
assume that the agent knows that he is anxious to sell and, will
come at least half way to meet you. You will be wrong; the'
owner is insulted by your offer—and you sympathise with him—
and you go away with your tail between your legs. Other minor
unpleasantnesses are to be met with when a tenant, having a
house sold over his head, receives you with hostility and when
an occupant wont trust you out of his sight, even in: the hall, to
enable you to discuss things with your wife.

One develops quite a new vocabulary when house-hunting
and one term which arouses a little curiosity is ‘“‘an enter-and-
return drive.” It means a drive where you go in forwards but
come out backwards.

Any wise amateur will have his house “vetted” before he
commits himself. This may develop into a most depressing pro-
cedure. A surveyor likes to charge for his services a percentage
on the value of the house; but as the value of the house should
depend to some extent on the result of the survey, this method
of assessing the fee seems unsound. The writer, after some dis-
cussion, persuaded the surveyor to charge 10 guine¢ s per house.
For that charge the surveyor twice made it quite clear that other-
wise eminently suitable houses, discovered after much toil and
perseverance, were shocking bad  investments—jerry-built—no
foundations—roof in need of replacement—liabilities of one sort,
or another. The number of times one can throw 10 guineas
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down the drain is limited, and every throw disheartening; but
still it is better to throw guineas down the drain by the 1o than
by the thousand, and to dispense with survey would be madness.

One snag which must be watched is the private or “un-
developed” road. Such a road is liable to be taken over
" by the local borough or rural council, and before it is taken over
they will insist on its being brought up to council standards. For
the compulsory pleasure of having your lane maintained by the
council, you may therefore find yourself charged up to f1 per
foot of frontage. Beware in particular of corner-houses which
may have 400 feet of road frontage.

A little advice as to “decoration.” It is only human nature
that, while your predecessors are quite content with the state of
the house, you will consider it in a disgusting condition and in
need of renovation from top to bottom. Getting in a “builder
and decorator” to do up your house is a very quick way of spend-
i'hg money, while your own efforts are not likely to be entirely
satisfactory. A compromise is probably the best. Get a builder
to do the two most important rooms in the house—the kitchen
and the drawing-room—and do the rest yourself (assuming that
only painting and colour-washing are required). £15 will be
ample in most cases for brushes, paints, washes, etc, for 2 small
house, inside and out. Before the war a builder would charge
about £6 for one small room. Start yourself on the less import-
ant rooms; you will be surprised how much better your last
efforts are than your first. Keep your mouth shut when white-
washing a ceiling or painting the roof gutters.

Jovcey has said that it is extraordinary how many odd
things find a home in the garage. He is not sufficiently emphatic.
Prams, bicycles, scooters, children’s wheelbarrows, and innumer-
able treasures make separate accommodation for these “odd
things” almost indispensable. The writer wanted to get a “lean-
to” added to the existing garage, to accommodate all this junk.
Every builder and odd-job man in the neighbourhood was con-
sulted and no estimate under £25 could be obtained. In des-
peration he decided to build the blasted thing himself, and found
that f12 spent on materials covered the cost of everything,
including a concrete floor, and more than half of this went on
tiles for the roof—a local building condition. The only “cheat-
ing” was that some old cucumber frames were incorporated as
windows. The building has stood for six years and is the cause
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of great satisfaction to the amateur builder who incidentally
discovered that this type of building is not really a “lean-to!” it
is a “hang-on.”

Intending home-builders will complain that it is not every-
body who can splash £12 here and £15 there. Every individual,
is, of course, the best judge of his own finances and extras must be
curtailed; but when once the adventure of establishing a home
of your own has been embarked upon and the necessary capital
is to be raised, an extra £100 in the initial outlay will enable you
to dndulge in improvement for which you will find it much
harder to find £100 when you have settled in.

To return to furnishing. The writer and his wife between
them could raise a dining-room table, a sideboard, a cabinet, a
wardrobe, a chest of drawers, a “secretaire” and a couple of oak
chests; in addition they had adequate crockery, etc., and a few
rugs to go on the drawingsoom floor. It sounded a good start,
and so it was; many thanks are due to generous parents and to
friends who had “weighed in” with useful wedding presents.
And this nucleus of furniture was of a much better standard than
anything likely to be acquired later. But it represented a meagre
proportion of what was required to furnish a house. You will
notice that all rooms except the dining-room are devoid of any
sort of seating accommodation and have no tables or bookshelves.
There is not one bed or mattress and no floor coverings at all
except the few rugs. All the bed-rooms, maid’s bed-room, nursery
and dressing-room require cupboards, dressing tables, chests of
drawers, toy chests, etc. And what about curtains? The kitchen
needs cupboards, cooking pots and perhaps a stove. Add to these
housemaid’s implements, dustbins and coal scuttles, and you will
be able to carry on while you are finding out all the other “essen-
tials.” ‘

It is not however, necssary to be too depressed. Assuming
that “antiques” can be dispensed with, patience and pertinaceous
attendance at sales in local auction rooms and at houses of a
standard similar to one’s own will produce all that is required at
a very reasonable cost; not ideal, of course, but adequate and
satisfactory. Gaps can also be filled in by the purchase of white-
wood furniture at the local ironmonger, to be painted at home.

