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      One virtue of the 
      Conquest books, in retrospect, is that they were written with detachment.
      
     
      They comprise an imperial narrative that seemed, two-plus decades ago, to be comfortable consigned to a 
      Boy’s Own past.
      
     
      They were also written for fun.
      
     
      At the time I was engaged in a serious academic study of the French army in the run-up to war in 1914.
      1 In the process of researching a chapter on the French colonial army, I made the acquaintance of Hubert Lyautey, Theodore Pein, deranged sultans, conniving diplomats, ruthless soldiers, camel-riding subalterns—material simply too good to restore to the archives.
      
     
      The rest, as the saying goes, is history—that of France, imperialism, even my own.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      Or so it seemed.
      
     
      Admittedly, even in the 1970s, once-occupied countries struggled to assimilate the legacies of imperialism, and crocodiles of immigrants from what was referred to as the “Third World” trickled into Europe and North America.
      
     
      But while the presence of peoples of non-Western cultures and religions triggered nativist reactions on the margins—I remember, for instance, the predictions of British Conservative MP Enoch Powell that “rivers of blood” would flow between immigrants and native British—the new arrivals were hardly regarded as security threats.
      
     
      The tone was definitely upbeat, even triumphalist.
      
     
      The comfortable “globalist” assumption was that these gatherings of exiled “Orientals” would be seduced and assimilated by the wealth, freedom, intellectual creativity, and dynamism of the “West” A similar path to prosperity and modernization based on free-market capitalism and democracy would spark an epidemic of political stability and economic success across the globe.
      
     
      Japan, South Korea, Taiwan, Singapore, and Malaysia appeared to be early beneficiaries.
      
     
      Imperialism was assumed to be an artifact consigned to the vault of history.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      Of course, the wars in Indochina, Algeria, and eventually Afghanistan; interventions in the Congo, Biafra, and elsewhere in Africa; and countless counter-insurgency operations in South and Central America were denounced on the Left as “neo” versions of the same old phenomenon.
      
     
      France had a particularly hard time discarding its colonial past for several
      
     
     
      reasons: for a country in a power slide at least since the defeat of Napoleon at Waterloo, and certainly since the unification of Germany in 1871, colonies were viewed by important sections of the armed services, the foreign intelligence community, state-sponsored oil companies, colonial lobbies aggressively represented in the French Chamber of Deputies, and a vocal settler community in North Africa as a means through which France could protract its global influence.
      
     
      Even intellectuals, while they might deplore some of the more disagreeable methods of French imperial presence, assumed that, as a mechanism for spreading French language and culture, the net outcomes of French Power projection were beneficial.
      
     
      But Paris refused to sustain this Gallic crusader vision in the wreckage of its post-1945 reputation.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      With the possible exception of Indochina, nowhere was evidence of an increasing resentment of French rule more apparent than in the Maghreb, where the fall of France in 1940, followed by the Anglo-American invasion of French North Africa in November 1942, accelerated momentum toward independence that was already gaining speed before World War II.
      
     
      Allied leaders, including Franklin Roosevelt and Winston Churchill, in Morocco for the January 1943 Casablanca Conference, treated the Sultan of Morocco as the leader of a sovereign nation, much to the chagrin of the French.
      
     
      The assertiveness of the hitherto fractured Moroccan nationalist movement—which had the clear support of Mohammed V, the participation of 80,000 Moroccan soldiers in some of the toughest Mediterranean combat of World War II, and increasing popular restiveness that culminated in the sultan’s 1953 exile—proved that France’s grip on Morocco was feeble.
      
     
      The kicker, however, was the Algerian War, which erupted on November 1, 1954.
      
     
      With too many bases to cover, Paris formally terminated its Moroccan Protectorate in February 1956 so that it could concentrate on Algeria.
      
     
      Spanish leader General Francisco Franco threw in the towel two months later, uniting the Riff with the south.
      
     
      “Internationalized” Tangier and shards of occupied Morocco like Tarfaya and Ifni were gradually reclaimed by the sultan.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      But, for all of their pain and death, these were 
      fin d’empire struggles that European and American populations found disturbing, anachronistic, and ultimately intolerable.
      
     
      In the end, France’s retreat from empire appeared inevitable, the acknowledgment that Western powers had to respect Wilsonian “self-determination” as exemplified in the Atlantic Charter or concede a huge propaganda victory to the Communist bloc.
      
     
      The confident
      
     
     
      paternalism anchored in a sense of Western superiority reinforced, on occasion, by religious conviction that underpinned the nineteenth-century imperial mission had been mortally wounded in World War I, and given its coup de grce in World War II.
      
     
      Sure, post-imperial victimologists in Africa, Asia, and the Middle East continued to blame their failures on the legacies of colonial rule as their countries slithered toward chaos.
      
     
      Those who had chosen the false path of dictatorship and command economies were quick to denounce every assertion of first-world self-interest as proof that you could take the West out of the business of imperialism, but you could not take the imperialism out of the West.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      Rhetoric and gamesmanship aside, however, the stories I recount in these volumes appeared as period pieces, sagas of outsized characters engaged in an intensely nationalistic competition for prideful and ambitious ends.
      
     
      They justified the requirement to seize some coveted piece of real estate with bogus economic and strategic arguments, or utilized deliberate acts of deception and subterfuge to preempt nonexistent “threats” from European rivals or local potentates.
      
     
      The combat that resulted from imperial incursions would today be called “asymmetric,” battles between relatively well-armed Western attackers and often courageous but overmatched coalitions of native resistors lacking a sense of nationhood to sustain them in defeat, or to inform, guide, and unify a strategy of resistance.
      
     
      In telling these stories, I excavated the mentalities, the social mores, and the racial hierarchies of the past like a played-out mine, good yet for a nugget or two.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      But that was then.
      
     
      According to Marx, history repeats itself as farce.
      
     
      Marx was talking about 1848 Paris, when the descendents of Robespierre and Danton played out scenes from their revolutionary past, but omitted the guillotine.
      
     
      It now appears that Cold War “neo-imperialism” was just the valley of humility between the summits of Western imperialistic hubris.
      
     
      The Communist-democratic struggle had served only to stalemate “imperialism,” not checkmate it.
      
     
      In 1989, as the Soviet empire crumbled, a deputy director of the U.S. State Department’s Policy Planning Staff, Francis Fukuyama, proclaimed the “end of history.”
      
     
      “What we are witnessing is not just the end of the Cold War, or a passing of a particular period of postwar history, but the end of history as such,” he wrote.
      
     
      “That is, the end point of mankind’s ideological evolution and the universalization of Western liberal democracy as the final form of human government.”
     
      
       2
       Fukuyama did not mean that the Appomattox of Communism would everywhere sweep democracy into power. 
     
      Indeed, the world’s badlands would only slowly
      
     
     
      surrender their insularity, bias, and bigotry, clinging to the cultural reflexes and ancestral memories that temporarily defy Fukuyama’s Whiggish march of progress through market economics, technology, and globalization, to the sunny uplands of true freedom.
      
     
      Therefore, a few recalcitrants in “Greater Serbia” or Rwanda would undoubtedly become candidates for smashmouth modernization.
      
     
      Globalists like 
      New York Times columnist Thomas Friedman propounded the “Golden Arches theory of conflict prevention,” which held that nations with a McDonald’s had internalized the notion that conflict denied the realities of the world’s interconnectivity.
      
     
      Conflict was atavistic, personalized, selfish—definitely uncivilized and unmodern.
      
     
      And although the Kosovo unpleasantness proved that even mass murderers enjoy a Big Mac and fries, the faith that the more interdependent nations become culturally and economically the less likely they are to go to war underpinned the “Engagement and Enlargement” strategy of the Clinton administration, Peace and prosperity would infiltrate the world through osmosis, emulation, and envy.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      Nevertheless, Fukuyama’s assurance that we have arrived at history’s terminus, while comforting, encouraging, and satisfying as the Cold War gave way to the “peace dividend,” was also perplexing.
      
     
      Fukuyama’s autopsy on the present was mechanistic and overly reliant on economic trends.
      
     
      Nor was it especially original, as it basically restated the quintessential Wilsonian view that democracy and self-determination are the world’s ultimate destination.
      
     
      It is also, if truth be told, boring.
      
     
      The end of history offered a world with the drama, courage, imagination, and idealism stripped out.
      
     
      It almost made one nostalgic for Hubert Lyautey and Theodore Pein, men who would have felt desperately out of place as part of a UN peacekeeping mission or sitting on a NATO planning staff.
      
     
      Just as well that they never lived to witness the end of history.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      September 11, 2001, forcefully brought home the message that reports of Clio’s death had been greatly exaggerated.
      
     
      Apparently the march to homogenization through millennial capitalism and liberal democracy has produced its very own Indian Mutiny.
      
     
      Or, just maybe, the post—Cold War West, in a moment of self-congratulation, has fallen victim to self-induced euphoria and wishful thinking.
      
     
      Fukuyama’s message, and the Engagement and Enlargement strategy that flowed from it, offered, in the words of Walter Russell Mead, “a well intentioned but shallow argument,” not a strategy with achievable objectives.
      
     
      It was a wish list supported by neither evidence nor the will to compel the acceptance of those alleged to be its ultimate
      
     
     
      beneficiaries.
      
     
      It mirrored the “transformation through proximity” philosophy of West German Social Democratic Chancellor Willy Brandt’s 
      Ostpolitik that aimed, in the 1960s, to seduce and reform the Communist East through example rather than confrontation.
      
     
      The sad truth is that, in the shadow of globalist optimism, the expansion of millennial capitalism and “democratization” has roiled traditional societies, diminished the control of states over their peoples, offered new vistas for organized crime, and encouraged the growth in numbers of failed or “derelict” states.
      3
      
   
 
    
    
     
      Nor is globalization seen as a level playing field in many parts of the world.
      
     
      Rather, it is a game in which international institutions like the World Trade Organization or the World Bank front for developed countries and international corporations that talk globalization, but then neglect to make price, tariff, or immigration concessions that would allow poor countries to benefit from the “international market.”
     
      
       4
       Globalization and the end of history become Western artifice that translates into the political marginalization of entire continents, loss of national sovereignty, poverty, criminality, and exploitation. 
     
      Marx should be amended to read, “the second time as tragedy, as well.”
      
     
      The result has been an economic and cultural backlash against globalization—riots, protectionist legislation, state-directed redistributive policies that are anti-liberal, and attacks on individual rights, especially when the benefits of economic change go to racial or ethnic minorities.
      5
      
   
 
    
    
     
      Globalization, therefore, has left many governments with the dilemma of how to modernize without sacrificing a social and political order based on traditional values and cultures.
      6 How does one compete with the West without “Westernizing?”
      
     
      Was this not the identical dilemma that faced many non-Western states in the nineteenth century, including Morocco?
      
