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PREFACE

EFORE visiting the Orient I endeavoured to
learn from books something in relation to
the woman of Egypt. I found much writ-

ing relative to ancient Egypt, its history and its
temples, also many books dealing with the political
aspects of the present-day country of the Nile. In
all these treatises, however, I looked vainly for
information concerning the woman. Through my
friendship with Egyptian women I was permitted
to visit in the homes and learn the customs and
life, to a degree at least, of the women of various
classes, both Egyptian and Bedouin. I visited the
girls’ schools and saw young Egypt at study. I
visited the Missions, the hospitals, learning there
the crying need of the woman for a larger know-
ledge of sanitary laws, Much was gained from
those who have looked upon the woman of Egypt
from the point of view of her moral and religious

development, Through my housekeeping experi-
9
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ences in Cairo I discovered conditions relative to
the working woman and the labouring class which
can only be observed by a householder,

Although I am well aware that the woman of
Egypt, lodged in her traditions and conservatism, is
not readily revealed, especially to an outsider, it is
my hope that these pages may afford a glimpse into
the modern life and problems confronting her in
the present rapid and revolutionary changes which
Egypt is now experiencing in common with the

entire Eastern world.
E. Ct‘
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THE

WOMEN OF EGYPT

CHAPTER 1
EGYPT'S HOPE AND EGYPT’S HANDICAP

S go the women of Egypt, so goes Egypt.
In the ancient land of the Nile, as in the
newest dependency of the twentieth cen-
tury, Longfellow’s words are true:
As unto the bow the cord is
So unto man is woman.
Though she bends him, she obeys him,

Though she leads him, yet she follows ;
Useless each without the other.

The woman of Egypt is the hope of Egypt,
because the country depends upon the home, and
the home is woman’s domain.

1f woman is the conservator of the home in the
West, guarding it strictly from innovation and
change because it represents to her permanence,

21



22 THE WOMEN OF EGYPT

and is veritably her throne, the woman of Egypt
is even more completely synonymous with her
home-life, since it is her sole kingdom, the only
world she knows or seces, Not infrequently she
passes her life in a single.humble dwelling, with not
so much as a visit to a relative or a friend, while
her children bear the stamp of her mind and heart
as exactly as the centuries-old hieroglyphics upon
the monuments and tombs of Egyptian kings
reflect the life of the dweller in the Nile Valley
to-day.

What the woman of Egypt is in the home, the
man of Egypt will be in the ficld, in the shop, and
in the office, while the youth of Egypt will carry
the influences of thc household into every phase of
the changing progress of the New Egypt. There
is indeed no ““ Lgyptian Question "’ that does not
include the consideration of the Egyptian woman ;
there are no ‘‘ Capitulations,” involving the sixtcen
world Powers in the political guidance of this
country, more intricate than is the life of woman,
woven as it is into custom, tradition, and domcs-
ticity ; she is the first architect of the Egyptian’s
fate, building her idcas and habits into thc aims
and ambitions of her sons and daughters; she is
the key to Modern Egypt.



ISOLATED WOMANHOOD 28

The Westerner’s attention is early attracted, in
Alexandria and Cairo especially, to the womanless
mosques, the womanless cafés, and the womanless
public assemblies. The first question naturally
arising is, ‘“ Where are the women? "

One finds it incredible, even when told by those
who know, that the women of humble life are
often domestic prisoners throughout the day in
the rude huts of the fellaheen or tradesmen, or
that the chief recreation of the lady is to sit closely
screened behind the moushrabeah, while her lord and
master goes forth to mix with men and affairs in
a civilization which is slowly but surely flowing
down into the old land of Saladin from the
European capitals.

The slow progress of women toward modern
ideas is not difficult to appreciate when one dis-
covers that they are frequently the companions
of beasts and primeval conditions for the greater
part of their days, or shut up to shallow thought,
gossip, and purely material ideals, conversing only
with women as ignorant as they are themselves,
their mental and moral growth and attractiveness,
with their physical charms, fading for want of
light, free air, and exercise,

The usual absence of sanitary laws and medical
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attention (these women are never allowed a man
physician except in extreme cases) add to the
handicap under which the women of this back-
ward country are living.

Is it any wonder that the womanhood of Egypt
has been compared to the poisonous roots of the
upas-tree which, by its very contagion, dwarfs
and blights the whole growth and structure of the
national body ? She has brought to her sons
and husbands through decades, not hope, not
companionship, not equality or religion, as we
are accustomed to think of the women of the West
contributing, but rather a benighted conception
of home-life, from the point of view of Western
ideas, and this condition has readily become the
atmosphere in which is easily bred unrest, intrigue,
and a low ideal of physical relationships.

It must not be thought, however, that the woman
of Egypt has had no place in the history of a country
with a great ancient civilization. Early records
show the wives of kings honoured by their consorts
and respected by the people. A thousand years
before Abraham, Egyptian law secured to women
the right of succession to the throne, and queen
after queen swayed the Empire of Egypt, when
Egypt swayed the Empires of the world. One of
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RELICS OF THE PAST 27

the oldest sculptures yet recovered from the ruins
of Egypt represents a prince and princess, husband
and wife, seated side by side. The tallest monolith
in the world was the work of Queen Hatshepsut,
In the old tombs and temples are pictures of -queens
riding in triumphant processions, and Amenophis
is represented riding in a chariot followed by the
chariots containing his seven daughters. One of
the wives of Solomon was the daughter of a Pharaoh ;
special honour was accorded her, a magnificent
palace being erected for her, and she was given the
privilege of worshipping her own gods, although
this was contrary to the laws of Israel.

There is indication that something of this old-
time prestige and dignity may again be the boon
of the Egyptian woman, and that she will prove
in the modern day her ability to serve her
husband and her country as a torch-bearer and
real enlightener. Already the woman of Egypt has
begun her escape; she has not only looked out,
but has actually begun to come out from her prison
walls, During the past ten years especially, the
process of her renaissance has been comparatively
rapid. She has discovered the value and possi-
bility of education; the English Government has
brought to her schools for the girl children of the
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country districts where young women are learning
freedom and efficiency with considerable know-
ledge of the outside world. From the kuttabs,
the primary and secondary schools, girls are carry-
ing home the leaven which is to make Egypt
veritably a new heaven and a new earth.

These changes in the new day of education and
mental training are not without their effect upon
character. The Government schools are setting
apart definite hours for the teaching of the sacred
books of Islam, while in the missionary schools,
which are being largely attended by the young
women of both Coptic and Moslem homes, par-
ticular attention is given each day to moral and
religious instruction.

The women of Egypt, furthermore, are being
lifted upon the tide of the new economic progress.
Egyptian husbands and sons, for the first time in
centuries, are beginning to prosper materially, and
dare to proclaim their prosperity by the signs that
are attendant upon modern civilization, such as
more comfortable homes, richer clothing, horses,
carriages, and motors, amongst the more wealthy
classes. No longer do the fellaheen bury their
small savings lest some ruthless Pasha or unscru-
pulous tribute-gatherer should include them in
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his rapacious and illegitimate taxation schemes.
Indeed, the word jeloos (money) is one of the
sovereign words in Egypt to-day, and the woman
of Egypt is giving evidence of its influence quite
as much as are the men of her family.

Evidences in line with this economic advance
are seen in the growing desire of women to find out
how their sisters live in other parts of the world.
In the bazaars of Cairo, which, in the days of
Ismail Pasha, rarely saw a woman customer, it is
not uncommon to see clusters of veiled women,
in their new independence of choosing for them-
selves their clothing and ornaments, bargaining,
chattering, admiring, and purchasing jewecllery and
finery, which formerly was purchased for them by
their husbands. In the large cities, like Cairo
and Alexandria, one sees occasionally a screened
box in the theatre which encloses the wives and
daughters of Beys and Pashas escaped from the
narrowing confines of four walls, and beginning
to share consciously as well as unconsciously in
the life of their husbands’ world.

Yet the modern Egyptian woman does not want
to be a Westerner. She wishes still to keep her
customs, endeared to her by tradition, habit, and
religion, She does not care to unveil her face nor
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exchange the harborah for a hat ; she wishes to see
the world and learn its ways, but she always re-
members that she is an Oriental and a follower of
El Islam, and for many years yet this world must
come to her ; she will not go to the world. It will
rather be brought to her by the chatter of her
daughter as she comes from the new schools, and by
her husband and sons who will unwittingly give her
glimpses into the life that has been shut away from
her, as she thinks in kindness, to guard her from
the care and worries that wait outside her doorway.

In observing the position of women in the East
as girl, wife, and mother, we see much that is un-
pleasant in contrast with the corresponding position
of women in our own portion of the world. But the
Egyptian woman is not unhappy, nor does she con-
sider herself a prisoncr.

The lark beats out its life against the bars, while
the canary is happy in its cage, because the cage is
home.



CHAPTER 1II

COSMOPOLITAN CAIRO

something of the life of the Egyptian woman.

1 did not expect to fully understand her, but
I wanted to know as much as is possible for a woman
of that hurrying, bustling, new country, America,
to know of the slow, lethargic woman of the Orient.
I realized that the foundation of our knowledge of
a people must be an understanding of their country,
for social structure depends primarily upon labour,
and labour is determined by place. I knew that
I must see the country, the people at work and at
play, and the outside conditions governing the
lives of these shut-in women, these vast numbers of
unseen people who really sway the minds and
motives of the Egyptian men.

Even the word “ Egypt ”’ brings a confused picture
to the mind of the person from the West.  The
imagination has been imbued with the surpassing

31

I VISITED Egypt to study and to try to learn
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interest of the country which has existed for him in
images of the Pyramids and the Sphinx; in stories
of the Pharaohs and the toil of millions of slaves, who
spent their lives in building for the dead ; in the loves
of Cleopatra, and the old, old Temples where, in
strange picture words, are inscribed the stories of
the people who lived so many thousands of years
ago.

I expected much of Egypt, and at first I was
disappointed at its modernity. I half hoped to be
immediately transported to the land of the Arabian
Nights, to walk through streets like those which
resounded to the footsteps of Saladin, to see bazaars
with Oriental hangings, to surprise sombre, dark eyes
of the East peering at me from enclosing moush-
rabeah. Instead I saw the bustling town of Port
Said, which is dirty and tawdry beyond description,
I consoled myself with the thought that Cairo
would be the city of my dreams, that it would
realize for me all the longings for the dreamy, in-
dolent Orient which I had been cherishing for many
years. I found that it too was modern, and that it
must be studied step by step.

One does not pass at once to the Cairo of the
Egyptians, but one lingers on the hotel terraces
and studies the cosmopolitan life that is surging
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around him in this meeting place of the East and
the West.

During the season, that is from November until
March, there is always a well-dressed crowd sitting
around the little tables on the big verandahs of the
hotels. One sees the French woman with her
exaggerated styles, the American, looking as if she
had just come from her Fifth Avenue milliner, the
heavy but practical German frau with her heavier
husband and uninteresting daughters, and finally
the English woman with her blasé air and feather
boa, both indispensable adjuncts of the up-to-date
English woman traveller,

The Cook'’s tours pass by, sun-burned, tired people
who have seen so many mummies and tried so hard
to understand and remcmber the names of the
rulers of the different dynasties, that they have a
dazcd, baffled look in their weary eyes. Yet when
they return to Lincolnshire or Kansas they will
take back with them the memories of the wonder-
ful country of sunshine, and life will never be quite
the same little, common round again. Their minds
will have bccome broadened and enriched with
the knowlcedge of these foreign lands, and they will
have learned that there are other countries quite as
interesting as England or America.
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After watching these polyglot people on the
terraces, the street calls for one’s attention. The
walks are filled with Egyptians selling every imagin-
able thing to the foolish over-the-seas people, who
always seem to have an unlimited supply of money
to squander upon things that certainly cannot be
called the necessities of life. You hear a voice say
softly, *“ Buy post card, missie, pretty post card.
Twenty-four, only twenty-four piastres, very pretty,”’
and you look down into a pair of big brown eyes. Do
not let him tempt you, for he belongs to a numerous
family—men with shawls spangled with silver or
gold which they throw over their shoulders and
allow to hang down to the walk, in order that you
may admire their glistening beauties ; men with
innumerable strings of beads around their necks,
the gay colours and arrangements of which tempt
you. You succumb, and then pass the rest of the
afternoon wondering to whom at home you will dare
give these things, as, taken from the black man’s
neck, they seem out of place and rather tawdry.