Is this home, established primarily for the education of child-
ten, to be a home for final retirement? A difficult question to
answer. It was certainly not originally :intended as such, but
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whether or no it will so develop is a matter for individual deci-
sion. The answer probably depends a great deal on how the re-
tired officer intends to spend his “declining” years, and that is a
problem to which all-too-little thought is given. The writer has
often asked contemporaries how they are going to employ them-
selves on retirement and the answer has always indicated, vaguely,
perpetual leisure—and boredom. It is ridiculous to think that a
man with 20 useful years ahead of him need willingly become a
drone. Employment, remunerative or unremunerative, will defer
the “decline” for a long period. And the selection of a home
after retirement will largely depend on what occupation is con-
templated or hoped for. In many cases it will probably be found
that a home established before retirement will result in ties and
friendships which may lead to employment after retirement. In
such cases, unless there is a hereditary home waiting, or some
similar call, the perpetuation of the home established before
retirement will offer many attractions. ’
That is a problem the writer has yet to face. Meanwhile
his home has given him several years of mental peace. Before this
war started, domestic complications which go with courses, non-
family stations, “small wars,” Munich crises, etc., have been avoided;
while a home to go to on furlough and at which to leave things
and find them again has given a sense of security. And since the
war it has been a comfort to know that there is only one peripate-
tic member of the family, now on his second tour overseas. If a
bomb drops on one’s own house it is admittedly more inconven-
ient than if it drops on one’s landlord’s house; on the other hand,
the knowledge that one has a “stake in the country” may perhaps
help one to carry out one’s duty with a grimmer determination.
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MOSUL TO DEIR-EZ-ZOR
A MECHANISED MOVE—LOW SCALE

By LieuTENANT-COLONEL F. MACKENZIE.

“There’s the crossing,” said my driver, as the old Ford panted
round the last sandhill and came out on to the sandy shore of the
Euphrates where it sloped down to the river. I was disappointed;
I had imagined a bridge and a pleasant drive in after a day full
of fatigue and adventure.

We drove down to the water’s edge and halted below a small
block house, the only building within sight. There was no sign
of activity on our bank, no boats, no ferry; just the blazing sun
gO‘ing down in front of us, and on the other side was the city, and
the usual scene; women filling water jars, dhobis at work, and
smoke going up from the fires of the evening meal.

This was exasperating; literally not a soul in sight on the
Eastern bank. And so I turned towards the block house and as
I did so a figure in a blue uniform with two stripes on his arm
came to meet me. “Bon soir caporal,” I remarked, cheerfully
pulling out my best French, “Je desire aller a Deir Ez Zor.” “A
cc moment? Mais apres sept heure il est defendu.” “Defendu.”
Impossible! Il faut que j'arrive chez M. le Gouvernour pour le
diner.” This was a half truth, as I had in my pocket an intro-
duction to the Military Governor and in any case I hoped it might
galvanise the corporal into action; but nothing of the sort hap-
pened. In a cool and indifferent tone he explained that the ferry
did not work after % p.. and that all the ferry men had gone
home and were now literally or metaphorically in the bosoms of
their families and there wasn’t the slightest chance of their ap-
pearing before 6 A.M. next morning. With that he walked back
into the block house.

This was the last straw and I was about to follow him with
some choice remarks in my mother tongue when he appeared
again and, to my surprise, remarked, “If monsieur would not mind
a paliasse for the night, I could accommodate him in the post and
perhaps provide a little dinner?” Never had a soft answer turn-
ed away wrath miore quickly. Forgotten were my horrid thoughts
on French administration in general and the absent ferry men in
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particular. I had had visions of spending the night hungry and
uncomfortable in the back of the old Ford with my strange com-
panions, a Jewish Rabbi and his servant.  Sanctified spiritually
the Rabbi may have been, but not with soap and water.

I had left Mosul early in the morning, expecting to be in
Deir-ez-Zor about tea time: I had taken the precaution of bring-
ing some sandwiches and a water bottle (military pattern) with
me. The Rabbi and his servant shared the back seat with 2
mountain of kit between them; I preferred the Mosulawi driver
as companion.

