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PREFACE.


  “The first of the pil­grims to Mec­cah and Al-Mad­i­nah who has left an au­then­tic ac­count of the Holy Cit­ies is Lewes Wer­to­man­nus (Lodovico Bartema), gen­tel­man of the citie of Rome. ‘If any man,’ says this au­thor, ‘shall de­mand of me the cause of this my voy­age, cer­teynely I can shewe no bet­ter reason than is the ar­dent de­sire of know­ledge, which hath moved many other to see the world and the mir­acles of God therein.’”—Bur­ton's Pil­grim­age, Ap­pendix II. First Edi­tion. Long­man. “The Nav­ig­a­tion and Voy­ages of Ludo­vi­ons Ver­to­man­nus, gen­tel­man, of Rome. a.d. 1503.”


  My ob­ject in the fol­low­ing pages is to give an ac­count, in as short and in­vit­ing a man­ner as I can, of everything of in­terest that came un­der my no­tice while in Mec­cah, dur­ing the pil­grim sea­son 1877-78; and chiefly for the be­ne­fit of those who may not have had the leis­ure, or per­haps in­clin­a­tion, to read the com­plete and ex­haust­ive de­scrip­tions of the same scenes in the volumes of the well-known Swiss trav­el­ler, Jo­hann Lud­wig Burck­hardt (Shaykh Hajj Ibrahim) and of the bet­ter-known learned trav­el­ler and au­thor. Cap­tain R F. Bur­ton (Shaykh Hajj Ab­dal­lah).


  So, prom­ising to make up for my lack of fur­ther pre­lude by what I only hope may not be deemed my too fre­quent in­ter­ludes, I will with your per­mis­sion pro­ceed at once to “spin my yarn” in my own way.


   


  J. F. KEANE (Hajj Mo­hammed Amin).


  
EXTRACT FROM THE TIMES, THURSDAY,

  OCTOBER 23, 1879.


  “I should strongly re­com­mend to such of our coun­try­men as take a mor­bid de­light in de­pre­ci­at­ing the power and in­flu­ence of Eng­land to take a cruise in the Per­sian Gulf. If, as we are so con­stantly told, our word in the Coun­cils of Europe counts for noth­ing, it is grat­i­fy­ing to see that at all events it stands for some­thing in Asia; and that the Per­sian Gulf, for in­stance, in which we do not pos­sess one yard of ter­rit­ory, is for all prac­tical pur­poses an Eng­lish lake. Such, in­deed, is the case. The shores of the Gulf may ac­tu­ally be situ­ated either in Tur­key, Per­sia, or Ar­a­bia; but the one con­trolling power which keeps everything in or­der and in its proper place, which has put a stop to pir­acy, and en­joys the usu­fruct of peace­ful trade, is this same ef­fete, worn-out Eng­land: and all this good is ef­fected without the smal­lest fuss and bluster, simply by the quiet ac­tion and in­flu­ence of a few Eng­lish­men, of­fi­cial and com­mer­cial, whose very names are un­known bey­ond the im­me­di­ate sphere of their in­flu­ence, and who are backed by no greater phys­ical force than two or three of Her Majesty’s smal­lest gun-ves­sels and a single com­pany of Se­poy In­fantry.”


  
CHAPTER I.


  Mec­cah’s pil­grims.


  
    Mec­cah’s pil­grims, con­fid­ent of Fate,

    And res­ol­ute in heart!—Long­fel­low.

  


  Though Mo­hamme­dans are di­vided into al­most as many sects and schisms as Chris­ti­ans, they are all* agreed on one point, namely, that it is im­per­at­ive on every Mo­hammedan who can af­ford it to make a pil­grim­age to Mec­cah at some time in his life. And it is even con­sidered ob­lig­at­ory on those who may have un­der­taken the pil­grim­age dur­ing child­hood to re­make it when they be­come adult. This pil­grim­age must be per­formed after pre­scribed rules and forms, and cer­tain ce­re­mon­ies must be gone through on the proper days of the year; con­sequently many thou­sands of Mo­hamme­dans as­semble at Mec­cah from all parts of the East dur­ing the pil­grim sea­son, some of whom come in cara­vans across the Ar­a­bian deserts, while by far the greater num­ber come by sea, giv­ing em­ploy­ment to a num­ber of Eng­lish ships, and dur­ing the sea­son of which I am writ­ing 42,718 dis­em­barked at Jed­dah.** It was at this place that I was en­abled to at­tach my­self to the train of a youth­ful Hindi*** Amér,**** whom I ac­com­pan­ied on pil­grim­ages to Mec­cah and other places in the Holy Land of Is­lam,***** and of my ex­ped­i­tion to Mec­cah I shall now at­tempt to give some ac­count. On the first land­ing of these pil­grims at Jed­dah, what struck me most was their help­less­ness and gull­ib­il­ity, for no party of Eng­lish tour­ists in Egypt could have been more vic­tim­ised than were the pil­grims by their brother Mo­hammedan touts and crimps of Jed­dah.


  * Ex­cept­ing a few bar­bar­i­ans, who can no more be called Mo­hammedan than some of the tribes of mis­sion­ar­ies’ pets in South Africa can be called Chris­tian.



  ** “The Brit­ish Con­sul at Jed­dah states that in the sea­son of 1877-78 there were 42,718 pil­grims landed at that port, an in­crease of nearly 4000 over the pre­ced­ing year; but this was more than coun­ter­bal­anced by the fall­ing off in the num­bers at Zembo and Leet… The con­course at Mec­cah on the Great Feast-day was es­tim­ated to have ex­ceeded 180,000 souls.”—The Times, Oc­to­ber 26th, 1878.



  *** Mo­hammedan nat­ive of In­dia as dis­tin­guished from a Hindoo.


  **** Prop­erly, and in this case really, a lord of the land un­der a ruler, and sub­ject to feudal con­di­tions.


  ***** The Hejaz.


  Be­fore they landed a Turk­ish Cus­tom­house of­fi­cial de­man­ded one ru­pee a head on no ap­par­ent grounds whatever, and then, on land­ing, charged them a rather high duty on all their bag­gage, by weight, so that as most of the wealth­ier pil­grims bring al­most suf­fi­cient food to last them dur­ing their stay in the coun­try they get a pretty good fore­taste of what is com­ing ere they are handed over to the nat­ive cicer­ones to un­dergo fur­ther ex­tor­tion. Many of the wealthy pil­grims bring in­tro­duc­tions to friends or coun­try­men res­id­ent in the Hejaz; with these in­tro­duc­tions my pat­ron was well provided, and thus we se­cured a tol­er­ably peace­ful re­cep­tion. I can­not de­scribe poly­glot Jed­dah, as I was not there long enough to find out any­thing new or in­ter­est­ing about it. To the gen­tle­man act­ing as Brit­ish Con­sul I gave my name and the ad­dresses of friends in Eng­land, in­form­ing him of my in­ten­tions. He said much to dis­suade me, telling me the roads were in an un­safe state and the coun­try rather dis­turbed on ac­count of the with­drawal of Turk­ish troops to the war in Europe; but I had already made up my mind on the sub­ject, and ac­cord­ingly sold such of my clothes as would be un­suit­able and provided my­self with a nat­ive ward­robe; then, after a three-days’ rest in Jed­dah, I entered into the pre­par­a­tions of our party en route for Mec­cah. About noon on the third day, camels were hired from the Be­daw­ins (the real sons of the Desert, as dis­tin­guished from their spuri­ous brethren in Egypt, Palestine, and other coun­tries gen­er­ally vis­ited by Europeans), whom I now met for the first time, and of whom, not­with­stand­ing their wretched ap­pear­ance at first sight, their hag­gling, and their shrill voices, I formed a fa­vour­able opin­ion, and still be­lieve to have their good points. One con­clu­sion I quickly ar­rived at: the “wily Hindi” would be no match for the “swarthy Paynim” in a “rough-and-tumble.” After a great deal of hard swear­ing in a Ba­bel of tongues, the camels were laden and got un­der way, and I, fol­low­ing the ex­ample of my com­pan­ions, per­formed the greater ablu­tion (i.e. the bathing of the en­tire per­son), and put on the pil­grim’s garb, which con­sists of two pieces of white or light-col­oured cot­ton fab­ric, one piece round the body over the left shoulder, leav­ing the right arm bare, the other round the loins, en­vel­op­ing the body from the waist to be­low the knee (the head is left un­covered and the up­per part of the foot bare), and then said a two-pros­tra­tion prayer, which is a sup­ple­ment­ary act of de­vo­tion for spe­cial oc­ca­sions. We af­ter­wards joined our camels, which had be­come part of a lar­ger cara­van out­side the walls of Jed­dah. I had no dif­fi­culty in get­ting through the gate in the crowd, nor did I hear of any pass be­ing re­quired from the pil­grims, either here or at Mec­cah, though one may have been got for me by the Amér as Ab­dur Mo­hammed, the name I had ad­op­ted.


  As we went through the gate two fine sol­dierly-look­ing Turk­ish sentries stood lean­ing on their rifles, smoking ci­gar­ettes, and seemed scarcely to no­tice even the camels passing them. Our party was com­posed of about fifty in all, men and wo­men; and, as only fif­teen camels had been hired, ten with shug­dufs, or lit­ters, and five pack-camels (four of these lat­ter with shib­riyahs), and as each of these (the shug­duf and the shib­riyah) car­ries only two per­sons, about twenty of our party had to walk by the camels, in com­pany with a num­ber of fakirs, or beg­gar-pil­grims, who had at­tached them­selves to us and who were ac­cep­ted as a mat­ter of course, re­ceiv­ing a great deal of char­ity in the shape of broken victu­als and wa­ter, which lat­ter has a money value in this coun­try. I found I had to share a shug­duf with one, of whom I shall of­ten have to speak, since he was my camel-mate dur­ing the whole pil­grim­age, and, as I in­tend, for reas­ons that will read­ily sug­gest them­selves to the reader, to sup­press or trans­late all my com­pan­ions’ names, I shall call him (as I al­ways thought of him), the “third war­rior,” the ju­nior of the three armed re­tain­ers who formed the Amér’s body-guard.


  The kind of pan­niers or lit­ters, in which we sat or lay at full length when rid­ing, are known by the names of shug­duf or shib­riyah. In­side the shug­duf is a pocket for food, to­bacco, and other little ne­ces­sar­ies; out­side, at the tail end and within easy reach, a wicker-bas­ket con­tain­ing a bottle of wa­ter. Hav­ing moun­ted, that is to say, hav­ing, by the help of a lad­der, as­cen­ded into this con­struc­tion of bent boughs and old bags, re­sem­bling a rick­ety wig­wam poised air­ily on the hump of a camel, the im­pres­sion I la­boured un­der was that we were in­stantly to plunge off in mad bounds across an ex­ceed­ingly rough coun­try, feel­ing at the same time pity for the poor beast un­der what I sup­posed could only have been an im­mense bur­den, spiced with mo­ment­ary ex­pect­a­tion of a spill. But on look­ing out I found the road a per­fectly level sandy plain, the camel crawl­ing along at a slow walk, jolt­ing more than the fast­est pace of the hard­est trot­ting horse; moreover the plat­form on which you lay is on a level with the top of the an­imal’s hump, and the whole struc­ture of the shug­duf so top-heavy that it re­quires the nicest ad­just­ment of weight on either side to pre­vent the saddle, to which the shug­duf is se­curely lashed (but which has no at­tach­ment whatever to the an­imal, merely ad­her­ing to its back in some mys­ter­i­ous way), turn­ing a com­plete somer­sault—a thing-which not un­fre­quently hap­pens, for the art of bal­an­cing a shug­duf is only ac­quired after long prac­tice; Our camel-driver threatened and ab­used us wildly for our awk­ward­ness, my com­pan­ion be­ing as much a-novice and as un­ac­cus­tomed to this mode of travel as my­self; how­ever, we pur­chased peace at the price of a few dates and a little bread. I, for my part, spent one of the most wretched and ap­par­ently per­il­ous nights I have ever had the mis­for­tune to un­dergo, for the pitch­ing and rolling of that desert-ship could not find its equal afloat; so that I, old sailor as I was, be­came ex­ceed­ingly sick, a thing which had not happened tome for many years while at sea. The coun­try over which we passed was a sandy plain, if any­thing, a slight as­cent; our course, by the stars, nearly east; and the dis­tance, I was in­formed, twenty-eight miles to Had­dah, where we hal­ted at day­light. Had­dah is the stage, or half-way halt­ing-place, between Jed­dah and Mec­cah. Here there are about four or five square miles of cul­tiv­ated ground, dot­ted over with groups of Be­dawi huts. A stream of brack­ish wa­ter rises in the north-east, and flows a mile or two over stone-built wa­ter­courses be­fore los­ing it­self in the desert. Around are what would be called the foot-hills of the ap­proach to a range of moun­tains, the first out­crop­ping of stone from the sandy plain, gradu­ally in­creas­ing into rocky ridges and higher hills to the east­ward. In the shade of a large shed­like cara­vanserai we spent the day, pray­ing, eat­ing, and rest­ing; but sleep could not be got, for some of the more de­vout pil­grims kept up the “Tal­biyat,” or Pil­grim’s Prayer:


  
    Lab­bayk! Al­lahumma, lab­bayk!

    Lab­bayka la sharika laka, lab­bayk!

    In­nal-hamda wan-ni’mata laka wal-mulk.

