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traveller cake, or possibly chocolates, and have more

than once felt the embarrassment of a
missionary

purse too slender to allow of such luxuries, with

which to return the compliment. Once a Moslem

woman took from her travelling hand-basket paper

and pencil, and proceeded to write, as I was doing!

Page after page she wrote, though in just the re

verse manner from our writing, and we soon estab

lished a feeling of comradeship.

I have been also a deeply sympathetic witness of

moving scenes in which the proverbial love of the

Turkish father for his children could not be con

cealed. As the train awaited the signal for depart

ure from a station, one day, the evident distress of

a pretty girl opposite me, broke into crying. She

had climbed into the corner by the window, and the

guard had not yet closed the door. Involuntarily

my eyes followed the child's grieved gaze, until

they rested upon a tall, gray-bearded Turkish offi

cer standing by the station, who was evidently striv

ing to control his emotion answering to the grief of

the child. Finally he yielded to the heart-broken

cryil3g of the little one, and came to the car door

to speak soothingly to her. The young mother

sat stoically through it all, seemingly content with

her rich dress and jewels, and her comfortable ap

pointments for travelling. Not so with the father

and his child, who were so grieved over their com

ing separation. When finally the door had been

slammed by the guard, and locked, and our journey
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