Before we started, I noticed the floor was littered with inner
tubes, many of them already heavily patched; so many of them in
fact were there that I took them to be part of the very mixed cargo
we were carrying. Later I discovered their purpose. After half
a dozen false starts, I thought we were really going to clear the
market place when I felt a tap on my shoulder and heard the
voice of the Rabbi’s servant saying in confidential tones: “Exguse
me, zir, but you will take zis for me in your case?” and with that
he tried to slip a little sealed box into my hands. Of all the brass
cheek. Without any explanation as to its contents he thought I
was going to smuggle some foul drug, or musk or jewelry into
Syria for him. In vain he pointed out that the customs author-
ities would never search the kit of a British Officer, or if they did,
would never break a sealed packet. All I had to say was that it
was “a little present for Madame” and they would understand. It
was all so simple; did I not understand? I didn’t, and I repeat-
ed my refusal in English, Urdu and French, followed by a mix-
ture of all three. I appealed to His Holiness in the back seat but,
beyond a non-commital murmur from the depths of his beard,
got little change out of him. In fact I was beginning to wonder
whether he was an interested party when the driver -decided mat-
ters by getting in to gear and chugging out of the serai.

We hadn’t gone 10 miles when there was a resounding pop
and the car swerved into some loose sand and came to a halt: the
driver switched off and unconcernedly garlanding himself with
one of the spare inners went round to the back of the car, got out
the jack and did the necessary. This procedure was repeated at
hourly intervals till we reached the frontier, where we were duly
challenged and required to report at the Customs. Itwasamid-
day in August and a very sleepy inspector looked at our passports
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and gave us documents to sign. I had no intention of arguing the
point but when he indicated the dotted line on a document that
was upside down, I jibbed. I wish his photo could have been
taken at that moment. Was he really illiterate, or did he think
I was trying to get at him? I shall never be certain. I presum-
ed the clerical party had got away with their sealed packet or else
bribed it through; anyway I had just got back into the car and
was throwing my raincoat over the back seat when the now fami-
liar voice remarked, “Exguse me zir,” and, without the faintest
sign of a blush extracted the packet from one of the pockets of
my coat. When I got my breath back, we had a good laugh—
what else could one do with such a man?

The car had only just got clear of the village where the Cus-
toms Post was situated when, crossing a small nala, we saw a man,
carrying a rifle, running towards us. Perhaps he wanted loot, or
perhaps only a lift. Anyway the driver waved him off, the Rabbi
shook his beard at him, the pickpocket said yalla and I added “no
room old son” and thought the matter finished when there was a
loud bang. This time it wasn’t a back tyre and it was quickly
followed by another and the bullet ricochetted off the radiator.
Fortunately the road in front was moderately good, the ruts being
not more than a foot deep, so the driver trod on the gas and the
cloud of dust we raised must have put up a useful smoke screen
and we had no further trouble from the gentleman behind.

From now on we ran for several hours between red-hot bould-
ers and deep ruts of sand: the old car stood it marvellously well
but eventually the inevitable happened and the cap of the radi-
ator blew off. The driver and I bent double and it was while I
was gazing at the floor boards that I noticed we had only two
inner tubes left; in other words we could only enjoy another
couple of bursts. After the radiator had stopped pretending to
be a geyser, we all got out and the driver emptied the last chagal
of water into it to make up for some of the water lost: I pulled
the cork out of my water-bottle and inserted a finger; the water
would have done nicely for shaving, so I virtuously offered it to
the radiator. The next two hours passed without incident, except
that we were all developing a raging thirst and it was with a cry
of relief, nearly equal to Xenophon’s “Thalassa, Thalassa,” that
we came over a ridge and saw the Euphrates just below us. At
the same moment there was a familiar pop but nothing could
stop us now and we bumped down the slope to the water’s edge
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The water was grey and thick, full of suspended matter
commonly known as mud and was only a few degrees cooler than
our bodies—but it was wet. I thought of chlorination, filtration
and pot. permang. and all the horrors of coccis, cholera and the
typhoid group, but none of them stopped me. The only precau-
tion I used was to take out my whisky flask and hope that a 509,
mixture would kill the germs—it did, and me too nearly.

It was from this point that we ran alongside the east bank
of the river till we reached the ferry post opposite Deir-ez-Zor.

F. M.
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SOME IMPRESSIONS OF THE BLITZ
By Captain G. R. W, BeaL

“And gentlemen in England now abed . .. .”

There was no real reason, or perhaps to put it better, there
was no absolute urgency to go to town, but as the oldest inhabi-
tant had so succinctly put it in the pub the evening before, “We
can’t let that there ’itler stop us doing ordinary things.”

