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THE LAND OF LOST CAUSES

ASK your interest in a land
of weird fascinations, strange
geography,peculiar enthnol-
ogy,abnormal history and un-
usual civilization; where the
past is living and the present
dead; where big is little and
good is bad; where women
work while men sleep; where bottom is top
and last is first; where vice is virtue, a sin-
ner a saint; where the worst is best and the
best is bad; where decadence is progress and
begins with birth.

Everything runs east and west, the moun-
tains, the rivers, the valleys, the plains, the
lakes, the deserts and shorelands, making an
isthmus from eastto west two hundred miles
wide by a thousand miles long, flanked on one
side by a sea whose dangerous coast the
ancients feared, and on the other by a desert
still unconquered.
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Zaghouan’s sun-tipped, snowy peak
marked the eastern entrance of this path-
way to Sidi Okba and the pillars of Hercu-
les, the western exit for Gebel Terek.

It is of the continent of Africa, but less
African than Louisiana; it-almost touches
Europe at its extremities, but is less Euro-
pean than Illinois; its eastern end is more
than a thousand miles from Asia, but it is
more Asiatic than Asia. Of the twenty-six
hundred years which have elapsed since Di-
do’s landing furnished inspiration for poet,
painter, and orator, it has during eighteen
hundred years been governed by Asiatics.
Though Spaniards predominate in the west,
Ttalians in the east, and the French be-
tween, still eleven of the twelve million
inhabitants are Asiatic in race or civiliza-
tion. Arabs in the desert, Moors in the city,
Berbers in the mountains, and Jews in the
market place, they are always Asiatics.

The desert Arab is a degenerate gipsy,
with the rags of a plantation negro, the habits
of a red Indian, and the ambitions of a Mexi-
can peon; but he, as well as his cousin, the
city Moor, is a stately figure, with an inscru-
table countenance, walking as one likes to
think the prophets of old walked before God,
but with a carnation tucked behind his ear,
and a set of checkers in his pocket.

One day in the desert south of Biskra,
we walked far from our carriage, until we
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came upon a half-dozen Arab tents spread
in a shallow valley between low hills of sand.
A stately Arab responded to my salutation,
and when I asked if we could visit him, said
“Qui.”’ He asked the women to restrain a
flock of vicious dogs, and we entered his
tent. It waslow, of coarse cloth, with brush
and weeds around the edges. My wife sat
on a battered treasure chest, and I with the
patriarch on the ground. Six women, ten
children, and many dogs crowded in a pro-
miscuous mass about the entrance. I asked
him many questions about Arab life, the
deserts, the contents of the tent, and to all he
gravely answered, ‘‘Oui,”” ‘““ou,”” “‘oui.’’
The contents of the tent looked about like
the contents of the storage end of a tumbled
down barn on a third-rate farm, just before
the spring cleaning. They had in the tent
six kids, each with its head through a large
loop on a rope, and one of them he detached
to amuse my wife. After we had exhausted
his hospitality, or at least our desire for it,
we left, and when I gave this modern Ab-
raham fifty cents he received it, and bowed
us out of his settlement with princely
dignity. Dignity is as common with Arabs
as graft with American politicians. My Arab
friend, Kairallah Ben Mustapha, of Tunis,
saysthat the desert Arabs are intensely spiri-
tual, that they live in the desert where the
sky comes down close to the earth, and
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where God seems to be very near, and hence,
he says, they are speculative, meditative and
spiritual, instead of practical and worldly.
Well, it may be so.

Yousef Rachid, a bright little French-
speaking Moor in Algiers, took us into his
home. We passed through a wide, richly
carved ancient doorway, into a dark and
slimy corridor. At one side was a dungeon-
like first floor room, in the center of which
was squatting, at an open fire on the floor,
a dismal wretch who was described by You-
sef as a Kabyle who had rented this dark
chamber for his city residence. We climbed
up several flights of stairways and passed
along hanging balconies about a central
court until we reached a bright, clean little
apartment, and met Yousef’s mother and
sister, unveiled, and much as we might have
met any stranger. Yousef brought out and
showed us his white gandoura, which he
proudly told us his sister had made, and he
was about to wear for the first time on some
festal occasion.

When we called on Kairallah, my wife
visited his wife, while I visited with him in a
separateroom. Mrs. Kairallahwasinterested
in the nature and cost of Mrs. Parker’s rai-
ment. She thought Chicago was somewhere
near Berlin, and expressed a half-horrified
delight at the suggestion of walking abroad
unveiled amongst men. She had a wonder-
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ful view over Tunis, the bay, and Carthage,
a cultivated husband, two bright little chil-
dren, but a mind empty of even the first fruits
of female modernism.

