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might be wondered how a woman could keep her

domestic machinery in running order, but as one

woman said, who had never seen the face of her

cook although he had been employed in her house

for thirteen years, when asked the question, "How

do you tell him what you want for dinner?" "Oh,

he knows my wants, but when I wish to give a par

ticular order, I tell the maid servant, she tells the

little boy servant, and he conveys the message to the

cook!"

It seems like the irony of fate that these women

who are kept in such strict seclusion should be so ex

travagantly fond of society. They welcome in the

most hospitable manner any visitors of their own sex.

It is pitiful to see how they love to have glimpses of

the outside world. A missionary lady tells of a

woman whom she often visited, who had never been

outside of her house since her marriage, forty years

before, and who begged her to tell her something

about the flowers, saying, "Ah, you are happy

women, free to go here and there and enjoy life!"

Many people who know only the outside of Egyp

tian life, when they hear that the women have

jewelry and beautiful dresses and servants to look

after every want, say they are happy and contented

in their seclusion, but those who visit them in their

homes and talk with them in their own language

,know how they writhe under it, how they weary of

the idleness and monotony forced upon them. One

little woman, forced to spend her life behind closed
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