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Son Altesse PAUL DE ROY Duc de l'Irac Cousin du Roi d'Albanie

Yes, that hits you. But for just now keep my incognito, or if you must, lift the veil ever so little . . . And send these two cards to Sir Basil Zaharoff's palace. Sick, is he? Not seeing anyone? He'll see me, my dear sir, you can bet your boots on that. Wait; instead of the card I'll send a billet-doux. Handmade paper and the crown on it. And I'll say:


DEAR SIR BASIL,

I must speak to you at once on the matter of the commission for Albania which is long overdue. As a result of temporary embarrassments, I need the money most urgently——

No, that's not good enough. Better be quite blunt:

Sir Basil, I am here and I must speak to you. In an hour I will——

No, again no. You're tired with your travelling; take a cocktail. If you don't, you'll use up all the fine paper; there's only eighteen sheets left. Got it in Stockholm—no, in Copenhagen; Frau Graarud paid it then. What was she called —Hertha? Helene? But this letter. It runs now:



DEAR OLD FRIEND,

Here we are breathing Riviera air again. I've a château, old friend, quite close to your bueno retiro. I'm almost in love with it and its golf-links. I've bought a property in the south of England, but one has to have one's little log cabin on the Coté d'Azur. Only I could not settle down here without shaking you by the hand and hearing that I am not quite unwelcome to

you as a neighbour. The King of Sweden expects me to dinner. But I've a minute before I need go and I'd like to say "How d'you do" to you. Till then.

Yours ever,

DE ROY.

Right at last. Over it goes by liveried messenger. And the wicked old devil, this wreck of a rotten Greek bandit, whom they managed just not to pinch, this beast of a Zaharoff has the guts to get impudent and write back:



Dear de Roy,

My valet has a peculiar habit; he throws out uninvited guests. And in a day or two I shall be eighty-two and am too old to train him better. Isn't it a pity? But the enclosed note for a thousand francs will be enough not only to pay your hotel bill, but to get you back to Salonica or Cairo. There you'll be safe from the police. Safe journey.

SIR B. Z.

I was right; a bandit. I must have five minutes to cool down. Then the cooling down process was over and the next thing was to get even with the Greek pig. Then—but let's take things as they came.

At 1.15 I was still sitting at lunch. It was then that that letter came. The maître d'hôtel himself brought it into the restaurant; he had read the address of the sender and stood stiffly to attention until I opened it and glanced at it: "Aha, from my friend Zaha—" I let that much out and then was discreetly silent. Then I collected myself, and said, "Go over to Sir Basil's. Say that I'm most awfully sorry, but at the moment I'm at lunch and that I'm going to have a nap afterwards. I don't know if I'll be able to receive visitors to-day. He'll understand. Will you do that? Good! Well, what are you waiting for?" There he stood and stared at the thousand-franc note which had slipped out of the envelope on to the cloth and which he can't fathom at all. But I pulled myself together quickly. I laughed lightly and said: "Aha—splendid. Here's a thousand chervonetzes. Send them over to Sir

Basil and tell him that his credit's good enough for me for that sum—of course it is—and tell him that it's a pleasure. He shouldn't have sent me this first thousand-franc note as cover, the old stupid. Cover indeed! He has forgotten to add two noughts. That's a hundred thousand, a hundred thousand francs. He's ageing, is the good Sir Basil." Off goes the maître d'hôtel. He bows seven times and almost falls over himself in his hurry. They really shouldn't appoint young men to such responsible jobs.

Then a couple of chervonetzes—but never mind that. What's the use of having a new business connection with this—what's he called? Gutjahr. A million seven hundred thousand lies in his safe; I'd like to take away a hundred thousand in my pocket-book. Perhaps I can give this fellow something, once I get the notes changed. Good! I'll deal in the hall with the motor salesman. Then his letter arrives:



DEAR M. DE ROY,

A letter from you must have gone amissing and I suppose that your payment in chervonetzes is connected with one of those deliveries to Russia arranged at the time. I ask you therefore to come and see me at once. I am in the office of the Casino. Come and fetch me there so that we shall lose no time.

Always yours,

Ha! ha! Ha! ha! ha! I jump into my touring car. I let him wait, the old bandit. I drive along quite slowly. . . .

But that is enough. We have no time for M. Paul de Roy's conjuring tricks, and I think we have heard enough of his monologue. The interview between M. de Roy, cousin of the King of Albania, and Sir Basil Zaharoff went like this. They met and strolled slowly along the Casino promenade, both of them in morning-coats and top-hats. They were of the same height, both white-haired, strong-muscled, sunburnt. You might easily have taken them for brothers, as, having greeted each other, they strolled along in that idle, aristocratic

way, like monarchs talking familiarly. Sir Basil had sent home his negro servant and his doctor so that he could confer confidentially with his dear de Roy. With a little intimate gesture he had put his hand inside the arm of the younger man, the youngster. For that eighty-two of his was not quite accurate—the real truth was something so pleasant that it was not to be uttered in everyday conversation; besides, he liked to play the invalid, remembering old huckster days in Asia Minor. He is seventy-six and not more than half blind yet. On that point let neither man nor God be mistaken.

playing, and then at last he recollects himself and says: "Oh, yes, these Russians. Ha! ha! Whom are they going to fight now?" All that M. de Roy thinks is—idiot. That means—and then he thinks—idiot and I'll pay you with my almost genuine chervonetzes and I'll send them marked "corned beef" to my friend Feisal. He pays in gold, you fool, and so is doubly deserving. There you go in your fat, you haven't let me get fat in the twenty-five years of our acquaintance. But now there is such a thing as justice in the world, now you're nothing but an idiot; we're not so far off the day when whisky will taste like petrol.

Then Sir Basil leans still more senilely on his other arm and says casually: "That graceful little thing over there. I've a weakness for red hair. Red-haired women have such a wonderful skin when they're very young. She's looked over; she's taken a notion of you. I have still a hundred thousand rifles. They're not just the latest type; they're needle guns. But what of it. They're sound and solid; they'll last. I'm too old now for business. I remember now, my grandnephew has brought an action to declare me incapable of managing my own affairs; the hearing's on the twelfth. But till then I'm my own master. I'll sell you the rifles at two pounds apiece." That, too, thinks Sir Basil, is a bit on the heavy side, but for all his upright carriage the fellow's quite ga-ga. Two, three years ago you couldn't have put it across him like this. And he stands still for a moment and breathes in the air, the tang of that warm, salty sea air filled with perfumes, petrol and the scent of summer flowers, and says dreamily like a man remembering the past, "Ah, this air!"

Then just then at the very same moment an alarm bell rings in the mind of each of them. It is always a mistake to underestimate your partner; better remember one is a man of the world and tighten the reins a little. M. de Roy says: "Aye, that air! Le célèbre atmosphère de la Mediterranée. The needle-guns are a job lot. It was you that dainty little thing looked at, my dear Sir Basil. No false modesty, now. These red-haired women! But when they are thirteen they get hairs on their bodies and at sixteen their bloom is over. There is

something doing in Thrace and Albania which you should—But to whom am I telling this? A propos Albania. Did you know that I have still to get my commission for the last order for gas shells? Ten thousand two hundred dollars in all. The little woman anyway doesn't come from the East; she's probably from the States; she puts on a tweed costume in the afternoon." Sir Basil acknowledges with pleased deliberation the salutes of two gentlemen and answers lightly: "Ah, those tweed outfits. Frenchwomen and cocottes wear silk in the afternoon. Do you really think it was me she looked at? I can't consider the matter of the Albanian commission; the order was never completed. I like to play the Prince of Wales here a bit, you know, and create Riviera fashions. Yesterday at half-past four I put on a dinner jacket with a black tie, and, of course, dress shoes, but with a white waist-coat and white flannel trousers. It looked fine. What do you think?"

But what M. Paul de Roy, Duke of Iraq and cousin of the King of Albania, had to say to this genial extravagance of the powerful old gentleman was never uttered. For in M. de Roy's brain a second alarm bell went. He's making game of me, he thought bitterly. And now he changes ever so little the pleasant conversational tone he has used up to now; a sudden touch of hardness creeps into his voice, when, brushing aside the man-of-the-world question of his partner, he says shortly: "You'll pay that Albanian commission. The thing was quite in order. Whether you carried it out or not doesn't matter a tinker's curse to me." And at a stroke—the genially thrown ball of small talk is not taken up again; it rolls away unheeded. He is now the commercial traveller, de Roy, born in 1866 in Newhampton in the State of Virginia, a man to be treated with respect. Eleven warrants, each one more undeserved than the other, are out against him in all the corners and ends of the earth; more money has passed through his tobacco-yellowed fingers than through those of a bank cashier; in Vienna they impounded his trunk and his car; he has in his bag one hundred and thirty-four contracts; contracts for future delivery, contracts for loans, contracts

with States, contracts for land development, mining rights contracts, appointment contracts—one hundred and thirty-four of them, and of these one hundred and eight may be all bluff and thin air, but the others are worth millions. And there is Sir Basil Zaharoff. Possibly he is a little older. But he doesn't come from the States, but from a tiny place in Asia Minor, and the fifty-and-one warrants which, in the course of his long and rich life, have been sworn out against him in all the corners and ends of the earth, these—for money has remained sticking to these tobacco-yellowed fingers of his; he is a child of fortune—these he has long ago got quashed. His bag and his car have not been pledged; he is a pillar of the State. No one gets round him. As they stand there in their morning-coats and top-hats, the same height, the same grey hairs, the same strong muscles, the same sunburn, they might be taken for brothers. Only their bodies—aye, beneath that curious covering of cloth and linen their bodies, the bodies of old men, of old clothes-dealers, withered bodies which cling stubbornly to life, come forth victoriously like animals and leap to the battle.