     
      As in our own day, opposition to globalization in the form of imperialism fanaticized traditionalists who viewed “Westernization” and “modernization” as the triumph of greed, materialism, and idolatry over tradition, spiritualism, and hierarchy.
      
     
      Indeed, this resentment of the West in non-Western societies has given birth to what Ian Buruma and Avishai Margalit have called “Occidentalism”: “the expression of bitter resentment toward an offensive display of superiority by the West, based on the alleged superiority of reason … (and) the faith in science as the only way to gain knowledge.”
     
      
       7
       The blowback is often ferocious: leaders who attempt to occupy the psychological geography of the West are discredited; fragile societies that try to adapt are dislocated and shredded. 
     
      It is Morocco and the Sahara with AK-47s,
      
     
     
      RPGs, drug lords, and suicide bombers.
      
     
      What has been globalized, therefore, is often not Western values or free markets, but violence from criminal and terrorist groups rooted in radical Islam.
      8 Therefore, what we see today is hardly new, but a revivification of an old “clash of civilizations.”
      
     
      The difference between today and the past, however, is that neither Raisuni nor the Mahdi could assault Paris or London, while Osama Bin Laden and his disciples have carried the battle into the homeland of the infidel, and promise worse to come.
      
     
      The threat is made all the more difficult to counter because the terrorists may find sanctuary and recruits in the large immigrant communities that form one of the legacies of imperial globalization.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      What is the West to do about it?
      
     
      Not surprisingly, perhaps, the resuscitation of empire is promoted as a solution to global disorder and the terrorist threat.
      
     
      Harvard historian Niall Ferguson draws the most obvious parallels between the imperial past and the requirements of the end of history present.
      
     
      Ferguson argues that we have traveled at least halfway down the end of history road before, when liberal theorists like Richard Cobden, John Bright, J. A. Hobson, Leonard Hobhouse, and Norman Angell preached that international trade was the “grand panacea” that would stop warfare among civilized nations and kick-start the modernization of the non-Western world.
      
     
      But, Ferguson insists, the West’s struggle against Islamic fundamentalism cannot “safely be entrusted to Messrs Disney and McDonald.”
      
      
       Au contraire
      , the West poses an intellectual and spiritual challenge to the Islamic world in large part because of its power to compel. 
     
      Historically, Ferguson argues, globalization has trailed in the wake of “gunboats.”
      
     
      The abolition of slavery and advancement of human rights; the flow of capital, labor, and culture; the establishment of transparent fiscal systems; relatively incorrupt government; and the rule of law required the muscle of “liberal empire.”
      
     
      In the post-imperial world, economic globalization is hindered by political fragmentation and terrorist violence that military force is calibrated to counter.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      Ferguson cites India as an example of a flawed—what democracy isn’t?
     
     
      —but overall successful democratic legacy of imperialism.
      
     
      He might also have cited Morocco, which, together with Tunisia, offers a prototype of quasi-democratic stability in a sea of Muslim autocracy, even despotism.
      
     
      Unlike Farouk in Egypt, who made himself a target of nationalist ire when he buckled to British demands during World War II, Mohammed V championed the nationalist movement in defiance of the French and paid for his patriotism by banishment.
      
     
      But it proved a sage move for the Moroccan
      
     
     
      monarch, for he returned to a popular acclaim, even veneration, that no nationalist leader was able to successfully challenge.
      
     
      By no means devoid of the usual challenges of developing countries—including divisions between Arab and Berber, city and town, and a ballooning population of unemployed youth—among Muslim countries, Morocco appears to have been one that blends with relative success the traditional religious requirements of leadership (the king is a descendent of the Prophet) with a measure of democracy and stability.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      Ferguson’s imperial revivalism has merely added the weight of historical precedent to the neoconservative foreign-policy position that America’s unparalleled military power, when combined with Wilsonian traditions of liberal democracy, offers a mechanism to shake the Islamic world from its backwardness and eliminate the terrorist threat.
      
     
      Western ideals of tolerance, individual rights, and scientifically based reason growing out of the Enlightenment pose a threat to Islamic extremists and other traditionalists “because their appeal is not culturally specific.”
     
      
       9
       Even a mild-mannered “globalist” like Friedman believes that “smashing someone in the face is necessary to signal others that they will be held accountable for the intolerance they incubate. 
     
      Removing the Taliban and Saddam Hussein sent the message to every government in the area.”
     
      
       10
       Like Lyautey, modern imperialists seek “to make the army the quartermaster of civilization and the soldier the forerunner of the engineer, the tradesman, and the teacher.”
      
       11
       
   
 
    
    
     
      So far, our post-historical era seems to be inching ever closer to that of Lyautey and Pein in both motive and method.
      
     
      In their day, as in our own, military expeditions abroad are underpinned by a mixture of idealism, intense nationalism, militarism, and preemptive, unilateralist strategies calibrated to seize territory ahead of enemies and rivals.
      
     
      They continue to evoke the same conflicted attitudes toward expansion and occupation, however temporary, of territory.
      
     
      Richard Cobden, whom Ferguson lists as an early proponent of globalization, also believed imperialism to be a tempting but ultimately false path—Cobden’s empire was a drain on revenues, sharpened international rivalries, and provoked disputes, and ultimately boiled down to a job-creation scheme calculated to bloat, promote, and enrich a class of professional administrators and soldiers.
      12 Edward Said agreed that we are witnessing dj vu all over again: “Every single empire in its official discourse has said that it is not like all the others, that its circumstances are special, that it has a mission to enlighten, civilize, bring order
      
     
     
      and democracy, and that it uses force only as a last resort,” he wrote.
      
     
      “And, sadder still, there always is a chorus of willing intellectuals to say calming words about benign or altruistic empires.”
     
      
       13
       Modern “imperialism” has witnessed a curious, and in many respects an unnatural, alliance of international bureaucrats, professional nation-builders, non-government organizations, religious fundamentalists on a quest for new souls to save, privatized “security” organizations, politicians looking for wars to keep the “threat” alive, and Brown and Root and Haliburton “contractors” with a nose for profit. 
     
      The result has been to resurrect a “Western” impulse once pronounced extinct.
      
      
       Plus a change!
       
   
 
    
    
     
      Defenders of modern nation-building counter that, unlike their imperial predecessors, their motives are altruistic and corrective rather than anchored in exploitation and manipulation.
      
     
      The “international community” operates in a cooperative environment, as opposed to the competitive landrush mentality that characterized colonialism.
      
     
      The United Nations is hardly the 
      Ministre des colonies peopled with atavistic bureaucrats, nor peacekeeping missions a duplication of the slash-and-burn techniques of conquest practiced by colonial soldiers.
      
     
      Modern nation-builders assume no cultural superiority.
      
     
      On the contrary, their goal is a rapid handoff of power to responsible local authorities before the sun sets on the mission.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      Sounds convincing.
      
     
      But as in its earlier version, modern nation-building evokes an ambivalent response founded in a deep resentment of the “natives” who we must “civilize” for their, and our, own good—if only they were less rebellious, less turbulent, less backward, then we would not be forced to go to the trouble and expense of conquering and occupying them.
      14 From this perspective, the international community relies on its sense of superiority to influence and abuse the local situation as cynically as any nineteenth-century imperialist.
      
     
      Those who cooperate are “liberated,” while those who resist attacks on their culture and way of life are branded as “spoilers” and “bitter-enders,” the uncivilized to whom international treaties, apparently, do not apply.
      
     
      Said claimed that “Orientalism”—the refusal to accept the non-Western world on its own terms, but instead observe it through a lens of Western political models and cultural values—continues to infuse Western attitudes, much as it has since Napoleon invaded Egypt, “creating an arid landscape ready for American power to construct an ersatz model of free market ‘democracy’ … Without a well-organized sense that these people over there were not like ‘us’ and didn’t appreciate ‘our’ values—the very core of traditional Orientalist dogma—there would have
      
     
     
      been no war (in Iraq),” wrote Said.
      15 Nor in Morocco or the Sahara, he might have added.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      But arguments about the justification of the Iraq invasion of 2003 aside, what is the responsibility of “the West” in the face of backward and murderous tyrannies?
      
     
      How elastic should the West’s tolerance of bloody ethnic hatreds like those in Rwanda or Darfur be?
      
     
      These questions resurrect an old debate between “traders” and “improvers,” ignited by the requirement to respond to the threats of terrorism, WMD, and the mayhem that seems endemic in some regions of the developing world.
      
     
      Both were the globalists of the nineteenth century, although they disagreed over the mechanisms and tactics of Westernization.
      
     
      The modern equivalent of the trader might be the oil executive or arms merchant eager to get the contract and unconcerned about the consequences.
      
     
      Unfortunately, like their earlier counterparts, they soon discovered that trade requires stability, and stability requires force.
      
     
      In fact, an alliance between force and modernization can spell heady profits for companies with the right political connections.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      For improvers, however, this minimalist approach to globalization was inadequate.
      
     
      Spearheaded by an activist Christian missionary lobby born out of the anti-slavery movement, improvers found the scruffy despots who reigned over customs like infanticide, 
      sati (widow self-immolation), the ritual murders of 
      thuggee, and the 
      Jaganath of Puri to be unendurable.
      
     
      Arranged marriages were considered backward because they constituted a denial of individual choice, autonomy, and, in a modern idiom, gender equality.
      
     
      The injustices and inequities embedded in local customs and beliefs offered an open invitation to European-sponsored adjustment.
      
     
      By surrendering themselves to the 
      mission civilisatice, these cultures snatched the opportunity to retrieve vanished greatness.
      
     
      In the process, colonizers supplied an ideology of rule that assuaged European guilt that they were exploiting and manipulating the peoples they governed.
      16
      
   
 
    
    
     
      Even the most broad-minded and scholarly heirs of the Enlightenment, willing to understand and concede the intellectual or artistic accomplishments of Hindu or Islamic civilizations, instinctively added the caveat “in decline.”
      
     
      Native histories were embellished by fable, religion corrupted by superstition and fanaticism, and morality despoiled by unchecked power, they claimed.
      
     
      One studied indigenous cultures to explain how they once burned brilliantly and then flamed out.
      
     
      Hinduism and Islam were, like apes or amphibians, culs-de-sac on an evolutionary ladder whose main Western branch guided humanity toward the end of history.
      
     
      For instance, in
      
     
     
      1879, the Reverend G. U. Pope, a prominent scholar of Sanskrit and Tamil who admired Hindu culture and translated many of its sacred texts, could assert that “it is abundantly manifest that Hindu caste sets up impossible barriers to social progress, upholds immutable distinctions by arbitrary and absurd laws, which are enforced by irresponsible authority, maintains a standards of right and wrong entirely independent of the essential principles of moral science, and disunites and weakens the whole people so as to render them an easy prey to every invader.”
      