There are bead pocket-books from the Soudan,
ostrich-fcathers, scarabs ‘ Three thousand years
old, true, three thousand years old,” and you know,
and the vendor is afraid that you know, that they
were made last week in a little village out
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beyond the Pyramids. But when you laugh, he
laughs with you and says, *“ Malaish, sell you three
for a shilling ?"’ and you shake your head; and he
sells them to the lady from Chicago who ‘‘ dotes
on scarabs,” and is not worried whether they are
ancient or young so long as they are green and look
Eastern.

I doubt if she has ever heard of the symbolism
attached to this little green toy which she holds in
her hand—how the beetle lays its egg in the sand
by the river’s edge, encloses it in a ball of clay and
rolls it to a safe place on the edge of the desert,
and then dies, living again in the new life that
comes from the sun-warmed egg. To the Egyptian,
because of its untiring energy, the beetle with its
strength, and its death after duty accomplished,
became the emblem of the creative and preserving
power, and of the immortality of the soul, and,
perhaps, of resurrection after death. Through the
veneration of Old Egypt this little black beetle has
become known throughout the world. He became
a hieroglyphic and stood for a word meaning both
“to be” and ‘“to transform,” and his portrait
is seen on temple walls, engraved on gems found
in the tombs of kings, moulded on pottery, worn
as jewels, and embalmed with the dead.
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On this crowded walk there is always the irre-
pressible and necessary fly-switch boy. Every one
buys a fly-switch the same day he buys his sun-
helmet, and if it can be manipulated without putting
out the eyes it is a comfort in this land where the
flies are a veritable pest. Flies anywhere are a
nuisance, but in most civilized countries they will
go away when spoken to, or brushed gently from
the visage. Not so the Egyptian fly, force must
be used ; he must be scraped off, then, if not dis-
couraged, he immecdiately comes back again. If
you are poor, or have just come back from the
Nile trip, when you are sure to feel most crushing
poverty, you buy a switch made from the shredded
palm-leaf ; but if you are feceling especially opulent,
you invest in one of white horse-hair with an ela-
borately carved ivory handle. One becomes so
accustomed to seecing these in the tourists’ hands that
he is not surprised when in the tomb of some king
the guide says in his dogmatic, professorial tone,
““ Ladies and gentlemen, you sce beforc you the
picture of Rameses the Great. You will note that
he has on his head the double crown of Egypt, in
his right hand the key of life, and in his lcft hand
a fly-switch,” '

Within a few moments’ walk from the hotel are
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the purely native streets of Cairo, which are mere
lanes lined with little narrow cupboard-like shops
where the merchants sit cross-legged in front of
their wares and watch with stolid gaze the crowds
as they pass. These streets are filled with every
sort of traffic. The people walk in the middle of
the road, as there are no side walks, dodging the
swiftly moving carriages or motors, whose drivers,
like the chauffeurs of Paris, seem to feel that they
are entitled to the right of way and that the foot-
passenger is an interloper.

If the carriage does not run one down he may
be gently pushed aside by a little grey donkey,
with his gaily coloured saddle and string of blue
beads around his neck. On this diminutive animal’s
back sits the donkey-boy, who begs you to see the
sights from his tiny back instead of walking, which
latter form of exercise is never understood by the
Easterner, who cannot understand how one who
has the price of any kind of a ride would prefer to
walk., Often the donkeys trotting down the streets
are horribly overloaded with great bags of mer-
chandise that leave only a pair of despondent ears
and a dejected tail to tell that it is not a moving
mass of bersetn, or the entire belongings of some
household on the march.

3
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Often we hear the shrill cry of the donkey-boy
and move aside to allow the donkey to amble by
with his comfortable little jog trot, and we peer at
the woman, completely swathed in a winding-sheet
of black, who rides astride and holds her child in
front of her. This little beast of burden is also used
to draw a most picturesque two-wheeled cart with
a flat top on which several women sit cross-legged,
nothing but their eyes showing above their ugly
wooden nose-piece that holds the veil in place.
These women are going to a wedding or to visit
some friend, or to the cemetery to mourn for a lost
one, and the cart is cheaper than a donkey apiece
and also offers the advantage of gossip en rowte.

Donkeys are omnipresent in Egypt, and with
each little animal is a boy who runs behind him
and gives queer wails that the donkey seems to
understand, and often beats him. There is a
story told that once upon a time a donkey died,
and because of his patient life he was taken to the
donkey heaven. He went up the long staircase
and looked into the doorway opened for him by
the saint who had that particular heaven in charge.
He saw great stacks of hay and piles of grain lying
in the sunshine, and his delight knew no bounds.
He stepped one foot inside and cocked forward one
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long ear, and was just ready to place the other
eager foot across the threshold, when he heard a
familiar sound. He stopped; his other ear went
forward ; he listened intently, then he stepped
backward and looked at the door-keeper inquiringly.
“Do I hear aright ? "’ said he. ‘“ Are there small
boys here?’” ‘ There are,” said the saint im-
patiently. ‘ Come in, you are causing a draught.”
The donkey gave one last long look at the hay
and the fine yellow grain, then stepped slowly
backward, his ears laid down dejectedly. He
looked down the long stairway leading to the
nether regions, and said sadly to the door-keeper,
“ If you'll excuse me, I'll go below. I'll risk the
ills I know not of !

Once in a while a dignified camel pushes his way
through the crowd, and for him every one must
make way, as he is no respecter of persons, and
he will walk over you or bite you, or both, if given
an opportunity.

The mixture of people fascinates the person from
a country where every one dresses and looks alike.
Here are Greeks and Persians, each with his
peculiar dress; dark, swarthy Bedouins in flowing
garments and turbans bound with ropes of twisted
camel’s hair; black Abyssinians, men from Kur-
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distan, dervishes with long brown cloaks, priests
from the Coptic Church, men from the desert
with tanned faces and swinging stride, dragomen
with their gorgeous costumes and impertinent faces
guiding the sensation-seeker from the West, all
one heterogeneous mixture, composing the charm
of Cairo. There is the foreignized Egyptian in
ordinary coat and trousers, but with the red fez
in place of a hat. He may be walking with an
Egyptian of the old school who is dressed in a
long, black broadcloth cloak nearly touching the
ground in the back, and open in front to show the
under-dress of rich tan-coloured silk. He wears
a white cloth wrapped around his fez, glvmg it a
turban effect.

This turban is very much respected, and in rich
families there is a special chair on which it rests
at night. The chair is often one of the articles of
furniture which the bride brings with her to her
new home, and is never used for any other purpose
than holding the turban of her lord. For some
reason all the people of the East—India, China, or
Egypt—show great respect for the head-covering,
and there can be no more deadly insult offered an
Oriental than to touch his turban with disrespect.
In street fights the main object seems to be to
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knock off the covering of the head, which is the
final culmination of the fight.

These old-time gentlemen of Egypt nearly always
wear a signet ring with the name, or initials, and
the words ‘‘ His servant ’ stamped upon it, signi-
fying servant or worshipper of God, or other words
expressing the wearer’s trust in God. It is used
to sign letters and valuable papers, and its im-
pression is considered more valuable than writing
the name. Therefore the giving of the ring to
another is the utmost sign of confidence. *‘ And
Pharaoh took off his signet-ring from his hand and
put it upon Joseph’s hand,” reads the Scripture.

Everywhere in the crowded streets of Cairo are
water-carriers with huge goat-skins filled with
water, shouting their cry ‘“ Sweet water to drink,
thanks be to God ! Sellers of sherbet or lemon-
ade offer their drinks from large brass vessels
carried on the hip. They often put a wreath of
flowers about the spout of the jar, and a huge piece
of ice stands upright in the neck. They strike two
little brass cups together to make their wares
known to the thirsty public, and the sound can
be heard at all times of night or day from every
street and alley of the crowded city.

There are women with baskets of oranges on their
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heads, vegetable sellers, men with great barrows
of cucumbers which the Egyptian eats as a fruit,
never taking the trouble to peel them, saying that
the best part of the fruit is in the coarse outside
covering ; boys carrying trays of bread formed
into rings and covered with cardamom seeds. At
the street corners people are sitting at rest crunch-
ing sugar-cane between their strong white teeth,
These beautiful teeth, glistening in the dark faces,
instantly attract the notice of the foreigner, and
the Egyptians are very proud of them. It is one
of the things about which the Prophet Mohammed
was most particular, and he laid down stringent
laws in regard to their care.

Street kitchens are a common sight, a great
brass tray holding food and a tiny charcoal-stove,
carried on the head of a man. If you care to
patronize him, he will stop, set down his load, and
cook you a meal, or if you prefer it, he will cook
the food you have purchased elsewhere. Then,
if you are a true native, you will sit cross-legged in
the street and eat your dinner, utterly oblivious
of the crowds around you.

Along a certain street are the scribes sitting before
their desks, or squatting on the ground, with
patrons solemnly dictating their letters to them.
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These scribes are necessary, because it is only
lately that education has been thought necessary
for the masses, At the last census it was found
that only eighty-five from every thousand males
could read, and three from every thousand females,
The professional scribe carries an ink-horn in his
belt, as in the times spoken of by Ezekiel: ‘“ and
one man in the midst of them, clothed in linen,
with a writer’s inkhorn by his side.”

Along these streets the houses are high and
narrow. The upper stories project, and from
these again are windows covered with lattice-work
in brown weather-stained wood. Long rafters,
from which hang pieces of matting, allow strag-
gling sunbeams to filter down upon the riot of
colour seen within the tiny shops. Each trade
has its quarter. There is the shoemakers’ bazaar,
where you walk down alleys lined with red and
yellow slippers, Persian slippers, slippers from
Tunis, slippers embroidered in gold, in pearls,
slippers for street wear and for the pretty feet of
women within the harems, slippers with turned-up
toes that look as if they had just stepped from one
of the stories of the Arabian Nights. There are
also hard wooden slippers that are worn by
women in their baths, and which were used for
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many other purposes, if tales are true~—for the
beating of disobediént slaves, or, as history tells
us, they were once the means of putting to death
a queen who had offended her women beyond
bearing,

The brass and copper shops attract the eye
with their displays of hammered trays and stately
ewers, their incense-burners engraved with quota-
tions from the Koran, or their drinking-cups which
are polished until their sides shine like soft golden-
coloured satin. In the saddle bazaar one may
stop and watch the men working at the embroidered
saddles, or decorating the bridles with the blue
beads which seem to be the especial dress of the
patient donkey. In the gold- and silver-smiths’
bazaar one sees in cases the elaborately wrought
gold necklaces and pendants that are worn by the
Egyptian women, and often sitting on the seat in
front of the open shop are black-shawled women
handling with covetous fingers the things that
appeal to women from all over the world. The
shops in which are sold the precious stones make
little display, but if you stepinside, the proprietor
will pour before you great handfuls of turquoises,
sapphires, rubies, and curious stones that seem to
belong to this land of the mysterious,



‘NHHOLIN

JHLI ¥o0a nN]

av

qAA

. L -
e e et

L S ]

.






THE BAZAARS 55

Nearly all of these shops are simply recesses
in which the goods are stored on shelves, within
easy reach of the owner sitting oross-legged on the
floor, the purchaser taking a seat beside him while
bargaining for the goods. This is a work of time
and patience. If you look as if you are going to
buy, the proprietor will serve you with tiny cups
of Turkish coffee. It seems most hospitable of
him, but be sure, at the conclusion of the purchase,
you will pay for the coffee many times over. These
Cairo shop-keepers are not in business for the sake
of their health, and their avarice is proverbial,
especially where the unbeliever is concerned.

There are many charms of Cairo besides the
bazaars and winding streets. It is said that there
are nearly three hundred mosques besides innu-
merable shrines. A few of the mosques are beauti-
ful and impress one with their dignity and calm.
There is nothing tawdry in even the poorest mosque,
and the worshippers bowing, rising, and reverently
touching their heads to the floor, make one want
to learn more of this wonderful religion and the
Prophet who has still such a hold upon the millions
of people in this Eastern land.

We were fortunate in our day for our first sight
of a mosque, as it happened to be the four hundredth
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anniversary of one of the famous mosques, All the
streets leading to it were hung with red flags, the
star and crescent embroidered on them in white,
and in front of the building, which extended for
a square, a canopy of Egyptian embroidery in
soft colours of red and black and yellow covered
the whole width of the narrow street. It softened
the crude effects of red flags and great glass chan-
deliers suspended from cross-beams until in the
dim light it looked like a miniature fairyland,

The building was crowded with worshippers and
the doorways filled with men dropping their shoes
at the entrance and stepping over the sill in the
prescribed way, the right foot foremost, then
turning and taking up their shoes, holding them
soles together. They were placed in front of the
owner while at prayers, in order, as some scoffer
suggested, that he might keep his eye on them and
see that they were not taken by the devotee who
finished his prayers before him. One can readily
see why, outside of respect for one’s temple, shoes
are not worn inside a mosque. The worshippers
sit upon the floor, and it would soon become
soiled if allowed to be trodden upon with shoes
that had been walking through the dirty streets
of the city,
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This was the first time that we had seen the
followers of Mohammed at prayer, and we were
deeply impressed with their reverence. Some were
prostrate, their foreheads touching the mat in
front of them, some were kneeling, others standing
with clasped hands. They did not even notice
us as we peered at them from the open doorway,
and we waited to hear the khateeb give his evening
sermon, standing on the steps of the pulpit, a
wooden sword in his hand. This sword is held to
commemorate the acquisition of Egypt by the
sword, and is never used except in a country or
town that has been acquired by the Moslems from
unbelievers.

