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A long tress of dark hair, a white veil, a bit of

flower, and a shining necklace. They are there

above the bier of a young bride carried past our

window to her grave. There was another one yes

terday, and there will be more to-morrow. Hun

dreds of child-wives and sixty-two per cent. they tell

us of all the babies born here, in Egypt, are taken

to an early grave. We cannot know these things

and not call upon you, our sisters, to come and try

to save them. They are passing away in an endless

procession, without ever having heard of Jesus,

without ever knowing that He died for them,

that an eternity of gladness and love may be

theirs.

Although the voices in this book sound from

many lands: Egypt, Tunis, Algiers, Morocco, Hausa

Land, East Africa, Arabia, Palestine, Syria, Turkey,

Bulgaria, Persia, India, one story is told and one

cry heard everywhere. There has been no communi

cation between the writers, but there is absolute

identity of evidence because all the Moslems of these

lands are under Mohammedan law.

The world-wide suffering of Moslem women

makes us read with wonder such words as were

recently spoken by the secretary of the Pan-Islamic

Society: "The Renaissance of Islam means the

renaissahce of humanity." Does the speaker think

we are all blind, and deaf, and ignorant? These

pages may enlighten him. We read further Mus

tapha Pasha Kamel's own words and tell him that
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