My first contact with the blitz came at a neighbouring town
ir the shape of a little rat-faced, shifty looking man, who, as the
train pulled out from that station, said to the carriage at large,
“We can't stick it ye know.”

The conversation in the carriage stopped, and its inhabi-
tants regarded the shifty looking man uncomfortably. He was
obviously not a West-country man and, perhaps, therefore, to be
classified as a foreigner. Then, just as the conversation was about
to start again (for we talk more in our railway carriages now), he
reiterated his remark. Again there was a silence. Then a young-
ish woman sitting beside him opened her mouth:

“Can’t stick wot?” she said.

Her tone was almost belligerent.

“This ‘ere bombing,” he said. “Lost me ’ouse I ‘ave.

The carriage made noises of sympathy and seemed prepared
to leave it at that; but not so the little lean man.

“T’ain’t worth it, ye know,” he said. “T’ain’t right. Can’t
ask people to put up with this sort of thing.”

A man—sitting in the far corner, who up till then had been
playing with a little girl, took his pipe out of his mouth and
surveyed the man critically.

“You're English, aren’t you ” he said.

“Yus,” was the reply, “wot of it ”

“Well,” said the quiet man, “I think we will be able to stick
what the Spaniards stuck in Barcelona, and a bit more. I admit
I have not seen any of it yet, but if I know my fellow country-
men at 2ll, which I think I do, Hitler is going to get nothing out
of this show,

“That’s all very well,” said the other, *but I tell you
London won’t stick it, and it ain’t right to ask ’em to.”
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The man in the corner stirred uneasily.

“What would you have thought,” he said, “if the lads at

Dunkirk had turned round half way through the show and said
that ”

“I ain’t no perishing soldier. I ain’t bloomin’ well going to
be. Anyway, wot’s it got to do with you?”

The other sighed gently, and gathering the little girl from
the seat opposite him, and removing some suitcases from the racks,

he opened the door of the carriage and piloted the party into the
corridor.

“The air, I think,” he said, “will be fresher out here.” And
he left.

Thus ended the episode of the first and last Englishman I
met who could not take it.

The next realisation of the blitz was when we stopped and
sat in the train for over an hour and a half outside a suburban
junction. The third realisation when on arrival at the junction
we were told that a London station was out of action. Enquiries
about return trains and kindred matters delayed me for some
ten minutes on the station after the train got in, and my fellow
passengers had all gone their several ways when I left the station.

I walked down the exit steps to the road side by side with
a Tommy in battle dress. As we did so it struck me that there
was something odd, something missing, something un-London-
like about it all. As we started to cross the road I suddenly
realised what it was. All the traffic had stopped, and apart from
a couple of people who were running quite rapidly along the
pavement towards us there was not a soul to be seen.  Just at
that moment there came the sound overhead of aeroplane
engines, and in foolish and idle curiosity I turned to look at
them. As I did so one of the planes broke formation and seemed
to dive direct at the station itself. I am afraid my reflexes were
not working very quickly. I was just preparing to stand and
gape, when a hefty smack in the back propelled me across the
road and under an archway, and I realised that Thomas Atkins
was shouting in my ear all sorts of encouragement to head for
cover because the “beggar was a Bosche”

From beyond the archway a voice called to us, “In here, in
here.” And we nipped across a small eourtyard and down a flight
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of steps towards a doorway which was marked “Shelter,” at the
door of which was an A. R. P. warden calling to us. The steps
were rather steep and I was preparing to take my time negotiat-
ing them when somewhere behind us was one of the most colossal
crashes I have ever heard in my life. The warden ducked:
Thomas Atkins said a few of those things that only Thomas
Atkins can say on these occasions; and I arrived inside the shel-
ter with my coat tails almost up the back of my neck. My pro-
gress was stopped by a large and odoriferous gentleman who had
obviously not washed for many moons, but who had a particular-
ly genial and unperturbed smile.

“Come in out of the rain, ducky,” he said, “or you’re likely
to get wet.”

Inside the shelter were all sorts and conditions of people,
but I saw absolutely no sign of panic. Indeed one little incident
is perhaps significant of the attitude of these people to the whole
business. The way into the shelter was open, and possessed no
form of barricade to stop blast or splinters from a bomb should
it fall directly in front of the doorway. A young fellow noticed
this, and also noticed that a girl who was sitting on the end of
one of the benches was in the direct line for any such blast or
splinter. . Getting up from where he was sitting he went across
to her and said, “I think you had better have my seat. It’s a
bit draughty where you are.”

She looked at him for a moment, then at the doorway, and

then realising quite what sort of a draught he implied, shook her
head.

“That,” he said, “is quite silly,” and picking her up quietly
bundled her into his seat and sat fairly and squarely on that
which she had left.