"You," said that body which in official documents is differentiated from other bodies by the name of de Roy—it is as good as any other—"you," it said, no longer troubling to be soft-voiced, "you will pay me my Albanian commission. If you don't—in '16 you told Lloyd's that a cargo of fuses for Belgian shrapnel had been sunk; the insurance company paid up and actually you sent the fuses through Denmark into Germany." But the body which is differentiated from the other by the registered name of Zaharoff does not yield. In spite of the fact that it is hindered by an intricately woven shirt and what is called a morning-coat, it waves its arm in a gesture reminiscent of the orators of old Greece or of a Levantine carter in the fishmarket and vents its spleen. "Sent them to Germany, did I? Ha! ha! Three hundred and sixty-four thousand pounds I made on that. And I didn't need to forge Albanian orders for gas shells. Farewell! Fare well! And the little red-haired woman smiles to me when I cross the promenade."



THE VOICE BEHIND THE THRONE

The Government of your country! I am the Government of your country, I and Lazarus. Do you suppose that you and half a dozen amateurs like you, sitting in a row in that foolish gabble-shop, govern Undershaft and Lazarus? No, my friend, you will do what pays us. You will make war when it suits us and keep peace when it doesn't. . . . When I want anything to keep my dividends up, you will discover that my want is a national need. When other people want something to keep my dividends down, you will call out the police and military. And in return you shall have the support of my newspapers and the delight of imagining that you are a great statesman.—Undershaft, the armament maker, in Shaw's Major Barbara.

We are still in November 1918. Our hero is now seventy. He is almost a mythological figure, a subject for authors—good grounds for thinking that this career of a meteor is nearing its end.

Nothing of the sort. At a time of life which to others would be the evening of their days, the unbroken strength of purpose of this greybeard concentrates on its master-stroke, on an enterprise of such monstrous compass that the biographer, as a student of crime, who has now to walk laboriously through tracts hitherto untrod, can hardly believe his own eyes, did not circumstance follow circumstance with deadly logic. We come now to Basil Zaharoff's emulation of Alexander's expedition, to the greatest raid which world history knows. No, not knows, now learns of. The actors: England, France, Greece, Turkey, Germany, Irak, the Wahabites, Kurdistan, the United States, the Druses, and the League of

Nations. And Mr. Zaharoff. If what in the earlier chapters we have been compelled to tell of Zaharoff is fiction, invention, fable, the truth which we are now going to learn is even more fabulous.

It is a tale of oil. We have to begin by going far back into the past and to quite another quarter of the globe.

Meantime, Mr. d'Arcy, the second of the two conquistadores, had gone to Persia, and in 1901 had obtained from the Shah a monopoly for sixty years for the exploitation of fivesixths of the oil fields in Persian territory. For that he paid 20,000 dollars and promised a further 20,000 and a small share in the net profits. Then he went to London, founded a company for the exploitation of the concession obtained in so praiseworthy a manner—later that company was not unknown to fame under the name of the Anglo-Persian Oil Company—and went back to the East to see if there were any more chances of doing business. His travels took him to Constantinople. But in Constantinople our ex-admiral Mr. Chester had established himself and was still negotiating with Abdul Hamid. He had cut down his demands a little. The concessions which he asked now did not embrace the whole of Anatolia, Irak, and Mesopotamia, but were confined to two modest vilayets, but vilayets obviously and literally stinking with oil, the vilayets of Bagdad and Mosul. But even these modest wishes were met by that excellent business man, the sultan, with true Eastern coolness, and he kept the American waiting so long with promises that Mr. d'Arcy had time to arrive in Constantinople on his return journey from London, hear of Mr. Chester's efforts, and at once declare that he, too, was a bidder for the Mosul concession.

Whereupon the Deutsche Bank put in an appearance and announced that it was going to make a third in the competition.

Whereupon that pious and excellent business man, Abdul Hamid, took this decision: First of all he transferred the vilayets of Bagdad and Mosul from the Turkish state to his own private estate. (The Armenians who were permanently settled there were, for religious and nationalist reasons, partly driven from the land, partly massacred by the Kurds and Turks who were still more permanently settled.) Then to Mr. Chester the sultan gave—nothing. Then he sold the concession to the Germans—this was that Anatolian railway concession of 1904, with the rights of boring and exploitation for Bagdad and Mosul which later became famous. Thereupon he got ready to sell this same concession a second time to

Mr. d'Arcy and the Anglo-Persian Company so that they would not feel themselves slighted. Unfortunately a slight accident happened to the Sultan Abdul Hamid; the Young Turk revolution broke out and he was overthrown.

That gave Mr. Chester, who had gone away empty-handed, a chance. And there are people who say that Abdul Hamid never would have been overthrown if Mr. Chester had not been refused the concession. Even this time, however, Mr. Chester did not get a formal concession. But at least he got the written promise that he would get a concession. There never was any question of ratifying this Chester concession, simply because under pressure of a common peril the English and the Germans hastened to join forces. Together they founded—we are now in 1912—the Turkish Petroleum Company, and compelled the Young Turks to recognize in favour of the new company all the rights over which Abdul Hamid had haggled ten years earlier. It was all settled by 1914—and that was the last joint diplomatic effort on the part of Britain and Germany for some time. Once again the American Chester had lost the trick. But between the new partners there was soon a slight rift. The English tried to force the Germans out of the company and the Germans the English. That rift, that rivalry, and some others of the same kind were very shortly afterwards carried on by other means. Those means are known as the World War.

Now it had broken out and things became slightly confused. The British attack on the Dardanelles thus takes on a new aspect. As that attack was beaten back by the excellent guns of Mr. Zaharoff, the second attack came from the south in the direction of Mosul itself. But the Germans realized the real issues at stake in the war; the Mesopotamian enterprise of the Anglo-Indian expeditionary force was parried, and the result was the catastrophe of General Townshend. You may read the details in the Memoirs of Lloyd George. For the present, however, let us examine dates a little more closely. The capture

of General Townshend and his men in Kut-el-Amara happened on April 28, 1916, and on May 16th, that is, just a little more than a fortnight after, Sir Mark Sykes, who went out as the plenipotentiary of Sir Edward Grey, concluded with M. Georges Picot, the authorized envoy of M. Paul Cambon, an agreement which laid down, first, that the French were to be represented alongside the British on the war fronts in the East, and, second, that the British would support French claims to Syria and Mosul.

What were Britain's reasons for concluding the "Sykes-Picot Agreement"? One view is that Britain, which did not want to have any common frontiers with Russia, by this agreement simply pushed the French between them. Others say that all this happened during the days of the German attack on Verdun, and that the people in London wanted to encourage the French, who were not very far from collapse, by dangling the golden fruits of the East under their noses. And there is a third view which believes that the concessions to the French were made simply because General Townshend had just capitulated and that it was an easy matter for Britain to renounce something which it did not possess. Whatever the reasons may have been the Sykes-Picot treaty was concluded, and apart from the fact that by it they were dividing the skin of a bear which was very far from being dead, there were one or two flaws in it.

The British, in May 1916, had presented to the French Mosul, which they did not possess, but in October 1915 they had presented this same Mosul by another secret treaty to the Arabs. Here we come to the Pan-Arab nationalist "shereefian movement" started by Col. Lawrence, the rebellion of the Arabs who had ceased to be nomadic against the Turks. The leader of this movement was the Grand Shereef Hussein of Mecca. With him, then, Sir Arthur Henry Macmahon, a "Shell" man, concluded an agreement in October 1915, by which the Arab lands were to form an "independent league

of states in alliance with Britain." Hussein was to receive a kingdom of the Hedjaz and become Caliph, and his four sons were to receive the other Arab states including the area which, six months later, was promised to the French. When we remember the promises also made to the Jews which were certainly not in accord with the Pan-Arab agreement it will be clearly seen that Britain's chief anxiety was to win the war; after that—well, one could always negotiate.

Where are we now? In May 1916. In 1917 the British again advanced towards Mosul, but this advance, too, failed to attain its objective. Then there came revolution up in the north-east; the Russian ally dropped out and other cares took up all their attention. And so it came about that Mosul was not occupied by the British until 1918, after the collapse of the Central Powers. Thus we have followed the threads as they were spun to that November of 1918 when in Paris the task of redividing up the globe was taken in hand.

But there is one short thread which we have still to follow. Here we come to France itself and its situation with regard to oil policy. Before 1914 the French market was held by the Anglo-Dutch Royal Dutch Shell, and its chief, Henri Deterding, a gentleman who was recommended to the British Government by Lord Fisher as "a Napoleon in daring and a Cromwell in thoroughness." It was only during the war that the French realized that oil is necessary if a country is to be a world Power—during the war, when aeroplanes hummed up above, when the last French reserves were hurried up to the line in the commandeered taxis of Paris, when the tanks began to decide battles. "Motorization of the army" was the new slogan, and it was just then that France was left in the lurch by her former purveyors. All the oil that Shell could obtain during the war years had been taken over by Britain for her navy and her army. The Anglo-Dutch company became steadily transformed more and more into a purely English company. Mr. Deterding became a Knight of the

British Empire, and was celebrated by the former head of the British Press department in his book called The Shell that hit Germany Hardest. There it is again—a national hero. Meantime the French market had been captured by the great American competitor, Mr. Rockefeller's Standard Oil. And thus we come once again to that November of 1918 and are now able to survey the situation so that we may understand what follows.