     
      Nevertheless, he could proudly declare that “the effect of education, the gradual increase of wealth among the lower castes, association with foreigners, the influence to a certain extent of the Christian system, which has modified men’s opinions, even where it has been violently opposed, have all combined to bring about (change) … Railways too, and other attendants on advancing civilization, are gradually but surely abating the tyranny of caste and custom.”
     
      
       17
       Edward Said claimed to have heard the culture-meets-technology arguments before in the works of Bernard Lewis or Fouad Ajami, who focus on “what went wrong” in the Middle East, why it failed to evolve and modernize, and how Western “reason” and technology must be imposed on non-Western societies in order to “civilize” them. 
     
      The Reverend Pope’s lineal descendents continue to proselytize among us, Said proclaimed.
      18
      
   
 
    
    
     
      As the contemporary occupations of Afghanistan and Iraq have taught, the problem for imperialists, then and now, has been what to do with a territory after it has been conquered and occupied.
      
     
      Not surprisingly, the default strategy was/is “indirect rule,” the devolution of government to local leaders so long as they exhibit loyalty and provide the secure environment in which government and commerce might flourish.
      
     
      In the long run, indirect rule is an inevitable consequence of conquest—colonizers simply lack the manpower to administer and police vast areas without the collaboration of the indigenous population.
      
     
      But, in the decade before World War I, what was essentially a requirement born of necessity was transformed into a philosophy of imperial rule, codified and institutionalized by Sir Frederick Lugard in Fulani (Northern Nigeria) and Hubert Lyautey in Morocco.
      
     
      These deeply conservative men—taking counsel from the Indian Mutinty, the rise of indigenous nationalist groups composed of deracinated and Western-educated “babus” with pretensions above their station, and the baleful effects of “direct” rule in Algeria—believed that native hierarchies should be preserved and reinforced as the bulwark of imperialism.
      
     
      The Western presence, inevitably transformed and restructured indigenous society.
      
     
      Native organization
      
     
     
      and discipline, indeed the entire stability and success of the imperial enterprise, relied on the preservation of traditional authority as the link between colonizers and colonized.
      19 “It comes down to this,” Lyautey wrote in the 1890s: “To aim for a protectorate and not direct rule.
      
     
      Instead of abolishing the traditional systems, make use of them: Rule with the mandarin and not against him.
      
     
      It follows that, since we are—and are always destined to be—a very small minority here, we ought not to aspire to substitute ourselves for mandarins, but at best to guide and oversee them.
      
     
      Therefore, offend no tradition, change no custom, remind ourselves that in all human society there is a ruling class, born to rule, without which nothing can be done, and a class to be ruled: Enlist the ruling class in our service.
      
     
      Once the mandarins are our friends, certain of us and needing us, they have only to say the word and the country will be pacified, and at far less cost and with greater certainty than by all the military expeditions we could send there.”
     
      
       20
       
   
 
    
    
     
      The role of the colonial administrator, according to the 1938 British handbook for new officers, was “to guide by influence and advice rather than to rule by direct command … seek out and to develop the best in the natural institutions of the people themselves.”
     
      
       21
       The assumption was that native societies had certain immutable, antique qualities that the hasty introduction of Western influences might corrupt and destabilize. 
     
      These indigenous characteristics represented what a modern anthropologist might call environmental adaptations, lifestyles and cultural patterns made to measure for a hostile terrain, that should be respected rather than criticized.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      This might have sounded like music to the ears of Edward Said.
      
     
      But the bald truth was that indirect rule was anchored in an unsustainable vision of both worlds.
      
     
      Lugard and Lyautey were nostalgic for the agrarian hierarchies peopled by lords and deferential peasants that had been modernized out of existence in Europe.
      
     
      Local tradition and custom failed to win respect on their own terms, “knowledge of other peoples and other times that is the result of understanding, compassion, careful study and analysis for their own sakes.”
     
      
       22
       Rather, Westerners viewed custom and tradition as impediments to the achievement of individual liberty and economic progress. 
     
      Even Lugard believed indirect rule offered a short-term mechanism of control and transition, not an end state.
      
     
      His instructions dripped with condescension: administrators required the “intelligent interest” and “imagination” to comprehend the “alien mind,” and to educate it to responsible government.
      23 The goal was to “hold the ring” so that the colonized could “strike their own balance between conservation and adaptation.”
     
      
       24
       For 
     
     
      Lyautey, indirect rule was a military enterprise, a chain-of-command response to the requirements of government.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      Since the publication of 
      Conquest of Morocco, the Lyautey method has not fared well at the hands of historians.
      
     
      American historian William Hoisington agrees with my conclusions that Lyautey’s “peaceful penetration” followed by indirect rule theories was indeed a public-relations exercise calculated to mask the brutality of conquest and win over French public opinion to the nobility of France’s imperial enterprise.
      
     
      However, he insists that Lyautey was a passionate man whose concepts were manifestations of his struggle to reconcile the requirement to stabilize Morocco with his romantic idealism.
      25 French historian Daniel Rivet, on the other hand, views Lyautey as an opportunist in search of a theoretical framework to justify his no-nonsense approach to conquest.
      26 The blunt truth was that the benign absolutism that underpinned indirect rule was poorly tailored for rapidly urbanizing societies whose increasingly Western-educated elites were impatient to seize the reigns of power.
      
     
      When push came to shove, indirect rule swapped complicity for circumscribed power.
      
     
      In Lyautey’s Morocco, officers of the 
      Services des affaires indignes supervised French-appointed 
      quaids, mainly in the more remote Berber areas.
      
     
      But supervision was cursory, especially when it came to powerful local rulers like the Glawi clan who, in the popular idiom, milked the cows of the Middle Atlas and Marrakech while France held the horns.
      
     
      The problem of indirect rule, apart from the high potential for corruption, was that, as a form of government, it offered local rulers little incentive to modernize, tried to hold back the clock, and encouraged the creation of self-contained and stable but xenophobic states that were hostile to change.
      
     
      Ultimately, indirect rule delegitimized these states, and the colonizers who created them, in the eyes of the true elites of educated nationalists who gradually clawed their way to power.
      27 Indirect rule became a breeding ground for autocracy, discontent, and instability.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      Nor could indirect rule long keep in check the French itch for assimilation and centralization.
      
     
      Lyautey’s successors progressively hollowed out the sultan’s prerogatives and replaced military with civilian administrators who regarded the 
      quaids as decorative relics of a quaint Sharifian past, or as counterweights to the sultan’s power.
      
     
      Settlers poured in, transforming tribal lands into agribusinesses and pastoral peoples into agricultural laborers, constructing 
      villes nouvelles in the shadows of ancient towns, and assuming control of municipalities.
      
     
      As in the British colonies, a major—
      
     
     
      arguably 
      the major—contribution of French imperialism was infrastructure development.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      All of this suggests that the West’s mission to “civilize” the world through ideas backed by coercion, and the pushback born of resentment and the desire to shelter—through violence if necessary—custom, tradition, belief, and hierarchy, is an old story.
      
     
      But let’s be honest—Said’s complaints about cultural imperialism are pass in an era of very real threats of terrorist WMD.
      
     
      And, if Ferguson is to be believed, despite brutality and famine, the original imperial product has an overall positive balance sheet of promoting “Western norms of law, order and governance around the world.”
      
     
      Its very success meant that empire had “something of a self-liquidating character” because you cannot deny to others what you promote for yourself.
      28 Unfortunately, failed, disintegrating, or rogue regimes—often in cahoots with criminal and terrorist organizations that traffic in drugs, people, and WMD—may mean that the “white man’s burden” is no longer “self-liquidating.”
      
     
      The international community cannot afford to allow a few spoilers to stop progress in Afghanistan and Iraq.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      But who is to bring order to great swaths of un-Westernized humanity?
      
     
      The sprint to Baghdad in 2003 may appear as exciting a military exploit as the 1912 march on Fez.
      
     
      But where does it take us?
      
     
      As in the days before World War I, the West is guilt-ridden, oppositional, and otherwise preoccupied.
      
     
      The foreign policy of Europe, that once expansive continent, is paralyzed with the problems of constructing unity and placing the finishing touches on its postmodern paradise.
      
     
      Utopian outlooks translate into brittle military power, and, if the American neoconservatives are to be believed, a leisurely glide toward irrelevancy.
      
     
      Moral suasion, while important, has its limits: as Frederick the Great reminds us, “diplomacy without arms is like music without instruments.”
      
     
      One can say the same thing about imperialism or “nation-building.”
      
     
      The international community is merely the expression of its most assertive members, is difficult to mobilize, and prefers to assume only the least-challenging tasks.
      
     
      The Security Council has become a rest home for washed-up world powers.
      
     
      It commands the potential for military power but lacks the sense of collective purpose.
      
     
      Therefore, the white man’s burden falls upon U.S. shoulders, much as France and Great Britain played the default powers of the 
      Belle poque.
      29
      
   
 
    
    
     
      The problem, as Ferguson sees it, is that the United States lacks the stamina and the instincts of an imperial power.
      
     
      Our lack of focus translates into a strategy of drive-by civilizing mission—break a few heads, install a
      
     
     
      friendly government of exiles conversant in the language of international power and Washington politics, and retreat to our continent.
      
     
      This offers a formula calculated to protract “history,” not to terminate it.
      
     
      At least Lyautey and Pein shared a vision, a sense of purpose, and a method.
      
     
      Theirs were simpler times, perhaps, ones that rewarded muscular courage in the service of conviction.
      
     
      But the problems were similar, and the solutions no less problematic and ephemeral.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      So, what is left of the imperial epoch apart from a whiff of nostalgia for unchallenged Western superiority and an absence of threat?
      
     
      If imperialism has failed as a strategy, apparently at least some tactical methods survive.
      
     
      On a recent visit to Washington, I was greeted with a measure of enthusiasm by a young man at the Special Operations and Low Intensity Conflict branch of the Department of Defense who announced that descriptions of Gallieni’s and Lyautey’s 
      tche d’huile or “oil spot” methods of imperial pacification borrowed from 
      The Conquest of Morocco had inspired the establishment of Provincial Reconstruction Teams that seek to rebuild civil society in Afghanistan.
      
     
      Like the original version, he explained, some areas are more receptive to this tactic than others.
      
     
      So, maybe history serves a contemporary purpose after all.
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        CHAPTER I
        
   
 
    
    
     
      THE ROAD TO ZOUSFANA
      
   
 
    
    
     
      Colonies can be conquered by accident.
      
     
      This may at first appear unlikely when we contemplate the immense colonial empires that Europe once possessed—such elaborate constructions must surely be the product of a policy, of a design, of economic calculation.
      
     
      But if you believe that, you may well be deceiving yourself.
      
     
      Algeria, to take one example, came to be the property of France by one of those flukes with which history abounds.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      In 1828, Hussein, the dey of Algiers, struck the French consul, Pierre Deval, with his fly whisk in a fit of temper.
      
     
      The French government reacted in the classic fashion by sending an army.
      