As one does on these occasions, people talked in rather
hushed voices, and when the all-clear at last sounded the sudden
spontaneous roar of London coming to life again reminded me
most forcibly of “In Town To-night” on the wireless, when the
-announcer says “Carry on London.”

‘When we emerged from the shelter, which everybody did
‘as fast as they could in order to catch buses, trams, etc. and get
home for tea. The first sight that met our eyes was really
humorous.  Sitting on the pavement outside the station, their
slouch hats on the back of their heads, their feet in the gutter,
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smoking, and playing chukey stones, were about fifty or sixty
Australian soldiers, whose one concern in life seemed to be to
find out from everybody who passed, if a %6 bus ran anywhere
round there. Apparently they have been there all the time!

Night was spent in a flat in a garden square, where I found
myself a sort of unofficial lord of a minor harem. The two bright
young things, one of them married by the way, who normally
inhabited the flat had been reinforced by a third, and no sooner
had I arrived than they propounded to me the day’s great prob-
lem. Namely, should we feed then and there before the evening
blitz started, or should we transport to the basement with us some
form of cold support, or should we leave the supper on the table
in the flat and dash up between bombs and see what we could do
about it. Disliking consuming a meal at its wrong time intense-
ly, and not being as agile as I used to be, and also quite frankly
not really being prepared to argue for my supper with a thousand-
kilo bomb, I plumped for the middle course. We were in the
middle of our preparations for our basement picnic when the even-
ing alert went, as the harem plaintively complained, an hour
carly. I must say we made a picturesque gathering. Myself in
a gent’s natty suiting, less collar, tie and coat (for I knew only too
well the agonies of trying to sleep in them) over which I had pull-
ed a Free Forester sweater, the property of my hostess’s husband;
the harem in various forms of beach pyjamas and corduroy bags
of rainbow hue, and in one case I must say positively devastating
cut. On top of each member’s head was balanced the blankets,
eiderdowns, pillows, etc., with which they intended to make their
night’s rest as comfortable as possible, while any spare arms,
elbows, and even teeth, were used to manhandle the baskets of
provender. ‘

Apparently our preparations for the night had taken such a
time that when we arrived in the room provided in the basement
for the tenants of the flat to use it was full. Various muffled and
surly looking figures were deeply ensconced in every sofa or arm-
chair, and the legs stretched forth from the same sofas or arm-
chairs occupied every vacant foot of floor space. Finally a large
notice saying “No smoking” decided us to try the passage outside.
Here we packed down like sardines. One of the harem ensconc-
ed herself on a somewhat rickety settee, the two others and my-
self giving a somewhat somnulent version of the thorn between
two roses. First we ate supper, and then on my suggestion the

D



'34H Some Impressions of the Blitz

party tried to settle down for the night. Here I found I had the
bulge on the harem. Years spent sleeping on charpoys, camp
beds, and nullah beds had accustomed my frame to sleeping where
and when it was laid down. The roses, it must be confessed,
were a blamed nuisance. First of all they wanted to talk. Second-
ly they seemed utterly unable to lie on the same side for more
than thirty seconds put together. Thirdly, one of them, the mar-
ried one, when she did get to sleep kicked like a mule. Fourth-
ly the lady on the settee was under the impression that every bang
she heard was a bomb, and quite failed to realise that three-quar-
ters of the noise going on was one of our own anti-aircraft guns
that was situated not too far away and whose crew must have put
up very nearly a record for the number of shells in the air at the
same time. Indeed, firm action had to be taken with this lady,
who was not in the least panicstruck but insisted on keeping
aloud a tally of the bombs dropped for her own edification. The
steps taken to reduce her to a sense of the correct behaviour in
communal shelters will not be divulged.

One thing that did strike me, for the short period that I was
awake during the night when bombs were falling, was the amaz-
ing promptitude with which police cars, and I presume A.F.S.
and A.R.P. personnel, were getting to the scene of trouble. Hard-
ly did a bomb fall before one heard a whistle, and the drone of
a car heading in the direction of the crash. The organisation
must be superb.

The “All-Clear” coincided with dawn, and the first thing I
did was to open the sitting room windows and walk out on to the
balcony. It was a greyvish dawn, and had been raining slightly,
I looked about to see what damage had been done. At one time
it had certainly sounded as if bombs had fallen all round us, yet
look as I would I could not find a single brick out of place. Down
below in the street a black cat was disconsolately washing his face.
Further along the road a horse and cart, a delivery van of some
sort, was proceeding at a steady amble. All was peace.