British aim was to win back the internal French market which had been lost during the World War by the sudden discovery on the part of Mr. Deterding that he was an English patriot. There could be no question of Englishmen, even suddenly discovered Englishmen like Mr. Deterding, taking the lead in the fight in a France where national feeling was aroused, and which had become profoundly distrustful of the ally on the other side of the Channel. But there was a Frenchman. The founder of a home for French seamen, the donor of university chairs, the proprietor of newspapers, the wearer of a high order of the Legion of Honour—in short, Mr. Basil Zaharoff. And thus it came about that the gentleman with the imperial whom we had thought ripe for retirement, intervened in the Anglo-French war at the age of seventy.

If there is anyone who is surprised that the part he played in this war is contested and, for the most part, until these lines were published, remained wrapped in obscurity, he has either not read this biography or has failed to understand it. Zaharoff's position and his motives are debatable. Was he director-in-chief? Was he only a business man without interest in politics who tried to get hold of a line which so far he had neglected? Did he, perhaps, act as an English patriot? Or was he directed rather than director? Was he the mouthpiece of British policy, the agent of that fabulous intelligence service of whose comprehensive activities the French are so ready to supply us with abundant evidence? We have no opinion; we shall just chronicle events, after having begged for the sympathy of the reader. The jungle through which we shall try to trace Sir Basil Zaharoff's tracks in the next few years is actually one of the most tangled and confused to be found in the whole range of political and economic history, and where by pure chance some light gets into it or a prospect opens up, what is revealed is so extraordinary that it is difficult not to believe that one's eyes are deceiving one.

Just as in 1914 Mr. Basil Zaharoff had proved his strategic

insight by beginning to buy up armament shares weeks and months before the outbreak of the World War, so now, it seems, he had scented even before the collapse of the Germans, the outbreak of the Anglo-French war. The resolve to make a campaign in France must actually have been taken in the early summer of 1918. It began—as every action of Mr. Zaharoff in France begins—with his founding a chair, the Chair of English Literature in the Sorbonne, and with his promotion in the Legion of Honour. He became Grand Officer in June 1918. Here we may see that "second intention" which is as much an accompaniment of all the Zaharoff actions as is the signature of the artist is of a painting. And now Mr. Zaharoff occupied his strategic position as early as the summer of 1918, that is to say, as far as the Anglo-French war is concerned, in the very heyday of peace. For his financial offensive he deployed in three columns. We must study closely the direction of deployment, for on the understanding of that depends the understanding of all that follows.

Column 1, then. Let us recollect the duel which Zaharoff fought with the Schneider company in Russia, and in the course of which he suddenly, and to the painful discomfiture of his opponent, appeared as a partner in Le Creusot. Tactically we may put it thus: when Zaharoff wants to drive an opponent from a foreign field, he first of all establishes himself at enemy headquarters. This time the opponent was not Schneider, but France. The law of Germinal of the Year Nine lays down in its fourteenth article that

no one may be a member of the general assembly of the Bank of France who does not enjoy the rights of French citizenship.

Now let us go to the Chamber of Deputies and look in at the session of July 26, 1918. An annoying questioner, Jean Bon by name; a Finance Minister, Klotz by name, and this dialogue:

BON. Take the list of the two hundred chief shareholders who

take part in the General Assembly. Will you look at the name that comes last in the list. It is Zaharoff!

KLOTZ. M. Zaharoff is a Frenchman.

BON. He is not a Frenchman. On July 12, 1918, on the recommendation of the Minister for Foreign Affairs he received a decoration as "member of the Board of Directors of the firm of Vickers-Maxim and a great friend of France." Next day the Temps, too, wrote that M. Zaharoff was certainly a great friend of France, but that he was no Frenchman.

KLOTZ. Newspapers can make a mistake.

BON. Can you give me the date when M. Zaharoff was naturalized?

KLOTZ. I haven't it with me. But the Chamber no doubt will believe me when I assure it that M. Zaharoff is a Frenchman and has performed most important services to France and her Allies.

Complimentary, very complimentary to our hero. And M. Jean Bon spoke merely out of patriotic excitement and without any ulterior motive. For the moment we may only note that Mr. Zaharoff succeeded in his manœuvre. That the information supplied by the Finance Minister was later shown to be false, that could not alter the facts of the situation. Not only did Mr. Zaharoff sit in the Bank of France; Mr. Zaharoff was a Frenchman. And now he could let his second column advance.

Only he did not need to make it march, for all unnoticed it had already reached its objective, and was there digging itself in. This is where we come to the position of Mr. Zaharoff on the Banque de l'Union parisienne, that bank belonging to the French heavy industry behind which he concealed himself before the war in order to take Le Creusot by surprise. Now, when he had consolidated his position in Le Creusot and as a result of close co-operation during the World War had become a very intimate partner of M. Schneider, he reversed the process, and as this Banque de l'Union parisienne had, in the meantime, developed into one of the two most powerful

of the big banks of France—but let us this time read what the Germans have to say. In a series of books issued by the School of Politics in Berlin there is an elaborate investigation—Oelpolitik und angelsaechsischer Imperialismus—by Karl Hoffman which can be most useful if the reader uses it with a little caution. The author, whose method is thoroughly scientific, is here and there afflicted with persecution mania. In this oil war the Germans had persecution mania, the French had it, and even the Americans. Only the British kept their nerve. And, of course, Basil Zaharoff. Herr Hoffman, who is deeply versed in his subject, writes:

The measures taken in Paris by the Shell group in the days after the war were taken in concert with the Banque de l'Union parisienne. This, since the war days, was under the influence mainly of Sir Basil Zaharoff, a Greek by birth, who in the gay world of Paris was the representative and incarnation of the British oil and industrial interests, e.g. the Vickers-Armstrong company. Here he appeared as a "French banker." Only later did the public in Paris realize that he was one of the most powerful inspirers of British policy.

You can see, Herr Hoffmann is well informed. It is important for us to remember one piece of information which he supplies, that Mr. Zaharoff "appeared as a French banker." Here we see the third column advancing.

Column 1, the position in the Bank of France, was evidently much too official, and—as can be seen from the questions put by M. Jean Bon—much too much in the limelight to be used profitably for the business of everyday life. Column 11, the position in the Banque de l'Union parisienne, was a little more elastic, but all Mr. Zaharoff's business could not suitably be done through a big bank in which he had as partners Messrs. Schneider and the whole of the French heavy industry. So Column 111 had to march to a special objective for his own private ends. A private bank. The private bank over which Mr. Zaharoff got control was called "Mayer frères"; he trans-

The situation in France, meantime, became ripe for the first attack. Take one sentence from a memorandum addressed by M. Henry Bérenger to the French Government:

Whoever controls oil will control the world, for he will rule the seas with heavy oil, the air with refined oil, and the land with petrol and light oil. In addition, he will economically control his fellow-men because of the fantastic wealth which he can win from oil, that wonderful substance which the earth gives, which is so sought after to-day, and which is more valuable even than gold. So merchants turn poets. That transformation is in world history one of the surest signs of a coming war.

We shall have failed to appreciate the state of nerves of the grande nation if we feel surprise that, as a result of this watchman's cry of M. Bérenger, a cry of alarm went through France. A cry once again for a national industry. Oil for France! France for the French! Now in the creation of national industries Mr. Zaharoff is an expert. In fact, it was he who invented "national industries." His columns are deployed. Now at the first shot they go into action.

be seen from the fact that it renounced the manufacture of munitions so as not to annoy the friend in Le Creusot. But, in the first place, the name Vickers became de-Anglified in French ears; in the second place, there was now a "national industry" in France, and, in the third place, the new foundation gave him a chance to return a favour. As Menevée says:

In interested circles it is positively declared that M. Michel Clemenceau, a relation of M. Georges Clemenceau, is a member of the Board of Directors of Vickers française.

This allegation of Menevée was indignantly denied. The denial held good for fifteen years, until a few months ago, when the Commission of the United States Senate encountered this M. Michel Clemenceau—as the representative in South America of Mr. Zaharoff.

No commentary is needed. It is a typical Zaharoff transaction with many facets.

But in dealing with this "action of incitement" on the part of Mr. Zaharoff, we must not lose sight of the great strategic lines of advance. Once again and in the old logical sequence we come to the conquest of France by the way of oil. When Mr. Zaharoff acted as a Frenchman, when he founded a Vickers française and took under his wing the Clemenceau family, he had not only defensive but also offensive intentions. He was on the point of carrying out a daring coup. Suddenly there arose a danger that France might yet escape and, apart from the Anglo-Saxon world-ruler, apart from Mosul, apart from any possible discovery on her own territory, make herself independent. New oil fields were discovered in French Algeria. If these were productive, if they were exploited, then the British had lost the Anglo-French war even before the rival armies had come to battle. Then France was a Great Power and needed no protection. The whole business was at stake. If anywhere, then here the breach must be repaired.

The business was complicated or, if you will, made simple,

of the Banque de la Seine, who was described as "the intimate friend of Clemenceau and Zaharoff, of whom he is the agent," and finally a man above suspicion, M. Maurice Carrier, who had no connection at all with the Banque de la Seine—but only with another Zaharoff company, "Le Nickel." You can see that the gentleman with the imperial has once again succeeded in founding a "national industry." And he had every reason, a month or two later, to get further proof of his Frenchness through the Legion of Honour and to register the firm of Vickers française as a French firm—with a relative of M. Georges Clemenceau on the Board. And during the year yet another gentleman was summoned to the Board of this Algerian oil company—M. le Comte Léon Ostrorog. We do not know this nobleman. But we have among our papers a report—in many points reporting without any idea of the significance of what it does report—from a detective agency in Constantinople about Sir Basil Zaharoff's relations. There one may read:

Zaharoff married in Spain. His wife was a Spaniard (Jewess). Zaharoff had two daughters.


