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and a dozen changes of dress by the hostess
during the ceremony, are not frequent, are for
some special occasion, the celebration of a mar-
riage, or the entertainment of a visitor of high
rank. One who expects, upon a royalinvitation
to the harem, to wander into the populous dove-
cote of the Khedive, where languish the beauties
of Asia, the siswrs from the Gardens of Gul,
pining for a new robe of the mode from Paris,
will be most cruelly disappointed. .

But a harem remains a harem, in the imagi-
nation. The ladies went one day to the house—
I suppose it is a harem—of Hussein, the waiter
who has served us with unremitting fidelity and
cleverness. The house was one of the ordinary
sort of unburnt brick, very humble, but perfectly
tidy and bright. The secret of its cheerfulness
was in a nice, cheery, happy little wife, who
made a home for lussein such as it was a
pleasure to see in Egypt. They had four
children, the eldest a daughter, twelve years old
and very good-mannered and pretty. As she
was of marriageable age, her parents were be-
ginning to think of settling her in life.

““Whatanicegirlsheis, Hussein, ’says Madam'e.

“Yes'm,” says Hussein, waving his hands in
his usual struggle with the English language, and
uttering the longest speech ever heard from him
in that tongue, but still speaking as if about
something at table, ““yes'm ; good man have it ;
bad man, drinkin’ man, smokin’ man, eatin’
man not have it.” )

I will describe briefly two royal presentations,
one to the favorite wife of the Khedive, the
other to the wife of Mohammed Tufik Pasha,
the eldest son and heir-apparent, according to
the late revolution in the rules of descent.
French, the court language, is spoken not only
by the Khedive, but by all the ladies of his
family who receive foreigners. The lady who
was presented to the Khedive’s wife, after pass-

Mummies and Moslems.

ing the usual guard of eunuchs in the palace, was
escorted through a long suite of showy apart-
ments. In each one she was introduced to a
maidof honor, who escorted her to the next, each
lady-in-waiting being more richly attired than
her predecessor, and the lady was always think-
ing that zow this one must be the princess
herself. Female slaves were in every room, and
a great number of them waited in the hall where
the princess received her visitor. She was a
strikingly handsome woman, dressed in pink
satin and encrusted with diamonds. The con-
versation consisted chiefly of the most exag-
gerated and barefaced compliments on both sides,
both as to articles of apparel and personal ap-
pearance. Coffee, cigarettes, and sweets without
end, in cups of gold set with precious stones,
were served by the female slaves. The wife was
evidently delighted with the impression made by
her beauty, her jewels, and her rich dress.

The wife of Tufik Pasha received at one of
the palaces in the suburbs. At the door eunuchs
were in waiting to conduct the visitors up the
flight of marble steps, and to deliver them to
female slaves in waiting. Passing up several
broad stairways, they were ushered into a grand
reception-hall furnished in European style, except
the divans. Only a few servants were in at-
tendance, and they were white female slaves.
The princess is petite, pretty, intelligent, and at-
tractive. She received her visitors with entire
simplicity, and without ceremony, as a lady
would receive callers in America. The conver-
sation ran on the opera, the travel on the Nile,
and topics of the town. Coffee and cigarettes
were offered, and the sensible interview ended
like an accidental visit. It is a little disenchant-

ing, all this adoption of European customs ; but
the wife of Tufik Pasha should ask him to go a
little further, and send all the eunuchs out of the
palace.