    La sharika laka, lab­bayk!*

  


  Ima­gine for your­self an un­musical old man of ninety, with his nose in a rat-gin, try­ing to sing at the top of his voice those words to the tune of “Si­lent, oh Moyle,” or “The Sailor’s Grave,” for the first time in his life, and you will be able to faintly real­ise the ex­cru­ci­at­ing dis­cord and ghastly con­tor­tions these pil­grims keep up for hour after hour while on their way to Mec­cah, to say noth­ing of many other al­most equally dis­turb­ing de­vo­tional cries. I now found I could per­form my ablu­tion and prayer without at­tract­ing no­tice by any awk­ward­ness on my part, au­da­cious im­it­a­tion giv­ing me con­sid­er­able help.


  
    *“Here I am! O Al­lah! here am I—


    No part­ner hast thou, here am I:


    Ver­ily the praise and the be­ne­fi­cence are thine, and the king­dom—


    No part­ner hast thou, here am I!”


     


    Trans­la­tion from “Bur­ton’s Pil­grim­age.”

    Third Edi­tion. W. Mul­lan and Son.

    Lon­don, 1879.

  


  About an hour be­fore sun­set we got un­der way for Mec­cah; after this the road be­came a more de­cided as­cent, the hills around be­ing higher and more rugged as we passed through rocky de­files in which the moan­ing of the camels and the lab­bayks of the pil­grims were echoed and re-echoed with a truly weird ef­fect. At day­light, when we seemed to have reached the sum­mit of a rocky plat­form, the in­creased in­tens­ity of the lab­bayks and the dis­mount­ing of those ahead told that “the Mec­cah” was in sight. The dis­tance we had come from Had­dah was about twenty miles, and the course still east­erly. The ap­proach to Mec­cah by this road does not give a good view of the town. You ar­rive among col­lec­tions of high stone build­ings scattered over rocky slopes, then dis­mount­ing—for it is the proper thing to enter Mec­cah on foot if pos­sible, wo­men and in­val­ids only be­ing ex­cep­ted—you find your­self passing along rather wide streets, and between houses of some height; and as you con­tinue on a down­hill course the streets be­come more nar­row and dirty to­wards the centre of the city, where a house had been pre­pared for us in the walks of the Haram or square en­closed for pub­lic wor­ship, where is situ­ated the Moslem Holy of Hol­ies, the Kaa­bah.


  Now here was I, a ver­it­able “Brit­isher,” look­ing through a plain iron-barred win­dow, es­tim­at­ing the di­men­sions of that Mo­hammedan pivotal point of the world—“Hub of the Uni­verse,” the Kaa­bah, a shrine for which to die at hun­dreds of thou­sands stint and pau­per them­selves in their old age, and to­wards which mil­lions of eyes from all points of the com­pass turn with rev­er­ence five times daily. But my cal­cu­lat­ing mood was soon cut short, for hav­ing es­tab­lished ourselves on the premises, there was no es­cap­ing the forms and ce­re­mon­ies ap­pro­pri­ate to the oc­ca­sion, which, tired and weary as I felt, kept me go­ing the whole day. Be­sides the usual every­day five pray­ers and ablu­tions, we had to per­form a two-pros­tra­tion prayer in one part of the Haram and an­other in an­other part; to do the tawaf—i.e. walk, or rather trot, round the Kaa­bah seven times, kiss­ing the Black Stone let into a corner of the build­ing, and touch­ing an­other stone in it, at every cir­cuit; to run seven times about one-third of a mile through the streets re­peat­ing (after a guide hired for the pur­pose) proper pray­ers—this lat­ter ce­re­mony is called El-Sai, and is done in com­mem­or­a­tion of Hagar’s run­ning up and down search­ing for wa­ter on the same spot. The street is in the middle of the city, skirt­ing the Haram on the east, and cross­ing the val­ley of Mec­cah in­dir­ectly from side to side. Lastly, the head must be shaved. And now I was at liberty to take off the pil­grim’s garb. My com­pan­ions only shaved as much of the top of their heads as could be covered by a skull-cap, but I pre­ferred, for reas­ons of clean­li­ness, to do all the shear­ing, mous­tache-clip­ping, and nail-par­ing of the most close-shav­ing Mo­hammedan, leav­ing my beard, the ends of my mous­tache, and two small locks un­der my temples, the only hair about me. The cos­tume I as­sumed was a sort of mix­ture of Hindi and Turk, with per­haps as much of the Arab as of either in it. My he­ad­dress was a Turk­ish tar­bouche, with a long silk handker­chief tied round it; on my feet the Hindi san­dals, a strip of leather pro­tect­ing the en­tire sole of the foot, and kept on by a band over the in­step and down between the big and second toes; by way of breeches, a pair of Hindi cot­ton py­ja­mas, four feet round the waist and tight at the ankles; a tu­nic of the same ma­ter­ial, girded about the loins with sev­eral folds of a cot­ton scarf; and over all, when in the open air, an Arab-brown cloth mantle, hav­ing wide sleeves and reach­ing down to the ankles.


  Eight glad was I on this my first night in Mec­cah when we had said our last prayer and had laid down for the night to sleep, al­though the Amér and some thirty other “True Be­liev­ers,” packed head and tail in the same room, were snor­ing like pigs around me—yes, such was the thought, even the name of the un­men­tion­able an­imal—lit­er­ally un­men­tion­able to all strict Mo­hamme­dans. Not­with­stand­ing this im­pi­ous thought my con­science did not pre­vent my sleep­ing soundly. Nor did I wake at the 2 A.M. meal—for this was the month Ramazan*, when all food must be eaten between sun­set and sun­rise—but my well-mean­ing friends took suf­fi­cient in­terest in my spir­itual wel­fare to turn me out for the morn­ing prayer, for which ser­vice I ap­peared prop­erly grate­ful, ex­hib­it­ing a great deal of cheer­ful alac­rity in the shape of a cold-wa­ter wash be­fore sun­rise on a chilly morn­ing, and a quarter of an hour’s gym­nastic pray­ing. One con­veni­ence was that the room in which we lived had three large re­cess win­dows look­ing straight into the Haram, so that we could see the Kaa­bah to which we prayed, and which is known as the “Ear of God” and by a dozen other flowery East­ern ap­pel­la­tions, without go­ing out. Neither the Amér nor any of his su­per­ior re­tain­ers went into the ar­cades sur­round­ing the Kaa­bah to pray ex­cept at noon on the Mo­hammedan Sunday, which falls on our Fri­day, and on a few other fest­ive oc­ca­sions. At first I al­ways se­cured a place at these win­dows, not caring to show my­self more in pub­lic than was ne­ces­sary.


  * also spelled Ra­madan


  As this nar­rat­ive is writ­ten chiefly for those who know little of Mo­hammedan­ism or Mec­cah, be­fore go­ing farther I will ex­plain what this pil­grim­age is, and en­deav­our to demon­strate my po­s­i­tion in Mec­cah. I had of­ten heard it said and my­self be­lieved that this great con­course of people which every year as­sembles at Mec­cah, os­tens­ibly on a pil­grim­age, really meets for a great mart or fair held there; but now hav­ing made the jour­ney I know that this is not the case. It is a true pil­grim­age, the out­come of a be­lief in the ten­ets of a re­li­gion, the com­mands of the Prophet, I think I might truly say that a very small minor­ity go for tem­poral gain, though the ma­jor­ity do not go from dis­in­ter­ested motives (the de­vo­tion of love talked of by Chris­ti­ans play­ing a small part in Mo­hammedan­ism, so far as I have seen). The jour­ney and hard­ship are un­der­taken pro­fessedly with an eye to the fu­ture, as be­lieved to be ne­ces­sary for the sal­va­tion of the soul from the pun­ish­ments and in the hope of the re­wards prom­ised in the Koran, and are, as I said be­fore, the out­come of a won­der­ful and wide­spread be­lief, dif­fi­cult to un­der­stand, and which could only ex­ist among such races as ima­gin­at­ive mir­acle-mon­ger­ing dwell­ers of the East. From this it will be un­der­stood that the com­munity of Mec­cah is com­posed of the most big­oted Mo­hamme­dans, the fan­at­ical scum of the whole Mo­hammedan world. Now, the pre­cari­ous po­s­i­tion of an un­be­liever in any wholly Mo­hammedan town is well known; but let a Jew, Chris­tian, or id­olater ap­proach to de­file ground so holy and held in such ven­er­a­tion as is Mec­cah in the eyes of Mo­hamme­dans—ground of which many de­clare that should any but a True Be­liever stand on, it would open and swal­low him—to say that he would be stoned to death, torn in pieces, burnt and his ashes sent out of the coun­try, would only be re­peat­ing what I have heard Mo­hamme­dans de­clare. I am con­fid­ent the life of a sol­it­ary white man re­fus­ing to make “pro­fes­sion of that faith” would not be worth an hour’s pur­chase—two hours out­side the walls of Jed­dah—even at this day: so that should any but a Mo­hammedan, from motives of curi­os­ity, gain, or for ad­ven­ture wish to enter the Hejaz, he must con­form to the cus­toms and habits of a Mo­hammedan, and ad­opt great cau­tion; for, not­with­stand­ing the se­cur­ity in which the ma­jor­ity af­fect to live, there are many jeal­ous and in­quis­it­ive watch­ers, self-con­sti­tuted spies, who would soon seal the fate of any­one sus­pec­ted of in­sin­cer­ity. But let him be mas­ter of the thou­sand little signs and al­lus­ive phrases of Mo­hammedan Free­ma­sonry, and let him af­fect minutely all ob­serv­ances and points of etiquette among Mo­hamme­dans, and sus­tain through­out a char­ac­ter for de­vo­tion, and he need fear no in­con­veni­ence on the score of his na­tion­al­ity in a place like Mec­cah. He may de­clare him­self a Peck­ham Ryot, a nat­ive of Bel­gravia, or a coun­try called North, as I have done, and he will meet with cour­teous, po­lite cre­dence; for there is so much dis­sem­bling and cun­ning in the East­ern char­ac­ter and re­spect for de­ceit that a Mo­hammedan will out­wardly ap­pear to be­lieve a lie, in in­verse pro­por­tion to its ob­vi­ous un­truth. I have told an Arab that I was by pro­fes­sion mate of a steamer, which must have seemed an im­pos­i­tion in such a poor wretch as I looked at the time, and he has im­me­di­ately after, in my hear­ing, de­clared as a mat­ter of fact that I was cap­tain of a steamer, giv­ing me my pro­mo­tion out of com­pli­ment to what must have ap­peared to him the im­mens­ity of my first cram­mer. All through I made as­sur­ance my strong suit and my ac­quaint­ance with In­dia and hail­ing from Bom­bay my trump card; but if ever really cornered, as on one or two oc­ca­sions, a little hand-play, im­ply­ing that I was a re­cent con­vert, would in every case call forth noth­ing but ap­proval and com­mend­a­tion. To un­der­take an ex­ped­i­tion of this kind was cer­tainly a wild and un­scru­pu­lous thing, and I suffered many qualms of con­science and felt the veri­est hy­po­crite; but hav­ing once entered into it there was no draw­ing back and the or­deal had to be gone through, though I of­ten at first longed to de­clare my­self a hum­bug. I re­mem­ber once hear­ing a sailor say to an­other: “You have told that lie so of­ten, Jack, you be­lieve it your­self.” I now found this to be no im­possib­il­ity. It be­came my case to a nicety, and in less than a month I was to all in­tents and pur­poses as hon­estly Mo­hammedan as any born Arab among them. I, in fact, ac­ted that lie so well I be­lieved it my­self! The name I had ad­op­ted, the “Ser­vant of the Prophet,” though com­mon in sev­eral forms in In­dia, was ob­jec­ted to by the most cor­rect of our party as not strictly or­tho­dox, for, said they, was not Mo­hammed him­self the ser­vant of God? I thought this would be very in­con­veni­ent, as a cause of dis­cus­sion bring­ing me into un­coveted no­tice, and ad­ded “Amin” to the name I had already ad­op­ted, then drop­ping “the ser­vant,” by an easy trans­ition I be­came known as “Mo­hammed Amin,” a name which I sup­posed could not be ob­jec­ted to by any Mo­hamme­dans, no mat­ter of what pe­cu­liar per­sua­sion. Though I do not pre­tend but that I should be very much out of my depth were I to enter into any de­scrip­tion of the dis­crep­an­cies of be­lief ex­ist­ing among the vari­ous sects of the Mo­hamme­dans, still I do know more of Wah­h­abis than of the Wes­ley­ans, and the Sha­fei is not al­to­gether such a mys­tery to me as the Shaker; but I will spare the reader the in­flic­tion and my­self the risk of ex­pos­ure, hav­ing re­ceived prob­ably much mis­in­form­a­tion from so fer­tile a source as a Hindi one-sided edu­ca­tion, and so I shall con­tinue my nar­rat­ive as the pil­grim Mo­hammed Amin, a Sunni Mo­hammedan of the “reas­on­able class.”


  
CHAPTER II.


  In Mec­cah.