	
	Madame Ostrologue (divorced); at her marriage ceremony she gave as her father's name not "Zaharoff" but "Basil!"




	
	Unknown.









Count John Ostrologue now lives in Constantinople. Business: commission agent. His brother is in the French Consulate. Countess Ostrologue (Zaharoff's daughter) was well known in Stambul as the unique "protector of dogs and cats." Is said to have died of a disease which she got from her animals.

It may profit the reader to have this reproduction of the original text of a Turkish Sherlock Holmes. It needs some disentangling. The Duchess of Villafranca (it is the Duchess who certainly must be meant by the "Spaniard (Jewess)" unless, indeed, "Jewess" may take us back to Haje Elka Karolinski of Wilkomir, but Mr. Haim Manelewitsch Sahar had no sisters), the Duchess, I say, had in fact three daughters: Helen,

who died (and might be identical with that "protector of dogs and cats"); Mrs. Leopold Walford, wife of that Mr. L. H. G. Walford discovered by us on the board of that "Banque de la Seine"; and Angela, Princesse de Bourbon, formerly Countess Ostrorog (not Ostrologue). Anyway, that Count Ostrorog so closely related to Mr. Zaharoff was identical with, or at least related to, the nobleman on the Board of the Algerian Oil Company.

Mr. Basil Zaharoff, then, by making a detour via a "national foundation," came into control of the Algerian oil resources, which were in a position to decide the Anglo-French oil war. But anyone who thinks that was the end of the coup does not know our hero. It was really only now that it began. Our authority of the Documents politiques knows a little about the business success of the new company. And although he does not know the connection between it and the great coup he puts the situation in a very clear light:

By 1920 twelve wells were in operation. Then in an extraordinary way borings were now unsuccessful although they were made in an area which was extremely promising. Later they all had to be abandoned, a circumstance which in interested circles gave rise to some very queer rumours. It was known that it was in the interests of the foreign oil trust that France should not discover any oil wells on her own soil or in any of her colonial territories, for then she would remain permanently under the control of the foreign oil producers.

That means that Mr. Basil Zaharoff had got control of the Algerian oil fields not to exploit them but to prevent exploitation. We only hope that the friend of M. Poincaré did not as a result of this business failure lose his director's fees. It was a bold stroke. And, as France needed oil, she had once again to revive her Mosul hopes and—receive imports. Looked at strategically, the position was that the enemy had been prevented from rolling up the front; the fighting had been localized.

What did Paris make of that? We can read in the Documents politiques:

Consequently we regard with special interest the relations of Lloyd George with . . . Sir Basil Zaharoff. Through Lloyd George, Mr. Zaharoff has the same influence with the British Government as he used to have with the French Government, thanks to Clemenceau. And it is most proper that M. Nicolas Pietri, whose relations with . . . Mr. Zaharoff we have explained, is also in very close relations with Clemenceau and the affairs of the Clemenceau family. He belongs to the Board of the Berna Milk company, one of the enterprises of M. Dutasta, whose relationship with Clemenceau is well known. This company during the war drew its main profits from the sale of condensed milk for the use of the German troops.

All that appears still more significant when one remembers that Lord Murray, who played his part . . . in the "Société d'Etudes, de Recherches et d'Exploitation des Pétroles en Algérie," was in France closely connected with Mr. Zaharoff's man of straw, and M. Poincaré's special friend, M. Olivier Sainsère. Here is a circumstance which one has to remember if one is to understand the attitude of Poincaré to Zaharoff.

We may pardon this wild search for combinations on the part of the French, who were excited, and not without good cause. But we have an excellent example here to what lengths the searching for niggers in the woodpile may go. It needs only another step on and you have Mr. Lloyd George in partnership with M. Clemenceau and M. Poincaré delivering condensed milk to the German army during the war!

But let us return to our strategical studies. The Algerian breach has been stopped; the only trump card left to the French was their hopes of Mosul's oil. Once again Mr. Basil Zaharoff had delivered the goods in an exemplary, not to say masterly, manner.

It was in 1918 that we left off our study of the affairs of Mosul. Let us explain the situation once again. Britain had promised

at the end of 1918, when it came to partitioning the globe. M. Clemenceau was in a quandary. To him defeated Germany had not been sufficiently defeated. Both on the Rhine and on the Oder it remained much too strong. In order to arrange things in this sphere according to the heart's desire, the assent of the British partner was needed. And, as even among partners nothing is given for nothing in this world, all the stage was set from a gigantic bargaining. Let us hear what Berlin thought, from the pages of Herr Hoffmann, of the School of Politics:

According to the secret minutes of the Big Four, Lloyd George had, as early as December 1918, got Clemenceau to consent to the handing over of Palestine to Britain and to the political renunciation of Mosul. This arrangement was so delicate a one that even Pichon, Clemenceau's deputy and Foreign Minister, only learned of it after it had been made. In compensation France was to get a share of the oil plunder and —a free hand in Germany during the armistice period.

And then comes the passage which is significant:

Some days later, at Christmas 1918, there happened, for instance, the Polish rising in Posen which created faits accomplis long before the signing of the Versailles Treaty.

Is this allegation only the result of German persecution mania? In one way it would be rather comforting to believe it was. But one must not forget that it was the utterance of a Germany which had not yet gone mad. What actually happened in the years immediately following do not fit in with the theory that this alleged interchange of minor courtesies was simply political anecdote. Actually we are now witnessing the birth of Lloyd George's so-called "see-saw policy" at the one end of which was the Mosul vilayet, and at the other the Ruhr. This policy was to give Messrs. Lloyd George, Clemenceau, and Zaharoff some anxious moments, which we shall share.

This bargaining between Lloyd George and Clemenceau remained just as secret as the whole battle for Mosul between

Why did Britain thus heat the water for the French? Why did the French repel this indirect attack with such fury? Once again we can explain that best by referring to dates. The struggles lasted from January to the middle of April 1920. And in the middle of April they took the form, so to say, of pourparlers. At that time a conference was in session in San Remo which was to settle and guarantee for all time the fate of the Mosul area—and to create faits accomplis down there in the South-east was very much to the taste of both parties. What we know as the war with Feisal, the guerilla fighting of the Druses, and the occupation of the Straits was nothing more than the back stage for ten gentlemen who smoked fat cigars on the Riviera, and chatted about petrol. The

result: when the French, in spite of their unfriendly welcome, laid about them vigorously, when Feisal and the Druses got the worst of it, the French had to be given something. Quite a big something—fully 25 per cent.—England received 75 per cent. of the Mosul oil. The Americans, in spite of protests, got nothing.

Since we left Mr. Zaharoff pulling the wires in his marionette

That was how things stood in the early summer of 1920, when out of those seasonal necessities which we know so well the latest French mode was created—the national anglophobe Turkey. And thus it happened that M. Venizelos was once again invited to Paris to confer with his patron Basil Zaharoff. And then things began to cloud over again.



What did happen there?

One version, that of the ex-premier D., which is also the official version of the Venizelists, may be repeated simply as

a curiosity. I asked him if—no, I simply stated as a notorious fact that Basil Zaharoff had financed Greece's war against Turkey. To that the premier replied: "Financed? He never gave a pound for that war; he only felt it rather flattering that people could think he could lose so much."

But if that is the official version of the time there must have been earlier among the Venizelists another more passionate report, and one less deadlily wrapped in silence. You will encounter it if you speak to old gentlemen from Greece, men like our authority Ch. the banker, the same who was so unswervingly convinced of Zaharoff's murder of a policeman. He knew positively—and let it be seen that in his capacity as banker he had been concerned in the conveyance of the funds—that this war was financed by Zaharoff. To which he adds:

Zaharofflet our Venizelos down. Zaharoff and Lloyd George! We Greeks were bled white for Zaharoff. And it cost us much more than he paid, and when we asked for some of what we had spent back, we didn't get a drachma. That——(here followed a selection of insulting epithets from Homer).

Now the information does not seem to be quite of the sort on which one would care to rely.

Let us go further. The gist of the second version is that Basil Zaharoff and Lloyd George let the innocent Venizelos down. The third version is quite different. It is the Anglo-French one, and it alleges that Lloyd George was let down by Basil Zaharoff and Venizelos. In this connection let us read the oblique attack of Aubrey Herbert as it is revealed in the records of the British Parliament:

June 14, 1920.—The Hon. Aubrey Herbert asked the Prime Minister whether Sir Basil Zaharoff was consulted with regard to the Turkish Treaty.

The Prime Minister: The answer is in the negative.

No progress that way. So a week later Herbert tried again.

June 23, 1920.—The Hon. Aubrey Herbert asked why Sir Basil Zaharoff was not consulted with regard to the Turkish Treaty.

Mr. Bonar Law: I do not understand the object of my honourable friend's question.

The Hon. Aubrey Herbert: Is it not a fact that this distinguished Greek gentleman paid for the Smyrna expedition out of his own pocket and controls the greater amount of the shares of Vickers-Maxim?

But even by that way he could make no progress. Bonar Law turned it off with a jest:

I was not aware of either of these facts, but I wish that he would defray the expenses of our own troops.

Later, Aubrey Herbert tried yet a third tack and asked the Prime Minister:

whether Sir Basil Zaharoff had been financially rewarded for his help and advice on the Eastern question.