The call to prayer is heard from the minarets
five times a day, but the modern man of affairs in
Egypt generally responds to it at the most three
times, as it takes time to perform the ablutions,
and the prayers themselves are long. In the court-
yards of the mosques are fountains which now are
of running water and sanitary. In the olden time
there was much to be desired in the question of
cleanliness, as the tanks were not changed as often
as is considered necessary to comply with the
present ideas of sanitation. With especial words
at every stage of progress the pious Moslem must
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wash his hands three times ‘‘ in the name of God,
the Compassionate, the Merciful,” three times rinse
his mouth, three times his nostrils, his ears, his face,
his head, and his neck ; then his right hand and
arm, and then his left, his right foot and his left.
If the prayer is to be said in the desert where
there is no water, Mohammed allowed sand to be
used.

The prayer itself requires closest adherence to
the prescribed laws in the Koran. The feet must
be properly placed; the open hands must be
raised to either side of the face, the thumbs touch-
ing the lobes of the ears; the bowing and kneeling
and prostrating must be in accordance with the
words of the prayer. A mistake in the ritual, and
the prayer must be commenced over again, That
is one reason why the Mohammedan seems so earnest
in his prayers and pays no attention to any one
visiting the mosque, or any distraction near him,
He must concentrate upon his prayers, in word and
act follow the prescribed ritual, or else he believes
them inffectual. I have seen a man praying on
a street corner, utterly oblivious of the crowds
passing him, and have also seen a shop-keeper
behind his counter bowing, kneeling, and going
through all the forms necessary, while his patrons
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waited patiently for him to finish his ‘petitions
before making known their wants.

In each mosque is a sort of alcove or mihrab, as
it is called, towards which the believer faces when
at prayer. This is to direct the prayers towards
Mecca, and whether in the desert, in the street, or
kneeling beside the waiting camel in the fields, it
is always in this direction that the praying Moslem
looks when calling upon his God. In the early
days of Mohammed all of his followers prayed to-
wards Jerusalem, but because of his hatred of the
Jews, it is said in the early days of his preaching
he changed the direction of his devotion and com-
manded his followers to pray toward the Kaabah
at Mecca.

Outside the mosque was a most beautiful foun-
tain enclosed in a screen of exquisitely carved wood,
and in the room above it a school where the Koran
was taught.

The three things seem to be associated in the
Moslem mind, education, water, and religion, as
nearly all mosques have a school in connection with
them, and a place where the thirsty may drink.

When we finally left the mosque it was dark, and
the cafés were full of the men having their evening
coffee. They were sitting around the little tables
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which were ranged along the sides of the streets,
smoking great water pipes and gossiping of busi-
ness and politics and the many things that interest
men from any part of the world. There were no
women to be seen, it seemed a man’s world. In

the restaurants the waiters were busy dipping

cooked beans and lentils from great copper jars which

sat on charcoal fires. Over the beans a few chopped

onions were sprinkled, oil poured, a dash of salt,

and then either given to the customers sitting

around the rough tables or handed to the servant or

child who wished to carry them home for the even-

ing meal. Other restaurants made a speciality of

broiled meats on spits that smelled most appetizing

as they sizzled over the glowing charcoal. All
kinds of sweets were laid upon the counters of the
Syrian cake-shops, and in one place, exposed as a
particular delicacy, were little bowls of soured thick
milk, with crushed almond-nuts sprinkled over the
top.

The prevailing odour of the food of the common
people is onions. I heard the onion crop was the
best for many seasons, that there were two million
sacks grown, and I am sure it was not one onion too
many. There will be a shortage before the time of
onions comes again. The food of the poor man is
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bread, which is always in the form of a thick round
cake, Itis most deceptive as it is hollow, and it is
within the hollow that the Egyptian peasant or
workman slices his onion, and then he sits upon his
heels as only an Easterner can, and, unmindful of
the people around him, has his feast. It must be
rather a dry and unexciting diet, and without the
onions would be tasteless. It reminds one of the
peasants of Italy, who rub a piece of garlic over
their bread, spread a little oil upon it, and call it
dinner.

Bread is the staff of life to the Egyptians and is
much respected. Not the least bit of it must be
wasted, as they have practically the same saying
in regard to bread that the Chinese have in regard
to rice—'* He who wastes rice, eats sorrow.” A
man who has lived long in Cairo said he had seen
an Egyptian take up a small piece of bread which
had by accident fallen into the street and place it
near the kerb, so that dogs might eat it rather than
allow it to be trodden underfoot.

There are many restaurants in Cairo where the
tables are out of doors, often in some small street
connecting two main thoroughfares. These re-
staurants are generally owned by Greeks, and if
the food is not so good as in the hotels and the big
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restaurants on the Kaiser en Nil, the amusement
offered is far beyond anything these big Euro-
peanized hostelries can give to the jaded globe-
trotter looking for ‘‘local colour.” One need not
go to a theatre, nor need one go to a shop to buy
anything he might wish to wear, to eat, to use in
the making of his toilet, or furnishings for his
house. The shops are brought to the tables. We
simply sit down and the cosmopolitan world of
the poorer classes passes before our eyes,

We taste our soup and tell the lottery man that
we do not wish to invest, shake our head at the
Syrian with the laces and the shawls, reach for the
salt and tell the Indian we cannot purchase carved
wood fans or sandalwood boxes, and will take his
word for it that the wood is from Mysore or
Lebanon and do not care to smell it. The live
chickens are gently removed from their too near
proximity to the fish, and we insist that neither
live canary birds, parrots, shrimps, nor gold-fish
will be purchased. The post-card boy and the
man with the collapsible what-nots is told to hurry
by, and we only laugh at the man who looks like
a patent clothes-line on wash Monday, so thor-
oughly is he covered with a nondescript outfit
of underclothing, We do not care for kimonos,
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toothbrushes, bedroom furniture, nor slippers. The
infants’ clothing does not tempt us, nor do the
perfume, coat hangers, or live geese. But our re-
fusal does not discourage these polite salesmen.
They move on, to make way for another, and
then return again and again, they or their brothers,
all looking so much alike that it is impossible to
distinguish Mohammed Ali from Youssuf.

The little boy tumbles and then begs with pretty
pleading eyes for backsheesh, and we feel hard-
hearted that we do not give it to him. We have
just given our small change to a gentlemanly
looking person who came with a flourish and put his
little tin in front of us, and we wondered who he
was. As I started to take the change lying so
temptingly before me, thinking that it was some
kindly Egyptian manner of making us welcome to
his city, he pointed to another gentleman lcaning
pensively against the wall with a violin in his hand,
and we realized that he was not a Spanish don, but
just one of the Italian street musicians. He was
so knightly and so gentlemanly and so well dressed
that we could not give him the half piastre, or penny,
that we had intended to contribute, and gave him
the whole piastre, and his bow in return for our
royal munificence was surely enough reward,

4
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But it means that we feel we have been extrava-
gant, and consequently slight the juggler who has
been throwing sticks of fire into the air and catching
them dexterously in his mouth, and nearly refuse
the blind man who has been making doleful sounds
upon a flute. The old man with long white beard
who looks as if he were an old salt from Yarmouth
receives no money, and we hear low muttered
curses as he moves away. Then coming up seem-
ingly from the ground is a tiny girl who has a baby
and a woman attached to her, and she begs us
“ For the love of Allah, remember the poor.” We
have always tried to live up to the Scriptural in-
junction about giving to him that asketh, but that
would be quite impossible here in this Eastern
country where we are asked to contribute of our
plenty to him who hath not, about once every ten
seconds.

The endless stream passes up and down amongst
the tables, stumbling once in a while over the little
girl who is picking up cigarette stumps, or running
into the blind beggars. We wonder why the re-
staurant people allow it. Perhaps the street be-
longs to the blind beggar and to the itinerant sales-
man as much as it does to the rich restaurant-keeper.
It impresses one as a most democratic proceeding,
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and after seeing it one can never again believe the
stories of the downtrodden, oppressed poor of the
East.

We had been told before we ever saw Cairo that
it was filled with Greeks and that that word was the
final term for dishonesty in business; but whatever
may be said about that nation generally, we had
one example of honesty that considerably im-
pressed us, on our first visit to one of these Greek
restaurants, when the money question was a diffi-
cult one to solve without much time and study,
especially in regard to the * little piastres ’ and the
‘““ big piastres.” These latter are worth double
the former, and the fact that the new-comer does
not realize this, makes it easy for the wily Arab or
Levantine to take advantage of his ignorance.
When we asked for our bill, we paid it in big piastres.
The waiter said nothing, but took the money.

About three weeks later we visited the same
restaurant and learned that all bills were made out
in ‘“ little piastres *’ and consequently we had paid
double at the time of our first visit. We sent for
the proprietor, never thinking that he would do
anything, but just out of curiosity to hear what he
would say. He asked us to point out the waiter,
which we did. He called him to our table, and of
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course it was denied. We laughed and said that
we did not mind, only we wished to let him know
that we considered it foolish for him to allow his
waiters to do such things, and that we, being
strangers, did not expect him to take our word
against that of the waiter whom he knew. He,
much to our astonishment, insisted on returning us
our money, and discharged the waiter on the spot.
I think that it was real honesty that prompted him
to do this, as he did not know but that we were
simply tourists whom he would never see again.

When one has seen so much of the busy, crowded
streets of Cairo that its sounds jar and its colours
do not attract, then he should go to the Pyramids.
Do not go in the afternoon, when the place is flooded
with guides and donkey-boys, and the men who
want to run up the Great Pyramid and down again
for a price. You will feel as did Marshall P. Wilder,
the American humorist, when importuned by one
of thesemen. He offered him five dollars if he would
run up and down the pyramid twenty times in
succession, The man said, ‘ But, master, that
would kill me.” Marshall said, *“ That is what I
am paying for.”

People do queer things here at the Pyramids,
things they would never do at home, No lady ina
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hobble skirt would like to be pulled up the sides of
a twenty-story building, with two athletic men
dragging at her arms, and another husky one push-
ing her from the back, but she bravely and ener-
getically does something just asridiculous, and goes
home and proudly boasts that she climbed the
Great Pyramid.

The way to see the Pyramids and that most
wonderful sight, the Sphinx, is to go to the Mena
house and have tea sitting on the verandah with the
Pyramids in front of you. You watch them as
they stand out dark and strong in the fading light,
and you listen for the voice of the woman who
haunts the Third Pyramid and comes to the door-
way and cries for the loved one she has lost. She
comes at sunset and at noon, and the Arabs say
her voice can be heard quite distinctly when the
wind is from the west,

When the moon has risen and all the travellers
have either gone in to dinner or else started for Cairo,
you stroll up the winding path leading to the Pyra-
mids. Perhaps you will see them as we did, with
no one around except an old guardian dressed in
flowing white robes, who, as we were standing before
the monstrous piles of stone and masonry, knelt
down, his face to Mecca, and, quite oblivious of the
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infidels’ presence, prayed his prayer to Allah, We
left him kneeling there in the moonlight and went
farther down the road to the Sphinx. Great
scientists tell us that its puzzle has been solved,
that it is no more a thing of mystery, but one sees
in this great pile of stones what one brings to it
and no more, It may be to him simply a much
marred statue, or it may be the symbol of Egypt
waiting. At any rate you will return to Cairo
feeling you have been in touch with something big
and wonderful, something that suggests all the
mystery and fascination of the East.