Returning inside I went to see how the harem were faring.
From the bathroom came the sounds of song; evidently one of the
ladies believed in having a bath whatever happened during the
night. From the kitchen came the pungent and crisp smell of
frying bacon. From the room at the far end of the flat a vision
appeared in dressing gown and pyjamas, who announced that the
programme was ‘breakfast and then sleep. I gave the harem full
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marks for breakfast. Not only were the sausages and the bacon
superbly done, but one would hardly have recognised in the em-
bryo film stars who surrounded the table, clad I must say almost
disconcertingly transparently, the rather dishevelled and some-
what sleepy-eyed lasses which the “All-Clear” had disclosed.

That really finishes this story of the blitz, but one little anec-
dote of the aftermath of that night may be amusing. The city
branch of the Westminster Bank had every window in the place
blown in that night. At ten o’clock next morning workmen were
busy repairing the damage with new glass. And that was the
spirit I found all over London. '
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THE OPERATIONS IN THE SOUTHERN DESERT, IRAQ,
1927-28

By Captain W. J. M. SpAIGHT.

The operations carried out in the Southern Desert of Iraq
from November 1927 to June 1928, to repel raiders from Nadj,
are of interest because they were brought to a successful conclu-
sion by the offensive action of the air arm alone. The enemy
was similar in characteristics to the Pathan of the North West
Frontier of India and the terrain resembled that over which our
forces are now operating in the Middle East. Military considera-
tions were secondary to political. While the operations were
themselves of minor importance, had they not been carried out
effectively Iraq might have been faced with a large-scale invasion
from Nadj.

The writer’s sole justification for this article is that he had
the good fortune to be employed as a pilot with No. 70 Squadron
R.AF. throughout the operations.

Events leading up to the Operations

The Southern Desert of Iraq has always given trouble to the
rulers of Mesopotamia. The desert stretches South and West
from the Fuphrates valley right across Arabia. For a distance of
about goo miles south of the towns of Samawah and Nasiriyeh on
the Euphrates there are no permanent dwellings. During the
winter months, after the rains, there is grazing for animals and
water in hollows all over the area. The desert is then visited by
nomadic tribes. In the hot weather, when all pools and nallahs
dry up, water is only found in occasional deep wells, grazing is
non-existent and the Arab only travels for necessity or loot. On
account of the shortage of water, when the frontier with Nadj was
demarcated, a neutral zone was left in the extreme south which
contains most of the wells in the area, in order that the inhabitants
of both countries could have free access to the water.

The tribes on the fringe of the Euphrates valley are semi-
nomadic and in winter move out into the desert to graze their
flocks. While in the desert they have, normally, in the past had
to pay money to the desert tribes to gain immunity from raids.
On return to the settled districts they have objected to paying
taxes to a government which could not protect them. At times
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the desert tribes have actually carried out large raids into the
cultivated lands of Mesopotamia proper.

The Turkish government attempted to control the desert
border by the establishment of forts some way out into the desert,
but they were never successful and after the loss of some forts
abandoned the scheme. When the British government took over
the mandate of Mesopotamia they formed a Camel corps, circa
1922, for the protection of the Southern desert, but this was des-
troyed by the tribes. For some years no definite steps were taken
to ensure the security of Iraq inhabitants in the southern desert.
I 1925 a small fort was built, and occupied by the Iraq Army, at
Abu Ghar, but this only guarded a small sector of the frontier.

The rise to power of Ibn Sa’ud, the Wahabi Sheik of Riyadh,
altered the situation. Since 191g this chief had been .engaged
in a continuous war of conquest, the climax of which was the
capture of Mecca in 1926. During this period he had gained
control of almost the whole of the Arabian peninsula. A large
force of fanatical tribesmen, called the ‘Akhwan’—a military
brotherhood—were the basis of Ibn Sa’ud’s army. The Akhwan
are austere Muslims who look upon Sunni and Shiah alike as
heretics. The sole object of the Akhwan was war, and unless Ibn
Sa’ud could keep them at war it was quite possible that they
would get out of hand. In an endeavour to settle them on the
land Ibn Sa’ud placed the Akhwan in colonies on his borders.
The colonists of the Mutair tribe soon started raids against the
Iraq nomads in the Southern Desert. Efforts by the British and
Iraq governments to settle the matter through diplomatic chan-
nels with Ibn Sa’ud failed. In 1924 it was decided that a new
post, farther south than Abu Ghar, would be more effective and a
Fort was commenced at Busaiya, where there were some import-
ant wells frequently used by raiders.