     
      In fact, King Charles X of France hoped that by making a fuss over this “insult to the national honor” he might distract public attention from a series of planned domestic political measures that were bound to prove unpopular.
      
     
      In this, he was to be disappointed.
      
     
      In three bloody days in late July 1830, his government was overthrown and he was forced to flee for his life into exile, the last Bourbon king ever to rule France.
      
     
      But the French soldiers were already in Algiers.
      
     
      Stranded there without a government to issue orders, they behaved in the way soldiers often do when left to their own devices: they fought.
      
     
      Tribes and cities were gradually brought within the pale of French military administration and within fifteen years France had acquired, for better or worse, a colony.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      By the turn of the century, French soldiers had in this same unplanned, ad hoc manner brought vast tracts of land in Africa and Indochina under the tricolor.
      
     
      However, one country had so far escaped their net: Morocco.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      Morocco in 1900 was a country because the Sultan said it was.
      
     
      For Europeans who knew anything about the place, this claim appeared preposterous.
      
     
      Morocco was a land of tremendous contrasts—geographic, racial, linguistic—over much of which the Sultan exercised only nominal control.
      
     
      What gave it unity, at least on a map, was that it was virtually the only patch of Africa which had yet to be absorbed into one of those sweeping areas of pink, or yellow, or whatever color a European country used to delineate its empire.
      
     
      Morocco remained a cartographic anomaly, an untidy splash of noncolonial independence.
      
   
 
    
    
    
     
      Morocco is dominated by its mountains.
      
     
      Those of the Rif rise out of the Mediterranean like an impenetrable barrier: “A naked, steep, savage-looking rocky wall.”
      
     
      wrote the German explorer Gerhard Rohlfs, who visited Morocco in the 1860s.
      
     
      From the sea, the Rif appeared lifeless, “at the most, some lone cupola serving as the tombstone of a saint, shows that here human beings have lived and died.”
      
     
      But its scrub-covered slopes were very much inhabited.
      
     
      Fierce Berber tribesmen kept the Rif both ungovernable and inaccessible.
      
     
      In 1888, Walter Harris, an English traveler who settled in Tangiers, claimed to be the first Christian to visit Chechaoun, one of the chief towns of the Rif and certainly its most picturesque.
      
     
      Nestled at the foot of a six-hundred-foot rock precipice, the sloping red-tiled roofs of its houses give Chechaoun an appearance far more Spanish than African, and one altogether unique in Morocco.
      
     
      But Harris enjoyed few of its charms.
      
     
      At the news that a Christian had infiltrated Chechaoun, the streets filled with men intent on capturing the intruder, who was forced to hide in the house of one of his servants until nightfall, when he made his escape.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      To the south, the stark, rocky spines of the Rif drop to the Taza corridor, the main passage between east and west Morocco, before the land again rises in successive ridges to the Middle Atlas.
      
     
      The large cedar forests and well-watered western slopes of this range make it one of the most pleasant regions of Morocco.
      
     
      It is here that the French conquerors would establish their best-known hill stations at Ifrane and Azrou, so that in summer wives and children could escape the baking heat of the plains below.
      
     
      These agreeable, tree-clad mountains rise to meet the High Atlas to the south.
      
     
      It is the snow-capped peaks of this range that curve majestically around the southern capital of Marrakech before they fall to the Atlantic above Agadir.
      
     
      The upper slopes of the High Atlas, which rise to over thirteen thousand feet, are virtually devoid of vegetation.
      
     
      Lower down, villages of square mud houses cling to the sides of precipitous valleys carved out by the melting snows.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      Morocco’s mountains divide the country both geographically and climatically.
      
     
      To the west, they cradle a well-watered land of plain and plateau, “as fertile as a garden,” which stretches over three hundred miles from Marrakech in the south to the southern slopes of the Rif in the north.
      
     
      In the spring, this land is covered by a green felt of young wheat which ripens into a yellow carpet as summer progresses.
      
     
      Today, the light brown of the summer landscape is often broken by the blue-green groves of olive and the deeper green of citrus trees.
      
     
      Before the arrival of the French, however, the anarchy
      
     
     
      that ruled Morocco meant that this land was hardly cultivated, but given over almost exclusively to small herds of goats and sheep driven by nomadic tribesmen.
      
     
      This political instability placed severe limitations on the Moroccan economy, and on the Moroccan diet.
      
     
      Wheat ground into small grains of semolina which are then steamed formed the staple of the Moroccan di—couscous.
      
     
      Couscous is served with mutton boiled together with any garden vegetables in season into a spicy stew.
      
     
      Chicken and eggs were also available in the small towns that served as markets, as was tea, which, in the nineteenth century, became the main beverage in Morocco, brewed with mint and highly sweetened.
      
     
      However, Morocco did have a well-established culinary tradition, which meant that the meals of the rich could be elaborate affairs indeed.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      The lands to the east and south of the Atlas are far more wild and primitive than those to the west.
      
     
      The east has none of the large cities such as Fez, Meknes, Rabat or Tangiers, which provide both large markets and centers of government and Arab culture.
      
     
      Nor can eastern Morocco support them, for the mountains block the rain-laden westerly winds from the Atlantic and keep the annual rainfall in the east and south to under eight inches a year.
      
     
      This is the beginning of the steppe, the series of mountains and plateaux which run, arid and almost unbroken, across the Maghreb to Tunisia, bounded on the north by the Mediterranean and on the south by the sand wastes of the Sahara.
      
     
      Human habitation is concentrated along deep river valleys such as the Dra, the Guir and the Ziz in large, fortresslike buildings called ksar.
      
     
      Although dry for much of the year, these rivers nevertheless provide enough moisture for the date palms which thread the valleys and oases for the nomads who wander with their sheep, goats and camels over the near-barren land.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      The mountains also divide the country culturally, into Arab and Berber.
      
     
      The term “Berber” commonly refers to the original, light-skinned inhabitants of the Maghreb who retreated into the mountains in the face of the two Arab invasions of the seventh and eleventh centuries.
      
     
      But the difference between Arab and Berber is far more linguistic or cultural than racial.
      
     
      The Berber population in the western lowlands was absorbed by the invaders, while the mountain folk resisted both Arabic and Islam, retaining in varying degrees their animist religious practices and their language, Shilha.
      
     
      The Arabs of the plain both despised and feared the warlike hill tribes: “Honey is not grease, durra is not food, Shilha is not a language,” runs an Arab saying.
      
   
 
    
    
    
     
      Finally, until the French conquest was completed in 1934, the Atlas complicated the whole question of who ruled Morocco.
      
     
      The government of Morocco is called the makhzan; the word literally means “storehouse” or “treasury,” and is the origin of the English word “magazine.”
      
     
      Before Lyautey settled the colonial administration in Rabat, Morocco had no capital as Europeans understood the term.
      
     
      The Sultan, surrounded by his viziers, or ministers, his harem, his soldiers and a small army of camp followers, scribes and merchants sometimes numbering thirty thousand souls, meandered between Fez, Meknes, Rabat and Marrakech, depending on the political situation in the country.
      
     
      As King of Morocco, the Sultan was able to impose his rule on those portions of his empire which his army could control—essentially the fertile crescent to the west of the Atlas.
      
     
      Elsewhere, his temporal authority was for all practical purposes ignored.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      But the Sultan was a spiritual leader as well.
      
     
      A descendant of the Prophet and Commander of the Faithful, he was the object of great veneration even in those areas that refused to pay his taxes or accept his garrisons: they mentioned him rather than the Ottoman sultan in their Friday prayers, sent him embassies and presents.
      
     
      He was their caliph and the custodian of the 
      Dar el Islam, the House of Islam, of which they were residents.
      
     
      They simply declined to pay the rent.
      
     
      The Moroccans had a name for the land whose inhabitants lived in this curious relationship with their lord: 
      bled el-siba, or “land of dissidence.”
      
   
 
    
    
     
      The fact that the Sultan could not control the trans-Atlas regions should have made it easy for a country like France, which maintained a powerful army in neighboring Algeria, to move in.
      
     
      The difficulty lay in the fact that, around 1900, the governments of Europe found it expedient to recognize the makhzan as the legitimate government of Morocco — all of it.
      
     
      It was therefore imprudent for France to begin military operations until she could gain the consent of her European neighbors.
      
     
      This they would not readily give.
      
     
      As a result, the future of Morocco provided one of the main sources of tension in European politics in the decade before the Great War.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      Why had colonialists in France fixed their sights on Morocco?
      
     
      The answer to this question belongs more properly to the realm of psychology than that of economics.
      
     
      For Europeans, Morocco’s economic importance was trifling—a few teapots and bolts of cloth were virtually all that Morocco bought from Europe, although there was a spirited market in contraband rifles.
      
     
      True, some spoke of Morocco’s vast potential wealth in minerals, but these were dreamers, men who had not done their sums.
      
     
      Their visions were
      
     
     
      little more than hallucinations.
      
     
      The cost of conquering Morocco and of developing a transportation network beyond the few primitive tracks that existed in the interior would far exceed the profits from the few minerals that could be scratched from the soil.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      For Europe, Morocco had only one value—strategic.
      
     
      Ironically, this proved the guarantee of Morocco’s independence, with the result that the closest country in Africa to Europe was the last to fall in the mad scramble for African lands which had begun in the 1880s.
      
     
      Not because it was the least coveted: the French wanted to pull off a hat trick of takeovers in the Maghreb; Morocco would nicely complete the set which already included Algeria and Tunisia.
      
     
      In Paris and Algiers, the gnawing fear persisted that Morocco might, with foreign encouragement, become a staging post for an Islamic revolt that could throw France back across the Mediterranean and perhaps out of Africa altogether.
      
     
      Britain, for her part, was loath to see her major colonial rival installed across the strait from strategically vital Gibraltar, the first sentry post on the route to Suez and India.
      
     
      Spain feared foreign domination of the opposite shore.
      
     
      And events would soon bring Germany into contest for influence in Morocco.
      
     
      Mutual jealousies and suspicions thus kept each power at bay, postponed a takeover and preserved Morocco’s fragile independence far beyond what should have been its natural life-span.
      
     
      Therefore, while in 1900 Morocco was still nominally independent, it was independent as a mouse surrounded by several hungry cats warily disputing who would carry off the dinner.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      The stalemate over Morocco divided colonialists in France into two rival camps.
      
     
      The first group contained the diplomats led by Georges St.-Rene Taillandier, the French minister in Tangiers, and his boss, Foreign Minister Thophile Delcass.
      
     
      All these men were acutely aware of the resistance to a French takeover of Morocco, both from Moroccans and from representatives of the other European powers.
      
     
      The colonialists in the Quai d’Orsay, the French foreign ministry, believed that a French protectorate must be carefully prepared, that hasty or ill-considered French military operations would provoke a violent reaction in Europe which might even lead to war.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      St.-Ren and Delcass believed that they had found a plan suited to the delicate international situation: Morocco would be suborned from within.
      