CHAPTER III
LIFE ALONG THE NILE

HE second step in studying the life of Egypt
is to go up the Nile. Egyptisa country
dominated by a river, and .that river is the

Nile. One cannot think of Egypt apart from the
narrow, sluggish black stream of water that winds
so leisurely for many months. When the rains fall
in Abyssinia and fill the great river, it overflows
upon the land, where it is allowed to remain for
forty days, then, receding, leaves its wealth of rich
mud that is Egypt’s treasure. It transforms the
arid, rainless country into a Garden of Eden, and
one can easily see why the Egyptians revere it and
have many legends in regard to its origin. By
some it is believed that it rises in the Mountains
of the Moon ; others that it is formed by the tears
of Isis weeping for Osiris; some tell the story of
the Great Nile god who came forth from his cavern,
and from his mouth cast forth the stream of water
that brings its blessing to all of his people.
73
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. When we read of the richness of Egypt it is hard
to realize what a small country it really is, and how
absolutely dependent it is upon the waters of the
Nile for its very life. The valley is only about ten
miles wide, except in the Delta, where it is 200 miles
from Port Said to Alexandria, and it is about %50
miles long. One can sit on the boat and see the
mountains that shut in the valley on each side,
from the Desert of Sahara on the west and from
the Arabian Desert on the east. Without the Nile,
Egypt would be a part of these great deserts.

From the deck of the Nile steamer I looked upon
another world. The people seem to be real people,
going about their everyday life in exactly the same
way that they have done for six thousand years.
They do not seem to be dressed and staged for the
influx of foreigners as they do in Cairo.

We stopped at many of the villages, which are
simply a collection of sand-coloured walls that
enclose the low palm-thatched houses of unbaked
bricks cemented together with mud. They look
like mere hovels, and it is rare that a more pre-
tentious house of two stories is to be seen. There
are no windows in the houses, but the chambers of
the better ones have apertures high up in the walls
for the admission of light and air. A few "palm-
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trees in the courtyards make the glare less terrifying,
but I wondered how it could be bearable in the
summer when the hot winds from the Sahara sweep
across, with no protection from the shifting sands
or the scorching rays of a tropical sun.

These villages look pretty from a distance nestling
in the midst of their stately palm-trees, but when
they are entered, the illusion quickly fades before
the reality. Everything is the colour of the desert.
Within the dust-covered walls of the houses mothers
sit, clothed in black or blue gowns that seem to have
taken on the sad colour of their surroundings.
The children they carry in their arms are sickly
looking, and in nine cases out of ten have sore,
fly-covered eyes. There are no comforts within
the bare rooms, the only furniture a few benches,
a few cooking-pots, some stones in a corner over
which a fire is made, or perhaps an oven in which
the bread is baked. In the mud-enclosed yard
outside the door is generally an old man lying in
the shade of the house, where the donkey or per-
haps the camel keeps him company. The dogs
bark, and the children run from one, which is better
than in the more sophisticated towns, where they
run after one and cry the only word of welcome they
know—'* Backsheesh.”
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The prominent building in every village of any
size is the mosque. Passing by the door we heard
the drone of many voices and knew that there
was a school inside. Removing our shoes, we tip-
toed across the room and found a dozen little boys
sitting on the floor around their master, chanting
sentences from the Koran, with the rhythmic
swaying of their bodies forwards and backwards
that is supposed to be an aid to youthful memory.
At our appearance there was a sudden cessation of
all sounds, and twelve pairs of unwinking black eyes
stared at us, until we felt uncomfortably like in-
truders.

The master, with true Eastern politeness, invited
us to enter, and we stayed to hear the parrot-like
repetition of the verses, that really mean nothing
to the child who commits them to memory. Yet,
in the olden days, the committing to memory of
the entire Koran was often the only education an
Egyptian boy received, and to show how as-
siduously he studied his sacred book, statistics
show us that 5,565 boys could repeat the entire
Koran by heart, 4,076 knew one-half of it, 9,145
could repeat one-quarter of it, and 110,844 could
repeat many of its chapters or surahs. When
one remembers that the Koran contains about as
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many words as the New Testament, one realizes
the enormity of the task.

To enter El Azhar, the great Moslem University
in Cairo, it is necessary to repeat by heart one-
half the Koran, and then the student must give up
the next ten or twelve years of his life to the study
of the book and its tradition and interpretations,
Afterward he will be a full-fledged Sheikh and
return to his native village as an interpreter of the
sacred law or a teacher.

To hear the Koran chanted by a professional is
like hearing a beautiful piece of music. It is not
read nor droned, but each word has its special
tone, and the Arabic lends itself specially to the
minor melody of the East.

These old schools are giving way to the Govern-
ment schools which are being established every-
where throughout the country, and the old school-
master is being compelled to seek another profession.
It is hard for him, because often he is a man
entirely ignorant of everything except the Koran,
which he has committed to memory. There is a
story told in The Thousand and One Nights which
illustrates the ignorance of the old time school-
master who belonged to the Egypt of other days,
the Egypt of the corvée and the forced labour,
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the Egypt that preferred blinding one eye of the
son rather than having him drafted into the
Army. A new man was employed as the village
teacher, and he could neither read nor write. One
day a poor woman brought to him a letter to read.
It was from her son who was on a pilgrimage, and
who wished to tell her that he would soon be home
with her. The schoolmaster did not wish his
ignorance known, so he looked gravely at the letter
and said nothing. The mother, becoming frightened,
inferred from his silence that it contained bad news.
Rather than ask a direct question regarding an
unhappy event, she took the circuitous way of
the East to find out what she wished to know.
‘““ Shall I shriek ? ”” sheasked. The master answered
“Yes.” ‘“Shall I tear my clothes? ” Again he
answered “ Yes.” The woman returned home and
performed the ceremonies for the dead. Within
‘a few days her son returned. She went to the
schoolmaster and said, ‘“ Why did you cause me
so much sorrow? My son is not dead. He has
returned to me.” Nothing abashed, the old
man replied, “ How could I know that your son
would arrive in safety from his long journey ?
Many things might have happened to him.
It were better that you should think him dead,
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than be led to expect him and then be dis-
appointed.”

As we came from the mosque we stumbled
against a man who smiled at us and followed us,
laughing and talking half to himself and half to
any one who might listen. He was evidently
deranged, or else had not been granted the usual
amount of intelligence. . The people of Egypt never
ill-treat the mad nor the simple-minded, because
the Koran says, *“ The fool is one whom God hath
made his temple for a while, thereafter withdrawing.
None shall injure the temple,”

Another public building that attracted our
attention was the village incubator, The Egyptian
hens have had their eggs hatched for them for so
many centuries that they have lost all maternal
inclinations, so the housewife takes the eggs to the
man in charge of the incubator, who guarantees
her a certain number of chickens from the eggs
received. Near this utilitarian industry was a
pigeon-house that evidently belonged to the village.
It was made of many earthen pots of an oval
form with a wide mouth placed outwards, and a
small hole at the other end. Each pair of pigeons
occupy a separate pot. The Egyptians have been
famous for centuries for their carrier-pigeons,
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Even to-day it is said that when the native wishes
to send news that might embroil him with the
Government if discovered, the carrier-pigeon is
used. At the rising of a Mahdi the British officials
could not find out how the news was sent from one
place to another with such swiftness, but it was
finally traced to the use of the carrier-pigeons.
There is a story told of how these birds were used
in the olden time to save the nation. A ruler of
Egypt had a wife from Damascus who became tired
of the desert and wished to return to her home
lands, but also did not care to leave her lord amidst
the many temptations which might influence him
to forget her while away. She spent long hours
in trying to devise means of tempting him from
his luxurious capital, and cause him to desire a
visit to his dominions of Syria. Finally, knowing
his weakness, which was love for the joys of the
table, she began to tell him of the wonderful cherries
of Damascus—they had no equal in all the world ;
and her glowing pictures of their colour, their
exquisite aroma, the delicacy of their flavour, so
worked upon the imagination of the gourmet that
he announced to the Vizier the necessity of a visit
to his Eastern possessions, and commanded pre-
parations for a state tour of that country.
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The Vizier was alarmed, because he knew that
when the ruler left his capital, the revolt which
was slumbering would break into flame, He tried
to find out the reason why the Caliph wished to
leave the luxuries of which he was so fond, and,
by the help of his wife and the harem gossips,
learned the story of the cherries, Then this wily
old diplomat pretended to prepare for the journey,
but asked for time, as the Caliph must travel with
great state and ceremony, and would need hundreds
of people in his train. He sent word secretly that
every one who owned a carrier-pigeon of great
swiftness should bring it to the palace on a certain
day. He had the fleetest camels waiting with
great cages on their backs, to which the pigeons were
transferred as soon as they arrived. The camels
Ieft, and things were quiet.

After a time the Vizier began to spend the morn-
ings on his house-top looking towards the east,
and one morning his vigils were rewarded, for a
cloud seemed covering the eastern sky. It came
nearer, and was found to be the flight of weary
home-coming pigeons, each with a cherry under
its wing. The servants of the Vizier were hours
heaping the bright red cherries of Damascus upon
golden salvers to be taken to the Caliph, and soon
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it was announced that the trip to Syria was aban-
doned as too arduous for a man of age and dignity,
and the country was saved from rebellion.

If the villages are disappointing, the cities are
more so, Nothing is uglier or more depressing than
the ordinary city along the Nile. The streets are
mere lanes of dust, and the houses a succession of
windowless mud walls, with here and there a white-
washed house of the better class, but still looking
neglected and unkept, as if its owners had begun
well, but had become tired of the fight against the
heat and the sand, and had at last decided to permit
the encroaching desert to work its will, and reduce
the one-time gaily painted walls to its own mono-
tonous grey.

The streets on which are the bazaars are roofed
over with torn matting, and are merely a succession
of little cupboard-like shops in which one sees,
instead of the carpets of the East, and the brass
and carving for which one is for ever searching,
gaudy cotton goods from Manchester, oil lamps,
tin trunks, bicycles, Bass’s ale, Cross & Blackwell’s
preserves, clocks, and the many cheap articles
that seem to havesuch afascination for the Easterner,
who feels that he is truly a cosmopolitan when he
fills his home with the gaudy products of the West.
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The crowds elbow one, and the donkeys, the
camels, the chatter, the dust, and the flies all make
one feel that an Egyptian town is inspected best
from the deck of a boat anchored at a safe distance
from the bank, where one can observe the rather
unprepossessing population without coming in too
close proximity with them. They do not look
healthy or strong, yet are a most virile race, domi-
nating every race with which it comes in contact.
Subdued again and again by alien nations, inter-
mixed for centuries with foreign peoples, they
simply fuse these outside elements into their own
common mould, reverting always to the early type
and remaining Egyptians to the last.

Only a special breed of man can survive the
burning suns and can get a living from the rainless
lands. It is said that foreign children will not
survive in Egypt, and that children of a European
father and an Egyptian mother will die in infancy
unless allowed to live as do the Egyptian children,
Egypt is the same as India, China, and Japan in one
respect. Descendants of mixed marriages, after
the third generation, show no touch of their foreign
blood, but become truly native with all the traits
of the Easterner, restored in their original purity.

We were glad to pass the villages and see the
6
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fields covered with green at this time of the year.
There is barley and wheat, ficlds upon fields of
onions, beans and vegetables unknown to the
Western eye, and, taking the place of hay, a sort
of clover or lucerne that has a small red blossom.
Near sundown the children and women take the
camels and cows, the donkeys and the sheep, and
tether them in a line across the fields of clover
that each may eat his allotted portion for the day.

One sees great flocks of dark brown sheep grazing,
and often in such barren places that one wonders
if thousands of years of desert life have accustomed
Egyptian sheep to sand as a diet. The shepherd
is generally an old man, with his long white or
brown cloak and staff in hand, looking as if he
had just stepped from the hills of Judea.

Along the Nile about every hundred yards is
the shadoof, a machine used for irrigation. It isa
bucket suspended to a weighted pole between two
posts. A man stands by the water and fills the
bucket, which is lifted by the weight at the end
of the pole, and emptied by the man standing on
the bank. It is a laborious process, causing the
brown-bodied, lightly clad man to stoop and rise,
stoop and rise, with the regularity of clockworkl
The shadoof seems as old as the Nile itself. We
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see it pictured in the tombs at Thebes, and the
men now working them along the banks look as if
they had wandered down from the pictured walls.

At other placesis a sakkia, a wheel which a camel
or a bullock turns, walking in continuous circles,
the creaking of the cumbrous wheel keeping time
to the song of the sakkia, which is often chanted
by the small boy sitting on his throne in the centre
of the wheel, touching the slow-moving animal
who wishes to loiter on his monotonous way.

Turn, O Sakkia, turn to the right, and turn to the left ;

The heron feeds by the water-side—shall I starve in my onion-
field ? .

Shall the Lord of the world withhold His tears that water the
land ?

Turn, O Sakkia.

The Nile floweth by night and the balasses are filled at dawn,

The maid of the village shall bear to my bed the dewy grey
goolah at dawn,

Turn, O Sakkia.