  I was now settled in Mec­cah, liv­ing the or­din­ary every­day life of a pil­grim wait­ing for the “Great Pil­grim­age.” My ablu­tions were per­formed with the wa­ter of the well Zem Zem—Hagar’s well in the wil­der­ness, as tra­di­tion has it—and for ap­pear­ance’ sake I drank not a little of it, dis­agree­able as it was, be­ing a min­eral spring tast­ing like a weak solu­tion of Ep­som salts, and hav­ing a sim­ilar medi­cinal ac­tion. For each prayer said in Mec­cah I was sup­posed to get credit for a thou­sand said else­where; still it is not de­sir­able for any but the very de­vout to reside wholly in Mec­cah, as one’s sins are mul­ti­plied in like pro­por­tion. I was not sup­posed to have any in­ter­course with my harem, if I had had one, nor to in­dulge in any feast­ing, sports, or amuse­ments other than those al­low­able on re­li­gious grounds. Fight­ing and the shed­ding of blood were es­pe­cially to be ab­stained from, and killing of ver­min, flies, worms, etc. were al­most equally rep­re­hens­ible, on ac­count of the prob­ab­il­ity of of­fend­ing a “djin”—a class of spirit which is be­lieved to take this form and to be es­pe­cially abund­ant in Mec­cah—and on ac­count of the sanc­tity of all liv­ing things Mec­can, whether “djins,” men, or in­sects. I have heard a hot dis­cus­sion as to the ad­vis­ab­il­ity of killing a hu­man para­site, the slaughterer de­fend­ing him­self on the plea that the in­sect was un­doubtedly of for­eign ex­trac­tion and but re­cently im­por­ted. My food con­sisted of the nat­ive diet of In­dia, two meals of curry and rice a day, morn­ing and even­ing, sup­ple­men­ted by such sweets, fruit, or tea as might be go­ing in the house­hold; for the rice I ate, no mat­ter how much, never sat­is­fied my crav­ings, it hav­ing, as far as my ex­per­i­ence goes, much the same ef­fect on a hungry man as salt wa­ter on a thirsty one. I some­times went out into the streets and pur­chased bread from the Turk­ish sol­diers, who sell their ra­tions, and judging from the qual­ity of their bread and the quant­ity they have to dis­pose of, they must be in clover here. After a week or ten days I found I could walk about the crowded bazaars without at­tract­ing no­tice, my fair com­plex­ion ex­cit­ing no curi­os­ity among the chequered masses, nor my ig­nor­ance of Ar­abic giv­ing me any in­con­veni­ence where so many na­tion­al­it­ies were gathered, speak­ing more lan­guages than I will stay to enu­mer­ate here, only men­tion­ing that you may jostle against a Tar­tar, Malay, Negro, and Turk round any Hindi tea-stall. Nor does the style of your get-up make any dif­fer­ence, ex­cept that it is ad­vis­able not to be too “swell” in or­der to avoid at­tract­ing beg­gars, but oth­er­wise the Arch­bishop of Can­ter­bury do­ing the tawaf in his mitre and robes would not oc­ca­sion a passing re­mark, and would be placed nowhere by twenty much more won­drously-at­tired fig­ures. There was al­ways some­thing about that pro­ces­sion round the Kaa­bah that made me think of it as Ma­dame Tus­saud’s male wax­works out for a walk—the many vari­et­ies of cos­tume, the stolid ex­pres­sion­less faces and the pe­cu­liar Tus­saud com­plex­ion, were all there.


  I suffered at this time from small boils on the hands, feet, or face, ac­com­pan­ied by fe­ver­ish­ness, a com­plaint (ap­par­ently pe­cu­liar to Mec­cah) which for­eign­ers are sel­dom known to es­cape dur­ing the first month of their res­id­ence there. For a few days I was laid up with a very sharp touch of fever, lost count of time, nor did I at­tempt to re­cover any dates un­til my re­turn to Jed­dah. About this time the end of the Fast Ramazan came, and the Great Feast last­ing for three days brought out the whole pop­u­la­tion, decked in their gaud­i­est ap­parel, while the guns from each of the three Turk­ish forts fired a sa­lute of twenty-one at the times of the sun­rise, noon, and sun­set calls to pray­ers on each of the three days. The wor­ship round the Kaa­bah in the great square was at­ten­ded by lar­ger num­bers than I saw at any other time, not­with­stand­ing that but few of the pil­grims had as yet ar­rived. I es­tim­ated that there could not have been less than thirty thou­sand as­sembled at the sun­set prayer on the second day. It was an im­pos­ing spec­tacle to see those thou­sands of bearded, turbaned, hard, worldly men stand­ing, circle widen­ing upon circle, round their sac­red Kaa­bah, si­lently fol­low­ing the imam as he praised God and blessed Mo­hammed. Then as from one voice rises the great cry, “God is great!” stir­ring emo­tions that must be felt to be ap­pre­ci­ated, and sim­ul­tan­eously all bow and pros­trate them­selves with their faces to the earth. I have of­ten stood in my win­dow-re­cess go­ing through these mo­tions, un­con­sciously wrapt in the scene be­fore me; every bright-col­oured dress or bril­liant turban a con­tri­bu­tion to an ex­tent of blen­ded col­our which the eye could not take in, each wave of pros­tra­tion as it swept over this rain­bow-tin­ted space mak­ing au­rora-like trans­form­a­tions. In the twi­light it was beau­ti­ful and im­press­ive bey­ond most hu­man dis­plays. At this time the Kaa­bah was opened, but I did not now ven­ture to seek ad­mis­sion, though I did so on a fu­ture oc­ca­sion. At the end of three weeks I began to know the ropes and find my way about pretty well. I had taken the bear­ings of most re­mark­able ob­jects by the stars and sun, in­quir­ing their names and the his­tor­ies con­nec­ted with them.* One day I took a rather wider cruise to the top of a hill (Jebel Kubays), about a quarter of a mile south of the centre of the city and five or six hun­dred feet high, and rather steep on the north side, from which I hoped to get a good view. On this hill Mo­hammed is said to have wrestled with a great in­fi­del, one Nim­rud, and de­feated him by a mir­acle, Nim­rud be­ing much the stronger man. It was on this hill also that Mo­hammed com­manded the moon to rise half in the east and half in the west, then dis­ap­pear down the sleeve of his mantle. On the highest point will the Haram be perched on the Day of Judg­ment, pre­vi­ous to as­cend­ing into heaven, car­ry­ing with it all saved Mo­hamme­dans.


  *I must here cau­tion the reader that most of my ob­ser­va­tions and state­ments de­pend on cor­rect­ness of judg­ment, and may be, in some cases, but the widest ap­prox­im­a­tions. I had not the simplest in­stru­ments—as a watch or a com­pass, to make no more sci­entific pre­ten­sions—and my notes were ne­ces­sar­ily very scanty. I had, moreover, to look for nearly all in­form­a­tion to the most ig­nor­ant and su­per­sti­tious of East­erns, the Hindis.


  Here there is a small mosque, from which, as I ex­pec­ted, a bird’s-eye view of the whole city can be ob­tained. The town lies in a basin among steep hills of from five hun­dred to seven hun­dred feet in height, and prob­ably not more than one thou­sand two hun­dred to one thou­sand five hun­dred above the sea. The whole of this val­ley, about one mile and a half long by one-third of a mile across, is packed and crammed with build­ings of all shapes and sizes, placed in no kind of or­der, climb­ing far up the steep side of the sur­round­ing hills, with here and there an outly­ing house on the sum­mit of some rock, look­ing as though crowded out and wait­ing for a chance to squeeze into the con­fu­sion be­low; a curi­ous gray mass, flat-topped, to an European eye roof­less, half-plastered, for plaster in this cli­mate is al­ways either be­ing put on, or well ad­vanced in com­ing off, but never to be seen in its en­tirety. The walls of the houses are com­posed of un­cut stone and rubble from three to six feet thick, in very high build­ings even thicker, but stone is used only for the sills of win­dows or jambs and arches of door­ways, and very little brick is em­ployed any­where. Not­with­stand­ing the sub­stan­tial thick­ness of the walls, tot­ter­ing ru­ins may be found by the sides of the most thronged thor­ough­fares in every part of the city. Many of the houses are of great height, large and fact­ory­like, full of little win­dows; sel­dom two ad­ja­cent houses face the same way or are the same height; noth­ing re­sem­bling a row or street could by any stretch of ima­gin­a­tion be ex­tric­ated from such a chaos of ma­sonry. It was im­possible, even from my el­ev­ated point of view, to trace a hun­dred yards of open space between houses in any dir­ec­tion (many of the pas­sages are boarded over which to a cer­tain ex­tent con­ceals them), ex­cept on the out­skirts of the town, where two or three sub­urbs straggle off up the less in­clined out­lets from the val­ley, and where the ground is not so thickly built over, though with the same sys­tem­atic ir­reg­u­lar­ity. The rule seems to be that no two things must be alike, an East­ern char­ac­ter­istic de­veloped into a fixed law of non-uni­form­ity in everything about Mec­cah, a town which—built as it is of frag­ments of the crum­bling rock about, made to ad­here with thirty per cent, of coarse lime, to­gether with the dusky crowds creep­ing in swarms about its dark lanes and streets, if such mere tor­tu­ous in­tric­a­cies can be called so—sug­gests the simile of the gi­ant ant-hill most strik­ingly, and in­deed it ap­plies bet­ter than any other de­scrip­tion. There is a great same­ness about all this de­tailed dis­sim­il­ar­ity, from the midst of which the Haram stands out most prom­in­ently, at once fix­ing the at­ten­tion, and in­deed it is the main fea­ture of Mec­cah. It is a large quad­rangu­lar open space, its longest dir­ec­tion north-east by east and south-west by west, en­closed within four arched colon­nades or ar­cades, one hun­dred and ninety yards on the longest sides by one hun­dred and twenty-seven yards on the shortest, close up to which, on the ex­ter­ior, houses are built, ex­cept on the east side, where it is bounded by a street skirt­ing the wall of the Haram. The ar­cades, which are twenty-five feet high, have a row of little domes, thirty-six on the long and twenty-four on the short sides, run­ning along the centre of the top, which is fifty feet wide; but at the two prin­cipal en­trances, in the middle of the north and west sides, there be­gins a widen­ing of the roof, which has two more rows of domes. These I did not count, and un­der the ar­cades the pro­jec­tion of the roof is not ap­par­ent, the space be­ing oc­cu­pied by of­fices of the Haram built un­der them. There are six tall min­arets, placed at in­ter­vals round the out­side of the en­clos­ure, one or two of which must be con­sid­er­ably over one hun­dred and fifty feet in height. From the in­side of the ar­cades a num­ber of stone path­ways lead across the grav­elled square to a cent­ral-paved oval space round the Kaa­bah, a plain un­or­na­men­ted ob­long, of closely-poin­ted, massive, cyc­lopean ma­sonry, thirty-eight feet by thirty square, and forty feet high, as I af­ter­wards as­cer­tained when some por­tion of the cover was re­moved. It is covered with a heavy black cloth, which has a good deal of silk in its com­pos­i­tion, and all round it, ten feet from the top, a band about two-and-a-half feet deep, very richly worked in bul­lion, with the Caluma, the Mo­hammedan pro­fes­sion of faith, the whole of the black cloth be­ing dam­asked with the same char­ac­ters. The marble pave­ment glistens in the sun from the high state of pol­ish in which it is kept by the feet of the pil­grims, who may be seen at all hours, both night and day, per­form­ing the tawaf. There are a few little build­ings in the square, such as an erec­tion over the well (Zem Zem) and the sta­tions of the im­ams of the dif­fer­ent sects. Add to these flocks of blue rock pi­geons settled in the square, fly­ing over and about it, perched on every avail­able ledge not covered with little wire spikes, and I can show you no more of the Haram from my present stand­point. There are three Turk­ish forts or castles on the highest points of the hills around com­mand­ing the town, and cov­er­ing its three prin­cipal ap­proaches; they form a tri­angle with one an­other—north-east, west, and south. Jebel Kubays, like every other re­sort of pil­grims, is fre­quen­ted by sturdy beg­gars, the stur­di­est oc­cupy­ing the best po­s­i­tions, hav­ing handker­chiefs spread out be­fore them with a few sug­gest­ive cop­per coins laid out on them. Be­fore I left I was mulcted of, for an East­ern, a fab­ulous amount of coin by these beg­gars. A young Arab dam­sel with lovely eyes, by no means coy, fol­lowed me down from the top and be­guiled me of my last half-pi­astre when she un­covered the lower part of her face in a dark pas­sage near the bot­tom of the hill.


  The meas­ure­ments and num­bers given were ob­tained at dif­fer­ent times by a reg­u­lar sys­tem, which I fol­lowed on every op­por­tun­ity. I car­ried with me wherever I went a bam­boo stick ex­actly a yard long, which I dropped or laid down care­lessly as I moved about. No one would have sus­pec­ted the zeal­ous de­votee crawl­ing on his hands and knees at night round the holy Kaa­bah was by way of a prayer mum­bling the num­ber of times he moved his stick. The height of build­ings I got by meas­ur­ing their shad­ows, which bore the same pro­por­tion to the ob­ject as my stick’s shadow bore to three feet, provided I had a plain sur­face, as in the Haram. All the meas­ure­ments given in feet may be re­lied on as tol­er­ably ac­cur­ate, and were noted down at the time.


  On the af­ter­noon of this day I ven­tured into the Haram alone for the first time. On the day of my ar­rival in Mec­cah the oc­ca­sion had been one on which I had not been in a con­di­tion to ob­serve much, see­ing the des­per­ately tir­ing jour­ney that had just trans­por­ted me into such a whirl of strange sur­round­ings. But I had now got the run of things, and felt suf­fi­ciently at home to go al­most any­where in Mec­cah. Each of the gates of the Haram is kept by a man—gen­er­ally Hindi—who takes charge of the shoes of the wor­ship­pers as they pass in, and de­pos­its each pair sep­ar­ately in a large wicker frame­work di­vided into pi­geon-holes. Should you be in the habit of al­ways us­ing the same gate, you may give this man an oc­ca­sional present on any spe­cial feast or fast day, but, if en­ter­ing for the first time, or by a gate you are not ac­cus­tomed to use, he looks for some tri­fling cop­per coin; though, as a rule, these men do not openly beg, from which fact I in­fer they must be paid from the funds of the Haram.