On the zth November 1927 this post was attacked by a body
of Mutair Akhwan, whose chief was Faisul ad Dawish. The post
was almost completed but had not been garrisoned. The sole
occupants were ten Iraq policemen and about twelve workmen.
The attack was launched after dark, the fort gates were open and
some of the men were sleeping outside. All the occupants were
killed and mutilated; amongst the dead was a woman, who was
also mutilated. One of the policemen had been visiting a near-
by encampment at the time of the attack; he at once fled towards
the Iraq Army post at Abu Ghar, about 3o miles away. This man
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brought the news of the attack next day; and a wireless message
was sent to Shaibah but aircraft failed to locate the raiders, who
had crossed the border by this time.

Killing of women is most unusual in Arabian tribal warfare
and mutilation of women almost without precedent. Shortly
afterwards some Iraqi shepherds were killed by raiders in the
neutral zone and their dead bodies thrown down wells. The foul-
ing of water is also most unusual in the desert. This pointed to
a particularly bitter feeling among the Akhwan. The attack on
the fort was a definite challenge to the Iraq government and
operations had to be undertaken to establish the situation.

Forces Avatlable

In November 1927 the defence of Iraq was the responsibility
of the Air Officer Commanding. Ground forces had been reduced
until only one battalion of Indian Infantry, the Iraq Army and
the Iraq Levies remained. No serious trouble had occurred in
the country for some years and the Air Force strength had recently
been reduced by three squadrons. The following Roval Air Force
units only were available:

No. 6 (A.C) Squadron (Bristol Fighters) at Mosul.

No. 30 (B) Squadron (D.H. g-A) at Hinaidi.

No. 55 (B) Squadron (D.H. g-A) at Hinaidi.

No. 70 (B) Squadron (Victorias and at Hinaidi.
Vernons)

No. 84 (B) Squadron (D.H. g-A) at Hinaidi.

In addition there were sections of R.A.F. Armoured Cars
(Rolls Royce), stationed at Basra, Hinaidi, Kirkuk and Mosul.

The Iraq Levies were stationed in the hill country on the
North and North-East frontiers. The Iraq Army was not equip-
ped to maintain large forces in the desert. The one Indian In-
fantry battalion (3/5th Mahratta Light Infantry) was stationed
at Hinaidi. The situation in the Mosul district was unsettled,
where Sheikh Ahmed of Barzan was threatening to give trouble.*

It was thus necessary to leave No. 6 Squadron and some Armour-
ed Car sections at Mosul.

The striking force was therefore reduced to three R.AF.
Squadrons (Nos. 3o, 55 & 84), to be supplied by No. %0 Squadron
and supported by about four sections of Armoured Cars. The

* Operations were undertaken against Ahmed of Barzan about
five years later.
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Jraq Army was available to garrison all posts of a semi-permanent
nature. No. go Squadron was kept in reserve and was only em-
ployed in the operations for a short period in the spring of 1928.

First Phase. sth November 1927—S8th January 1928

On receipt of the news of the massacre at Busaiya, No. 84
Squadron was moved to Abu Ghar and supplied by aircraft of No.
70 Squadron, operating from Shaibah. Armoured cars were sent
to Busaiya and coolies were flown out by 70 Squadron to complete
the fort. Active patrolling of the southern desert was carried out
by 84 Squadron. Diplomatic negotiations were entered into with
Ibn Sa'ud. Aircraft were forbidden to cross the border into Nadj.
Steps were taken to withdraw Iraq tribes away from the border,
in order to make the identification of enemy raiding parties easier.
The tactics of the Akhwan, at this period, were to 'approach the
border riding camels, perhaps two men to a camel, leading horses.
At convenient wells, near the Iraq frontier, they would leave their
camels, under a small guard, and mounted on horses carry out a
swift raid into Irag. They frequently travelled by night to avoid
air observation. Knowing that they were safe across the border,
they sometimes halted to rest either before or after the raid at a
camp just inside Nadj.

It soon became obvious that Ibn Sa’ud had either no desire
to stop his Akhwan raiding into Iraq or that he had no con-
trol over them. This led the British government to authorise
more active measures and permission was given to pursue raiders,
found in Iraq territory, across the border. Steps were taken to
concentrate a force nearer the frontier. During this phase in the
operations several small raids were intercepted and engaged.

Second Phase. 8th January 1928—June 1928

The force so concentrated was called ‘Akforce” The Head-
quarters were located at Ur Junction, on the Baghdad-Basra rail-
way. Two forward bases were established at Busaiya and Nugrat
Salman. No. 7o Squadron was stationed at Ur, 84 Squadron at
Nugrat Salman and 55 Squadron at Busaiya. Both Nugrat Salman
and Busaiya were protected by two sections of R.A.F. Armoured
Cars. Busaiya Fort, now completed, was garrisoned by the Iraq
Army, which had been flown out. .

