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ting in the bright colors and locking occa-
sionally at the bright pattern. An inch a
day alung the line'is, perhaps, all she ac-
complishes, but it is the one artistic plea-
sure of her life. At noon is milkiug-time,
and the village herd comee in from the
fields. For each owner to select his own
among this bleating crowd seems well-nigh
impossible, but when we asked how it was
doune, one man said : “‘ If a man has ten
children, don't he know them all?” The
women sit on the ground to milk, while
the children, like Homer’s flies that “*buzz
about at milking time,” hover near to stick
in their dirty little fingers and get a tasto
of the warm foam. The next is the most
filthy and degrading work the women have
to do ; making round cakes of manure
which they slap on every wall to dry, for
fuel. 1t is an invention born of necessity,
there are no forests, and coal is stll
hidden in the mountains. Is not such
work debasing ? I could not but think :
*“Can they have pure hearts with such
unclean hands ¢

With all their poverty there is one lux-
ury in this little valley : some hot springs
over which a bath-house has heen built,
and at all seasons it is free to everybody.
In a Mussulman country where bathing is
a religious rite, this is indeed 2 ** God-
send,” as the simple people themselves
call it.

1a nearly every village there is a little
mosque and a mollah or teacher; but though
the boys go there tu read, wefound very few
who read easily or understandingly.  Sel-
iing books is not a thriving business under
such circumstances, and our little stock
did not diminish much, but we found an
open door and every opportunity to speak
with men and women alike.

There are no inns, so on entering a vil-
lage we apply for whatever accommoda
tion there is to be had.  Some men offer
us a room which is the guest-chamber re-
served for feasts and weddings, and boasts
windows covered with oiled paper and.
perhaps, even whitened walls. Here we
make ourselves at home, and live picnic-
fashion on whatever our bags and the re-
sources of the village supply.

But our work is awaiting us at once.
In this room or in the streets, Mr. Wilson
soon hus an audience of men, while 1 ask
to be taken to the women'sroomn. though
I am a stranger their simple hospitality
gives mo a welcowe, and to my salutation,
‘ Peace to yo. " they answer: ** To you

.

peace,” anl spread a carpet or bring
cushions for my seat. The uews of the ar-
rival of some *‘Frangees” hasspread quick-
ly, and soon the room is filled with curious
women come to see the show. We mnust
first get acquainted, so I answer a volley
of question on all sides, and wish 1 had
an advertisement to preceds my arrival
and give all necessary information, Gig-
gling girls and crying babies increase the
confusion, and every new comer is grected
with all the news they have already learn-
ed, and lends her voice to ask more ques-
tions. I pull out my Testament, and, as
none in thecrowd can read, they are sur-
prised that 1 can read their language, and
settle down a little to listen to this new
wonder.  Perhaps Isay : ** You and I are
very different 1 dress, language and
customs, but there is one thing we all
have- -a soul, and that is more iﬁ]pnrmnr
than all these other things.” ¢ That's s0,”
they assent; and when | speak ot the ne-
cessity of preparing ovr souls for the
other world they asseuc again. 1 ask
thew how they will do it, and thev ans-
wer ghibly: = Keep the fust.” ** Xay pray-
ers,” ‘¢ Say the creed,” ** Make a pi]grifn-
age.”

Any of these answers affords me a gocd
starting-pont; for example, g rnnage.
¢ Do you believe Mecea or Kerbela is the
gate of heaven?”’ 1 ask.

-+ Certainly we do.”  One woman adds;
*“ My husband died on the way home,”
as if he met a 1wst blessed fate.

“But I have heard that pilgrims lie and
steal and revile as much after as before
the pilgrimage?”’

** You speak the truth,” they acknow-
ledge.

** Well, do you think people that lic
and steal will gnto heavent” A few ver-
ses strengthen this argument, for they ve-
spect a statement backed by ** It is writ-
ten,

Or, perhaps fasting is thesubject. The
month of fasting soon begine, so it is in
their minds specially, and they tell me
how hard it is to neither taste food nor
drink water till dark, for thirty days. I
ask: ** While you are fasting, is there
more quarrelling and fighting and revil-
ing than at other times?”

¢ Always.”

¢ Do you think fasting will fit you for
heaven when it really makes you sin more?”
Their fuces express doubt.

Then, perhaps, we talk about salvation,