Along the Nile one sees the same scenery over
and over again, yet it never seems to grow mono-
tonous: the level bank sloping down to the river,
the green of the fields, the mud villages with their
encircling palm groves; the water-wheel, the
shadoof, the peasant ploughing with his ox yoked
to the heavy wooden plough in the same manner
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as did his forefathers; the desert with its hillocks
and valleys and its background of blue-grey moun-
tains, Once in a while a water-buffalo is seen
covered up to his shoulders in the water, or a
woman in her black dress and trailing shawl comes
with a huge water-jar laid sidewise upon her head,
and having filled it, replaces it in an upright position,
walking away with the stately grace that seems to
be only given to these women who carry burdens
upon their heads.

In the distance a camel may be seen with a man
sitting cross-legged upon his back. The camel is
everywhere—in fact he and the palm-tree seem to
belong to Egypt. He is loaded down with sugar-
cane, or great heaps of grass, or sitting down in a
field waiting patiently while bags of onions are
placed on his pack-saddle. When regarded closely
the camel is the ugliest animal on earth, but seen
against a sky-line with a palm-tree in the back-
ground, he looks as if he had just stepped out of
the Book of Mystery.

There is a legend that once upon a time the
camel was a beautiful Arabian horse. He did a
great favour to an angel, and the angel wishing to
repay him said, ‘“ What can I do to requite you
for the kindness you have shown me? I will
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grant you three favours.” The horse thought a
moment and said, ‘“ I have often wished my legs
were longer so that I might use them to more ad-
vantage ; then I could brush the flies from me, or
lie down with more ease, or sit upon the sand.”
The angel said, “1 will consider it; the other
wishes ? ”’ The horse answered, “When I am
galloping over the country and through the towns,
it is lonely, as I cannot see over the walls. If
my neck were longer it would amuse me to watch
the people at work or at play in their gardens.”
The angel bowed. ‘‘ And thy third and last desire ? ™’
The horse pondered long and carefully, then said,
“ My back is often galled by the saddle. If you
could manage to provide me with a saddle that
would not gall me, I would be content.”

The angel went away and the horse fell into a
deep sleep. When he awakened he found that his
legs seemed especially limber. He could scratch
his nose with his hind foot and he was delighted.
As he galloped through the narrow streets he
could look into the gardens, and he passed most
of his time leaning his head on people’s walls, to
see what they did in what had been for him
heretofore forbidden lands. When his master
came to saddle him, lo, there was already grown a
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saddle !  His delight knew no bounds, and he
galloped far into the country. On passing a lake
he stopped to drink. As he bent over the clear
waters he caught sight of his reflection. He could
not believe his eyes. Was this the beautiful horse
with the arching neck, the flowing tail, the graceful
legs? He looked and looked, and then for the
first time the camel knelt. He prayed Allah to
return to him his beautiful body, his glistening coat ;
but the angel appeared to him and whispered in
his ear, ‘“ Allah’s gifts cannot be returned,” and
that is one of the many reasons why the camel
looks mournful.

As one moves slowly up the Nile and visits the
old, old Egypt, the Egypt of the temples, one is
bewildered by her vastness, her antiquity. These
temples can never be forgotten, although it is im-
possible to describe the sensations they arouse. As
one stands upon the towers of Denderah, beautiful
in the memory of the Egyptian Goddess of Love, or
as one walks through the broken columns of Karnak,
or wanders over the sun-baked hills to the tombs of
the kings, one feels as if living in another world,
a dead world. It is a relief to be brought back
to the present, livable, human world, by seceing
the tired fellah stop the loading of his camel and
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kneel by his side, while echoing the name that is
on the lips of all Egypt, the name of Allah, yet we
know that those old dead kings were worshipping
the same god although they called him Osiris or

Ra or Amun,



CHAPTER 1V
KEEPING HOUSE IN CAIRO

LEARNED, after a few days’ stay in Cairo,
that if I were to become friends with the
Egyptian lady I must have a place in which

to receive her, other than a public hotel. No woman
of any respectability will go to an hotel, where she
may be seen by men, consequently we decided to
hire an apartment after our return from Luxor,
The night before we started I went across the
street to the book-store where we bought our papers
and magazines, and had our pictures developed,
and talked with the little Greek proprietress who
had always been so accommodating. I did not
tell her our real reason for wishing an apartment,
but told her that we were tired of sitting through
long-course dinners where we had to wait until
every one else had finished their course before the
little bell announced that another might be served.

And it was certainly a fact that we were tired

98
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of hotels. We fully realized the beauty of the
big red-and-white dining-room at Shepheard’s, the
dexterity of the Arab waiters, picturesque in their
spotless white gowns with red fez and belts, but
we had been eating in ornate dining-rooms for
many months in sundry hotels all over the world,
and the novelty had worn off. We were longing for
a nice beef-steak and potatoes, and the kind of
sociability that permits one to prop a paper against
the sugar-bowl and to place a book against the
fruit-dish, and only to talk when there is some-
thing to say, or to keep silent, without the feeling
that the woman at the next table is saying, ““ Do
look at that couple, John. They have not spoken
for twenty minutes. I am sure they are
married |’

My sympathetic listener, to whom I poured out
my woes, understood me perfectly. In her nice
broken English she said, ‘‘ Madame is quite right.
Hotel life is intolerable.” She would give me the
name of a most charming man who had a bureau
of location (a house agency), and he would find me
a place that would bring me all happiness, She
was so enthusiastic that my cynical soul, hardened
by much travelling and repulsing the birds of prey
that live upon tourists, immediately wondered if
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she would receive a commission upon the rent of
the apartment. Then I decided that it could not
be, as no one ever comes to Cairo to keep house.
They hurry through on their way to Luxor or
Assuan and the tombs of the kings, giving Cairo
and the bazaars and the Pyramids a hurried look,
either going or coming. I learned later that she
was only kindly and really wished to help, which is
the attitude of most of the people of Cairo when
they see you are not a globe-trotter, with only
thirty minutes to give to the Sphinx, and are
therefore willing to pay a-dollar a minute for the
sight.

I returned to the hotel and wrote to the Greek
gentleman with the unpronounceable name, telling
him I would be in Cairo in about six weeks and
imploring his assistance. My letter was in French,
which is a remarkably easy language to speak, if
you are not over-particular in regard to conjugations,
but it is more difficult to write. It was evidently
understood, however, for when I returned I found
a neat lady-like note in tiny French writing, telling
me that the very place was awaiting me. Needless
to say, I called immediately, and much to my
surprise—I had judged him from his handwriting
—1I found the agent to be a big, stout Greek, looking
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like a retired brigand, with flashing black eyes,
and teeth that glistened from beneath his iron grey
moustache.

He took me to several places that were impossible,
and I began to get discouraged. I sighed audibly,
and told him that probably I could not find exactly
what I wanted, and should be compelled to stay
for the rest of my visit in Cairo at an hotel. The

‘gentleman from Greece stopped in the middle of
the street. ‘“ Madame wishes, then, really to keep
house ? ” he asked. I assented mournfully, won-
dering if my French was absolutely unintelligible.
I had talked of housekeeping for two hours as I
climbed one pair of stairs after another with him,.
I went over the whole subject again,

He listened respectfully, then he put his finger
to one side of his nose. “1I see, I see,” he said.
““ Madame is tired of the execrable food of the
hotel. Madame has reason. She shall keep house.
She shall have of the food of Cairo, the good food,
the where there is no better. Ah! the young
lamb! Madame, it is delicieuse—delicieuse, de-
licieuse ; the little chickens which just now come in
the market—beautiful—beautiful !’ and he kissed
the tips of his fingers and blew the caress lightly
into the air somewhere in the direction of Heliopolis,
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I was so delighted with this playfulness on the
part of my rather obese friend, that we stopped
again in the middle of the road, and were nearly
run down by a man on a motor-cycle who left
behind him expletives in several languages as he
flew by.

We found the place, three rooms with kitchen and
laundry. It was on the third floor of a building
that a few years ago was the fashionable hotel of
Cairo, in the very centre of the city, within walking
distance of everything one wants to see. But it
was not the location that decided me so much as
the view from the three windows of the big square
sitting-room. From the north we looked over the
brown Libyan Hills, and from the east we saw the
slow-moving Nile in the distance. There were no
buildings higher than ours, and old Cairo with its
mosques and minarets lay at our feet.

The night saw us installed, our books piled on
the rather rickety bookshelves near the desk, which
was for the sole benefit of the man who works ;
trunks sent to some unknown place below, and
arrangements made with the Armenian woman
and Arab boy who were to be our servants and guide
us through the shoals that might engulf us in our
new adventure, When they came to say ‘‘Good
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night !’’ the soft-voiced little Armenian murmured
“Dormez bien!’’ and the Arab touched his head
and then his bosom, meaning ‘* I salute you with my
head and with my heart,” and as we leaned from
our windows to watch the lights of Cairo we de-
cided there were no happier people in all the world.

Much to the disgust of the Arab boy, whose name
was Ramazan, I decided to go to the market with
him. He explained that it was entirely unnecessary,
but I also explained and insisted that I could tell
nothing about the life of the native unless I went
out to see it, It would not come to me, and where
can one see more of the real life of the common
people than in the markets where they buy their
food ? ‘

We went through little streets and alleys, the
boy rushing as if he were going to a fire, while I
tried to keep him in view and also look at the many
queer sights that greeted me at every turt. When
I looked up from admiring a camel making his way
slowly down the crowded street, my boy would
be somewhere around the next corner or would
come rushing back to find me, wondering what 1
could see in the stupid streets to attract me.

The market is most cosmopolitan. Practically
every known language is spoken there—English,
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French, Greek, Spanish, Italian, Turkish, and of
course, Arabic. French, however, prevails, for
France had a strong linguistic hold on Egypt for
many years previous to the English occupation.
The fruit and vegetables are sold by Egyptian men
and women, but the butchers’ shops are mainly in
the hands of the French. I found to my sorrow
while in Cairo, that being a foreign tradesman is
not a passport for honesty. There may be some-
thing in the air of Egypt, but the French shop-
keepers, both big and little, have acquired at least
one of the failings of the Arab—a lack of com-
mercial probity. But where the Arab is satisfied
with a small percentage, the wily Frenchman tries
_to figure out how much you can be mulcted without
making an outcry, and then proceeds accordingly.
One must be cautious while in Cairo, to say the
least.

The vegetable market is extremely good. Every
known variety is temptingly displayed, and at
most reasonable prices—for the Arab buyer. For
instance, when I bought tomatoes I could get four
for two piastres, about fivepence, but Ramazan-
could get for the same money ten great luscious
beauties which he would choose from a basket,
putting aside all that were not perfect, and which
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were sold to unsophisticated shoppers like myself.
One is beset by hawkers, who carry baskets of
oranges on their heads, or by the lemon-man who
carries his goods concealed somewhere about his
person. The strawberry-man is always in evidence,
and will follow one all over the market, endeavour-
ing to persuade one to buy his wares.

In many foreign cities it would be impossible
to shop in the public market-place, but Cairo is so
large and has such a mixed population that you
find yourself only one of many, lost in the stream
of cosmopolitanism. English women of the poorer
class are there, French, Armenian, Soudanese,
Jewish, and Turkish, but no native women except
those who are selling produce of some kind.

At the entrance of the market are porters sitting
beside their baskets, to carry home the purchases
of people who have not brought a servant, and
little girls wander about, begging with pretty
gestures to be allowed to take your basket upon
their heads and carry it for you. They charge
about half the price of the licensed porters, and
it is needless to say that they are chased from one
place to another by the men who have paid the
municipality for this chance to earn their liveli-
hood,
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In the market are Italian shops, where macaroni
and pastes dear to the Italian are sold, and Greek
stalls that handle only specialities from Greece.
Imported delicacies from every country may be
found, and for those who have a ‘‘ sweet tooth,”
Cairo is a paradise. Besides the foreign French
patisseries which sell the delicate cakes that make
one think of the tea-shops in Paris, there are Syrian
cake-shops, and queer places where one may buy
Turkish sweets with the flavour of attar of roses.
The Egyptians have within their bakeries great
trays of cakes, altogether too rich, but so delicious
that one forgets that greediness has its own reward.