  What is very no­tice­able on first en­ter­ing the sac­red pre­cincts is the gen­eral sol­emn ex­pres­sion of the faces round you; every­body has on his Sunday-go-to-meet­ing coun­ten­ance, and con­verses in a sober sub­dued tone, while those sit­ting have their feet care­fully tucked un­der them—this is a point of etiquette every­where, but es­pe­cially to be ob­served in the Haram—and those ly­ing down have their feet turned away from the Kaa­bah. Should you carry your shoes in your hand, as some do who may be go­ing out by a dif­fer­ent gate from the one by which they entered, you must hold them sole to sole, and no one would think of spit­ting while in the Haram, ex­cept on the soles of his shoes. Only priv­ileged beg­gars are to be met with in the Haram, such as maimed or very old, and these do not force trib­ute from you after the man­ner of “bakh­shish,” merely get­ting in your way, and mak­ing them­selves and their in­firm­it­ies con­spicu­ous. One old blind fel­low puzzled me for a long time, by the rapid­ity of his move­ments from place to place among the thickly-set pil­lars sup­port­ing the ar­cades without a stick or any other ap­par­ent means of guid­ing him­self, un­til I found by watch­ing him that he was guided by the joints of the pave­ment over which he walked, feel­ing their dir­ec­tion and length with his big toes. A num­ber of wa­ter-car­ri­ers go about among the crowd stand­ing li­quors-up in­dis­crim­in­ately, or get­ting paid by any­one lib­eral enough; some­times, if you don’t give them a trifle after im­bib­ing, their gen­er­os­ity ex­ceeds all bounds, and they douche you from head to foot with a second cup­ful. As the wa­ter is Zem Zem, you, of course, deem it too great an hon­our, and be­stow a bless­ing with a be­nign grin in re­turn for your drench­ing; beam­ing out­wardly, while the chilly li­quid trickles down the small of your back.


  Here and there may be seen, at any time night or day, parties of de­votees sit­ting in circles dron­ing out short pray­ers, over and over, hour after hour, with a uni­form­ity of sound and ex­pres­sion—ec­static grunts and sway­ing of the body—which to call mono­ton­ous would be to speak of the hun­dred-ton gun as a trifle large, or the Great East­ern as a tidy craft in­deed. This sort of thing is kept up with a per­sist­ent mono­tony that be­comes simply be­wil­der­ing. En­thu­si­asts after some hours go into a re­li­gious frenzy, and what between sheer ex­haus­tion and their men­tal con­di­tion, work them­selves up to foam­ing in­ar­tic­u­late idi­otcy. I have seen these fits present the symp­toms of epi­lepsy. To be able to do this well is con­sidered not ex­actly an ac­com­plish­ment but rather a gift, and the pos­sessor is looked upon with great rev­er­ence.


  Men’s con­vic­tions should be re­spec­ted whatever they may be; but the con­tem­pla­tion of this fan­at­icism gave rise in me to an un­happy train of thought. To think that the noble faith foun­ded by that re­deemer Mo­hammed, at whose com­ing “the whole world was lost in the dark­ness of sin,” if it ever was, and to the stim­u­lat­ing in­flu­ence of whose hos­til­ity Chris­tian­ity may be said to owe its present state, if I read my his­tory aright. To think that the faith preached by such as the earn­est Omer, the faith held by the il­lus­tri­ous Moors and many a chiv­al­rous Saladin, should have fallen off in the hands of these East­ern weak­lings to a mere be­lief in prayer do­ing. How much cant do we hear it­er­ated and re­it­er­ated about the “es­sen­tial un­pro­gress­ive­ness of Mo­hammedan­ism?” I fear, as that stir­ring faith has failed to make any­thing of the East­ern, there is but a poor look-out for Chris­tian­ity. If every tin­ted skin from light straw to ebony were Evan­gel­ical Low Church to-mor­row, there would be as much opium and to­bacco con­sumed as be­fore: the only be­ne­fit to hu­man­ity would be found in the work­ings of the Prot­est­ant al­co­hol and six-shooter, those sturdy ir­reg­u­lar fol­low­ers of the Chris­tian Church mil­it­ant, whose cut­ting-up of the re­treat none but the very fit­test of the fit sur­vive. “Keep off the grass.” I do not charge my read­ers with ha­bitu­ally in­fringing Park bye-laws, when I sup­pose that at some time they may have found it con­veni­ent to cut across the tender turf in spite of the above ad­mon­i­tion. Well, while prom­en­ad­ing the ar­cades of the Haram for the first time, I felt a pre­cisely sim­ilar sen­sa­tion of un­com­fort­able­ness as I have felt while com­mit­ting the above of­fence, no more! And yet I re­mem­ber only a very few years ago be­ing op­pressed for days by the hor­rible guilt of hav­ing at­ten­ded di­vine ser­vice in a Dis­sent­ing chapel.


  How a few years of rough­ing it does knock “hered­it­ary pre­ju­dice” out of a man, to be sure! It is now enough for me that I have met many good men, “aye, good men and true,” of most re­li­gions—Cath­olic, Moslem, Prot­est­ant, or Buddhist—more good than bad: so the world may still be lived in, thank good­ness! How I could ramble on! But I must not do so here, though I may re­mind the reader that I have only prom­ised to “spin my yarn in my own way,” and ask him to bear with my oc­ca­sional wan­der­ings; so just an­other word be­fore “stand­ing off on the long tack,” and if you are the reader I sup­pose my­self writ­ing for, I shall not of­fend by of­fer­ing the fol­low­ing little bit of in­struc­tion.


  The name Mo­hammedan­ism is ap­plied by Chris­ti­ans to a faith, the fol­low­ers of which do not know it by any such name. They call them­selves “wor­ship­pers of the one God,” and have, in my humble opin­ion, a rather fine con­cep­tion of that deity. They are “true be­liev­ers” in all the pat­ri­archs and proph­ets from Adam down, through Ab­ra­ham, Moses, Je­sus Christ to Mo­hammed, whose com­ing they be­lieve to have been proph­esied by the “Man of Peace,” whose re­appear­ance on earth is proph­esied by Mo­hammed. And it is gen­er­ally held by so-called Mo­hammedan theo­lo­gians that the time of his re­appear­ance is very near at hand; so much so that the mere re­pe­ti­tion of such a state­ment was a stand­ing by­word among the pil­grims of every na­tion while I was in Mec­cah. Also the old idea of the near ap­proach of the end of the world is very pre­val­ent in the East just now, which, all in all, is about as ripe for the re­cep­tion of some Dar­waysh “Peter the Her­mit” as it well could be, and were he to come upon the scene in some such a centre as Hy­dera­bad in the Dec­can, Mo­hammedan­ism might be giv­ing some very trouble­some death throes in a year or two. How­ever, we need not be very much alarmed, as they have not suf­fi­cient unity left among them to or­gan­ise any­thing like a for­mid­able “ji­had”—cres­cent­ade—any­where.


  To re­turn to Mec­cah. Ob­serving and in­quir­ing were now the only things which re­called me to my iden­tity. I had be­come so ac­cus­tomed to my sur­round­ings, and ac­com­mod­ated my­self to cir­cum­stances so rap­idly, that in six weeks I was as much at home as if I had been a Mo­hammedan all my life. I formed friends, had little tiffs and jeal­ousies with my com­pan­ions in the house­hold—we all hav­ing the same in­terests, and even eat­ing out of the same plates, without of­fer­ing to bite, though the dis­pos­i­tion to do so is so strong as to be barely un­der con­trol. Dar­win­ites may safely take my word for this fact, and are at liberty to make use of it as a start­ling ana­logy. My trencher-mates were a blind Moulvi,* and a gen­tle­man with only two fin­gers on his right hand, the only one with which a Mo­hammedan may take food. I had, with in­fin­ite pains, worked this my­self, think­ing I would stand a bet­ter chance; but the first time I sat down I found I had im­mensely un­der­rated my friends’ abil­it­ies, for I never saw two men with such an alarm­ing ca­pa­city for curry and rice, or who showed such ex­traordin­ary skill at put­ting it away. At first I was a little fas­ti­di­ous, and had rather a pre­ju­dice in fa­vour of not see­ing a greasy black hand scratch­ing mer­rily among my food. I did not seem to en­joy it as much as I ought; how­ever, it was only a pre­ju­dice which I had to over­come. I began by ima­gin­ing lines drawn over the dish, sep­ar­at­ing a corner of it to my­self and op­er­at­ing in­side these bounds.


  * (also spelled: Maulvi, and Mawlvi) Doc­tor of Di­vin­ity.


  This sort of thing did not last long, the two-fingered gen­tle­man’s two long fin­gers would come am­bling along through my little rice wall be­fore I had got my third fist­ful swal­lowed; or the Moulvi’s skinny hand would wave like a mes­meric pass over the dish, scat­ter grains that had stuck to his fin­gers from the last mouth­ful over it, and then alight on my most meaty morsel, a piece I had per­haps had my eye on from the first; but it would have shown greedy haste on my part to have taken it so early in the play. No, I hadn’t a chance with these two thieves, for they got away five-sixths of the mess every meal, and with such grace too. “Bless you,” they would say, “how little you eat, Mo­hammed Amin!” as they shared the last mouth­ful between them.


  There was a time when I thought, to pre­tend to know any­thing about In­dia, you must at least own to a pas­sion for curry and rice. Ah yes, that was be­fore I set my­self up for an au­thor­ity on the mat­ter, when I could not have given you the fol­low­ing re­cipe for a real nat­ive curry:—Set a pot on the fire, put any­thing and some wa­ter into it, add saf­fron and powdered chil­lies till you are per­fectly sat­is­fied that the keen­est pal­ate could de­tect noth­ing else and it is so hot that you would rather be skinned alive than eat a spoon­ful of it, call it by the name of the next chief in­gredi­ent; cook it in any way, as long as you like, and in the mean­time cast about for some­thing else to put in it, it does not in the least mat­ter what—a hand­ful of shot or a piece of brown pa­per—just throw any­thing at it, you’re per­fectly safe. Serve it at any meal—break­fast, lunch, or din­ner, all are equally suit­able; and, if a vic­tim hints that it is rather hot, and you want to be thor­oughly nat­ive, swear “by Al­lah, it has not heard the name of chilly.”


  After the even­ing meal, we all used to sit round a lamp in the middle of the room, eat­ing sweets, smoking hookahs, and telling stor­ies. I got to be very fond of the hookah; the smoke passes through a cham­ber full of wa­ter which takes up the more solid particles and con­denses the steam from the to­bacco and cools the smoke, which is al­ways in­haled right into the lungs and has a very sooth­ing ef­fect, though some­what pain­ful to a be­gin­ner.


  Some­times I would tell a story, some­thing in this style:—The Amér be­gins by ask­ing me, “You have been in many coun­tries, Mo­hammed Amin?”


  “Why not, your hon­our? Is not my work sail­ing?”;


  “I have heard there is a big fish in the sea, big­ger than a ship?”


  “I have seen many and hunted them in the sea to the south of In­dia!” and so go on to give a long ac­count of whal­ing to which all would listen most at­tent­ively, the Amér oc­ca­sion­ally ask­ing shrewd ques­tions; or I would tell of a coun­try where the sun does not set for six months, where there is hardly any land to be seen, all ice, ice, ice.


  The Amér has said, “Good! Is there such a place in the world?”


  “Yes.”


  “Good! If there is noth­ing but ice, for what do ships go?”


  This is ex­pec­ted to be a poser, and the whole circle say “Yes, yes,” and look in­quir­ingly at me.


  “Oh, there is a big an­imal called wal­rus, as big as two camels, hav­ing the body of an ox, the feet of a cro­codile, the head of a ti­ger, tusks like an ele­phant, and tail of a fish; it is very fat, and we went to hunt them.”


  I can see in­credu­lity on every coun­ten­ance, and the Amér puts a fi­nal clencher with “Good I and what can it get to eat to make it so fat?”


  “The fish in the sea!”


  Here fol­low gen­eral laughter and ex­clam­a­tions of “God! what a father of lies!”


  I in­ven­ted many won­der­ful stor­ies to amuse them and found, here as every­where, truth less cred­ited than fic­tion. I have been simply dis­be­lieved when I said I had seen the late Sul­tan Ab­dool Azis and Her Majesty; even an at­tempt to de­scribe their ap­pear­ance would not carry con­vic­tion.


  Al­to­gether I was not at all un­happy, and re­mem­ber many pleas­ant even­ings with my Mo­hammedan friends, with whom I was, I be­lieve, a bit of a fa­vour­ite all round, and looked upon as an agree­able harm­less fel­low, my punc­tili­ous ob­serv­ance of all re­li­gious du­ties mak­ing me much ap­proved by the most de­vout. I of­ten as­ton­ished even the blind Moulvi by my know­ledge of di­vin­ity and the sound­ness of my prin­ciple—though I could neither read nor write much, and had spent my whole life among men who were only Mo­hammedan by name. I made also a num­ber of ac­quaint­ances out­side; a chatty old barber to whom I went twice a week to get my head shaved, and who had been a “Com­pany’s se­poy,” I found very en­ter­tain­ing. He knew Bom­bay well, and liked com­par­ing notes with me, talk­ing about those “Shaitan” Eng­lish, whom I could not help think­ing he re­membered kindly, though he of course joined me in my Mo­hammedan dis­ap­proval of them, ex­press­ing a little proper pat­ri­otic an­ti­pathy.