But he had no more luck this time than before. He was reduced to silence on a point of order:

Mr. Chamberlain: I do not understand this question. If my honourable friend has any charge to formulate, I beg that he will state it in plain language.

The Hon. Aubrey Herbert: May I ask your ruling, Mr. Speaker? My great difficulty is that, according to the Rules of Procedure in this House, it is quite impossible to put down the kind of question which I wish to put down. I have been driven to put down the question in this form because that is the only way in which I can draw attention to the sinister influence of this great multi-millionaire.

Mr. Speaker: That is just the point. An Hon. Member is not allowed to make insinuations in the form of a question. If the Hon. Member has a charge to make, he can make it in the form of a motion, but not in the form of a question.

Whereupon naturally the other side intervened and turned the tables on the questioner:

Mr. T. P. O'Connor: Is not such a question, attributing sinister motives to a man who notoriously gave most valuable and disinterested service to the Allies during the war, an abuse of the rules of the House?

Mr. Speaker: There was a question tendered to me, but I struck out all the insinuations.

Thus Aubrey Herbert's attack was hung up on the wire. You can see: even in the British Parliament Zaharoff does not lack friends and supporters.

What I have just quoted will serve as a sample of the third version which, then, says that the innocent Lloyd George had been led astray in his Eastern policy by the two scoundrels, Zaharoff and Venizelos. But because of the circumstances of that policy, which we have already described, we cannot accept that. The much blamed Eastern policy of Lloyd George pleased England neither in its much too temperamental details nor in its final result, but it was not invented by Lloyd George. It was the result of a long process marked by the Macmahon agreement with Hussein, the Sykes-Picot treaty, the complaisances of Sir Edward Grey toward the French, and other things. He carried on his policy as the logical consequence of this heritage. That ought not to be overlooked, even if one still thinks that the chief political director of a world empire should have handled things at once more ably and more calmly. Sir Henry Wilson was driven to write:

It simply comes to this that we cannot have the Empire and Lloyd George. It's too expensive. One of them must go.

But let us leave that, and proceed to the fourth version. If the third version alleges that Lloyd George had been the tool of Basil Zaharoff, the fourth version, which is the real national French version, declares that Zaharoff was an agent

of Lloyd George, precisely, that "agent of the Intelligence Service" of whom we have already heard. We have only to inquire of Mr. Albin E. Johnson, who in connection with the Shearer scandal expanded on the theme of Basil Zaharoff in the review La Lumière. Someone "belonging to Lloyd George's more intimate circle" told him personally:

We use Sir Basil Zaharoff as a kind of super-spy in high society and in influential circles. At the same time we have him watched by two or three of our best police agents.

It is a pity that Mr. Johnson did not tell us the name of this person so worthy of confidence who belonged to the circle of a British Prime Minister.

How many versions have we now? One: Zaharoff had nothing whatever to do with the Greco-Turkish War. Two: He led Venizelos into that war. Three: He and Venizelos led Lloyd George into it. Four: He was led into it by Lloyd George. But the fifth version is still more sensational; it comes from Greek monarchist circles; it went via Skuludis to Lewinsohn, and it says that Zaharoff did finance the Greek campaign against the Turks, but neither as an instigator nor as one instigated, neither for the sake of England's interests nor his own, but for sheer love of country. For a greater Greece! For the dream of Byzantium!

Thus version five: Sir Basil Zaharoff the Greek patriot. Shall we say that each of these versions has a grain of truth and a good deal of falsehood in it? That in its motives this action of Mr. Zaharoff is as complex and complicated as all his other deeds and adventures? Perhaps we get nearest to the truth if we try once again to put his private business and the business of high politics on the same table.

What about dates in this summer and autumn of 1920?

The Druses have been crushed; the Emir Feisal has been driven out of Syria by the French; the French have won not

Scarcely two weeks elapsed before more information was available on the reasons for the founding of this national French propaganda bank. The Banque Méditerranée, meantime, despite its tender years, had already entered the ranks of founders of companies, and in all haste founded in Paris a "société française des Docks et Ateliers de Constructions navales," and this company, though scarcely two days old (in which Vickers Limited with its Sir Vincent Caillard and "Monsieur le Comte Léon Ostrorog" now showed its face), equally developed at a tremendous pace. Before the third week in June it was displaying a furious activity with the object of getting transferred to it by the Turks that company founded

by Vickers before the war—the Docks et Ateliers du Haut Bosphore—and with it to secure possession of the entire Turkish munition and ship-construction industry which depended on it.

But let us say at once: this comprehensive scheme failed. The idea of Mr. Zaharoff through the detour—which we may now set down in our text-book—via a national new French bank and two intermediate States and positions for emitting smoke-screens to safeguard Vickers' capital, and also at the same time to filch from the Turks at a stroke their armament industry—that scheme failed through lack of time. The most unoriental haste of its promoters made the Turks suspicious. Or perhaps there came a warning from the ever watchful France. The session in which the Turks were to hand over their arsenals to Mr. Zaharoff took place on June 18, 1920. The Turks delayed signing and wanted another postponement. And then it was too late. Then it was seen why Mr. Zaharoff had been in so frantic a hurry. On June 22nd it was learned that the increased activity in the port of Smyrna, which had been reported by Turkish spies, had been the preliminaries to a great Greek offensive. A Greek army, equipped with Messrs. Vickers' most up-to-date weapons issued from Smyrna on June 22nd and marched against awakened Turkey. Mr. Zaharoff's claim to the docks on the Bosphorus had to be postponed.

Thus we come to June 22, 1920. The story of this first stage of Zaharoff's war against the Turks is soon told. Turkey was in full confusion. The new nationalists of Angora, led by a certain Mustapha Kemal, were waging civil war against the adherents of the Sultan. So the Greeks met with little resistance, and marched inland from Smyrna and the Sea of Marmora. In a few weeks they were in possession of the best part of the Anatolian coastland. Then once again the French showed that they were on the watch, and the Italians that they were envious of the plunder, and, as at that moment it

was the pleasure of the haughty rulers in Paris to dictate the peace of Sevrès, the Turks lost much, but the Greeks did not get all they had got as a result of their little-disturbed anabasis. None the less—there still remained the possibility of a "a mandate" for Smyrna and an extensive hinterland. If one takes it that the aim of the Anglo-Zaharoff war was the destruction of Turkey, then that aim, in spite of a victorious advance and many conquests, had not yet been gained. And to bring still more pressure to bear, to maintain the offensive, to think of modifications—of all that Mr. Basil Zaharoff was not free to think in the course of the next few months. For the watchfulness of the French which put the brake on the offensive of his Greeks, which four days before the war began had countered him in the matter of the acquisition of the Turkish arsenals—this watchfulness led to a counter-attack on another front and drove Mr. Basil Zaharoff and the whole Shell oil policy on to the defensive. They had their hands full saving their own skin in France itself.

Back to France then! At what point did we leave Mr. Zaharoff there with his triumphs? The French were certainly once more on guard, but not so completely on guard as to be able to prevent the delicate plant of the Algerian oil hopes from fading away in his clutching old hands. And so there was a sort of crisis of confidence in a certain Grand Cross of the Legion of Honour; at the time of the San Remo Agreement, when Vickers rifles were found with the Druses and the Emir Feisal, there was not the same trust in the Frenchness of the gentleman with the imperial as there had been a year before—and the Americans, too, who had been victoriously pressed back, were now returning to the charge. In the spring of 1920 an expedition led by two gentlemen from Standard Oil—Alfred Cotton Bedford and Walter Clark Teagle were the names of the heroes from across the seas—began to exercise pressure in the city on the Seine. The conquest of the French home market and Mosul—their secret plans did not differ

by one iota from those of Mr. Basil Zaharoff. Only this campaign, directed against England with the plunder of France as aim, was waged by the Americans more directly and less in the oriental manner. The French oil interests therewith ceased to be the subject of what might be called an intimate Anglo-French dispute; they became objects, became one of the objects of the great rivalry between the two Anglo-Saxon World Powers. That is to say the Anglo-French war became from that time a part of the greater Anglo-American war. Or to put it mathematically, as France was to Turkey so the United States was to France—F: T = A: F.

and for whose possession a fierce struggle had been raging for years and goes on up to this day. In other words, Zaharoff has had to yield ground before the attack of Standard Oil in the banking world of Paris, but, as compensation, he has got an influence in the Eastern battleground which in its extent and results cannot yet be surveyed.

To yield ground! And it was not ended, the yielding process. Now that France had resolved to use Beelzebub to drive out Satan and had summoned the Standard Oil to its aid, our hero with the imperial found himself engaged in rearguard actions along the whole line of his deployment in France. In that bargaining over the Chinese Eastern Railway, Standard Oil seems to have retained something for itself. On the board of directors of the Banque de la Seine, that is to say in the very headquarters itself of Mr. Zaharoff, there suddenly appeared a Mr. Edward Tuck, representing an important minority holding. The address of this Mr. Tuck is the same as that of Standard française! Standard Oil is advancing. Entry into the enemy headquarters; the valiant Americans may well have been proud of their success. That the victorious Mr. Tuck in this purchase of shares had been rather let down by the old Levantine was first apparent a little later. We shall speak of it later. It was a Pyrrhic victory, a Danaan gift, or any other historical or mythological name one likes to give it. The shares were to all intents and purposes worthless.