The Berber lives in his stone hut in the
mountains, just as and where the Pheenicians
found him, unconquered, and his race is one
of the purest in the western world, for suc-
cessive invasions have swept around, but
never wholly engulfed him, though the lan-
guage, religion, and civilization of Arabia
have made him their own.

The Jew accepts this land as if it were
his native Palestine. In Tunis alone there
are fifty thousand Jews, and they constitute
about fifteen per cent of the population of
the large cities. Here the Jewish women fat-
ten themselves and toaccentuate the effect of
obesity wear tall peaked caps, bare the lower
iimbs, and wrap awealth of clothing about the
belt line. They are the only civilized women
known to me who are proud of being fat.

A negro newsboy in Biskra tried to sell
me a copy of the London Times for ten
cents, then for five cents, then for one cent,
and then he offered to give it to me. When
1 paraphrased for him the advice about
taking gifts from the Greeks, he offered to
pay me five cents for taking it, and, drawing
himself up proudly, looked over the group
of Arab and other bootblacks with whom
he was surrounded, and said, ‘‘Je suis
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negre,’’— and that was the first time I ever
saw anegrowhowasreally proud of being cne,
They too are Mohammedan and Asiatic.

Modern sanitary regulations are a farce,
and there are no microbes, for if it were
otherwise these crowded populations who
live, work and walk, traffic and eat in mar-
kets or streets with vaulted roofs, or where
the houses almost meet overhead, and the
sewers run midway, would have been dead
long ago, whereas in point of fact their death
rate is very low.

For twelve hundred years this land has
been and still is Asiatic-—the only place out-
side of Asia where Asia has successfully
planted and maintained a large colony. Such
are the peoples of northern Africa. Now for
their history.

North Africa has had occasional native
princes, like Jugurtha, Juba, and Massinissa,
always confined to particular localities, and
their dynasties usually have been short lived
and invariably dependent; but it seems al-
ways to have been really governed by some
foreign military power.

When the land emerges from the prehis-
toricperiod, itisinthe possession of the Phee-
nicians, who had numerous cities along the
coast, and dominated the whole land, al-
though they never really conquered it. The
Romans succeeded them, ruled Africa for
nearly six hundred years, and early in their
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occupation established the Third Legion at
the city of Tebessa, one hundred and ninety
miles southwest of Carthage. Laterthat Le-
gion was established at Lembese, a hundred
miles farther west. Six roads were concen-
trated on Lembese, and nine on Tebessa, and
by these roads and that Legion the Romans
ruled North Africa.

Genseric crossed from Spain, and in one
short year conquered theland, and the Van-
dals ruled it for one hundred years. Belisa~
rius reconquered it for Constantinople, and
the Greek Empire ruled it for a century.
The Arabs quickly conquered the land and
maintained themselves until the year 1519
A.D. The Turks then took and ruled Africa
by a military caste until about 1830, when
the French arrived. ,

We have noticed that the Third Roman
Legion, stationed at Lambese, ruled north-
ern Africa for centuries. Within six miles
of the remains of the vast Roman Officers’
Club, which rise in the midst of the ruins of
Lambese, is Batna, a walled Arab town, the
camp of a French army corps, which rules
Africato-day, justasits Roman predecessor
ruled fifteen hundred years ago.

Has any other great section of the earth’s
surface such a unique history?

‘What isstillmore astonishing about North
Africa is that each succeeding civilization
obliterates the traces of its predecessor.
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Although the Punic nation had established
a splendid civilization in northern Africa,
when Carthage was overcome the Romans
allowed almost nothing of that civilization
to remain. To-day there seems to be less
of Punic traces in northern Africa than of
Etruscan remains about Rome.

Roman civilization well-nigh reached its
summit in northern Africa. That vast region
is a museum. Monuments, statues, foun-
tains, temples, columns, arches, theaters,
coliseums, catacombs, harbors, highways,
aqueducts, water cisterns, baths, houses,
whole cities, and other evidences of Roman
splendor, are to be.seen everywhere in the
wildest profusion. There are baths which
rival those of Rome, arches as perfect as
those of the Eternal City, a coliseum insome
respects superior to that at the capital, and
mosaics so abundant that instead of sur-
rounding them with brass rails, or covering
them with glass, or mounting them on the
wall, or permitting some miscreant to make
a living by covering them with sand and
then sweeping it away to give the traveler
a view, the people of Africa and the tour-
ists walk on them as did their predecessors
fifteen and eighteen hundred yeats ago.

‘When the Arabs arrived they completely
obliterated this Roman splendor. They dis-
carded the sites of the old Roman cities.
They never occupied Timgad. They built
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