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piness for years, until the Spirit of God broke his

hard heart, and made him also a Christian.

No Turk expects a woman to speak to him in a

public place, or if she does he will not raise his eyes

from the ground. A friend of mine was in deep

est distress in a lonely place in Turkey, wringing

her hands and crying "Alas! Alas!" as she saw a

man approaching her; but Agha Effendim gave her

no heed until she walked straight up to him, so sore

was her need, and told him her trouble. Then his

heart was touched, and Mohammedan Albanian as

he was, he rendered her the aid which she

asked.

Forty Mohammedan women, living too distant

from Mecca to allow a pilgrimage thither, made

the ascent, one summer, of, one of the loftiest moun

tain peaks in European Turkey. They did this as a

religious duty. It was a feat which required all the

vigor and strength of an American mountain

climber, who ascended the same peak some days

later. She could not abandon the task, however,

which they had accomplished, whose feet knew only

the heelless slipper or the wooden clog, when about

their household duties, or stepped noiselessly in their

gaily embroidered homemade stockings, when in

doors. The Turkish woman can climb. She can

reach lofty heights. Slowly and painfully she will

leave her dense ignorance, her habits of supersti

tion, her jealousies, and her intrigues behind her

and will emerge, led by the loving hand of her
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