     
      The makhzan could be swallowed whole without the need to resort to force of arms.
      
     
      The Quai d’Orsay’s “Program for military, economic and financial reconstruction of Morocco” would be France’s Trojan horse left before the
      
     
     
      gates of an unsuspecting makhzan.
      
     
      Loans would be offered with strings attached—reform of the army and the civil service under French guidance, control of customs and of port police, a debt commission which would oversee Moroccan finances—until France held the Moroccan administration and economy by the throat.
      
     
      The French military mission in Fez would be expanded until its influence at court, and over the army, deprived the Sultan of any real independence.
      
     
      Delcass’s job was to prepare the ground in Europe.
      
     
      St.-Ren had the less enviable task of preparing it in Morocco.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      For the second group of colonialists, made up of Algerian soldiers backed by the deputy for Oran and leader of the powerful colonial party in the Paris Chamber of Deputies, Eugne Etienne, the diplomats’ plan was too clever by half.
      
     
      How could France suborn a country where the people were armed and prepared to resist?
      
     
      They saw more clearly than did the diplomats that the transparent conspiracy to reform and modernize a backward and conservative country like Morocco was bound to produce resistance and revolt.
      
     
      For the soldiers, the solution was at once more simple and more urgent: simple because a military invasion from Algeria would be a relatively easy affair to organize; urgent because French garrisons which manned the undefined frontier between Algeria and Morocco were failing in their attempts to contain the raiding parties from eastern Morocco which regularly struck into Algeria.
      
     
      The problem was especially acute in the southern section of the frontier region—the South Oranais.
      
     
      Here the Arme d’Afrique had established a series of posts running from Beni Ounif—which kept watch over the Moroccan oasis of Figuig—south along the Zousfana River through El Morra and Taghit to Beni Abbs, the last post before the real desert began.
      
     
      In these mud forts, built on promontories above the palm-fringed Zousfana, garrisons of foreign legionnaires, Algerian tirailleurs and French 
      bataillons d’Afrique kept watch over a silent, empty landscape.
      
     
      However, they proved unable to prevent elusive Moroccan raiders from entering Algeria to plunder and steal.
      
     
      On the contrary, what made the soldiers especially angry was that they were themselves, more often than not, the victims of these successful hit-and-run raids.
      
     
      The supply columns that linked the isolated garrisons were an especially favored target.
      
     
      Paris, however, under pressure from the diplomats in Tangiers, expressly forbade retaliation, claiming that French incursions into territory claimed by the Sultan would anger the makhzan and set back their attempts to take over the country by peaceful means.
      
     
      So the army looked on helplessly as Moroccans ambushed its soldiers, lifted its livestock and weapons, and scurried back into the inviolate sanctuary of “Morocco.”
      
   
 
    
    
    
     
      For these reasons, the conquest of Morocco was to be a desperately complicated affair for France.
      
     
      Moroccan armed resistance was the least of her problems.
      
     
      She must also face the hostility of Europe, and this hostility had the effect of seriously dividing colonialists over questions of tactics.
      
     
      Each of the rival factions had its citadel: for the diplomats, this was Tangiers; for the soldiers, it was the line of posts along the Zousfana in the South Oranais.
      
     
      Their battles would be fought out in Paris as much as in Morocco.
      
   
 
  
  
  
   
    
    
       
        CHAPTER II
        
   
 
    
    
     
      EUROPEANS IN AFRICA
      
   
 
    
    
     
      Scarcely thirty miles divide Gibraltar from Tangiers, and Morocco is clearly visible from Spain.
      
     
      In 1903, regular steamers from Gibraltar made the crossing in three hours.
      
     
      Yet there is an astonishing difference between the European and the African shores.
      
     
      Most visitors thought Gibraltar scarcely European.
      
     
      But nothing there prepared them for the total contrast of Tangiers.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      For a town that was a hive of so much diplomatic activity, Tangiers at the turn of the century was remarkably unprepossessing.
      
     
      Despite its unique position at the entrance to the Mediterranean beside one of the world’s most important crossroads, it had never developed as a commercial center.
      
     
      Since the site had first been settled in antiquity, successive generations of conquerors, including the British under Charles II, had discovered that the absence of a natural harbor and the inhospitable nature of the hinterland made Tangiers a prison rather than a gateway into the interior.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      Seen from the sea, Tangiers was a tumble of flat-roofed buildings piled against the hillside.
      
     
      The old Moorish walls, the minarets, the Sultan’s palace, were easily discernible.
      
     
      But what struck one immediately about Tangiers was its color: the water, the houses, stark white against the deep blue sky, tinted the town a transparent blue, very different from the yellow light that veiled Marrakech to the south.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      Even from the sea, Morocco’s quiet decay was apparent.
      
     
      The 
      Hassani, flagship of the Sultan’s three-boat navy, decorated the entrance to the bay.
      
     
      But the state of her boilers and the seamanship of her crew seldom permitted a voyage more adventurous than the annual trip to Gibraltar for repainting.
      
     
      As the Bay of Tangiers was too shallow for the few ships in the anchorage to approach the shore, the landing of passengers was effected by an armada of small boats and their porters, who swarmed over arriving steamers like pirates: “There is no question of ‘Is this yours?
      
     
      Does this belong to you?
     
     
      ’” wrote Grenadier Guards captain H. E. Colville.
      
     
      “Everything is seized and everything packed into one boat.”
      
     
      To protest was futile.
      
     
      Passengers walked down the ship’s steps and into small boats for the trip to shore, which, in
      
     
     
      boisterous weather, could be purgatory.
      
     
      Enormous black men waded into the surf to lift them the last few yards onto the beach.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      The landing, exciting as it was, was simply the aperitif.
      
     
      For anyone unfamiliar with the East, the first impression on stepping through the customs shed into the twisting, dirty streets was usually one of revulsion: “My nostrils were assailed by a stench so powerful and nauseating as almost to be possessed of beauty, so description-defying as to relegate to a position of ‘also smelt’ the main drain of Pisa in summer,” wrote Henry Selous, fresh from Cambridge to his first diplomatic posting in 1910.
      
     
      The narrow streets teemed with exotic figures whose origins were instantly recognizable to Walter Harris, Tangiers’ best-known resident Englishman:
       
   
 
   
 
    
     
     
      
       The Genouah, from Timbuctoo, with their head-dresses of shells and strings and clanking cymbals; the Susi in dark blue linen, or black and brown jelabas; the mountaineers, tall and fair, many with bright blue eyes, and by far the handsomest of the Moorish peoples; the men from the Gharb, or fertile plains, enveloped in the numerous folds of coarse haiks, speaking with a strange accent; the Berbers, with thin guttural tongue, absolutely different from Arabic … .
       
      
       Amongst all this medley pass and repass the rich town Moors on horse or mule, gaudily caparisoned.
       
    
 
   
 
   
 
    
    
     
      Mules and donkeys thrust their way through the crowd.
      
     
      Merchants sat cross-legged in shops hardly larger than packing crates calling out to passersby in an incomprehensible mlange of Arabic, Spanish and English.
      
     
      Over all lingered the persistent odor of “dung and dates.”
      
   
 
    
    
     
      Life in Tangiers revolved around the Grand Soko, a piece of bare hillside just outside the main gate which served as the terminal point for caravans from the south.
      
     
      A vast expanse of mud in winter and baked clay in summer, the Soko had a social life all its own: Camels with globulous eyes knelt among the crates and angular black tents chewing languidly, visibly relieved to have shed their burdens at last.
      
     
      Lower down, village women hawked the few poor products of the Rif—green food for horses, thistles for mules and donkeys, chickens, eggs and bread.
      
     
      Men and boys squatted in circles listening to storytellers, watching jugglers or perhaps a performing ape.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      Occasionally, however, the oriental charm of the Soko could be shattered by the disturbing performance of a snake eater.
      
     
      A man whose hair
      
     
     
      hung in ringlets in the fashion of Victorian ladies ambled through the crowd swinging a poisonous reptile by the tail, now and then rushing the horrified but transfixed spectators who had began to gather.
      
     
      He then placed the head of the snake between his teeth and, taking the tail in both hands, he stretched it out beyond its full length until it broke off at the neck, leaving the head in his mouth.
      
     
      Then, having swallowed the head, he would continue to bite bits off the still-wriggling body.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      Equally disturbing was the annual feast of the Isawa, the sons of Jesus, whose adherents flowed through the narrow streets like drunken men, entranced by the monotony of their koranic chant into an orgy of self-mutilation with whips and hatchets until their faces and bodies were a sticky crimson.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      Tangiers was a microcosm of Morocco, and yet it was not a typical Moroccan town.
      
     
      Unlike the cities of the interior, Tangiers had no slave market, nor did it contain a mellah, or ghetto, such as Morocco’s substantial population of city Jews was elsewhere required to live in.
      
     
      But what was most distinctive about Tangiers was its large population of Europeans.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      Tangiers’ European population fell broadly into two categories: the celestial and the criminal.
      
     
      The celestial contingent was provided by Christian missionaries.
      
     
      Tradition backed by treaties confined Catholic penetration of Morocco to a handful of Spanish Franciscans, originally admitted in the seventeenth century to minister to the significant number of Christian captives held in the Sultan’s prisons.
      
     
      Their efforts to convert the local population were confined to ringing the church bells loudly each time the muezzin climbed the minaret to call the Moslem faithful to prayer.
      
     
      The French diplomat St.-Aulaire finally managed to crack the Spanish monopoly on Catholic worship by having six French nuns attached to the French hospital in Tangiers.
      
     
      As the rules of their order required that a chaplain accompany them, a French priest was thus smuggled into Morocco.
      
     
      This minor diplomatic triumph was especially appreciated by the Moslems: “Your Christian muezzin is truly a lord,” St.-Aulaire’s house servant told him.
      
     
      “He has six women all to himself.”
      
   
 
    
    
     
      Protestants, with more enthusiasm if less realism than their Catholic counterparts, attempted to carry Christ’s word into the house of Islam, despite the fact that even a superficial knowledge of Morocco might have warned them that a country whose able-bodied male population was engaged mainly in cattle-stealing made stony ground for missionary work.
      
     
      Medical missionaries were most in demand, and they had their work cut out
      
     
     
      for them.
      
     
      Epidemics of cholera and smallpox periodically ravaged the country.
      
     
      It was reckoned that 75 percent of the population suffered from syphilis, while Morocco’s incredible filth, which shocked even those familiar with the East, bred other endemic diseases such as ophthalmia.
      
     
      Moroccans were perfectly willing to accept medicines from the “Nazarenes,” but declined the accompanying spiritual message.
      
     
      Indeed, missionary doctors lamented that the whole point of Christian charity seemed lost on the women who came to their surgeries to demand Spanish fly to stimulate the flagging interest of their husbands, or poison if they had an eye on the inheritance.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      Missionaries met with setbacks enough to try the patience of Job.
      