But this was just a Levantine jest, a local success for the rearguard. The retreat remained a retreat. It was a war to the knife which even in the account given by the moderate Herr Hoffmann was "waged in the most intimate way of intrigue in the political salons and banks." Details might be given in a text-book, but not in the kind of book which we were trying to write for budding armament kings; only in a text-book of criminology. As example, take this one typical bit of sharp practice:

Since 1906 there had been in existence an insignificant

shipping company called the Société navale de l'Ouest. One day Mr. Zaharoff got control of it and made it a noble company by increasing its capital from three to forty million francs. What was a shipping company to do with such a lot more money? It bought ships I Where? From the Vickers company of course. Only later did the true story of the purchase of the ships come out in connection with the failure of the company in 1923. We can read this in the Tribune de Paris:

The price of construction which Mr. Basil Zaharoff charged to the Société navale de l'Ouest resulted in heavy burdens being imposed upon it, in preventing it from carrying on business, and in the failure sooner or later of the company and its disappearance into the abyss which swallowed also the millions of the luckless shareholders. When Zaharoff negotiated with Vickers for the building of a number of ships for the Société navale de l'Ouest he got a commission of £7 per ton. By a delivery of 200,000 tons he got away with £1,400,000.

A small but clever catch, a commercial jest of the great man, an example of what the French always ascribe to him—"amour de la commission." But we are not yet at the year 1923; we are still at the end of 1920; the battle in France between Shell and Standard Oil has been drawn, and the English oil capital has by no means given up the fight for the French home market as hopeless. At least there remains that other great and undefeated English oil company which can be used to make a flank attack on the victoriously advancing Americans—the Anglo-Persian. So, at the beginning of 1921, Zaharoff started a new company, though finding himself driven to retreat on every point on his front in France—the Société générale des Huiles de Pétrole. The founders were the Anglo-Persian and that shipping company, the Société navale de l'Ouest, of which we have just read that it was tottering, thanks to its costly purchase of ships from Vickers. The complaisant Press announced the new company as a

Actually he had lost the battle. And now the papers told the tale. Mr. Zaharoff had closed the mouth of his chief assailant in Paris, the Petit Parisien, by handing over to it his old Excelsior. On January 1, 1921 the Petit Parisien turned anglophil. Where-upon the Standard Oil by means of the Banque Paris Pays-Bas got control of the hitherto anglophil Matin which, on that same January 1, 1921, began to fulminate against Mr. Zaharoff and the English. So at the twelfth hour General Zaharoff had to strengthen his rearguard so as at least to cover his retreating columns from the murderous attacks of francs-

tireurs. How did he do it? We may read how in Menevée, who writes:

For this purpose Zaharoff made use of those personalities in French politics whose policies had chimed in well with the aims of Britain, of M. Georges Clemenceau, and his various satellites from M. André Tardieu to M. Nicolas Piétri. So a new daily appeared, the Echo National, whose founder was M. Georges Clemenceau and whose political director was M. André Tardieu.

So the hostile armies had taken to shooting at each other with newspapers. As conscientious historians let us see how this new paper wrote. Here is a typical passage from a leading article:

It certainly needed a Briand or a Franklin-Bouillon to involve us in a conflict with England over these Angora Turks in a way that they would not have risked doing when it was a question of securing the German debt to France.

That is enough. We are on the right track. The Echo National existed for a year, then it disappeared. It had fulfilled its mission and covered the retreat. The retreating troops were now within their own frontiers again.

So there remained, therefore, only the other front, the Eastern one, which was of paramount importance to the great war aim, the conquest of Mosul. As long as Zaharoff was not defeated in the East he was not yet defeated. If he succeeded in torpedoing France's Eastern policy by finally bringing France's latest protégé, Angora, to its knees, then the expulsion of the Zaharoff-Deterding oil-armies from France itself was only an episode, an intermezzo. If we reckon rightly, then the Greeks who, since the peace of Sevrès, had been sitting in Smyrna, would soon be impelled by sheer irresistible force of patriotism to advance eastward once again. An

American, Scott Nearing, says in his book Oil and the Germs of War:

The Anatolian war between the Angora Turks and the Greeks, which was at the same time a war between French and English oil policies, was carried on with special regard to the Mesopotamian-Asia Minor oil question, and actually at the bidding of the great oil interests. Greece fought under orders from Shell, which sheltered behind the British Government, and Turkey on orders from the Standard Oil group, whose part as a world power was supported not by the United States but by France.

That is just what we have gathered in other ways and from other sources, but the circumstances and motives of this war are so extraordinary that one cannot have too many sworn helpers to back one.

Thus here the private history of Mr. Zaharoff becomes really world history. Greece—that means Venizelos? No, this time Venizelos has nothing to do with it; he is as innocent as a new-born babe. The ways of the politician are wonderful. After the victorious advance of June and July 1920, after the conclusion of the Peace of Sevrès, after the conquest of a Smyrna with an extensive hinterland, he had returned home to Greece in triumph; he had even had the luck to realize the dearest wish of every statesman, to have that superb chance of popularity which comes from escaping an attempt on one's life—he escaped an assassin at Lyons. But fate gave into the hands of his enemies, the Greek dynasty, another chance for popularity, and the people's statesman as a result was overthrown. Alexander, King of Greece, son of the expelled Constantine, was bitten by an angry ape in the park of his castle at Tatoi. Blood-poisoning; rumours in Athens that the ape had been infected with germs and incited to attack the king. Then the young monarch, well deserving to be mourned, died, and the monarchist party came to the top. The first result:

Venizelos, who was too secure of himself and careless, held new elections, was completely beaten and left the country. The second result: the banished King Constantine was recalled by a plebiscite and entered Athens. The third result: Mr. Basil Zaharoff, because in the early summer of 1921 he felt the need of a little more Greek patriotism, no longer adhered to the tried friend and statesman, but went over to the monarch whom he had helped to overthrow during the war.

Not that that presented any difficulties to him. The brotherin-law of Wilhelm II had also annexationist ambitions. He too had a high opinion of Vickers guns and had a certain weakness for gold.

Sir Basil Zaharoff took four million pounds from his own pocket for the equipment of the Greek troops for this Asia Minor campaign

declares Aubrey Herbert, already known to us for his persistence on the occasion of a later attack in the House of Commons. Other estimates of Zaharoff's private expenditure go far above Herbert's—to thirty million pounds. But that latter figure given by the Communists is undoubtedly exaggerated. But back to the new and the old King Constantine! He took the weapons and the money of his supporter—there are Venizelists who allege that Mr. Basil Zaharoff had already financed the return of the king and the public opinion that made it possible. It is certain, anyway, that the king at once unsheathed the sword and went off to General Headquarters in Smyrna. The Greek Army was three hundred thousand strong; it was equipped with Zaharoff's best motorized artillery, with the most up-to-date flame-throwers, with Maxim guns, with bombing planes and Vickers tanks; the great offensive of the gentleman with the imperial began—amid the angry protests of the French, but good wishes from Mr. Lloyd George—on July 10, 1921.

An offensive—against whom? Here was where in the

the bearer of a famous Turkish name and a trustworthy witness on what then happened in the Near East told me that the battle of the Sakkaria had been won by a misunderstanding or by an accident. Mustapha Kemal had ordered the retreat to begin at seven o'clock on the two and twentieth day. But King Constantine had ordered it for four o'clock! In any case the advance of the Greek army had been smashed. The troops which now lay in the trenches of Eski-shehr were no longer capable of fighting. Unless a miracle happened Zaharoff, with his friend Lloyd George and his royal man of straw, Constantine, had lost the game, a game in which the stakes were perilously high.

No miracle happened, but what did come, and in everincreasing strength, was the echo of what had happened. On August 16th, that is while the battle of the Sakkaria was still in progress, it was already audible—even in England. Here is a passage from a speech by Mr. Guinness in the House of Commons:

If the Silesian danger is in a fair way of being settled, the next most important problem outstanding is that of the Near East, and on that score I must say that the statement of the Prime Minister seemed to me this afternoon to be most unsatisfactory. His attitude was that of the old Turks after the revolution towards the dogs of Constantinople. These unfortunate animals were shipped off to an island—and left there to destroy each other. That practically is the policy which the Prime Minister tells us this afternoon he considers most suitable for application to Anatolia. It is a most cynical policy and I think it is a disastrous policy in the interests of reconstruction throughout the world. The only explanation, I am afraid, is that our foreign affairs are run not by the Foreign Office, but by the Prime Minister personally. I suspect that experts in a position to give him advice founded on experience and knowledge are very rarely consulted. This is not to say that the Prime Minister has no counsellors. I believe that in this matter the voice behind the throne, or I should say the

voice behind the presidential chair, is that of Sir Basil Zaharoff. He is, no doubt, a very able financier. Outside political circles his chief fame is that he does or did control the armament industries in four or five countries. But even more than his financial power is the fact that, although he is British enough to be a Grand Cross of the Bath and a Grand Cross of the British Empire, he remains primarily, I believe, a Greek. If we are to be ruled in foreign affairs, not by experts but by a presidential system, we can at least ask that the voices which he hears should be British voices, and the interests those of his own country, or at least of the Entente.