  One day, when work and talk were rather “slack,” the old fel­low cas­u­ally re­marked, à pro­pos of the pre­vi­ous con­ver­sa­tion, “There is an Eng­lish­wo­man in Mec­cah, ‘The Lady Venus’ by name.”


  This was an eye-opener, though I took care not to show it, merely reply­ing in an un­in­ter­ested way:


  “Praise be to God, how long has she been here?”


  “Many years.”


  “Whose zenana is she in?”


  “Nobody’s; she works at sew­ing and keeps her­self, a Nawab gives her a room in his zenana house, and she does some little work for him. She is old.”


  “She is not an Eng­lish lady. I think per­haps she is a half-caste.”


  “No, she is a real lady, sahib. Would you like to see her?”


  “Yes, I will speak Eng­lish to her and find out who she is.” For I did not con­ceal any of my Chris­tian ac­com­plish­ments; in­stead, I rather bragged of them and got it be­lieved I pre­ten­ded to know more than I really did. Whether the old barber wanted to test me with a real Eng­lish­wo­man, or whether he did it in a kindly busy­body spirit, I can­not say; there is no ac­count­ing for motives. At any rate, he ar­ranged a meet­ing at his brother-in-law’s house (a Moulvi) at two o’clock next day, say­ing he was cer­tain to get the wo­man to come. The old fel­low may have seen clean through me and ex­pec­ted a tip from one of us, and, if so, he got one. You may be sure I had but one thing to think about that night. An Eng­lish-wo­man in Mec­cah; been here many years; im­possible! I have seen a gen­tle­man driv­ing an ox team in his swal­low­tails, and once met a Cam­bridge B.A. be­fore the mast in a whaler; but this seemed im­possible even to me. Still I thought, “I am here, and I did not find it very dif­fi­cult to get here either;” and great mis­giv­ings came as it oc­curred to me, I don’t know how in the name of the Prophet I could get out if any­one wanted to stop me; and then, to have to spend a whole life as she was do­ing, in such wretched­ness and misery, bur­ied alive in Mec­cah, I could put up with it while the nov­elty and the ex­cite­ment of act­ing a dif­fi­cult part las­ted, but twelve months of it would kill me. “No,” I said, “she can’t be an Eng­lish­wo­man;” and I con­soled my­self by set­tling she must be a coun­try-born half-caste, fair enough to be called Eng­lish. How­ever I should see.


  The next day I put on a clean tu­nic and bright red cum­mer­bund, and paid as much at­ten­tion to the set and folds of my turban as I ever did to the ty­ing of a white choker, and brushed out my beard with a—Al­lah, pre­serve us!—pig’s-bristle brush. That brush had got me into great dis­rep­ute for a time, for in­cau­tiously telling the Amér what it was made of when asked; but no no­tice was taken of it, as they did not want to be­lieve, and I took care to pub­licly ex­plain on the first op­por­tun­ity how hair­brushes were made of ele­phants’ hair, and the old bristles went their round of some two dozen faith­ful beards every day. Al­lah, pre­serve us! Al­lah, for­give us!


  When, hav­ing got my­self up for the oc­ca­sion, I hur­ried off at the right time in a great state of an­ti­cip­a­tion to the good Moulvi’s house, called a boy in the yard, an­nounced my­self, and went up­stairs into a little room about the size of a small bed­room, very clean; the only sign of un­tidi­ness be­ing the usual dust-heap in the door­way. At one end of this room were a num­ber of shelves let into the wall, covered with curi­ous china-ware. This is to be seen in nearly every well-to-do house in Mec­cah, though how or at what time the china-ware found its way into the Hejaz in such quant­it­ies I could not find out. Per­haps it comes dir­ectly through Per­sia; but I heard of no ex­ist­ing im­port trade.* It is likely to be very old, as it is val­ued only for or­na­mental pur­poses.


  * I should think it not im­prob­able that some of it rep­res­ents the rem­nants of treas­ure that may have been brought to Ar­a­bia at any time dur­ing the five thou­sand years of pros­per­ous com­merce car­ried on from its shores be­fore Vasco da Gama led Europe round the Cape of Good Hope to “far Cathay.”


  Some of the vases were filled with ar­ti­fi­cial flowers; and two French flower litho­graphs hung on the wall. Rep­res­ent­a­tions of an­imal life are pro­hib­ited to Mo­hamme­dans. There was also a six-feet by four-feet win­dow, with open teak-wood shut­ters, roughly carved in an elab­or­ate pat­tern of very un­fin­ished but sub­stan­tial join­ery. The only fur­niture in the room was a cush­ioned ot­to­man run­ning half round the walls about eight­een inches high and three feet wide, hav­ing one or two pil­lows ly­ing on it; a rough teak-wood cab­inet stand­ing against the wall, and, ly­ing on it, the Moulvi’s Koran, pray­ing-car­pet, and turban. On the floor a good Per­sian car­pet, one or two small mats, and of course a hookah and spit­toon.


  This may be taken as a good spe­ci­men of a room in any middle-class Mec­can’s house. The oc­cu­pants were the Moulvi, a kind hon­est old man with a gen­ial pleas­ant face. Who could be­lieve he had been a great con­spir­ator in his youth? Yet he is now an ex­ile, and dare not re­turn to his own coun­try; and is said to have been one of the most dar­ing mutin­eer lead­ers at Luc­know. I was greatly taken with the genu­ine­ness of the old fel­low. He may have fought, and fought hard, for his faith and his coun­try, but I be­lieve he never ac­ted other than con­scien­tiously ac­cord­ing to his lights—which is say­ing a good deal for a Hindi. Seated on the ot­to­man near him, the barber, a most “or’nary cuss,” a shiny old black with a straight white beard and a tongue like a Bengali; and the wo­man sit­ting on the floor in the cos­tume of the coun­try—a fig­ure squat­ted down with a sheet thrown over it and the edges well tucked un­der, two slits some­where near the eyes with pieces of gauze sewn over them for look­ing through. Give the whole a con­vuls­ive sub­dued shak­ing, and you have the “Lady Venus” as I first-saw her.


  I slipped off my shoes, entered the room, and made my bow and “Peace be upon you,” ex­changed a few “Take-a-seats,” “Don’t-stirs,” with the Moulvi, then sub­sided cross-legged on the floor op­pos­ite the wo­man. She evid­ently un­der­stood my real char­ac­ter, and it seemed a pain­ful in­ter­view to her. We sat si­lently for some minutes, the mo­tion of her hand to her eyes un­der the veil show­ing she was in tears.


  At length the Moulvi spoke to her in Ar­abic, telling her to ask me some ques­tions in Eng­lish—as my name, age, coun­try, em­ploy­ment—all of which I answered as I wished the Moulvi to be­lieve; but when she asked, at his in­stance, how I came to Mec­cah, and I replied—“God put it into my head,” which she in­ter­preted, “God put it into his heart,” I felt safe and talked more freely. After a time, by her ad­vice, we talked in Hindi on gen­eral and safe top­ics of in­terest to both. I found that she had been amongst Mo­hamme­dans since 1858; and sat­is­fied my­self, in the half-hour’s con­ver­sa­tion, that she was a real, edu­cated Eng­lish­wo­man. When she rose to go I asked her in Eng­lish if I might shake hands with her. She said: “No;” and told me the part of the Haram in which she prayed, where I could meet her any day at noon.


  Af­ter­wards I stayed to din­ner with the Moulvi, his poor re­la­tion, the barber, join­ing us. He im­proved the oc­ca­sion after din­ner, over a pipe, by giv­ing me a long re­li­gious and moral dis­course—a fac­sim­ile of the sort of ad­vice we get from our good old God-fear­ing seni­ors at home. He made me feel miser­ably hy­per­crit­ical and as ashamed of my­self as I could be. I be­lieve I blushed when the old fel­low said: “Go, and peace be upon you; trust in prayer, and be sure God will pro­tect you;” at the same time slip­ping a dol­lar into my hand as a token of good feel­ing. This is an East­ern cus­tom of simple sub­stan­tial po­lite­ness, very prefer­able to “What will you have to drink?” though much the same kind of thing.


  When I got home I found the Amér had sud­denly made up his mind to start on a long-talked-of pil­grim­age to Jer­u­s­alem in two days, and that four of the party and my­self were to be left to oc­cupy the house till his re­turn. Dur­ing the next two days it was “all hands and idlers” hard at work at it, get­ting ready for the road, pur­chas­ing stores, and pack­ing boxes. The Amér per­son­ally un­der­took that most im­port­ant part of the pre­par­a­tions, the con­fec­tion­ery, and had the “third war­rior,” the head cook, and my­self as as­sist­ants. We made about half a hun­dred­weight of a new kind of sweet­meat the Amér had just taken a fancy to, in­ten­ded to last the trip, but the Amér ate so much of it be­fore it was cooked that he made him­self sick, so he took an emetic, had a good cry, and would not have any of it packed up. This was of a piece with the whole thing, every­body or­der­ing, nobody obey­ing, pack­ing up things in the wrong boxes, leav­ing the most im­port­ant art­icles to the last mo­ment. I never ex­pec­ted they would get away at all, and cer­tainly they would not if they had waited till things were in or­der. How­ever, camels had been en­gaged and came at the right time—noth­ing ready of course; still away they went, bundled everything handy on to the camels and star­ted; found they had for­got­ten some­thing, sent back for it; sent back for some­thing else, and kept on send­ing back for things till they got too far away. One of the last things sent back for was the Amér’s watch, a very valu­able Eng­lish gold one, which was found un­der the rug where he had been en­joy­ing an opium sleep dur­ing the hub­bub of the last two hours be­fore start­ing. All my Hindi friends were ad­dicted to opium, and in any emer­gency used just to in­crease the dose a little and trust to Provid­ence. They got on all right in a kind of “good-enough” fash­ion, by the “help of God,” they say, and I sup­pose that’s it. I know they left half the things pur­chased for the voy­age, and took a couple of camel-loads of rub­bish that wouldn’t be of any earthly use to them. Be­fore they left the Amér’s pub­lic purse-bearer gave me thirty dol­lars for the sup­port of my com­pan­ions and my­self while he was away. The four who were left with me were the “third war­rior,” a boy, the sort of youth you in­stinct­ively call Jack the mo­ment you see him, and a couple of old black non­entit­ies, one to cook and the other to eat. The boy Jack’s story was rather a char­ac­ter­istic one as to how he came to be with the Amér. He was thir­teen years of age, the son of a Hindi small farmer, and had been seized with the de­sire to rove, which I sup­pose we are all sub­ject to more or less strongly; it seems to make its ap­pear­ance at some time in most people’s lives, and just as the Eng­lish youth looks to the sea as a safety-valve through which to ex­haust his un­con­trol­lable wan­der­ing propensit­ies, so the Mo­hammedan in­vari­ably vents the same mania in a pil­grim­age to Mec­cah. Jack “felt a call,” and ap­pears to have had it badly too, for though his father beat him and his friends laughed at him, still he held out for months keep­ing up the same cry, al­ways hav­ing the same ob­ject in view—he must go to Mec­cah. He offered to ac­com­pany pil­grims and work, but of course could not get the em­ploy­ment so much coveted, such pil­grims as do take ser­vants con­fer a great fa­vour on them by do­ing so; in­deed most wealthy pil­grims take their re­l­at­ives in such ca­pa­cit­ies. Re­mu­ner­a­tion is sel­dom ex­pec­ted by any more than is suf­fi­cient for their sub­sist­ence. At last the mania reached to such a pitch with Jack that one night he stole all the money his father had (one ru­pee) and ran off. He first walked from his home near Hy­dera­bad Scinde to Kotiee, and here his story be­came rather con­fused; he seemed to have gone on “fire-ships” (steam­ers) and “fire-car­riages” (rail­way trains) for the first time in his life; he is only clear that he found him­self in Kur­ra­chee after some days, and knew he was a good step on his road to Mec­cah. Jack then “stowed away” on board an Eng­lish steamer for Bom­bay (how a coun­try boy who had never seen a ship be­fore could be up to this I can­not un­der­stand!), and was put in prison in Bom­bay for do­ing so. When he got out he told his story to many Mo­hamme­dans whom he asked for help, and who thought it very great “kismat,” and that he must be “chosen of God;” but though he re­ceived enough char­ity nobody offered to take or send him to Mec­cah. Jack’s zeal had not spent it­self yet; no, his suc­cess hitherto en­cour­aged him to go on.


  The pil­grim sea­son came round; crowded steam­ers were leav­ing Bom­bay for Jed­dah, and on board one of these Jack man­aged to con­ceal him­self on the day of sail­ing. When the ship was about four days out, all the pil­grims were mustered, and Jack, with half-a-dozen oth­ers, was found to have no ticket. It is prob­able noth­ing would have been done to them really, more than a kick or two, but the of­ficers of the ship made a great fuss, sent them up on to the lookout bridge, and half-frightened them to death. Two of the stowaways were the only two barbers on board, so the other five hun­dred pil­grims got up a sub­scrip­tion to pay for them; but the of­ficers would not let these two go without the rest, so they all spent an­other day on the bridge. In the mean­time the Amér, who was a first-class pas­sen­ger, heard of this, and also heard that one of the de­lin­quents was from Hy­dera­bad, and think­ing he was a coun­try­man of his own, at once made up the sub­scrip­tion and had them all re­leased. He then sent for Jack, but, find­ing he came from Scinde and not from the Dec­can, was of course very much dis­gus­ted; nev­er­the­less he heard the boy’s story, and ended by tak­ing him into his ser­vice. The boy is now with us in Mec­cah, happy as Larry. Not only is the stolen ru­pee in­tact, but he has ad­ded seven an­nas to his treas­ure and has a very good out­fit for a nig­ger. I never could get on with this boy, al­ways had to be giv­ing him mild Hindi slaps, and ab­us­ing his fe­male re­l­at­ives: he was a cheeky young dog. I could not help a cer­tain amount of sym­pathy—a sort of fel­low-feel­ing—and that per­haps led me to give him too much of his own way.