     
      Moslems and Jews in coastal towns quickly lost interest in Christianity when they realized that the status of a protected person of a foreign embassy, which allowed them to escape Moorish justice and taxes, did not automatically follow upon conversion.
      
     
      Walter Harris told of one young missionary who arrived in Tangiers determined to preach a public sermon.
      
     
      His Moroccan interpreter demanded a large fee, stressing the dangers of preaching Christianity in the heartland of Islam.
      
     
      The sermon was duly delivered, translated sentence by sentence, to a large and attentive crowd in the Soko, which dispersed quietly at the end.
      
     
      Harris never had the heart to tell the Christian that his interpreter had simply repeated a tale from the 
      Arabian Nights.
      
     
      The Presbyterian missionary Dr. Robert Kerr continually turned down offers from church publications for articles on “striking cases of conversion” because, he said, in thirty years of missionary work in Morocco he had never witnessed any.
      
     
      Edinburgh Presbyterians were briefly encouraged when a consignment of Bibles bound in “native style” with Morocco leather covers was snapped up by the Jews of Rabat.
      
     
      Conversions, however, failed to follow: the Jews, who had paid two reals per Bible, ripped out the pages and resold the leather bindings for five reals each, a profit margin of 150 percent.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      In contrast to the Christians, Tangiers’ criminal contingent flourished.
      
     
      The town had been a place of exile for political refugees since Napoleonic times.
      
     
      In 1900, Spanish anarchists and others who had finished on the wrong side of a 
      pronunciamento kept this tradition alive.
      
     
      Most of Morocco’s ten thousand or so Europeans at the turn of the century were Spaniards and most lived in Tangiers.
      
     
      The overwhelming majority were poor, driven from the Iberian Peninsula by drought or economic crisis, and earned their livings by smuggling, running low bars and cafs, or — and this especially offended Moorish sensibilities—raising pigs.
      
     
      “Here, there, everywhere can be seen Spaniards, many of them drunk, all of them objectionable,” wrote Harris.
      
     
     
      The mixture of Moorish and Spanish culture gave Tangiers a cosmopolitan atmosphere of a dowdy variety: “In the evening, if one passed through the tortuous labyrinth of alleys, one heard the scratching of guitars from behind the shutters, these languid rhythms which finish suddenly with a cry of mortal passion,” wrote Madame St.-Ren.
      
     
      “This strange amalgamation where Moroccans, Spaniards and Jews lived together without ever mixing.”
      
   
 
    
    
     
      Not all of Tangiers’ foreigners were “low adventurers.”
      
     
      Unlike many European outposts in Africa, Tangiers had acquired a veneer of European civilization.
      
     
      A small diplomatic community had existed there since the eighteenth century, which swelled with the steady increase in trade and European interest in Africa over the next 150 years.
      
     
      As the Victorian era approached its end, the diplomats were joined by wealthy expatriates, mainly British, who came to Tangiers for reasons of health or, like Budgett Meakin’s father, editor of the 
      Times of Morocco — a newspaper noted for the inaccuracy of its information and the demented tone of its editorials — as an alternative to prison.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      Life for this tiny 
      tout Tangiers was far from unpleasant.
      
     
      The men devoted much time to polo or pig-sticking, a sport for which the British had acquired a taste in India and which had been developed in the scrubland behind the town by Sir John Drummond Hay, Britain’s consul of forty years.
      
     
      The Frenchman St.-Aulaire found 
      le pig-sticking something of a misnomer, as far more horses and men were stuck than pigs, especially by the enthusiastic but inept Gibraltar subalterns who took the packet boat over each weekend.
      
     
      As a consequence, he was far too concerned for the safety of his own skin to worry overmuch about planting his lance in the hide of a charging boar.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      Ladies found Tangiers provincial, even restricting.
      
     
      Madame St.-Ren Taillandier catalogued the pleasures denied to a Parisian stranded in Africa: smoking, theater and concerts, talking of clothes (since every lady was as familiar with the wardrobe of her friends as she was with her own), or trips to shops or dressmakers, for none existed.
      
     
      The filthy condition of the streets meant that visits were never accomplished on foot but on the backs of donkeys, preceded by a guard who with guttural cries cleared a path through the crowds.
      
     
      Others, finding mules undignified and worried lest they spoil their toilette, had themselves carried on sedan chairs by Jews, if, that is, it was not Saturday: “No son of Mohammed would carry a Christian woman.”
      
   
 
    
    
     
      But Tangiers offered compensations: picnics, tennis, tea with the amusing Emily Keene, the English governess who had married the Sharif of
      
     
     
      Ouezzane, the greatest spiritual figure in Morocco after the Sultan, but who left him when, contrary to his promise to her, he took a second wife; dinner at the sumptuous villa of Walter Harris, surrounded by peacocks and fierce Riffian guards (“Harris really knew how to live”), or with the American consul, Samuel R. Gummere, a tall, thin man with a mouth full of gold teeth who was proud owner of Tangiers’ first phonograph, which he would play loudly enough at dinner parties to extinguish all conversation.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      The cosmopolitan affability of Tangiers society was largely an illusion, however, for the national tensions which had begun to divide Europe into rival camps circumscribed relations between the representatives of different nations.
      
     
      The Spanish minister behaved as if Tangiers were already 
      terra nostra.
      
    
     The French and British ministers, each of whom rightly suspected the other of entertaining designs on Morocco, cordially detested each other.
     
    
     The Germans, in the person of Richard von Kuhlmann, a future foreign minister of the Second Reich and by far the most charming and the most accomplished sticker of pigs in the diplomatic community, for the time being simply looked on.
     
    
     The Italians, while not interested in Morocco itself, were to support no country’s claim until their own in Libya was recognized.
     
   
 
    
    
     
      The atmosphere of Tangiers social life was, as a result, brittle, even tense.
      
     
      “There did not seem to be two people in the place who liked or trusted one another,” one British visitor noted.
      
     
      The smiles and pleasantries barely camouflaged a fierce battle for prestige which transformed each reception and dinner party into a competition in which rival diplomats maneuvered for advantage in a game whose arcane rules were barely comprehensible to the outside world.
      
     
      National dignity was transposed to the personal level, intrigue and mistrust elevated to a way of life: “We had to be far more careful to avoid sensitive subjects than we would have been among our own compatriots,” wrote Madame St.-Ren.
      
     
      “Nor was there any real intimacy, never the temptation to share a confidence, hardly to be humorous or joke.
      
     
      There was no backbiting for everything was repeated, no obvious preferences, never any of the subjects of conversation which create any real links of friendship among people who dine together twice weekly.”
      
   
 
    
    
     
      The diplomats’ task was made no easier by the attitude of Morocco’s royal government, the makhzan, which sought by every means in its power to keep them at arm’s length.
      
     
      And no wonder.
      
     
      Moroccans traditionally distrusted Europeans, and nothing in their relationship with Europe over the preceding half-century had done much to alter this attitude.
      
     
      After the Spanish-Moroccan War of 1860, the victorious Spaniards imposed an indemnity of
      
     
     
      100 million pesetas on the makhzan, stipulating that it must be paid in foreign, not Moroccan, specie.
      
     
      As Morocco’s gold and silver reserves drained away to Madrid, prices quadrupled to compensate for a now devalued currency, taxes were raised to maintain revenue, and a once stable economy was left in tatters.
      
     
      The monetary crisis was aggravated by the influx of cheap wheat, wool, hides and cloth from America and Europe which destroyed many traditional Moroccan craft industries.
      
     
      The newly acquired taste of Moroccans for tea and sugar increased the trade deficit.
      
     
      Unable to support themselves in the interior, Moroccans drifted to the coast in increasing numbers, pushed by famine and epidemics of cholera and smallpox, creating a landless, detribalized proletariat around the burgeoning coastal towns.
      
     
      There, many made contact for the first time with Europeans.
      
     
      The experience was seldom a happy one.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      The government could do little about the arrival of Europeans on the coast.
      
     
      It did, however, do its best to keep them out of the interior.
      
     
      Moroccans close to power had long since abandoned Tangiers to the 
      roumi; its royal palace had not housed a sultan for decades.
      
     
      The makhzan kept an official in Tangiers, Si Mohammed Torres, whose main duty was to handle complaints from European ministers and delay their requested visits to the court.
      
     
      When the ministers came to court, it was always to make mischief, for the main purpose of their visits was invariably to present claims involving protection.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      For the makhzan, nothing better symbolized the nefarious influence of Christians in Morocco than the practice of protection.
      
     
      The eighteenth-century treaties which had established the system allowed each consul and commercial house with business in Morocco to name two of the Sultan’s subjects as its “agents.”
      
     
      These agents and their families fell under the protection of foreign flags, and so were exempted from taxes, Moroccan justice and other onerous local laws.
      
     
      This worked well enough in the beginning, but with the influx of Europeans into Morocco in the 1880s, abuses became the rule rather than the exception.
      
     
      Protection became a gold mine for a subspecies of charges d’affaires, usually adventurers whose primary concern was to milk their office for all it was worth.
      
     
      The Italian minister was reckoned to have over a thousand protgs.
      
     
      The Portuguese and Brazilian ministers made substantial fortunes by selling patents of protection.
      
     
      The worst offender, however, was probably Felix A. Mattews (
      n Mateos), a onetime steward on the U.S.S. 
      Constitution who worked his way into the good graces of the Republican Party and eventually into the American legation at Tangiers.
      
     
      His practices were so notorious that he was fired after the Tangiers diplomatic
      
     
     
      corps sent a formal complaint to the State Department.
      
     
      However, a change of administration in Washington saw him restored to his old position, and to his old tricks.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      Coastal towns like Mogador virtually survived on the proceeds of protection: “ … Almost every place where there was revenue sufficient to buy a flag and issue postage stamps for philatelists, had long ago sent consuls to Mogador,” wrote the English traveler R. B. Cunninghame Graham.
      
     
      “Their flag staffs reared aloft looked like a mighty canebrake from the sea.
      
     
      Their banners shaded the streets … and half the population were consuls of some semi-bankrupt state.”
      
     
      Or, on at least one occasion, of a nonexistent state:
       
   
 
   
 
    
     
     
      
       Araucania-Patagonia, even in Mogador, excited some surprise … .
       
      
       What struck their fancy most was the new oriflamme.
       
      
       Barred white and blue, a rising sun grinning across three mountain tops, a cap of liberty and a huanaco ruminant; an Araucanian Indian in his war paint in one corner, and here and there stars, daggers, scales and other democratic trademarks, made up a banner, the like of which had seldom been observed in all the much be-bannered town of Mogador.
       
    
 
   
 
   
 
    
    
     
      It transpired that the new “consul,” who called himself Abdul Kerim Bey, was in fact an Austrian named Geyling.
      