On the way to the market we met barrow-men
with great heaps of tender cucumbers that are
eaten as a fruit by the natives, old and young.
When one sees tiny children sitting on the kerb
crunching with delight the cucumbers, skin and all,
one is not surprised that the officials state that
sixty-five per cent. of the babies born in Cairo die
before they are four years old. '

The woman selling sugar-cane and my orange-
woman sat side by side upon the dusty street, gos=
siping and laughing between sales, flashing their
black eyes from over their veils as they begged of
the passer-by to eat of the sweet oranges or buy
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the succulent sugar-cane, if only to whiten the
teeth., The orange-woman was especially pretty,
with a shy sweet smile that tried to distract my
attention from the bad orange she was slipping
into my basket. Her lips were tattooed in little
stars that extended in three lines over her chin
and were lost in the necklace that she wore. Her
black gown hung in straight folds to her feet, and
over it was a black shawl that covered her entirely,
and was held in place under her left arm. On her
bare ankles were many cheap silver anklets, and
her arms held bracelets of silver and glass that
clinked as she moved.

A camel wandered through the narrow alleys
with two enormous baskets of lettuce attached to
his pack-saddle. He paid no attention to the world
in general, looking as if he were still on the desert,
with only the tropical sky above him and the sands
beneath his padded feet. A damel may have a
most undignified load—sacks of onions, or great
pieces of sugar-cane trailing far behind him in the
roadway—but he always holds his head proudly,
and seems conscious of his dignity. The Arabs
tell you that he comes by his manner in a most
legitimate way, and has just cause to be proud.

Every good Mohammedan knows the ninety-nine
6
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names of Allah, but the secret of the hundredth
name has been whispered only in the ear of the
camel, and he will never tell it. It is this know-
ledge of the confidence that has been reposed in
him that gives him his arrogant look and carriage.

I found it impossible to buy of the itinerant
merchants, because I could tell nothing about the
weight. Their scales have as weights a piece of
brass, a rock, a few nails, and perhaps a little sand
sprinkled on the balance to help it to adjust itself.
Yet their cheating is generally infinitesimal, and it
is worth the money to watch the process and per-
haps get a snapshot.

The market people found me an easy customer,
but when I took the Armenian woman for guide—
her name, by the way, was Souprik Poutik, and
we called her * Spittook” for short—they met
their Waterloo. My first day’s experiences were
enough. I expected every moment to be taken in
charge by a policeman. She beat an orange-man,
who was helpless because of his enormous baskets
of oranges which he tried to protect, scattering the
golden balls throughout the market in his efforts
to get away from her. She wrangled with the
egg-man, who looked like a peaceable little fat god
amongst his eggs until this termagant called him
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a thief and the son of a thief, and the father of
generations of thieves, because he would not give
eleven eggs for fivepence instead of ten.

On the way home she went to a barrow-man to
buy from him a green vegetable looking something
like parsley. I sat down on a box in the shade of
a small shop, knowing it would be a process of
much length and argument, as Spittook intended
spending at least a sixpence of her own money.
She carefully chose the different pieces of vegetable,
and they were weighed. Spittook put one more
piece on the scales ; the man took it out. Spittook
put it back; then they argued. The man rolled
his eyes, struck attitudes, beat his chest, struck his
forehead. He was being robbed, he declared ; his
family would starve, etc.

In the meantime a big, awkward, half-grown
goose came waddling along, looking like a bad boy
playing truant. He loafed past the push cart,
casting a mischievous eye aloft to see what he
might chance to find lying unprotected. Lo!
there was a small piece of green hanging over the
side. He rose up on his toes; he could just reach
it. In pulling it down, another became loosened,
and another, and another, and as the man and
Spittook wrangled over one small morsel, at least
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ten went down the throat of Mr. Gosling. Just
as Spittook won the argument and added the extra
piece to her basket, the man turned and saw the
goose struggling with an especially succulent piece
of his precious vegetable. His face was a tragedy,
and we left him calling down curses upon women
and geese alike, but with an added emphasis upon
the women. .

Housekeeping is made easy in Cairo through
the labour of the Arab women. The laundry work
was done by a tall, dark woman, who looked far
too stately as she entered, robed in her long black
gown and the all-enveloping shawl, to be merely
the laundry woman. She sat beside a shallow-
tub and rubbed the clothes with her hands, boiled
them over a charcoal fire in a Standard Oil tin, and
rinsed them in another. She had no conveniences
whatever, but her work was well done, and the
blessed sunshine and dry air aided her. Half an
hour on theroof, and the linen was dry and dazzling,
bleached by the scorching African sun.

The Standard Oil Company surely conferred a
blessing upon Egypt when it invented the oil-tin.
It is used by many women who carry water, instead
of the picturesque jar they formerly balanced upon
their heads; it is the universal garbage tin of the
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poor in Egypt ; it is made into slates for the youth
in the native schools, and it is the storing place
of vegetables, flour, beans, and clothing—in fact
I have been in little huts which had no furniture
except half a dozen oil-tins along one side of the
room, and a big dish in which to cook the food over
the three stones serving as stove. For chairs and
table and bed the beaten earth was sufficient.

The working women of Cairo have a most majestic
carriage that comes from the habit of carrying all
their burdens on their heads. Sometimes one sees
most ludicrous things carried in this manner, as
when I opened my door one day and saw a woman
standing with a hand sewing-machine nicely balanced
upon her head. She wished to do my plain sewing.
I had no work for her, but she earned a day’s wages
by posing for her picture, and went away very
happy. '

When I was ready to leave Cairo I gave an Ameri-
can blue-flame oil-stove to a friend, and she sent her
cook for explanations in regard to its use. I lighted
it for him and showed him the inner mechanism.
According to the etiquette of oil-stoves, it takes
about ten minutes for the oil to burn entirely out
and extinguish the flame. The cook was in a hurry
and would not wait, and against all my remon-
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strances he placed the stove upon his head, and
the last I saw of him he was walking calmly down
the crowded street with a flame at least a foot high
shooting out from his apparently lighted turban.

I look back to my housekeeping experiences in
Cairo as one of the happiest times of my life. We
worked during the day and when the sun became
less hot we wandered down the narrow native
streets, shopping, exploring, enjoying every bit of
the Eastern life, so different from the prosaic
Western world from which we came. When we
were tired we sat down at some out-of-door café and
drank the delicious Turkish coffee, and watched
the sky turn to the sapphire blue that heralds the
coming of the Egyptian night. All the Egyptian
world of poor people passed us by, the street mu-
sicians entertained us, the hawkers showed their
wares. When the stars came out we strolled to
some hotel or restaurant for dinner or slowly climbed
our stairs, thankful that we had a place that seemed
like home. My Egyptian friends came to me,
knowing they would be as secluded as within their
own harems, and the months passed far too quickly,
as we worked and played and saw Cairo as few see it.

We read of Egypt and her Pharaohs and her
past grandeur, and we looked about us and saw
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Egypt with her new civilization, her thirst for
education, her dawning respect for women, and we
felt that there was a great leavening process at work
in this land of the Nile. Perhaps it is due to the
influence of England who holds this country in her
firm but just grasp, or to the realization of the
dreams of the missionaries who have been working
so long with apparently few results, or it may be
the fruits of that faith that made our black Berber
door-keeper kneel down by the side of the steps,
his face towards Mecca, and utter his prayer, un-
conscious of the world that came and went beside
him. The call came to us five times a day from
the minaret on the mosque near by, and this call to
prayer had the deep, earnest note of a religion that
influences all Egypt. We heard it in the morning
before the day broke and as we threw back the
blinds to have a good night look at the lights of
Cairo, the muzzein's voice came to us in his solemn
chant, ‘“ There is no God but God, and Mohammed
is His Prophet.”



CHAPTER V

FEMININE CHARACTERISTICS

HERE are five distinct types of women in

l Egypt, distinguished from each other to the

onlooker chiefly by their costumes : the high-
class Egyptian lady, the woman of the middle
class, the lower-class labouring woman of the city,
the Fellaha or peasant woman, and the Bedouin
who dwells in the desert.

Generally the Egyptian women from the age of
fourteen to twenty-five are beautiful both in form
and face. They have large black eyes with lashes
very thick and long ; these lashes have no curve and
give a peculiar veiled expression to the eyes, making
them appear darker and larger than they really
are. Their noses are fine and delicate, their lips
an exquisite bow shape. Their teeth are white,
and their hands and feet, when not deformed
by labour, dainty and delicate. The skin is of a
light tan, but rarely does one see colour in the
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cheeks. The hair is of a deep glossy black, rather
coarse, but never with the true Egyptian is it
woolly.

The lady of Egypt is rarely seen. One catches
glimpses of her in carriages or motor-cars, the im-
pression being of a woman dressed in black with a
thin veil of white chiffon covering the lower part
of her face. This veil, however, much to the disgust
of the old-fashioned, conservative Egyptian, is
becoming thinner each year ; in fact, it is often but
an added attraction, making an ugly face pretty
and adding an air of mystery and charm to a
beautiful one.

In the home the Egyptian lady dresses much like
a French woman of the same social standing ; even
the silk hosiery and high-heeled French slippers
are not wanting. This lady also partakes of the
Europeanization of Egypt and reveals the influence
of Western civilization which is so rapidly and
thoroughly working a revolution in this ancient
land, but the traditions and-customs of her country
are still powerful enough to require her to wear
the black skirt of silk or satin and a cape-like piece
of the same goods turned up at the waist-line for
a head-covering, when she appears outside of the
harem.
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The Egyptian woman of the higher class is be-
coming Europeanized, as evidenced not only by
the motor-cars and carriages with coachmen and
chauffeurs in foreign liveries, and her dresses direct
from Paris, but also by the furnishings of her home.
Instead of the rich Eastern homes of the Arabian
Nights with their lamps and rugs and elaborate
hangings, we now see the drawing-room filled with
French furniture, gilt chairs, instead of divans,
rich Louis XV. tables in place of the low taborets ;
electric chandeliers glittering with cut glass have
replaced the old elaborate lamps that are now
rarely seen except in mosques, museums, and curio
shops. The lady also now serves afternoon tea
instead of Turkish coffee and the scented drinks
that were the favourite beverages in the olden time,
while, instead of ** visiting”’ her friends for the day,
she now makes fashionable calls.

She travels also, and as soon as the ship leaves
the harbour of Alexandria or Port Said, the veil
is laid aside and she is to all intents and purposes
the cultured, well-educated lady of any country.
It would be hard to tell her nationality, as generally
her command of the French language is perfect,
and she might be considered a woman of Turkey or
Greece or even of France. But when again the ship
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arrives in an Egyptian port she dons the dress of
her people and is the veiled Egyptian lady.

Another type also rarely seen in the street, and
who are the chief preservers of the ancient customs
of Egypt, since they are brought less frequently
into touch with European influences, are the women
of the great middle class, the wives of the lawyers,
doctors, teachers, small officials and professional
men of all grades as well as the women belonging
to the upper merchant class. Their homes have
not been subjected to such a radical change as that
seen among the Egyptian aristocracy, although it
is evident that the only reason for this difference
has been the lack of opportunity.

The middle-class woman, like her sister of the
upper class, may be a good judge of what is con-
sistent in the way of decoration of a purely Egyptian
home, but when she tries to replace her native
furnishings with those of France, the effect is
baneful. Instead of the softened colouring of the
Eastern carpets and hangings she is likely to sub-
stitute the gaudy dyes of Europe’s worst manu-
factures ; while she is inclined to mistake gilding,
mirrors, and ornate work for cosmopolitanism and
culture.

If one is fortunate enough to penetrate the
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home of a conservative Egyptian untouched by
Western ideas, one finds it a thing of beauty and
a rest to jaded nerves and tired eyes, with its
closely drawn blinds shutting out the fierce tropical
light and heat, its court with the fountain sending
up its cooling waters, flowers, the comfortable
divans covered with soft-toned rugs, shaded lights,
exquisite brass trays on which stand the tiny
china cups in their small brass or silver holders,
from which one drinks the coffee served by white-
clad, quiet servants—it is all Eastern and gives
the sense of repose and leisure.

The women of this great class dress, when out-
side of their homes, similarly to those in the
highest social scale, but within the house they wear
a galabeigh, a sort of glorified empire-gown
hanging straight from the shoulder or gathered
to a yoke, and having a long train behind. This
garment is made of silk or satin, and often is
elaborately trimmed. If custom restricts them
to black while in the strcet, they exercise their
individual taste in regard to colours within their
apartments. I have seen a group of ladies with
their pink, blue, and yellow galabeighs, looking
like a flock of gaily plumaged birds.

Both the upper and middle class wear an im-
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mense amount of jewellery, which lately has taken
the shape of pins, ear-rings, and bracelets from the
French shops on the Kaiser en Nil, instead of
ornaments from the goldsmiths in the bazaars.
The long pendant ear-rings covered with fine
diamonds, and necklaces of coloured precious stones,
are the ornaments now coveted, and quantity not
quality is the chief desire of the woman whose
husband’s purse is large enough to bring her these
tokens of his affection. She differs in this respect
from the woman of China, who is also peering
into the outside world, but who seems to under-
stand that pearls and jade, not diamonds and
rubies, are the proper setting for her Eastern
beauty.