  The zenana was also left, but they lived in an­other part of the house, and I saw little of them. An old hag (one of those East­ern hor­rors more hideous than European could pic­ture—a fury with a face like three kicks in a mud wall) used to come down to us to beg tea or any­thing nice we might hap­pen to have go­ing for her mis­tress the Be­gum, the Amér’s mother, who was the head of the zenana; for though we lived in com­pletely sep­ar­ate house­holds, our culin­ary op­er­a­tions were within the range of the old lady’s (the Be­gum’s) nose, and she never failed to make her an­cient hand­maiden swoop down upon any little ex­tra-in­dul­gence we might choose to be hav­ing. The old wo­men ser­vit­ors, hav­ing dis­carded the veil, take the place in In­dia of the eu­nuch in other Mo­hammedan coun­tries, that is, go-betweens between the men’s and wo­men’s apart­ments, act­ing as spies on both, and are gen­er­ally chosen for re­mark­able ugli­ness.


  The first thing we did in the morn­ing after the Amér’s de­par­ture was to or­gan­ise a gen­eral cleanup. The sleep­ing apart­ment had not been swept out since we had been liv­ing in it, and was filthy. We re­moved out of this room, fif­teen feet by twelve feet, and threw into the street out­side (this be­ing the cus­tom of the coun­try) eight large pack­ing-cases full of rags, spoilt and wasted, frag­ments of food in dif­fer­ent stages of rot, broken pots, bottles, tins, old shoes, straw, torn mat­ting, and sticks. Be­sides all this, two snakes, a dead cat, a great many rats and mice, both dead and alive, and about five or six pounds weight of mag­gots out of one corner. I was afraid to raise the car­pet, heaven knows what aw­ful dis­clos­ures might have fol­lowed! All this brought a per­fect treas­ure-trove to Jack in the way of lost trifles, and I found among the rub­bish a ball of opium, which I pock­eted. Next we cleared out the cook­ing-room ad­join­ing the sleep­ing-room. In the middle of this room there was a large sink, a con­cave cir­cu­lar stone about four feet in dia­meter, with a round hole in the centre, down which the re­fuse and of­fal of cook­ing and but­cher­ing were thrown. Round this stone we used to sit and per­form our ever­last­ing ablu­tions. The aroma emit­ted from the hole was—pooh! “odours of Eden, myrrh, aloes, and cas­sia!” Pooh! Its fra­grance var­ied in kind from day to day, but al­ways seemed to be at its worst. What hor­rible depths of cor­rup­tion ex­is­ted be­low might be guessed from the thick layer of mag­gots that formed a coat­ing to the in­side of the hole as far down as could be seen, con­stantly writh­ing and crawl­ing up­wards, spread­ing round at the sur­face, and de­vel­op­ing into flies which filled the air with their black buzz­ing filthi­nesses. I formed a plan for the amend­ing of this which was strongly op­posed at first; how­ever, I got the “third war­rior” and Jack to join me, and we car­ried the day. We filled the large rice-pan with wa­ter, about six gal­lons, made it hot, and emp­tied it boil­ing down the hole. This we did three times, with such be­ne­fi­cial ef­fect that no ob­jec­tion was raised to it on the next oc­ca­sion when the mag­gots began to ap­pear, and we very soon saw a sens­ible di­minu­tion in the swarms of flies. I then pur­chased some ben­zoin, a yel­low gum or resin, which has a very agree­able scent when burnt and is the aver­sion of all kinds of winged ver­min. With this we fu­mig­ated the whole place, and so com­pleted the san­it­ary ar­range­ments of our little house­hold. I am aware the fore­go­ing sa­voury frag­ment is not very “in­vit­ing,” but I think the reader will re­cog­nise how scanty justice would have been done to the de­scrip­tion had such im­port­ant factors in the sum of our dis­com­fort been omit­ted.


  Dur­ing the last three days I had had no time to look for the “Lady Venus,” but the mo­ment I was at liberty I set out in quest of her. To such of my read­ers as may be wholly un­ac­quain­ted with the cus­toms of the East, I may here ex­plain why in my in­ter­view with the “Lady Venus” such great cau­tion was pre­served. Our be­ing Eng­lish, and the sub­jects of our con­ver­sa­tions—which will ap­pear ob­vi­ous and suf­fi­cient reas­ons—had really little to do with it. If we had been born Mec­cans we should not have been able to main­tain nearly such free in­ter­course as we did, for we should have had more pry­ing friends to make scan­dal of our (from a Mo­hammedan point of view) grossly im­proper “go­ings on”—im­moral they would have been called, in a so­ci­ety where it is a canon that no wo­man may un­cover her face to any man who is not her father, brother, or hus­band; and it was chiefly on this ac­count that our meet­ings had to be of such a clandes­tine char­ac­ter. Any one fa­mil­iar with the so­cial habits of Mo­hamme­dans—the jeal­ousy, con­ven­tional and af­fected, of the men, and the formal re­straint un­der which the wo­men are held—will be sur­prised that I was able to walk in pub­lic with the lady without at­tract­ing no­tice in the way I did; but in Mec­cah the wo­men are al­lowed great free­dom. Many of the most or­din­ary pre­cau­tions of the harem are re­laxed, and it is quite the cor­rect thing for the wo­men of the wealthy to ap­pear at pub­lic wor­ship un­at­ten­ded, pray­ing among the men, no part of the Haram be­ing set apart for them as in every other mosque. On the second day after the Amér’s de­par­ture, I went to that part of the Haram she had men­tioned as her place of prayer at noonday. After the pray­ers I re­mained sit­ting, count­ing my beads. There are ninety-nine beads in a Mo­hammedan ros­ary, not count­ing cer­tain little pendants or stops. As you count your beads, for each bead passed you men­tion one of the ninety-nine names or at­trib­utes of God: the hun­dred is not com­plete, as the per­fec­tion of God is un­lim­ited. A Mo­hammedan there­fore says, “God is great, good, mer­ci­ful,” etc. etc. etc., through the ninety-nine; ima­gine the rest—a sort of 99·9 re­cur­ring idea: or, as oth­ers say, the hun­dredth at­trib­ute is love, which man shares with God, and so is not men­tioned.


  When the crowd had dis­persed I ob­served a little way off on my left a wo­man sit­ting alone. I thought this might be my friend, and looked fix­edly at her for a few minutes. She was evid­ently look­ing at me, and I thought I no­ticed a beck­on­ing move­ment of the hands un­der her gar­ments, so I rose and walked to­wards her. She then got up and went out of the Haram, and I fol­lowed her at a little dis­tance. We had gone some quarter of a mile through the town in this way, she al­ways look­ing back at me be­fore turn­ing a corner, when she stopped, and let me come up to her. She at once ad­dressed me in Eng­lish, telling me to walk by her side, and that we were go­ing to a Hindi friend’s where we could talk un­dis­turbedly as long as we liked.


  Some two hun­dred yards farther on we passed through a nar­row part of the street, where a Turk­ish sen­try was pos­ted; here she talked loudly in Ar­abic, and I answered her in the same, mak­ing a great dis­play of such ex­pres­sions as I was mas­ter of. Half-an-hour’s walk brought us to a little shiel­ing, into which we went and sat down. I found the old Hindi who dwelt in it very well dis­posed. He made tea, gave me a smoke of his hookah, ex­cused him­self, and left us to ourselves. What a talk we had! How we let loose our Eng­lish tongues! Some­times we laughed wildly; some­times she cried. It must have been a strange pleas­ure to her to hear and talk her nat­ive lan­guage after so many years. I, who had only been a few weeks away from my kind, felt most fool­ishly elated, talked all kinds of non­sense, any­thing that came into my head, just for chat­ter­ing’s sake. We asked one an­other ques­tions, and asked oth­ers without wait­ing for an­swers.


  We had three hours of this, and then the old Hindi came in, and we thought it time to be go­ing. Be­fore part­ing she raised her veil and showed me her face, which was as Eng­lish as my own. We also shook hands, and ar­ranged that a boy Ab­dal­lah, a mu­tual ac­quaint­ance, should be our fu­ture means of com­mu­nic­a­tion. We then par­ted, and went home by dif­fer­ent roads.


  That night, as I lay on my rug, think­ing over the oc­cur­rences of the day, and hug­ging my­self in the an­ti­cip­a­tion of many such pleas­ant con­ver­sa­tions—for there was a taste of danger and secrecy that ad­ded zest and a feel­ing of hav­ing given an­other pleas­ure that made me su­premely sat­is­fied and con­ten­ted that night—only one thing troubled me, al­most her last words to me had been, “I can’t make out who you are, child”—she al­ways called me child, I sup­pose on ac­count of my light-hearted at­tempts to raise her spir­its—and I could not make out who she was. So there and then I thought over a list of ques­tions I meant to ask her at our next meet­ing; but “man pro­poses,” etc. Little did I think it would be some weeks be­fore we should meet again, and that then we should have much more in­ter­est­ing mat­ter in hand; and, most in­con­gru­ous in­con­gru­ity, a pil­grim fell asleep in sight of the Kaa­bah re­peat­ing those lines of Hood’s:


   


  
    The other sex, the tender, the fair,

    What wide re­verses of fate are there!

  


  
CHAPTER III.


  In Mec­cah Dur­ing The Amér’s Ab­sence.


  There is so much room for ex­hib­i­tion of taste in the way of per­sonal ad­orn­ment about the East­ern dress that I defy the most simple-minded of men to don a turban or cum­mer­bund without bring­ing into play a little van­ity. For my part, I be­came quite an East­ern swell—my tu­nic of the whitest, my turban of the largest and bright­est; and be­sides, I felt my­self to be rather an im­port­ant per­son­age, a house­holder, and pos­sibly en­titled to a vote for a Kasi,* though I did not test my rights to any great ex­tent in this way. The idea of any rowdy Arab ques­tion­ing me as to who I was never for a mo­ment entered into my cal­cu­la­tions; I swaggered about the streets any­where and every­where, but I was doomed to be let down in a man­ner that rather as­ton­ished my weak nerves.


  * (also spelled: qaadi, qaadee or kadi) Judge.


  One day I was passing a large col­lege on the out­skirts of the town un­der the “Rev. the-grace-of-God-d-his-bless­ings,—D.D.,” when the stu­dents, about one hun­dred and fifty, of all ages from five to fif­teen, were out play­ing. I stayed to look on at their vari­ous games, such as marbles—not un­like the Eng­lish game, as far as I could see. One little group had an old pis­tol, snap­ping caps, and al­to­gether I was much amused watch­ing them, when a little Hindi child near me shouted, “Oh, look at the Chris­tian!” I shall never be able to guess what put it into that son of Ib­lis’s head. Per­haps he had seen Eng­lish­men in In­dia, and was struck with a fan­cied re­semb­lance; or it may have been only for fun, though East­ern chil­dren are not gen­er­ally given to un­pro­voked mis­chief. Up to this noth­ing of the kind had happened to me, and as it was un­ex­pec­ted it took me very much aback. It also col­lec­ted all the young imps in the neigh­bour­hood, who took up the cry; and one great hulk­ing brute stepped up to me and said, in a blus­ter­ing man­ner, “Chris­tian dog, if you are a Mo­hammedan make the pro­fes­sion of your faith.”


  Now I am one of the most peace­fully-dis­posed of men, as “Jack” says, “I would rather run a mile than fight a minute,” yet all my life I have been get­ting dragged into fights. I sup­pose I must look like a fel­low eas­ily put upon, whereas I have a Be­dawi aver­sion to dirt* as an art­icle of diet. This beg­gar riled me and I did not feel at all dis­posed to give an ac­count of my­self to him. No, I just took the fel­low by the shoulders, turned him round and ad­min­istered a kick in the rear that must have made him see stars. Now, I do sup­pose I could not have per­pet­rated a more un-Mo­hammedan act. In­stead of seiz­ing the op­por­tun­ity to de­liver my­self of pro­fuse ex­pres­sions of de­vo­tion and faith, as a Mo­hammedan does on the slight­est pro­voca­tion, I had offered to my very proper in­ter­rog­ator one of the greatest in­dig­nit­ies pos­sible to a Mo­hammedan—I had struck him with a shoe. It brought a yell of “Ya! Chris­tian” from its re­cip­i­ent, taken up by the whole crew. I had put my foot in it, had been taken off my guard, and now saw things could not be men­ded, so turned round and at­temp­ted to make a dig­ni­fied re­treat, when—whirr!—close past my ear flew a blue ob­ject (a pi­geon I thought), but it lit a few feet ahead with a clat­ter that showed the kind of blue rock it was, and an­other fol­lowed, fetch­ing me one on the skull, that would have “settled the num­ber of my mess” but for the thick­ness of my too at­tract­ive head-dress.


  * I have eaten dirt—that is, taken an in­sult.