     
      But it took some time to convince the Moroccans, whose ignorance of the outside world was virtually total, that neither Araucania-Patagonia nor its King Orelie-Antoine actually existed.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      But one did not need to wangle a diplomatic appointment, or found a new nation, to enjoy the fruits of protection.
      
     
      European “merchants” also benefited from the system which allowed them up to eight “agents” and fifty “agricultural associates.”
      
     
      The practice was known as “farming in Morocco” and served to spread the abuses of protection beyond the small clique of consuls and ministers in Tangiers and other coastal towns.
      
     
      From the moment a “merchant” established himself in a coastal town like Larache or Safi, he received an endless stream of visits from Moroccans who, throwing themselves at his feet, begged to be taken on as agents.
      
     
      Ragged urchins emerged bearing bunches of chickens tied together by the legs, eggs, pots of butter and honey, while the supplicant, squatting before the “merchant’s” desk, explained that he had cattle and land.
      
     
      It was a delicate task for the Moroccan, for he must convince the European that he was wealthy enough to pay his way but not so rich that the “merchant” would demand too large a price for his coveted patent of protection.
      
     
      The negotiations usually dragged on for
      
     
     
      several days while the European made inquiries and named his price — “two hundred dollars down and something when the certificate is renewed next year, besides which you would of course report yourself each quarter, and not come empty-handed.
      
     
      Animals and corn I can do best with, but I don’t want any of your poultry.”
      
     
      The Moroccan protested that this was too high a price: “I can’t go any lower.
      
     
      There are scores of Moors who would give me that price.
      
     
      Do as you like.
      
     
      Good morning.”
      
     
      And, of course, the Moor paid.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      The makhzan looked on aghast as its wealthiest subjects stampeded to purchase protection and thus escape the government’s authority altogether.
      
     
      But the government had only its own appalling rapaciousness to blame for the popularity of protection.
      
     
      Sir John Drummond Hay described Morocco as “a community of fishes, the giant fish feed upon those that are small, the smaller upon the least, and these again upon the worms.”
      
     
      Extortion ruled the relationships between government and governed: The Sultan demanded revenue from his caids, who squeezed the richest men in their districts.
      
     
      They, in turn, extorted money from their retainers.
      
     
      Any hint of wealth was excuse enough to seize a man’s property on some trumped-up pretext.
      
     
      “I have been in most oriental countries, but I have never seen such complete darkness as reigns here,” wrote Sir Arthur Nicolson, British minister in Tangiers from 1895 to 1905.
      
     
      The instability of Moroccan politics made fortunes, even life itself, precarious.
      
     
      The fickleness of royal favor could overnight scatter a rich and great family and make a pauper of a powerful caid and of his elaborate network of clientele.
      
     
      At best, a Moroccan family might hope for three generations of relative comfort before being reduced once again to poverty.
      
     
      Islam taught its followers to accept such radical changes of fortune as the will of Allah.
      
     
      It was, defenders of tradition argued, proof of the “equality” and “hope” of Moroccan society — today a poor man, tomorrow a lord.
      
     
      But the popularity of protection, which for the first time offered Moroccans an insurance against utter destitution, suggests that oriental fatalism was more a product of circumstance than an ingrained state of mind.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      Protection was not a completely dependable form of insurance, however.
      
     
      Its abuses did much to poison relationships between Moroccans and Europeans.
      
     
      It also led to a marked increase in anti-Semitism in the last quarter of the nineteenth century.
      
     
      As in other countries of the Maghreb, the status of the substantial minority of Moroccan Jews before the arrival of the European was precarious.
      
     
      Islam, like Christianity, regarded Jews as “the infidel in our midst,” but their place in the Moroccan economy was far too important to permit their persecution to extinction — as goldsmiths, gunsmiths,
      
     
     
      traders and, above all, moneylenders (no caid was without his Jewish financier).
      
     
      Legally, Jews fell under the protection of the Sultan.
      
     
      A royal 
      dahir of February 1864 stressed that they should be well treated, a sure indication that this was seldom the case.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      Initially, the increasing European presence in Morocco threatened the livelihoods of many Jews, especially those who depended on the trans-Sahara trade in slaves, gold and ivory.
      
     
      The gunsmiths also found that their primitive muskets sold badly once the end of the American Civil War released onto the Moroccan market a trickle of modern arms which, with the end of the Franco-Prussian War in 1871 and the beginning of the arms race in Europe, soon became a torrent.
      
     
      Many Jews, however, supremely adaptable, drifted to the coastal towns, where a number of them insinuated themselves into the protg network as vice-consuls, agents and interpreters.
      
     
      Others—several thousand in Fez alone—claimed Algerian nationality and automatically won French protection.
      
     
      Towns like Mogador, founded as an 
      entrept of European commerce in the eighteenth century, virtually became Jewish settlements: “Jews, Jews and still more Jews possess the place,” wrote Cunninghame Graham.
      
     
      “ … They sit in shops, lean out of windows, lounge on the beach, walk about slowly as if they stepped on eggs, are kind in private life, cruel in business.”
      
   
 
    
    
     
      A small but extremely visible minority of Jews became the essential middlemen for the European penetration of Morocco, an invasion which most Moslems detested.
      
     
      They disapproved of the links between Jews and Europeans, links made obvious by the western clothes worn by some Jews and by the foreign languages taught in the Alliances Israelites, founded and funded by European Jews.
      
     
      Even more, Moroccans were angered by the arrogance of some Jews who no longer fell under the jurisdiction of the Moroccan authorities.
      
     
      But the involvement of Jews in the more unsavory practices of protection brought the hatred of Moslems down on the entire race.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      For protection became a racket, and a very nasty one at that.
      
     
      And it was Moslems who most often suffered.
      
     
      To become an agent or “agricultural associate” of a European, the Moroccan was obliged to sign over half of his property to the European merchant.
      
     
      It was an indication of how desperate Moroccans often were to protect their modest fortunes that many did so.
      
     
      But even then they were by no means secure.
      
     
      “Merchants,” seldom the cream of European society, were known to connive, often with the local caid, to imprison their associates and claim all their property.
      
     
      The method most often used was a bad debt.
      
     
      Islam forbade the lending of money and, outside
      
     
     
      of Fez, this religious injunction was largely respected.
      
     
      Moneylending became the virtual monopoly of Jewish protgs, who charged up to 400 percent interest on loans or even fabricated claims against Moslems for debts allegedly owed them.
      
     
      The consuls became the debt collectors for their protgs, with the passive assistance of the makhzan.
      
     
      As the government administration was usually too inefficient to verify these claims, the defendant — or his kin—was simply left to rot in prison until his relatives could scrape together the money to buy him out.
      
     
      In this way, Christian and Jew became associated with a system that was considered rotten even by Morocco’s rather lax ethical standards: “God burn the Nazarenes, their wives and families, and all their ancestors!”
      
     
      Budgett Meakin was told by a man locked away as the result of a fraudulent claim placed by the Greek consul, acting on behalf of his Jewish protg, against his brother.
      
     
      “They were never fit for aught but hell.”
      
   
 
    
    
     
      European diplomats oiled the machinery of protection.
      
     
      It was, therefore, hardly surprising that their reception in the interior was usually far from cordial, a fact which they hypocritically put down to the bigotry and ignorance of their hosts.
      
     
      Sir John Drummond Hay prided himself on his ability to make backwoods officials respect the dignity of his office:
       
   
 
   
 
    
     
     
      
       The following day, according to etiquette, I called on the |Governor of Azamor| at his residence.
       
      
       As I entered the porch, the “m’haznia” |military guard|, about 40 in number, instead of being drawn up standing in line to receive me, were squatting on the ground, forming a double rank, reaching close to the kiosk in which the Governor was seated, thus leaving only a narrow passage for me to pass through.
       
      
       Some even had their legs sprawled out in my way.
       
      
       These I trod upon heavily, or kicked aside, much to their dismay.
       
    
 
     
     
      
       The Governor, who was seated, counting the beads of a rosary, on a small divan, remained seated as I approached, without attempting to rise or salute me; neither had he any chair or other resting-place to offer me, and merely held out his hand saying “You are welcome”.
       
      
       Taking his hand with a firm grip, I lifted him gently from his divan and said, “I am glad to see you”.
       
      
       When I got his astonished Excellency well on his legs, I wheeled him round suddenly and dropped on the middle of the divan where he had been seated, leaving him standing.
       
    
 
     
     
      
       Caid Ben Tahir looked bewildered, gazed first at me and then at his guards, and I think was still meditating whether to bolt or to call his
       
      
      
       scowling attendants to seize and bastinado me, when I addressed him — “How thoughtful and attentive of you to have prepared this comfortable divan for me to sit upon without providing for yourself a chair or even a stool where you could sit to entertain me.”
       
    
 
   
 
   
 
    
    
     
      After this lesson in etiquette, the caid and the minister made friends, “so I told him I should not report the occurrence to his Lord and Master the Sultan.”
      
   
 
    
    
     
      In contrast to the hostility of local caids, the reception at court could be an elaborate affair.
      
     
      Walter Harris, who visited Marrakech with the British minister in 1887, described the scene:
       
   
 
   
 
    
     
     
      
       Passing through two rather fine archways at each of which our approach was heralded by a blast of trumpets, we entered the great square of the Kasbah into which the palace looks.
       
      
       The square we found full of troops; on our right and in front of us the infantry, on our left the cavalry, of which each man was dismounted, standing at his horse’s head.
       
      
       It seemed almost incredible to us that Morocco could turn out so many soldiers, for we learned afterwards from the most authentic of sources, that there were no less than 22,000 men present.
       
    
 
     
     
      
       In the centre of these troops was left an open space, where already were the mules bearing presents from the British government, in front of which stood the small Shetland ponies, one led by Sir William’s Albanian servant, the other by a Moor.
       
      
       In the centre of this open space we dismounted, took up our position while various court officials rushed around arranging minor details … .
       
      
       In front of us, some hundred yards’ distance in the wall of the square, was the great green gateway that communicates with the palace, a fine example of a Moorish arch, and boasting much finish and decoration.
       
      
       Between us and the gateway, with their backs to us, and so facing the palace stood a row of courtiers, some 40 in all.
       
    
 
     
     
      
       We had ample time to look around us before the ceremony of the day commenced, and this conclusion we all came to: be the Moors in other respects what they may, they are unrivalled in arranging effects.
       
      
       The great square, with its curious turreted walls and fine gateways; the thousands of troops all around us, the infantry in their scarlet and blue, the cavalry in white flowing haiks; and the long-robed courtiers before us all formed a wonderful picture.
       
      
       And if, then, we came to the conclusion
       
      
      
       that the Moors were “showmen”, how much more did we do so when a blast of trumpets announced the Emperor, and, the great gates being thrown open, the procession began to appear.
       