The third class one sees in the cities of Egypt
is the woman of the lower walks of life, the wife of
the workman, the small shop-keeper, the servant,
and the craftsman. She is dressed in a galabeigh
of black or coloured cotton, over which, when
in the streets, she draws a piece of black material
which entirely covers her body and is held in place
beneath the left arm. Her face-veil is black or
of cloth inset with pieces of open-work, and often,
by the old-fashioned ladies, held down by coins
sewed to its lower edges. A nose-piece of yellow
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wood and gold or brass is sewed to the top of the
veil, holding it in place, and is kept firm by a
ribbon around the head beneath the shawl. This
arrangement effectually conceals the face with
the exception of the eyes, and these are difficult
to discern, because of the disfiguring nose-piece.

This veil is of remote antiquity, but judging
from the sculptures and paintings of the ancient
Egyptians, it would seem to have been inaugurated
since those early times, It was, however, used by
nearly all women of Eastern races, and is spoken
of in the Old Testament :

‘“ Rebecca said to the servant, What man is
this that walketh in the field to meet us? And
the servant said, It is my master. And she took
her veil and covered herself.”” St. Paul also said,
“ Is it seemly that a woman pray to God unveiled ?

The wife of the poor manual labourer, as her
richer sister, has her jewellery. Her ear-rings
may be of gold or silver, and her necklace of glass
beads or even of brass. Her bracelets and the
anklets hanging over her bare feet are often of
silver or the cheaper metals. Yet one is surprised
often to see a poor woman with gold ear-rings
or a necklace worth many piastres. It was the
poor man’s form of investment of his savings in
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the olden time when there were no banks in which
he could trust his hard-earned money. He bought
jewellery, which in the case of gold is practically
pure, and can be converted into money with
little loss.

A lady in Cairo who employs a woman for rough
work in her house, told me a story that illustrates
the utilitarian use of jewellery, apart from its
beauty. This working woman was extremely poor,
having literally but one dress. One day she was
given a little lamb, and she raised it until it
became the desired weight, when it was taken to
the near-by butcher. The money realized was
spent, not for clothes nor for food, but for a pair
of gold ear-rings, When remonstrated with in
regard to the apparent foolishness of her purchase,
she said, “ 1 would wear out the clothes and eat
the food, but these will last, and when we have no
money we can always go to the pawn-shop.” Her
choice seemed justified because the ear-rings have
made many a journey to the man who lends money.

The working-classes of Egypt are little in advance
of the wolf that seems to be always following them,
and it gives a sense of security to feel that they
have at least one thing that will mean bread, if
that voracious animal gets too close.
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Another reason for the immense amount of
jewellery seen on all classes of Egyptian women
is the fact that if women are divorced they are
entitled to their wearing apparel as well as any
part of their dowry which may have been retained
by their husbands at the time of betrothal. They
may not be able to get the dower, but there can
be no question of what they actually have upon
their persons.

Thesc reasons for the love of jewellery may be
very practical, but these women mainly love
jewellery because it is jewellcry, and all Eastern
women, Chinese, Indian, Turkish, and Egyptian,
are fond of adorning themselves. As they rely
much more upon personal beauty to retain the
love of the husband than does the Western
woman, they take advantage of all the arts to
adorn that beauty, for there is a saying, ‘A
woman without ornaments is like a field without
water.”

While travelling up the Nile one sees the small
villages which seem to be a part of the soil, so
neutral is their colour, The houses are made
from sun-dried bricks, the only thing to make
one really believe they are not a vcritable part of
the sands of the desert being the whitened cupola
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of a mosque or the dome of the tomb of some
saint or holy man.

Even the dress of the woman is dull and wretched
looking. You see her as she comes down the
narrow pathway leading to the river or canal, her
water-jar balanced sideways upon her head, her
blue or black galabeigh hanging in straight lines
from her shoulders, her bare feet half covered with
the heavy anklets. She has no face-veil, but on
meeting you she draws an end of the long black
head-covering across her mouth and peers at you
curiously from above it. She has a beautiful
carriage, and the gesture, superb and supple as she
bends to the river and places the filled jar upon
her head, cannot be equalled for grace. But her
hands are roughened from toil, and she becomes
old before her time. Her life is passed in heavy
work, and in her simple home are few conveniences.

The house is only a couple of rooms opening
upon a small yard, around which is built a wall
of the same dun-coloured brick. Within this
small enclosure live the family and the animals,
the donkey, the camel, and the chickens. The
kitchen consists of a bare dark room, with a few
baskets or jars along the sides to contain the
grain, a couple of stones on which is built the fire

7
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to heat the food within the iron cooking-pot.
There are no table, no chairs, and no beds; the earth
serves for all three. At night a mat is spread upon
the beaten ground, and the entire family curl upon
it, wrapped in their clothes of the day. The warm
sunshine and rainless days and nights make it
possible for the Egyptian to live out of doors
practically ten months of the year. This fact
accounts for their healthfulness, despite their
disregard of all sanitary laws.

Their food is simple. Wheaten bread is practi-
cally an unknown luxury, millet, maize, and dourha
forming a very wholesome substitute. Meat is
rarely eaten by the peasant except on great occa-
sions, and then mutton is preferred, but buffalo
and goats are also used, as are poultry and pigeons,
Beans and lentils, onions and garlic, are the poor
man’s vegetables, while cucumbers and a large
radish are eaten raw and without peeling as a
fruit. Sugar-cane at the season of its growth is
seen in the hands of old and young, while musk-
melons and water-melons are a delight to the
peasant. The women make a sweet from the
dried and pounded dates, that is used especially at
the time of feasts,

All the work of preparing this food falls upon the
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housewife. She must clean the maize and grind
it in the mill, then make the bread, which is a most
laborious process. In fact she has no idle life.
She spins the wool and cotton for the clothing,
often weaves the cloth, carries the water from
the river, and gathers the mud and straw to make
the round, flat cakes for fuel, which she stores
upon the roof or within the courtyard. In the
evening she or the children take the camels or the
goats and the donkey to the fields and watch
them while they eat their allotted portion of bersein
or clover.

In moments stolen from household work the
women weave baskets from the date-palm leaves
or make the sleeping-mats from the reeds, which
they themselves must gather. If there is space
upon the roof or within the tiny courtyard they
keep a few chickens in order to sell the eggs, and
add a little to their limited income. The wives of
the Fellaheen are true helpmates. At the time of
harvest one sees them cutting the ripened grain,
or carrying it in great bundles upon their heads
to the store-houses within the village. It is a
life of toil, with, what seems to Western eyes,
little compensation.

In the desert one sees the most interesting type
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of all, the Bedouin. She is generally a well-formed,
tall, strong woman, dressed in the usual black or
coloured galabeigh, with the addition of a multi-
coloured sash wrapped many times around the
waist. Over her head and hanging down her
back is a veil or handkerchief, but she does not veil
her face unless living in a village. In the life of a
true Bedouin, that is a dweller in the tent, the
veiling and seclusion of the women are not practised.
But when they move to villages and live in houses
they imitate their neighbours the Egyptians and
seclude their women.

While the Bedouin does not dress herself in silk
or satin, like the city-dweller, she makes up for this
lack of richness in goods by her love for native
jewellery. She wears gold necklaces with balls as
big as hazel-nuts, and elaborate pendants hanging
over her chest. Often she has rows upon rows
of gold coins attached to chains, the entire body,
from the waist up, being covered with the barbaric
ornaments. In her ears she wears two great
rings, one from the top of the ear and one from
the lobe. In her left nostril is an ornament, and
her arms are covered with bracelets. When she
walks one can hear the tinkle of her anklets.
This sound is so common that there is a Bedouin
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song which begins ‘‘ The ringing of thine anklets
has deprived me of my reason.” This jewellery has
not changed its shape or form with the passage of
time. It is practically the same as worn by the
women of Judea in the time of Isaiah:

‘* In that day the Lord will take away the beauty
of their anklets and the cauls and crescents, the
pendants, and the bracelets and the mufflers, the
head tires and the ankle-chains; the sashes and
the perfume boxes and the amulets, the rings and
the nose jewels . . . and the turbans and the veils.”

The tent Bedouin rarely leaves the camp. Her
world is the low tent around the sides of which are
folded the rugs and sleeping-mats and blankets
which are the work of her hands and the exhibition
of her riches. On the part of the tent where the
family sit is spread a rug or mat, and in another
part on the bare sand are the stones for the fire.
Except for the jars or baskets and sacks to hold
provisions and extra clothing, there is no furniture.
The food is mainly mutton cooked in different
ways, and served in a big bowl, around which the
family sit, helping themselves from the common
dish, using bread as plate and knife and fork. The
desert-dweller cares little for vegetables, which
fact is, perhaps, accounted for by his inability
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to raise them in the sands that surround his
home.

The Bedouin and many of the lower-class Egyptian
women tattoo their faces with three or four dark-
blue lines extending from the lower lip over the
chin to the neck. Also fancy figures are tattooed
on the hands, and the wrists are often marked with
bracelets in blue ink. Henna is used to stain the
hair, giving it a rich dark-red, that when not used
too abundantly is very pretty in the jet-black of
the natural colour. Grey hair is considered very
ugly and is always dyed.

It is only in the desert and the country that one
sees the henna-stained hands and feet, as it is not
considered fashionable by city people. The inside
of the hands and feet is coloured a deep orange,
and the nails of both fingers and toes are touched
with the dye, often the fingers showing the stain
to the first or second joint, giving a most uncleanly
appearance according to Western standards.

Practically all Eastern women wear a covering
for the hair both in and out of the house. It is
generally a large silk handkerchief or veil of black
with a coloured border, but which, at time of
festivity, is changed for one elaborately embroidered
or sewn with sequins. It is a disgrace to allow
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the head to be unveiled, the expression ‘ She is a
woman without a veil for her hair’’ is equivalent
to saying ‘‘ She is without shame.”

The hair, which hardly shows at all, is braided
in two braids hanging down the back, rather like
that worn by the school-girls of our country, except
that gold coins are braided into the ends, and clink
and glisten from under the veil as the wearer moves
her head. At present the Bedouin who wishes to
be especially progressive makes only one braid,
which is a decided change from the fashion of a
few years ago, when the hair was parted into
fourteen sections, each one tightly braided and
woven with gold coins.

The Bedouin woman has much more liberty
than the Egyptian woman. She does not impress
one as being downtrodden or held in any manner
of subjection. She shares in the life of the entire
camp, taking a keen and intelligent interest in all
that affects her tribe. Because of the Bedouin
customs of entertaining the traveller, who may be
passing from one part of the desert to another,
she gathers the gossip from all parts of the country.
At each camp the chief of the tribe has a rest-
house where any Bedouin may stop, stable his
horse, and receive food so long as he wishes. The
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traveller may be from Tripoli and bring the latest
news of the war or from the Southern Sahara.

At the castle of a chief where I visited there
were often as many as thirty strangers within the
travellers’ courtyard, and I soon learned to consider
them far more advanced than their Egyptian neigh-
bour who stays within his village. The blood of
the Bedouin is the wanderer’s blood. He is a true
descendant of Ishmael in that he claims the whole
great desert for his home.
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CHAPTER VI

EGYPTIAN WOMEN AT SCHOOL

BRITISH statesman said, ‘“ We must con-

centrate our attention upon the mothers of

Egypt, for what the mothers are the
children will become, and what the children are
the men become.” Therefore in the mothers is
found the secret of the strength of a nation, and the
first great need of Egypt touches the domestic
circle, the home of the child, the wife, and the
mother. In the Ministry of Public Works in Cairo
recently a Moslem of the higher official class was
heard to say that his mother had never stepped
outside of her house, not even to cross the street.
It has not been uncommon even now in certain
parts of Egypt for the labouring man to lock up
his wife and children before going to his work in
the morning, and the mud hut is made a prison-
house until his return at night. Upon being asked
what she did all day, a Mohammedan woman of
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the better class replied, ‘‘ I sit on that couch for a
time, and when I get tired I cross over and sit on
that one.”

In the light of such conditions as these one
can better understand the reports of the last census
which state that but two in a thousand Egyptian
women can read and write, and it is useless to
state that the first and greatest need of Egypt is
the education of the women. As it is now, not being
able to read, not knowing what is going on in the
outside world, except as it filters through the
gossip of servants and visitors equally as ignorant,
the women and children live in a world apart;
having few interests outside the realm of petty
gossip and intrigue. These conditions are bound
to foster in the mind of Egyptian childhood the
inferiority of womanhood, at the same time stulti-
fying the youthful mind and growth by associations
that have little if any value in the way of early
education. If it is true that the social and personal
conceptions of a child’'s home world are the per-
manent influences not to be shaken off in after
life, the untoward early surroundings are among
the first changes to be wrought in the education
of the New Egypt.