And then it was heard on the other side of the Channel. There, too, the echoes grew. This opportunity for once of picking a quarrel with Britain and so with the suspected Mr. Zaharoff and especially with the much hated M. Georges Clemenceau—that opportunity could not fail to be taken. Here it was Briand's friend and Clemenceau's foe, Henry de Jouvenel, who directed the orchestra in the Matin which, as we know, had since a certain first of January become Anglophobe and the house organ of Standard Oil. Let us read what he says:



England's Greek Mistake or the Policy of Sir Basil Zaharoff

Sir Basil Zaharoff has been called the mystery man of Europe. Mysterious, no doubt, but M.Zaharoff is certainly not unknown in France. Before the war he showered his gifts on our seats of learning and they publicly expressed their gratitude. Once he bought a newspaper which was only half-political; that was taken to be the caprice of a Maecenas. During the war he founded a newsagency which was to be at the service of the French Press; that was the cleverest way to influence and bias it. The first person to show unease was, I believe, Clemenceau. When he came into power, M. Zaharoff was among those threatened. Then everything was publicly arranged when a few days later he received the Grand Cross of the Legion of

Honour. Since then a member of the Clemenceau family has become one of M. Zaharoff's business partners. And M. Zaharoff is directly or indirectly chief proprietor of the newspaper in which the ghost of M. Clemenceau will shortly reappear.

We would not like to levy at this cosmopolitan banker who is a multi-millionaire, who was born in Greece, who has been made a knight in England and Grand Cross of the Legion of Honour in France, the reproach that here and elsewhere he has used his influence in the cause of his native land. No, the scandal lies with his satellites. His native land is neither France nor England. But woe to the nations who let themselves be pressed into the service of international finance. Fortunately French policy has recovered its independence even with respect to M. Zaharoff. France once again has become the shield of Islam. And if England has reckoned up the price which it will have to pay from India to Egypt for a policy à la Zaharoff, it will no doubt realize that it must again conclude peace with Islam. Then it can certainly count on our good services. For whatever Lloyd George and particularly Lord Curzon may think, there is no difference between Great Britain and ourselves as to the objective, but merely a difference of opinion regarding the way to get to it.

With that the signal was given. With that there began the society game of revelations. Now it is known in Paris who this Mr. Zaharoff is. Nay, rather, at a stroke everyone says that he has always known. The Levantine is not only stripped to the skin—more clothes, indeed, are stripped from him than ever he had on his body—Shell, Anatolia, Mosul, Algeria, Monaco, and the Bank of France; now the scales fall from every eye. This Mr. Basil Zaharoff is anti-Christ, and behind this anti-Christ stands the old enemy, England. This now is the point at which in any sort of affair in France someone makes the discovery that somewhere, somehow, in some mysterious way the still more mysterious British "Intelligence Service" is at work. That mysterious communication from "a

personality of the Lloyd George circle," about the "superspy" Zaharoff we already know. Now people went much further back. Thirty years, forty years—what does it matter? Here even our very judicial Zaharoff specialist, Menevée, for once loses his level head and writes:

Zaharoff, it is supposed, came to France in 1889 on the occasion of the great exhibition. This date is particularly significant if one remembers the part which he played later. For 1889–1890—that was the time when the descent of Cornelius Hertz began. It would be important to know in full sufficiency the function that Zaharoff was then exercising in France. Did he then begin to make preparations to take up Cornelius Hertz's succession in that powerful organization which for centuries has directed England's policy, the organization which is called the "Intelligence Service"? Are there not many points of contact between the activities of Messrs. Hertz and Zaharoff?

The comparison is even more extraordinary if one thinks a little about the facts. The part played by Hertz in the journalistic and political life of Clemenceau is possibly forgotten by many, and yet it is not to be underestimated. And Zaharoff does precisely what Hertz did. He too has his mysteries with Clemenceau. For instance, Cornelius Hertz owned the Justice, which was Clemenceau's paper—and Zaharoff owned the Echo National, which was Clemenceau's paper. That was why Clemenceau recommended Hertz for honours, and on the three of the five occasions when Zaharoff received honours Clemenceau was again at the head of the Government of France.

That and no more. We can easily laugh. We can easily say that the accusation against the old Tiger who so many times showed his flaming French patriotism—and not for the last time in the struggle with Lloyd George—is nothing else but absurd. We can easily establish that Mr. Lloyd George could scarcely have done anything else than draw the logical conclusions from the political premises. We could easily plead as grounds

for lenience for Mr. Basil Zaharoff in the special circumstances for his acts as a war-monger, affection and patriotism, human, all too human qualities. But for those who were the victims of this battue the affair was deadly serious.

How did they react? The man with the imperial held his peace. Not a quiver in his face betrayed him when he was overrun by newspapermen seeking a new sensation, by excited politicians. The looking after the wrecks of his positions in France he left to the partners whom he had so carefully taken into partnership. Mr. Tuck of the Standard Oil, who a short time before had entered with flags flying into the Banque de la Seine was, we fear, not too pleased with his triumph and with the possession of his new shares. At that time the Action française et étrangère wrote:

The Collapse of Greece seems to have shattered Zaharoff's power. Will he at last pack up and go? Things are going badly with the Banque de la Seine. Its shares have fallen from 500 to 225. Why doesn't M. Zaharoff stop the rot? He was able to pay four hundred million francs for the Greek Army and he hasn't ten million for his bank?

Will he at last pack up and go? The great man hasn't heard words like this for fifty years. A memory of youth. But to treat a self-made man in that way is a psychological error and it is certainly not the way to get him to take his purse out of his pocket. A man who is insulted never pays. In November 1922 the bank, into which as a good bargain the victorious Mr. Tuck had bought his way, was in some straits, in June 1923 was in difficulties over quite a small sum, and by the next time an election of directors came round the last of Sir Basil's men of straw had cleared out.

No, not quite so unwept and unsung did the English knight now pack up and go as in 1873. He departed from France with a gesture which does all honour both to his knighthood and to his southern blood. He endowed a seamen's home, a chair, a university—these were things of the past. Now, when he was being overwhelmed in a wave of national indignation, and maligned by a crowd of newspapers which a short time ago had been glad to receive his favours, he endowed a prize for literature. And he called it "the Prix Balzac." This man who at his age had become the incarnation of Baron Nucingen, attached his name to that of the author of the Comédie humaine. If that is not just a jest of fate it is at least a symbol. And at this hour of disaster the greatest gesture of supreme irony that could be imagined.

Mr. Lloyd George's temperament is very different. He has the ability not merely to negotiate but to orate. In Manchester he appeared before his fellow-countrymen and explained to them the great peace aims which he had pursued with his—he actually did say "his"—Eastern policy. Freedom of trade on the Bosphorus. Saving Europe from a new war. Prevention of Turkish atrocities in Constantinople and Thrace! Ah, the grey-haired man who stands before his electors has been seventeen years in the Government and for six years has ruled a world empire. A man like that does not give up a fight so easily. A fine actor such as he has been all his life long, he perhaps believes even at this hour that he has undertaken a crusade against the unbelievers. What do they really know, all those who cast stones at him now? Now Sir Henry Wilson, the friend and collaborator of yesterday, writes:

Mr. Lloyd George has put his money on the wrong horse. We shall never get peace in Palestine or Mesopotamia or Egypt or India until we make love to the Turks. It may be very immoral or it may not; it is a fact. Can anyone tell me why Mr. Lloyd George backed the Greeks? I don't know and I am going to ask him as soon as I get a chance. I know it was not by the advice of George Nathaniel Curzon or the British Ambassador at Constantinople or Lord Reading. That at least has come out. I was at the Quai d'Orsay when the three of them including Lloyd George gave Smyrna to the Greeks, and I

had to arrange for troops to go there. I had no say in the matter. It was an affair of high policy. Venizelos went at once with me to my hotel, the Astoria. He was always a good friend and I told him plainly that he had ruined his country. He pooh-poohed the idea. I said: "If you go to Smyrna you must go to Armenia or get out." That wasn't clever. It was just common sense. You can't hold a seaboard town with the Turks sitting all round you on the hills like wolves licking their chaps. So they got Smyrna and had to take the railway and at this minute they are losing the railway and in time they will have to get out. But why did Lloyd George back them? Was it to please Zaharoff or was it because Venizelos told him that Greeks were so prolific that they would people Near East Asia in two or three years?

Lord Beaverbrook, the newspaper king, demanded that the doors of Government offices should at last be shut to Sir Basil Zaharoff and his agents. And the Daily Mail said that this Levantine must be taught that the English nation was determined to be master in its own house. And again the persistent Aubrey Herbert asked:

If Sir Basil was consulted before the Greek landing at Smyrna by the Foreign Office or by the Prime Minister.

No, by Heaven, and once again, no; he has never been called into council. It is the duty of a gentleman sometimes to lie in politics, just as much as when there is a woman in the case. Zaharoff, Zaharoff, and yet again Zaharoff. Everyone now thinks himself cleverer than he. Of the real background, of the great strategic conception in which this private Anatolian affair of his friend Zaharoff is only a stage in a process, of the secret Franco-Anglo-American oil war for world dominion, he must not speak. So he holds his peace. "I shall not say what might be injurious to my native land," he wrote briefly at the head of his memoirs. Perhaps there is a truer greatness of character behind these words than can be realized to-day.

That was the reckoning in Athens. In London the reckoning was made in calmer fashion. The Conservatives left the Government. Thus Lloyd George was overthrown. On October 19, 1922, he handed in his resignation.

But the man who had contrived all that, who had paid for it out of his own pocket, who had let it come to an affair of flesh and blood and particularly blood, the three-and-seventy-year-old Sir Basil Zaharoff, "the inspirer of British policy," the richest man in the world, "the man of mystery," and Grand Cross of the highest order in the land of the arch-enemy—at this moment he is not to be found. He has disappeared.