  These Mec­can youths liv­ing, so to speak, on a stone-heap, get, from con­stant prac­tice, to be able to de­liver a stone as straight and al­most as hard as a pis­tol-shot. I looked round an in­stant, and saw that the whole swarm had entered into the holy work of ston­ing a Chris­tian to death, with a zeal worthy of first-cen­tury Jews. Stones were com­ing from all dir­ec­tions, I was get­ting some nasty blows, and had to de­fend my face with my hands. My prob­able ig­no­mini­ous fate flashed across ray mind—stoned to death by chil­dren, the dis­clos­ures that would fol­low, the ex­ample I should be held up as. Sud­denly one on the knee and an­other in the small of the back brought me down; when up again I did not know which way to turn. A pretty little Arab child was strug­gling to heave a rock he could scarcely lift, I made a rush, seized the squalling brat in my arms, and a run up (“Rugby rules”) of about twenty yards brought me to a long wall, to which I turned my back and held the kick­ing little wretch be­fore me as a shield. This be­wildered my tor­ment­ors for a mo­ment, then on they came again, led on by my kicked friend, to res­cue young strug­gling Ibrahim, as I heard them call him.


  Poor little Ibrahim I even when torn nearly limb from limb he looked a very pretty child, and I was sorry for him. The struggle was short and sharp, Ibrahim got ter­ribly mauled, chiefly by his friends. I was some­what of an old hand at a scrag and man­aged to keep from un­der the ruck, watched my chance, bolted off, and got about twenty yards’ start be­fore I was missed and the pack set out in full cry after me. A Turk­ish guard-house was close at hand, into which I rushed, passed the sen­try and squat­ted down be­hind him out of breath, arms and legs aching with bruises, and com­pletely blown; how­ever, I was safe for the mo­ment and had time to pull my­self to­gether for what had be­come a very ser­i­ous af­fair. In the mean­time a crowd of Ar­abs and Negroes were gath­er­ing out­side and the word “A Chris­tian!” was be­ing passed, and the Turk­ish guards were giv­ing me very black looks. One of the sol­diers went to bring an of­ficer, and re­turned in a minute or two with a young lieu­ten­ant: very spruce and civ­il­ised he looked, it was quite a re­lief to see him in his Paris-cut uni­form. He came up to me and at once ad­dressed me in French; but I had got my­self all there by this time and art­lessly replied, “I can­not speak Turk­ish,” and pro­ceeded on to de­clare that, “Al­lah was great, all praise be to Al­lah! there is only one God, Mo­hammed is his prophet,” work­ing my­self up gradu­ally till at last I rushed out of the guard­house, saw an old friend—an Arab slave-dealer, who in his ne­go­ti­ations with the Amér had smoked many of my ci­gar­ettes—seized his stick and went for the prom­ising young crowd with “sons of burnt fath­ers” and a tor­rent of sim­ilar ab­use. The men now all took my side, and the old slave-dealer laugh­ingly apo­lo­gised for the ex­cess of zeal in the rising gen­er­a­tion, though he could not help ad­mir­ing it; while even the Turk­ish sen­try helped to dis­perse the boys with a part­ing stone, and the lieu­ten­ant showed me out into a back way by which I could go home without any chance of be­ing fur­ther an­noyed. On my way home I strayed into a cof­fee-shop to ar­range my dis­ordered robes, ex­plain­ing that I had been thrown from my don­key which had bolted. After a smoke and a cup of cof­fee I began to feel a little more my­self, and limped off home, get­ting stiffer all the time from bruises about the back and limbs. I had luck­ily no marks on my face, so that I was able to lie down as soon as I got into the house without any awk­ward ques­tions be­ing asked. My chief fear now was that the af­fair would get noised abroad in quar­ters where it would lead to my hav­ing a visit paid me by some in­quis­it­ive gen­tle­men, whom I knew I should not be able to hum­bug, if once their sus­pi­cions were really aroused and they took to ser­i­ous in­quir­ies.


  The Arab to whom the house be­longed came also that even­ing and gave us a good deal of trouble, try­ing to get us to turn out into a smal­ler room, so that he might have our lar­ger and bet­ter-situ­ated one till the Amér’s re­turn; but I knew that the room had been paid for for two months in ad­vance, so would not turn out. Though the fel­low was in an in­de­pend­ent po­s­i­tion, he was not above tak­ing a luck-penny (a dol­lar), and I was glad to get rid of him so cheap with a bless­ing back­wards. To guard against this sort of thing I told my com­pan­ions I was very sick (I really was in a good deal of pain), and that I would go and sleep in a little closet off the cook­ing-room so as not to be dis­turbed by noise or vis­it­ors. Into this room about eight feet by four I moved my clothes and blankets, and did not stir out of it till the Amér’s re­turn—about three weeks, dur­ing which there were many friendly in­quir­ies for me. My com­pan­ions stuck to me like bricks, giv­ing out at my re­quest that I had gone to Jed­dah. I heard no more of “the Chris­tian” row, and the “third war­rior” was very much sur­prised and would scarcely be­lieve it when I told him some time after what had happened, and al­though I in­sisted I knew more about Chris­ti­ans than he did, he would give me much in­ter­est­ing in­form­a­tion about their be­liefs and their neg­lect of cer­tain ablu­tions. I was much edi­fied to learn that their heaven was an eternal gorge of “that an­imal’s”* flesh and wine.


  * Pig.


  My as­sur­ance and in­dis­cre­tion had all but done for me, and now I must ap­pear to have gone to the other ex­treme. It was not so much cau­tion kept me con­fined the whole time as the ball of opium, a small pill of which I took the first night and con­tin­ued to take every day, in­creas­ing the dose as I found it af­fect­ing me. I only ate one meal a day, brought me by the “third war­rior” when he came to make up house­keep­ing ac­counts. He knew I was un­der opium and sym­path­ised with me and could re­com­mend noth­ing bet­ter, look­ing upon that drug as a spe­cific for all mal­ad­ies. I will not go into the “pains and pleas­ures of opium eat­ing” more than to say the three weeks passed like three days.


  I was per­fectly happy, everything ap­peared couleur de rose. Groups of de­votees sit­ting un­der my win­dow in the Haram chant­ing “La il­la­hah il­lal­lah,” over and over and over “in a sing-song tune­ful sort of no tune” which had be­fore been most dis­tress­ing to listen to, would now trans­form them­selves, in my wak­ing dreams, into some merry-Eng­lish party—a pic­nic per­haps—and the “La-il­laha” into “La-de-da,” the chorus of some charm­ing un­heard air.


  In short, I did not know a mo­ment’s dis­com­fort the whole time.


  Our liv­ing av­er­aged about one dol­lar a day. As I kept an ac­count of all the money spent I can give an ex­ample of a fair day’s ex­pendit­ure.


   


  
    Pro­vi­sions One Day for Five People.


     


    
      
        	(1 Ratl, nearly 14 oz.)

        	Pi­astres.

        	Par­ras.
      


      
        	Meat—Camel, 5 ratl; Mut­ton, 3 ratl

        	5

        	—

      


      
        	Ve­get­ables for Curry—Pars­ley, Beet­root,

        Bav­ish Mar­row, Car­rot

        	4

        	—
      


      
        	4 Bread, 2 ratl

        	2

        	—

      


      
        	Wa­ter, 20 gal­lons.-4 small goat skins

        brought to the house

        	2

        	—

      


      
        	Sugar, ½ ratl

        	2

        	—

      


      
        	Dates (best com­mon) 1 ratl

        	2

        	—

      


      
        	Wood for fire

        	2

        	—

      


      
        	Len­tils, ½ ratl

        	1

        	—

      


      
        	Milk, about 1½ pint

        	1

        	—
      


      
        	Chil­lies and other Spices for Curry

        	—


        	20
      


      
        	Sour Milk for Curry

        	—


        	20
      


      
        	Tea, 1¼ oz.

        	—


        	20

      


      
        	To­bacco, ½ oz. Turk­ish

        	1

        	—

      


      
        	Lamp Oil, Par­affin

        	—


        	10
      


      
        	Sun­dries—Shav­ing, Fruit, Sweets,

        Pocket Money, etc.

        	4

        	10
      


      
        	

        	28

        	11
      

    

  


   


  Be­sides this we had rice, ghee, and tam­ar­inds in the house, of which we con­sumed daily—rice, eight pounds; ghee, four ounces; tam­ar­inds, half pound. This is very sump­tu­ous liv­ing in­deed for Hindis; quite as good and more var­ied than we got at the Amér’s table.


  I must not omit to men­tion little Is­mail, an Arab boy whose ac­quaint­ance I had made at his father’s place of busi­ness, in the bazaar near at hand, where I had of­ten gone to talk to them. He was a very bright youth, spoke Hindus­tani well; and I had taken rather a fancy to him. Now that I was laid up I found him ex­cel­lent com­pany, and ad­mit­ted him al­most daily, amus­ing him greatly, telling him stor­ies by the hour. “Aesop’s Fables” I found a cap­ital fund of the very best ma­ter­ial, and after them, other chil­dren’s stor­ies and nurs­ery rhymes, changed of course to suit time and place, as it would not have done to have let him know the ori­ginal of—


  This little sheep went to mar­ket, This little sheep stopped at home—or he might not have laughed quite so glee­fully at my “rat­tle­trap rhyme.” For the opium had the ef­fect of not only en­abling me to con­verse in­cess­antly but some­times to im­pro­vise rhyme as fast as I could talk.


  Many trav­el­lers in the East, es­pe­cially lady trav­el­lers, have had a good word to say for East­ern boys; and they are very at­tract­ive, I ad­mit. This pe­cu­liar lov­able­ness, for it is such, may be eas­ily ac­coun­ted for, as they have gen­er­ally good fea­tures, many of them be­ing re­mark­ably hand­some, and fine eyes are the rule; all have a fem­in­ine grace of man­ner and speech ac­quired in the harem, which is their home for the first seven or eight years of their lives. And there is also a down­right­ness and free­dom from any­thing like af­fect­a­tion about them, when in the pres­ence of strangers, which con­trasts very fa­vour­ably with the bash­ful­ness of the nicey-nicey ste­reo­typed Eng­lish school­boy, who has all in­di­vidu­al­ity stamped out of him at a pub­lic school. Mo­hammedan chil­dren owe this to a prim­it­ive Hebrew in­no­cence, there be­ing hardly a word in their lan­guage which they may not freely use as oc­ca­sion re­quires. “To the pure all things are pure.” With all this, how­ever, they are in­tel­li­gent to a de­gree, their in­tel­lec­tual fac­ulties be­ing very highly de­veloped at an early age, and so far as simple learn­ing and hav­ing an amount of know­ledge (such as it is) in their heads, goes, they are cer­tainly in ad­vance of European chil­dren of their years; but by the time they are four­teen they have at­tained the lim­its of an or­din­ary Mo­hammedan edu­ca­tion. They read and write well in more than one lan­guage, do simple arith­metic, are per­fectly-in­struc­ted in all the minutest ob­serv­ances of their faith, and have an im­mense stock of re­li­gious lore, in which they take a deep in­terest and no little pride. For the man­ner in which the idea of the One God and ant­ag­on­ism to all other creeds is in­stilled into their minds goes down greatly with the youth­ful sin­ners; their little faces brighten up bravely as they de­clare the One God, and scowl sav­agely as they curse and defy the “kaf­fir” in a “quite too amus­ing” way.


  But after leav­ing the harem all their former at­tract­ive­ness is soon rubbed off by rude in­ter­course with the men; and I know few creatures more un­lov­able than the East­ern in the trans­ition stage from boy to man. He has all the ob­trus­ive for­ward­ness in the vul­gar hobble­de­hoy­hood every­where, and rap­idly cul­tiv­ates the craft­i­ness, low cun­ning, and bru­tal coarse­ness—those chief char­ac­ter­ist­ics of man­hood in the East.


  On the day be­fore the new moon in Decem­ber the Amér re­turned loaded with pur­chases—crock­ery, glass-ware, and cut­lery, from Cairo; jew­ellery, two guns, and a rifle (breech-load­ing), from Al­ex­an­dria; or­na­mental wood and stone, cups and sau­cers, ci­gar­ette-cases, etc. from Jer­u­s­alem; al­to­gether about half a ton of flashy French “no­tions;” and such news! Each one of the party seemed bent on over­whelm­ing us with the won­ders he had seen—the Suez Canal, the Op­era, the Pachas and their beau­ti­ful car­riages and horses, the splen­did liv­ery of their ser­vants.


  “And what did the Pacha wear?” asked an old un­trav­elled one, ex­pect­ing to hear his dress com­pared to a rain­bow.


  They could scarcely bring them­selves to say it, but were ob­liged to con­fess that he “had noth­ing on but a tar­bouche.” They had seen Mo­hamme­dans and Chris­ti­ans dressed so that you could not tell but for the hat which was which; they had seen Chris­ti­ans work­ing as la­bour­ers. This seemed to give them great sat­is­fac­tion. They “chewed” over one to an­other:—“Many beg­garly Chris­ti­ans un­der the Sul­tan”—much to my chag­rin, for I knew they could not dis­tin­guish between a Greek and an Eng­lish­man. Travel had cer­tainly not in­creased their re­spect for their rulers.


  I now felt per­fectly safe while in the Amér’s fa­vour and re­cog­nised by him. I came out and began to move about; gave up opium sud­denly, and found my nerves much af­fected in con­sequence.