Beginnings have been made, and some of them
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very propitiously. ‘It is not coming with a rush
yet,” said the principal of a training college for
girls in Cairo, but for that matter what has ever
come in a rush in any Oriental land? Last year
instruction was given to 22,00z girls in 2,867
kuttabs (small village schools), while 13 of the
Government kuttabs have been specially set apart
for women students and now have an attendance
of 2,030 girls, with 42 trained women teachers.
In one of these schools for teachers which I visited
there were 138 applications for 13 vacancies.
Schools for girls are also being founded by native
initiative through the inspiration of the example
of the Government institutions. A large institu-
tion for the training of women is just now being
opened in Alexandria by the Egyptian Government,
and the appurtenances for modern education com-
pare favourably with those of Western schools.
The missionary institutions for girls conducted by
the American Mission are among the most flourish-
ing and efficient of the girls’ schools of Egypt. Al-
though the majority of these .students are from
Coptic families, there is a growing tendency for
Moslem parents to send their daughters to the
missionary institutions, where at present about
30 per cent, are of the Mohammedan faith, Twenty
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years ago it was almost impossible to find a Moslem
girl in a Christian school.

The English Government struck a note of reform,
not educational only, but social and national as well,
when in 1901 it began sending Egyptian girls to
Europe to be trained as teachers. The difficulties
confronting the Ministry of Education were many
and varied. The girl’s father had first to be dealt
with and convinced that no attempt would be made
to destroy the girl’s religious convictions. He was
not at all certain of the wisdom of this very re-
volutionary concession in allowing his daughter to
leave home before her marriage. When the girl
returned to Egypt and secured a self-supporting
position as teacher, and when the father beheld in
his daughter not a perverted Moslem but a more
devoted member of the traditional faith, a long step
was taken in the education of women.

One of these fathers expressed his satisfaction
with the wise and impartial attitude of the English
Government when he said to Dr. Dunlop, who asked
him concerning the results of European education
upon his daughter, *“ You have not only trained her
mind, but you have trained her heart. She speaks
more kindly to her mother in the home, she is more
thoughtful ; she is a better Moslem girl,”
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It is to the great credit of Egyptian women that
of the entire number of girls who have been sent to
Europe in their teens to be educated, suddenly
deprived of the close home restrictions and guardian-
ship, which is much more than the supervision to
which the Western girl is subjected, at the same
time subjected to many temptations in a foreign
land, no breath of scandal has attached to any of
them. '

Teachers tell me that one of the real battles that
has to be fought and conquered is the intense
conceit of the girl student. It cannot be wondered
at when one considers that she takes the varied
information she learns within the schoolroom, her
knowledge of the sciences, of the world, and books
to a home where perhaps she is the only member
of the family who can read the evening paper.
When she sees the father and mother and the
grandmother gather around her and listen with
eagerness and astonishment to her marvellous tales,
shaking their heads and perhaps murmuring, “Is
it possible that this is my daughter?”’ one can
readily see why it is necessary for the teachers to
combat constantly this overweening pride.

In addition to the three R’s that are taught in
all schools, the missionary and training schools
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make a speciality of household economy. The
work of the house is done by the pupils, each taking
their week’s or month’s turn at a certain kind of
housework. In one training school I visited, I
saw a squad of pupils putting up preserves, another
making cakes. The rooms and dormitories are
kept spotless by the pupils themselves, and in the
sewing classes they are taught to make their simple
dresses, from the drafting to the last stitch of em-
broidery.

The religious education is not omitted in the
Government schools. While visiting one I went
into a room where there were perhaps fifty little
girls of about eleven to twelve years of age all
crooning in a sing-song voice verses from the Koran.
The teacher for this branch of instruction was an
old blind woman who knew the Koran by heart,
and she commenced a surah or chapter and allowed
the children to finish it, listening carefully to the
well-known words, keeping time with a motion of
her head, stopping suddenly at an unusual word
which meant to her a mistake.

I asked the Sheikh in charge if the children were
taught the prayers, He asked me if I would like
to hear the prayers, and of course I assented in-
stantly., He called five little girls to an inner room
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and asked them to say the morning prayer, which
they did, bowing, and kneeling and touching their
heads to the floor, all the many acts of devotion
that one sees being performed by the men of Egypt
in mosque, shop, street corner, or field, but rarely
by the women.

There is every indication that this educational
reform is sweeping rapidly through the entire
nation. One cannot pass along the streets of Cairo
without being amazed at the number of schools of all
kinds, French, English, and Italian, that are estab-
lished for girls. Egypt seems to be a haven for the
private-school teacher, and I am afraid that many
of these schools are not of the first quality as re-
gards their teachers, because as yet the Egyptian
is no very great judge of the kind of education he
seeks, nor the means to be employed to obtain it.
But it all tends to show the trend of thought, and
is proving that education is abroad in the land.

The men are desiring educated wives and
daughters. A boy who has had even a simple
education does not care for the old-time wife of
the harem, whose little round of talk and gossip
soon tires him. I asked a young man who was
returning to the country to marry after passing
several years in Cairo, where he was studying in the
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school of medicine; what kind of a wife he was
choosing. He said, ““ If it were of my choice, I
would ask for a wife from some school here, but my
mother is choosing her for me, and she has no
education at all. I will try to get her into a school
or have teachers for her after we are married, if my
mother will permit it.”

Miss Florence Davson, in the Egyptian Daily
Post, gives a comprehensive description of female
education in Egypt, as it existed at the time when
she wrote.

““The recent Congress held on Education in
London naturally aroused the interest of all dwellers
in Egypt in the question of education for the Egyp-
tians, and especially of that for the education of
Egyptian women. There are now several hundred
girls and young women in Egypt undergoing a
carefully directed course of study that varies
according to their degree and to the particular
school in which they are placed. The progress made
in the last twelve years has been very great, and it
must be remembered that the work is one of much
difficulty and delicacy. Those who, from lack of
knowledge, cannot understand the labour entailed
are too often ready to offer criticism. Most diffi-
cult to please, however, are those devoted teachers
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of high attainments, who, in their anxiety to bring
their pupils to a higher standard, expect to arrive
at a perfect result.

‘“ It is not too much to say that twelve years ago
there was hardly an Egyptian lady who could read.
This would not have been of so much importance
had she possessed domestic accomplishments and
known how to keep house, to direct the cooking,
the laundry, and to work cleverly with her hands,
But to be a capable housewife was not within the
scope of her ambition or capabilities. . . . In the
case of a lady all actual work was carried out by
servants, The long hours of harem solitude and
seclusion hung heavily ; and idleness brings mischief
at its heels, and succeeding empty days with their
slight complement of tittle-tattle, lazily given
orders, and attention to finery, could but result in
deterioration, bodily and mental. What could a
girl or woman do who had neither studies nor book
to read, needlework nor liberty to take exercise ?

‘“ She could eat sweets, she could visit her friends,
she kept the house after the slack, disorderly fashion
of her mother and grandmother, she visited and
gossiped with her woman friends.  She listened to
interminable romances from the lips of slaves,

tales which too often stimulated the imagination
8
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in the worst manner, and possibly paved the way
to deceit and intrigue. Her standing in the eyes
of men was low and devoid of respect. Her power,
if any, was the material influence gained by beauty or
the underhand craft resulting from adroit flatterers.

‘“ When the idea of educating women was first
brought before the Egyptians, they looked on the
project with doubt and distrust. Education would
naturally mean liberty. The girl would learn to
read, and their books would tell them of the customs
of the women of other countries. They would be
discontented with their seclusion and break their
bonds. Liberty would mean free intercourse with
the other sex. That their daughters should talk and
walk with men like the women of other lands was

a thing not to be thought of.
““ A course which ran counter to deeply rooted

prejudices of fathers and brothers was necessarily
very difficult to put in hand. And it must not be
forgotten that there is certain wisdom in many
national habits; they have not grown rapidly or
slightly. To a great extent they are often a safe-
guard against grave national faults. The fathers
of Egypt who distrusted the educational project
were justified in fearing too much liberty for their
daughters. That, if it comes, must come gradually.
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And with it too there must be a change in the young
men of the land. There was much, however, that
‘the girls could be taught for their mental, moral,
and physical benefit, even if the harem existence
were to continue interminably unbroken.

‘“ Schools were opened in spite of the difficulties.
Some pupils were boarders, others came by the day.
A course of study was mapped out, including history,
geography, arithmetic, geometry, brushwork, and
needlework. The girls took kindly to school life,
which offered a delightful change after the monotony
of home. The regular existence and constant work
soon showed its good effect on both mind and body.
Naturally matters did not progress as in an English
school, where the girls have been compelled to learn
for generations. But the intelligent, contented girls
who had learned to think, to judge, to act reason-
ably soon showed that the experiment was a success.

“ Implicit obedience to those above them is in-
culcated at all the schools, for no Egyptian girl
can have a happy home-life unless she is prepared
to give perfect submission to her husband or father.
Perhaps as time goes on and the people of Egypt
appreciate the mental development of their women-
folk, they will aHow them to exercise their judg-
ment, but submit to their husbands. Even so, the
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educated girl is now able to take up many useful
household affairs, to beautify her rooms with ex-
quisite work, to attend to the care of her health
and that of her dependents. This is a great advance
from the days when outside finery was the only
thing appreciated.”

Still, as Miss Davson says, it is hard to combat
the ignorance and love of custom of -the old-time
conservative Egyptian, but the next generation of
Egyptian women, the bright-faced girls one sees
in the schoolroom to-day, will have a great influence
upon the life and thought of the Egypt of to-morrow.
The old-time picture of the Oriental woman spend-
ing her hours upon divans, eating sweetmeats and
indulging in petty and degrading gossip with women
as ignorant as herself, will be changed. The new
woman of Egypt will be a companion rather than
a slave or toy of her husband. Marriage will ad-
vance from the stage of a paltry trade in bodies to
something like real union, involving respect towards
the woman by both fathers and sons, while in a
new pride of relationship the woman herself will be
discovered.

Within a few years it will be a brave man who
would dare to speak of his wife as did a Moslem once
when complimented about the cure of the eyes of
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his wife, who had been successfully operated upon
for cataract. He said, in regard to the trouble
and expense he had taken, “ It is a worthy action
that she should be enabled to look upon her children.
It counts with God. To see a blind dog who cannot
look upon her puppies is a painful sight. How much
more a human being! For after all, a woman is
a human being.”’



CHAPTER VII
THE EGYPTIAN HAREM

MOSLEM home is divided into two distinct
apartments, the Selam-lik or men’s apart-
ments, and the Harem-lik, the rooms de-

voted exclusively to the women and children. All
Egyptian women of respectability are confined
strictly within their quarters, and the higher the
social standing, the more strict is the seclusion of
the women. This seclusion was unknown in the
first Islamic era, the time when Islam ran in its
natural course and the customs of the Arabs were
at their purest, not yet mixed with those of the
natives of the countries invaded later.

From the beginning of the ‘ Omayah " dynasty,
when the Empire began to spread and when Arabs
mixed with the peoples of other countries by com-
merce and marriage, they added the customs of the
conquered countries to their own. One of these
was the seclusion of the women, one which did
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not mean imprisonment. It arose out of the old-
time border warfare, when the different tribes were
continually making raids against each other. When
one of these warring parties came down upon the
village of its enemies, the first thing they did was
to carry off the women, children, and cattle. The
only means of protection being to put the helpless,
non-fighting population in the inner rooms of the
houses where they could be defended, it naturally
happened that the higher the rank of the family
the more isolated were its females.

Seclusion, thus beginning gradually, was retained
and became a mark of caste, of superiority from a
social standpoint, and the conquering Arabs adopted
it. An Armenian scholar, speaking of the seclusion
of all Eastern women, said that the European woman
owed her freedom to the Germans who swept down
over Europe with their conquering armies and left
in their wake their customs of woman's equality
with man.

In Egypt one sees only the working-class woman
in the street; even the higher labouring classes
are not seen in public. These women who wander
about unveiled are neither envied by the secluded,
nor are they themselves satisfied with their freedom,
believing that it is only poverty and need that
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compel them to leave the seclusion of their homes.
If by chance they become rich they immediately
seclude themselves and are proud of this mark of
their higher social position.

The aristocracy can be seen driving in the after-
noon within closed broughams, but even that is
a new departure. However, the<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>