NATIONS AS PAWNS

Now for the first time we shall let our hero disappear into the background and take the chance to get our breath. Into what a tangled jungle of lust of power, world policy, and vileness have we all unwittingly wandered! It is more than necessary to halt and take the chance to draw breath, and to understand what actually has happened.

that strategic plan to defeat her by striking her in the East while she was being struck as well, and primarily, on her own soil, has failed. Mr. Zaharoff's positions on the Seine have been too vividly revealed for him to go on making an effort to stay in the country. But this statement requires a little qualification. Amid the wreck of his fronts in France, the gentleman from the Levant had stoutly maintained one single, strong, and carefully prepared position, and assured it; that is the stronghold in that big bank of Paris which is called the Banque de l'Union parisienne. Such a bank pursues its own policy independent even of the Quai d'Orsay; and here Sir Basil Zaharoff, despite the fact that his private fortune is down by a couple of hundred million francs as a result of his private adventure in Anatolia, counts for quite as much as the Vickers company counts with the Schneider firm in Le Creusot. Should the gentleman who has been crushed bob up again after all, and should he still take an interest in business, and especially, considering the incalculable obstinacy of old men, in the petrol business, then we might witness the Vickers company, the makers of guns, the builders of warships, become involved in the Mosul oil policy.

Now what is the actual situation in the war for Mosul? Greece is destroyed. Mr. Zaharoff has been expelled from

France and for the moment has disappeared. Lloyd George has fallen. At the end of the year 1922 the British Empire was having a thin time. What was now set a-going from London was a bold, complicated, and masterly policy of rectification. Its director was Lord Curzon.

ruler whose penchant is women and children like the protégés of Mr. Untermeyer. In the manner of a Great Power it makes no appeal at all to a legal title, but demands the application of the principle of "the open door." Against that there is no argument; one can only pay up. So once again a treaty is signed. It is called the Cadman treaty, and by it Britain promises one quarter of Mosul oil to the Standard Company.

By thus sacrificing a quarter of the plunder Lord Curzon succeeded in blowing up the American end of the hostile triangle. From now on America is found on the side of the British. Now there remain only the French and the Turks—the position is not so dangerous. And as to settle the utter confusion in the Near East a conference is summoned in Lausanne, the best course in a case where opinions are very divided is to present everybody with a fait accompli. Thus in October 1922 British officers led the troops of Feisal into Mosul. With that the stage for the Lausanne conference—the first of that name—is set; the play could begin.

We cannot trace the whole dramatic course of that conference. England and America were arrayed against Turkey and France. The conference began with a minor distraction. The Turks saw themselves faced with a draft treaty which looked remarkably like an ultimatum, and with the acceptance of which—the Turks got five days in which to decide—Turkey admitted the validity of the Bagdad-Mosul oil concessions granted to the Turkish Petroleum Company, the control of which was in English hands. The Turks were furious, but they negotiated. And suddenly during the five days of the ultimatum who appears? Who breaks his flag once again? At the critical moment of the conference Mr. Basil Zaharoff whom, since the fall of his friend Lloyd George, everyone had thought disappeared, ruined, finished, bobs up from his shipwreck as fresh as ever. And it is soon apparent that the old gentleman is neither bankrupt nor beaten. The affair that cost his royal friend Constantine his throne and

life, his ally Lloyd George his career, had cost Mr. Basil Zaharoff only a miserable couple of hundred million francs. Up he comes, slender, alert, and rejuvenated as if he had been away at a health resort. They will have yet to reckon with this young man.

How did he spend the time when he was lying in hiding? We shall not unveil the mystery. At least not yet. At the moment let us be content with this; at the critical moment of the Lausanne Conference he bobbed up again all of a sudden, and, so to say, flung a bomb into the assembly. Let us follow his course, and this is as difficult as negotiating floating ice. Let us glance first at the Press:

Here is the first warning signal in the Matin:

Sir Basil Zaharoff is expected in London this week. England should not believe that the danger is over. That would mean that they were underestimating the skill at intrigue of M. Venizelos and the obstinacy of Sir Basil Zaharoff. It cannot be doubted now but that both of them have kept their influence and they will not yield without a desperate fight.

And then this from the Weekly Dispatch:

While everybody was searching for Sir Basil Zaharoff the Greek multi-millionaire was staying quietly in London. When we met him on Monday in Piccadilly, any number of people were passing him by and not one recognized him. That shows the mystery in which he moves, although in the crisis in the Near East and in many others his influence was greater than that of most of the statesmen whom everyone knows. This mysterious personage who has had such a significant influence on international policy for twenty years went past the newspaper sellers, who carried bills telling of the latest diplomatic stroke in England of his protégé, Venizelos, without batting an eyelid.

And this from the Sunday Express:

The deepest mystery surrounds Sir Basil Zaharoff's comings and goings between London and Paris. No doubt the sinister Greek comes to London "on private business" as one of his confidants tells us. None the less his private business is the fate of nations, the plans of Governments, and the marching of armies.

Eight days ago M. Venizelos also arrived here "on private business." But a few hours later he was in the Foreign Office, no doubt on some private business of his own. The whole of the London Press has indicated its distrust of this mysterious millionaire and his agent Venizelos. The friends of Sir Basil Zaharoff will be well advised if they succeeded at the last moment in inducing him not to come to London whatever the reason of his journey may be.

Once again this is all a little obscure. What is the game? We shall be better advised to learn of it from our Greco-French banker Ch., who must have definite information here. Here is a passage from what he said:

Zaharoff did for our Venizelos, he and Lloyd George! [Then follows what was given earlier in another connection.] And later Constantine was beaten and Lloyd George overthrown; it went as far as that. When the catastrophe of Smyrna happened Venizelos was in America. He returned at once to Europe and flung into the struggle in London all his patriotism and all his skill in negotiation, so that Greece might not be left in the lurch. He could do nothing to help. Why? Because Zaharoff stabbed him in the back. He didn't care a rap for Greece. To him Greece was only a piece on the board. He bent all his energies to wreck the Lausanne conference so that he might do some fishing in troubled waters. Then Mr. Zaharoff went to and fro between London and Paris and there was the great burst-up at the conference. The Turks would very likely have accepted the British terms, but while the ultimatum period was still running, everything suddenly went wrong. First of all the British told the Turks they would not only have to give up Mosul, but they must hand over the docks and arsenals built on the Bosphorus before the war to the Vickers company. That was Mr. Zaharoff. Secondly, the French declared that the British were sabotaging the occupation of the Ruhr, and Mr. Zaharoff was certainly one of the chief

actors in the Ruhr affair. The Turks naturally were aware of the conflict between France and England, refused the ultimatum, and smashed the conference by withdrawing. Thus Zaharoff, by torpedoing the conference, got what he wanted. Everyone was at daggers drawn with everyone else, and he did fish in troubled waters.

The question of the renewing of the concession which before the war Turkey had given to the Vickers company for the erection of Turkish docks and the construction of warships was one of the reasons why the first Lausanne conference broke down.

on earth appears on the other side when and wherever Standard Oil bobs up. And, secondly, the Banque de l'Union parisienne. And thus we have come back to our old friend Zaharoff again. Union parisienne—that is his last concealed position in France. If we were arguing rightly, it was inevitable that we should meet him again. And now let us see what our sworn helper Ch. can tell us:

The connections of the American Morgan group reached to the Banque de l'Union parisienne. In the winter of 1922–23 this bank provided the financial preparation for the occupation of the Ruhr. Meantime Standard Oil, which was in touch with French officialdom through the Banque de Paris et des Pay-Bas, worked in the direction of appeasement.

It may appear contradictory that the Banque de l'Union parisienne, an oil bank under British guidance, should be financing the French invasion of the Ruhr, although certain sections in the financial circles in London, because of Eastern and oil-political considerations, according to all the evidence, took action to support on the world market the German effort to maintain the mark. Thus, through this double relationship of a French financing of the military action and the German financing of passive resistance, both parties were caught in the toils so that France with the Ruhr war was ever more deeply tied up in Germany.

But now when an understanding had been reached in the Near Eastern conflicts between the British and American oil interests by the secret agreement on Mesopotamia [the Cadman treaty], the Ruhr issue had to be liquidated. Therefore London finance strove for a compromise between the Morgan group and the banking section of the Standard oligarchy. Sir Basil Zaharoff, the tried agent of London finance in the Banque de l'Union parisienne, then went off to the United States in order to get "a conclusion of peace" between the two American rivals in understanding with English finance.

What, then, happened according to this account? Lord Curzon had got the Americans on his side. As a result he was able

to break up the Franco-Turkish alliance and isolate the Turks, while he kept the French involved in the Ruhr—and Basil Zaharoff had forced himself into the game and had a hand in it on both sides, the French and also the German. Why? There were plenty of reasons. If Mr. Zaharoff supported the Mosul policy of Lord Curzon, he was furthering his own oil interests. And if the Banque de l'Union and Schneider—Creusot helped the occupation of the Ruhr, Mr. Zaharoff was a partner to the business. And if the Germans offered resistance—aye, what about this alleged influence on Germany? Let us say just a word on that; there is something we must explain.

The preference of the Levantine for any sort of "confusion" is no novelty to us. We have only to remember how he paid for getting that railway in Eastern Asia. And if on general principles there is always something to be made out of confusion, what could not be made out of the confusion when a nation has been laid desperately low and so is striving towards a new national awakening, a Great Power has been deprived of all its armaments and its armament factories levelled to the ground? What a market there to conquer, what a super-dimensional business to be got, if it is possible so to stir up national feeling that a complete and new rearmament would be demanded—you can realize all that that meant from the figures of arms deliveries made by the German State under the Versailles Treaty:
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OF INTEREST TO ALL R.U. MEMBERS is the new Multiplix book section. Here, too, co-operative buying is ef