The Iraq side of the border was now fairly clear of tribesmen
grazing their flocks but on the far side the Nadj tribes were still
scattered along the whole frontier. Before effective action could
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be taken against raiding parties, forming or resting, just across
the border, it was necessary to clear the whole area of its peaceful
occupants. Warning notices were dropped on all encampments
ordering them to withdraw to a distance of four days march from
the border. When these notices were not obeved warning bombs
were dropped near the camp and in a few cases it was necessary to
machine gun a few of their animals. No personnel were injured
and in the space of a few days a large area on both sides of the
border was clear of tents.

The border was divided into two zones. The Western zone
was patrolled by 84 Squadron from Nugrat Salman and
the Eastern zone by 55 Squadron from Busaiya. All supplies,
petrol, bombs, ammunition and spare parts for these two Squad-
rons were flown out, from Railhead at Ur, by 70 Squadron. A
perimeter camp was constructed at Nugrat Salman, which was in
time protected by a double-apron barbed wire fence, and garri-
soned by the Irag Army. This post was later partly supplied by
road, Ford Vans operating from Samawah. A small Fort was
afterwards built at Nugrat Salman.

The first big raid came in late January, aircraft of 35 Squad-
ron locating them at Al Riki, on the Batin, on the 29th January.
This raid was attacked by both 55 and 84 Squadrons on several
occasions on the goth January, considerable casualties being in-
flicted. The raiders had penetrated deep into Kuwait territory,
had been attacked by the Sheik of Kuwait who had sent a force
out in taxis and motors commandeered in Kuwait City, and were
actually on their way back when located by our aircraft. The
Sheikh of Kuwait had inflicted casualties on the raiders and had
forced them to abandon some looted animals, but, unfortunately,
one Kuwait car had run into an ambush and all its occupants
had been killed before they could de-bus.

This raid brought out the desirability of carrying out recon-
naissances over Kuwait, which until then had been considered
outside the sphere of operations. Permission was obtained from
the British government to operate over Kuwait and from Febru-
ary onwards patrols were carried out over Kuwait.

During attacks on this raid on the goth January an aircraft
of 84 Squadron was shot down, with a bullet through: the radia-
tor, within 400 yds. of the raiders. The Flight Commander (FL.-
Lt. J. F. T. Barrett) at once landed beside the disabled machine
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and picked up the pilot*, who had been flying solo. Several of
the enemy were within a few paces of the aircraft, running for-
ward and firing, as it took off.

Information was now received that large parties of Akhwan
and other Nadj tribesmen, rumoured to number as many as 140,000
were massing for an attack on Irag. H.M.S. Emerald, a modern
Light Cruiser on the East Indies station, was ordered to proceed
to Kuwait, where a landing party was put ashore. A Company
of the 3/sth Mahratta Light Infantry was sent to Ur Junction in
an Armoured Train. The Gulf Sloops, H.M.S. Lupin and
H.M.S. Crocus, also proceeded to Kuwait.

Preliminary steps were taken to reinforce the Iraq garrison,
if necessary, from overseas.

Low cloud for several days hampered air reconnaissance and,
though intelligence reports of an advancing raid came in, it was
not located till the 1gth February at Jiribiyat, near Jarishan.
This raiding party was attacked by both 35 and 84 Squadrons on
the 1gth, 20th and 21st February. Casualties were inflicted on
the raiders on all three days but, unfortunately, one pilot of 55
Squadron was lost. He had been flying solo, was shot down in
the middle of a party of enemy and killed on the ground, while
fighting with his pistol.  This occurred when all the machines
of both units were scattered, carrying out low bombing and
machine gun attacks. His body was brought back by FL Lt.
Barrett of 84 Squadron. This officer located the machine and
saw the body of the pilot lying on the ground, surrounded by
tribesmen. FIl. Lt. Barrett had expended all his ammunition
and bombs but he at once dived on the enemy several times,
scattering them to cover. He then flew low round the machine
and ascertained that there was no sign of life in the pilot. FIL.
Lt. Barret then flew to Shaibah, replenished his ammunition
and returned to the disabled machine. By this time the tribes-

ten had retired; he landed and took the body of the pilot back
to Shaibah in his aircrafe.f

On the 21st February Armoured Cars, which had been sent to-
wards Al Hafar in an endeavour to intercept the raiders, captured
an Akhwan, who had been wounded by aircraft action.

* The pilot was P/O R. Kellett, now W/Cdr Kellett, led the non-
stop flight to Australia in 1938, and who has recently been decorated
for leading raids against Germany.

+Arms are plentiful in Arabia, imported from the Continent
through Muscat and other ports. Many come from Belgium.

I For this and many similar deeds, such as the rescue of P/O
Kellett, F1. Lt. Barrett was awarded the D.S.O.