      
       First, led by black slaves, came four magnificent horses—a black, a grey, a bay and a white—following which marched the Court-Marshall with a white wand, various officials, spear-bearers, and others; and finally the Sultan himself, mounted on a splendid horse, whose trappings of green and gold formed a strange contrast to the Emperor’s plain white costume, which consisted of a jelaba and haik, both of which were drawn over his turbaned head, no doubt as protection from the sun, though this was scarcely needed, as high above him waved the Imperial umbrella, a marvellous structure of crimson and gold.
       
      
       On either side of his majesty walked men whose duty it was to keep the flies off his sacred person by continually flapping the air with long white silk scarves.
       
      
       Following the Sultan were more officials, and finally a green and gold brougham.
       
    
 
     
     
      
       As the procession entered the square, all the troops fell down crying “Long Live the Sultan!
       
      
       Victory to the Sultan!”
      
      
       , and a wonderful cry it was from 22,000 throats.
       
      
       As the Sultan approached the row of courtiers that I mentioned above as being between the palace and ourselves, they bowed themselves to the ground crying out, “It is the Sultan!”
      
      
       , then suddenly turned round and fled in every direction, as though even the sight of his august majesty inspired fear.
       
    
 
   
 
   
 
    
    
     
      This splendid reception must not be taken as an indication that European representatives were welcomed at court.
      
     
      On the contrary, the whole point of the ceremony was to emphasize the inferior status of the visitors, made to stand uncovered like tributaries before the Sultan, who was mounted on a splendid horse and shaded by a scarlet parasol.
      
     
      (In 1902, under pressure from the European powers, the ceremony was modified so that ambassadors could remain on horseback.)
      
   
 
    
    
     
      The hospitality which followed was as splendid as the initial reception.
      
     
      In honor of the Europeans, the normal order of a Moroccan meal was often reversed, so that the sweet dishes were served last: “The menu was as follows,” John Drummond Hay recorded of one court feast:
       
   
 
   
 
    
     
     
      
       Roast pigeons, stuffed chicken, stewed lamb, turkey with almonds and highly flavoured siksu (a delicate paste, round in form, but being no larger than dust shot); olives in oil; oranges cut in sections and spiced,
       
      
      
       served as a vegetable; salad of olives and mint; eggs poached with olives and oil; chicken fricasse, with a rich egg sauce; chickens with red butter—a piquante sauce; stewed mutton with fried eggs; chickens stewed with almonds and sweetened.
       
    
 
     
     
      
       Dry siksu; rice made up in a sort of porridge; bowls of new milk; almond tart, flavoured with musk; pastry dipped in honey.
       
    
 
     
     
      
       Dessert: oranges, almonds, raisins, nuts, and 14 dishes of confectionery, including “kab ghazal”, or gazelle hoofs, little cakes of that form, from which they take their name, made of pastry thickly iced and filled with a concoction of almonds.
       
    
 
     
     
      
       A pleasant preparation of unripe figs, much resembling chutney, was served with the stewed lamb.
       
    
 
     
     
      
       The only beverage was water, slightly flavoured with musk and essence of citron flowers.
       
    
 
     
     
      
       Of this menu the turkey, the fricasses of chicken and the dry siksu, were pronounced excellent, but some of the other dishes were horrible concoctions.
       
    
 
     
     
      
       The servants reported afterwards that as many dishes as had been served remained outside untasted; but that the steward, observing how little was eaten, promptly brought the banquet to a close and produced coffee, well made, but curiously flavoured.
       
    
 
   
 
   
 
    
    
     
      Sumptuous entertainment and generous hospitality, which in European diplomatic circles was designed to ease and speed negotiations, in Morocco was meant to have the opposite effect.
      
     
      The Sultan’s banquet was followed by the “friendly feasts,” when the embassy was required to dine with each of the viziers in turn, prior to transacting official business.
      
     
      Picnics, sight-seeing and other outings were arranged which delighted the ladies who accompanied the embassies, but delayed affairs of state, as Sir John Drummond Hay discovered: “We have not made much progress in negotiations.
      
     
      We continue to be feasted and are rather bored thereby, for they fix on the late hour of 10 pm to commence festivities, and there is great monotony; illuminations, Moorish music, tea and cakes.”
      
     
      After eight or ten days on a diet of couscous and sweetmeats saturated in butter and honey, the visitors’ digestive functions were so upset that they required another week to recover sufficiently to transact business: “Meanwhile, the Sultan and his cabinet gain time, and enjoy themselves immensely at the expense of the mission.”
      
   
 
    
    
     
      Nothing in a traditional career prepared diplomats for their dealings
      
     
     
      with the Moroccan government.
      
     
      The makhzan was a combination of mosque and bureaucracy.
      
     
      The powers of the Sultan as king and Commander of the Faithful were vast and undefined, and his ministers obeyed his every whim.
      
     
      The cabinet consisted of five viziers or ministers, chief of whom was the grand vizier, whose task it was to impose taxes, nominate caids, regulate the religious fraternities and act as intermediary between the Sultan and his subjects.
      
     
      The remaining viziers dealt with foreign affairs, finance, war and the administration.
      
     
      In reality, this arrangement was even more primitive than it appears on paper.
      
     
      The “ministries” consisted of nothing more than small, cobwebbed rooms tucked away in a corner of the palace—or a tent if the makhzan were “on the road” — where the minister could be found sitting cross-legged behind a desk eighteen inches high flanked by two secretaries who made up the sum total of his administration.
      
     
      Cunning rather than competence was the primary quality of a vizier, while the ability to cite long passages from the Koran served as a sort of civil service examination for the secretaries.
      
     
      As Napoleon was the only European that these men had heard of, it was advisable to claim his acquaintance if one wanted to be thought important.
      
     
      Englishmen, however, could claim to have fought him or, in exceptional cases, might drop the name of Oliver Cromwell to achieve the desired effect.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      The Sultan was seldom more worldly-wise than his ministers.
      
     
      The British journalist Lawrence Harris was admitted into the palace in Fez by a ragged old man, directed down a labyrinth of corridors, through a series of doors which slammed behind him with a clang as the rusty bolts slid back into place, to emerge into a vaultlike hall, at the end of which sat the Sultan cross-legged on a yellow divan.
      
     
      Harris presented Moulai Hafid with a copy of the 
      Daily Graphic which bore the Sultan’s picture and Harris’s article about him on the front page.
      
     
      Hafid was delighted with the “magnificent and important journal” and asked Harris to explain the pictures.
      
     
      Those on the front page were all of royalty.
      
     
      The Sultan was obviously pleased to be in such good company.
      
     
      The second page contained a picture of a John Burns.
      
     
      No, Harris explained, John Burns was not a noble.
      
     
      Hafid quickly turned the page and Harris realized what he must do: the policemen, bank managers and secretaries whose pictures decorated subsequent pages were ennobled.
      
     
      Even the advertisements did not present insurmountable problems: the children in Fry’s Cocoa were given titles, as was the Tatcho woman in dcolletage.
      
     
      However, disaster lurked on the back page: the monkey in Monkey Brand Soap in evening dress sitting on the front of a locomotive.
      
     
      Swallowing hard,
      
     
     
      Harris made him a duke.
      
     
      “You are very clever,” Hafid said warmly.
      
     
      “You shall go to King Edward with a letter from me, and also to the Emperor of Germany,” and so on through the crowned heads of Europe.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      The viziers were not only ignorant, but venal.
      
     
      For this they were not entirely to blame.
      
     
      The concept of placing civil servants on a regular salary was entirely alien to Morocco.
      
     
      As in medieval and Renaissance Europe, officials expected to do well out of their offices.
      
     
      Walter Harris complained that “official life is a mass of bribery and corruption” which reached down to the lowest servant.
      
     
      To obtain an interview with a minister required a “long pocket and much patience.”
      
     
      “An interview can be delayed by the meanest slave who will tell you that ‘my master is asleep’ or ‘in the bath,’” until he is bribed.
      
     
      The Sultan’s palace was permeated with an atmosphere of extortion.
      
     
      Visitors were swarmed over by servants who, both numerous and unpaid, shouted “Fabor!
      
     
      Fabor!”
      
     
      until tipped.
      
     
      If the visitor ran out of money, they were quite prepared to accompany him to his house to collect their due.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      Transacting serious business in these conditions was virtually impossible, and intentionally so.
      
     
      Most Moroccan ministers, St.-Aulaire complained, believed that the best way to conserve their offices was simply not to exercise them.
      
     
      When he and the German minister, Count von Tattenbach, called on the grand vizier Si Feddoul Gharnit in 1905, they were ushered into a beautiful courtyard with marble floors, surrounded by Moorish arches covered with delicate arabesques in the center of which stood a fountain.
      
     
      While Europeans thought it bad form to allow conversation to languish, Moroccans sat for hours in silence sipping sweet mint tea, eating from baskets of fruit and pastries, listening to the splash of water in the fountain and breathing the air made sweet with the odor of roses and orange blossoms.
      
     
      When, at last, the two Europeans began to speak of political topics, the grand vizier delivered a lengthy monologue on the sexual superiority of black women over their white sisters.
      
     
      He then turned to the German’s interpreter and said: “Tell your bachadour that his bachadoura will not be bored tonight,” confessing that he had put amber, considered an aphrodisiac, into the tea.
      
     
      The interpreter, knowing that to translate such a suggestion would be disrespectful, remained silent.
      
     
      Tattenbach insisted: “Translate!
      
     
      I thought I heard His Excellency the Grand Vizier speak of Madame von Tattenbach.”
      
     
      After a moment’s reflection, the interpreter replied: “He asks you how she is and sends his compliments.”
      
     
      Tattenbach thanked him profusely.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      The influence of interpreters was not always so beneficial, however.
      
     
      Sir
      
     
     
      John Drummond Hay, a gifted linguist with an excellent command of colloquial Arabic, was quite exceptional.
      
     
      Many other members of the diplomatic corps were at the mercy of their interpreters, most of whom were graduates of the Alliance Isralite, and some of whom had their own interests to pursue.
      
     
      Occasionally, the language barrier reduced official court presentations to the level of farce: diplomats, with great flourish and accompanying gestures, counted to one hundred, pausing at each tenth number for the interpreter to translate, more or less accurately, a prepared text.
      
     
      In more private 
      tte--ttes between diplomats and officials, interpreters were not above slipping in a request for a house or a piece of land for themselves among the lengthy claims which the European had brought for settlement.
      
   
 
    
    
     
      This then, was the makhzan which the French Foreign Office hoped to suborn by peaceful means.
      
     
      To men who knew anything about Morocco, the plans for reform proposed by Delcass and St.-Ren Taillandier appeared to be a wild dream.
      
     
      How could one reform a country in which “self-interest is the only motive of the governing classes”?
      
     
      The British minister Arthur Nicolson agreed with Lyautey that the whole “rickety edifice” needed only the slightest push from outside to come tumbling down.
      
     
      Whichever method they favored, however, colonialists agreed that the Moors were so tired of their grinding system of government that they would welcome “any European invader.”
      
     
      How little they knew the Moors.
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