  A stranger com­ing into the room would startle me, I dare not let any­one pass be­hind me, al­ways back­ing up to the wall, and it was some days be­fore this wore off. On the day of the new moon I was so ill, it be­ing the day after I stopped my opium, that I was un­able to pray, thereby miss­ing much; for a prayer at Mec­cah on this day scores some­thing enorm­ous, though I for­get ex­actly how many thou­sand ru­pees given in char­ity it is sup­posed to equal. I went about a good deal with the Amér now, and wore a less con­spicu­ous dress, keep­ing more in the back­ground. We paid a visit to the col­lege, the scene of my un­lucky en­counter. The hoja looked very sheep­ish, and pre­ten­ded not to re­cog­nise me when they saw me in such good com­pany, and you may be sure I let well alone. While in the court­yard, I heard a great squalling and cry­ing go­ing on in one of the rooms, and could not res­ist my curi­os­ity to see what it was all about; so sep­ar­ated my­self from my party, found my way to the door of the room and looked in, and saw a whole class of about twenty boys be­ing pun­ished. Half had already un­der­gone the bas­ti­nado, and were sit­ting blub­ber­ing round the wall, five oth­ers were at the time get­ting it. Two big boys held each one end of a thick stick, with a rope noose in the middle of it; into this noose each of the cul­prits had to put, one foot, then the stick was twis­ted round till the feet were squeezed up tightly into a bunch, which was then lif­ted breast-high by the two as­sist­ant-ex­e­cu­tion­ers, and a big Arab tu­tor came down on those wrig­gling toes with a Malacca cane, as hard as he could let out, show­ing no mercy: it seemed to be a very ef­fect­ive mode, judging by the yells, struggles and bran­dish­ings of the dis­en­gaged limbs of the young­sters as they hung in a cluster head down. I saw by the un­happy looks of the rest of the class that the same was in store for them, and as some of my most vin­dict­ive as­sail­ants were there, I must say I did not pity them much; though I did not care to stay and wit­ness their tor­tures.


  Dur­ing the next few days I vis­ited a num­ber of shrines and holy places, the name of which is le­gion about Mec­cah, there be­ing scarcely a spring or hill round, which is not said to be the scene of some re­mark­able event in the life of either Adam, Eve, Ab­ra­ham, Hagar, Ish­mael, or some other holy per­son­age; while as for Mo­hammed, the lies that have been fathered upon him (hon­est man!) would have made him take the dome off his Med­i­nah mauso­leum in a great triple somer­sault, and snort the sides out of his shrine, if he had been there at all, a fact which there are other good reas­ons for doubt­ing.


  “What are you pick­ing up that stone for?” you in­quire.


  “Oh I Mo­hammed was fight­ing in­fi­dels, and God sent an­gels and a shower,” etc. etc.


  “Why are you eat­ing that shrub?”


  “Oh! this is called the Prophet’s bread. Mo­hammed and his com­pan­ions were starving in the desert and he told them to take this,” etc. etc.


  Rocks, pools, holes in the ground, she-camels, dogs, cats, rats, mice, Mo­hammed, Mo­hammed, Mo­hammed, Mo­hammed.


  I used to find a quiet place and sit down and say over all the swear­ing I knew in five lan­guages, and make res­ol­u­tions that if I ever got out of this and met a white man who said he be­lieved in mir­acles, I would go and get a gun and shoot him. Why, if Mo­hammed had been act­ively em­ployed since the year one of the Hegira to the present day, per­form­ing the mar­vels at­trib­uted to him, he would still have a few leger­de­main trifles, in milk and mud, on hand. No!—non­sense apart!—it can­not be es­tab­lished that Mo­hammed ever openly at­temp­ted to dupe his fol­low­ers with one single mir­acle. All these su­per­nat­ural won­ders are the ac­cu­mu­lated ima­gin­ings of mar­vel-crav­ing East­ern minds; the more ig­nor­ant the more fer­tile in the like. Not one of my com­pan­ions but was per­fectly well ac­quain­ted with the minutest cir­cum­stances of half-a-dozen mir­acles of yes­ter­day, or who had not been eye­wit­ness to at least one. Only a year be­fore the Amér’s uncle had been present when six laden camels were either eaten up by the earth or car­ried off to the zenith—the work of the devil, who ap­peared in the form of a dog. We are not liv­ing in an age of mir­acles. Are we not? Come to the East and see, or for the mat­ter of that, not so very far East either, for the genu­ine art­icle.


  Such of these places as I did visit I will now at­tempt to de­scribe. First, the Haram it­self, of which I have already given a view from the top of Jebel Kubays, shall be more minutely de­scribed. The Kaa­bah, in the middle of that en­clos­ure, is called the Centre of the World, the Mo­hammedan Hub of the Uni­verse: to­wards this Mo­hamme­dans in all parts of the earth face when pray­ing. The whole ground within the outer bounds of the ar­cades is deemed part of heaven on earth, to which it will re­turn on the Last Day. The ar­chi­tec­tural design of the whole is such that I know of no other struc­ture or edi­fice fa­mil­iar to Europeans with which to com­pare it.* The same form of mosque may be seen in Cairo and some other places in the East; but if, as I hope, I have already given the reader a gen­eral idea of its form, I may now suc­ceed in con­vey­ing some no­tion of its ap­pear­ance on closer in­spec­tion. It is entered from the street by door­ways of dif­fer­ent sizes: the two largest are on the north­ern and west­ern sides, the Gate of Ab­ra­ham in the west­ern be­ing very high and arched, and really fine. There are a dozen or more other pub­lic en­trances and a num­ber of smal­ler private door­ways and win­dows into the of­fices of the Haram and ad­join­ing dwell­ings. The tower be­ing some ten feet above the level of the square, you des­cend, at all the en­trances, either a steep paved in­cline, a flight of steps, or an ir­reg­u­lar com­pound of both, into the ar­cades, which are about fifty feet wide and paved through­out with lime­stone and a green­ish crys­tal­line stone com­mon in the neigh­bour­hood, laid very un­evenly and in small ob­long blocks, none of them big­ger than could be con­veni­ently car­ried by a man. The roof is sup­por­ted on three rows of thirty-six pil­lars on the longer and twenty-four pil­lars on the shorter sides each six­teen feet apart.


  * Sale com­pares it to the Koyal Ex­change, Lon­don. It is true they both are open squares sur­roun­ded by colon­nades, but bey­ond that the two have not a single point of re­semb­lance.


  Every fourth pil­lar is an hexagonal-built sup­port about four feet thick, the rest are plain round pil­lars some­thing more than a foot in dia­meter, com­posed gen­er­ally of either sand­stone or lime­stone. The cap­it­als of these are the only or­na­mental stone-work in the build­ing; they are carved with flower, scroll, or an­gu­lar devices, re­spect­ively and promis­cu­ously. The roof con­sists of rows of arches, thirty-six on the longer and twenty-four on the shorter sides lon­git­ud­in­ally and all round three arches trans­versely spring­ing from every pil­lar through­out, di­vid­ing the ceil­ing into three rows of small domes, ex­cept at the corners, where the ar­chi­tect seems to have got con­fused, tried to round them off, failed, and so bungled them up any­how, and at the prin­cipal portals, where in­geni­ous, be­wil­der­ing non-uni­form­ity baffles de­scrip­tion. From the top of each trans­verse arch a large globe lamp is sus­pen­ded by a brass chain, and all round un­der the in­ner row of arches fa­cing to­wards the Kaa­bah there hang from a cross-bar, reach­ing from pil­lar to pil­lar, five lamps to each arch. The square it­self is grav­elled and di­vided by nar­row pave­ments into a sort of “Union Jack” pat­tern. There are three bronze date trees, about twelve feet high, with lamps hanging to the ends of their fronds equidistant from one an­other, and mid­way between the Kaa­bah and the ar­cades, across the east­ern and west­ern ends of the square. All round on the gravel at in­ter­vals are placed stacks of earth­en­ware bottles con­tain­ing wa­ter of Zem Zem for the use of the pil­grims. The well Zem Zem is about eighty feet from the north-east corner of the Kaa­bah. It has an ir­reg­u­lar sham­bling build­ing over it, roofed by a large cu­pola, a small dome, and a couple of sec­tions of a pa­goda, and prob­ably oc­cupy­ing an area of about sev­enty feet square. On the east­ern, west­ern, and south­ern sides of the Kaa­bah, at about the same dis­tance as the well, are three other un­im­port­ant erec­tions with rather more than their share of lamps. On the north­ern side, about thirty feet dis­tant, Ab­ra­ham’s Stone is de­pos­ited in a small house ten feet high by six by eight feet square, hav­ing a large heavy wooden door on its north side. This is the stone which ac­ted as a stage for Ab­ra­ham when build­ing the Kaa­bah, passing up and down to and from the work as re­quired with any weight of work­men or ma­ter­ial. I did not see the stone, as it can only be seen by pay­ing very highly, and few can af­ford it; but it is pop­ularly be­lieved to have Ab­ra­ham’s foot­print on it—an­other of the many like im­pres­sions East­ern celebrit­ies seem to have been so fond of leav­ing. About eight yards off on each side of this build­ing there are two stone pul­pits, plain hexagonal ped­es­tals, three feet thick and twelve feet high, topped with a stone rail­ing and moun­ted by a set of stone steps on the op­pos­ite side to that fa­cing the Kaa­bah. At each of these pul­pits com­mences a row of lamp-posts about ten feet high ex­tend­ing all round the Kaa­bah about fif­teen feet dis­tant from one an­other, and hav­ing between each two posts seven lamps sus­pen­ded from cross-bars, each post be­ing sur­moun­ted by a gil­ded cres­cent.


  Out­side this circle the pave­ment ex­tends about twenty feet, and is the same as that un­der the arches, while that within the circle of lamps is a pave­ment com­posed of smooth flag­stones about eight­een inches be­low the level of the square.


  On the west­ern side of the Kaa­bah is a horse­shoe wall four-and-a-half feet high and three feet thick, its ends to­wards the Kaa­bah, leav­ing a pas­sage between, en­clos­ing a semi­cir­cu­lar space thirty feet in dia­meter, in the middle of which is the tomb of Ish­mael with an en­graved slab of marble over it. The base of the Kaa­bah is sur­roun­ded by a marble rim or “half round” about two-and-a-half feet wide and one foot high, and into this a num­ber of brass ring­bolts are let, hav­ing a four-inch cot­ton rope passed through them, to which the lower edge of the Kaa­bah cover is laced. There arc three open­ings in this cover—one in the east end of the north side is a heavy bul­lioned cur­tain be­fore the sil­ver-plated door in the Kaa­bah, which is of or­din­ary size, about seven feet from the ground; near this, but right on the corner of the build­ing, is a round hole in the cover about five feet in cir­cum­fer­ence, and its lower bor­der about two feet above the base rim of the Kaa­bah, show­ing a massive sil­ver boss, with ears for se­cur­ing it to the stone-work; and set so deeply into this that the face is con­cealed by the sil­ver rim when in the act of Toss­ing it, is the Black Stone. This is about the size of a man’s head, of a brown­ish-black, glassy sub­stance, present­ing roun­ded in­equal­it­ies of sur­face, as if from fu­sion or frac­ture. There is a piece of ob­sidium from Hecla in the Brit­ish Mu­seum, its ex­act coun­ter­part in shape and ap­pear­ance, but about three times its bulk. So closely do they re­semble one an­other, that after hav­ing care­fully in­spec­ted both—and I lived for four months in sight of the Black Stone—I have no doubt whatever that the two are identical in sub­stance. If I re­quired any­thing to con­firm the evid­ence of my senses, there is a be­lief that the Black Stone will float in wa­ter; this most likely means that it is mo­ment­ar­ily buoy­ant after be­ing thrown in, which might be true if it con­tained a great num­ber of cav­it­ies or bubbles, as a piece of ob­sidium of­ten does. And an­other gen­eral be­lief is that the stone is white, but that its sur­face has been blackened by de­file­ment; which led me to break the agate in a ring I wore in or­der to test it with a scratch, but the res­ult showed it to be white like any other piece of col­oured glass. There are two or three ver­sions of the his­tory of this stone, but the most gen­er­ally re­ceived one is, that it is the an­gel who had charge of Adam and Eve in the garden of Eden turned into stone for al­low­ing them to be be­guiled by the ser­pent into eat­ing the “wheat,” and that he will be re­stored at the Last Day.


  In the south-east comer of the Kaa­bah there is an­other piece cut out of the cover about three feet high and eight­een inches wide, ex­pos­ing one of the corner-stones of the build­ing, a small ob­long gran­ite block, very much pol­ished by the touch­ings it re­ceives at the hands of the pil­grims every cir­cuit while per­form­ing the tawaf. On the west side from the top of the Kaa­bah is a gold-plated spout, ap­pear­ing from be­low to pro­ject about four feet from the build­ing, to be about a foot wide and six inches high at the sides. The rain-wa­ter off the flat roof of the Kaa­bah is dis­charged through this, and when it rains there is a free fight among the pil­grims to get un­der it and be douched. Con­sid­er­ing the open-air char­ac­ter and the di­men­sions of the whole, the place is kept in a good state of or­der and re­pair, the white­wash and paint all ap­pear­ing fresh and clean. The col­ours em­ployed are black, mauve, In­dian red, and yel­low wash, each stone on the in­side and much of the outer walls be­ing painted one of these col­ours with, as it were, a sys­tem of avoid­ing any­thing like rule. There are also large white­washed spaces on these walls oc­cu­pied with chapters of the Koran, and the stones of the arches are painted like those in the walls, as are the stones in built pil­lars. The domed ceil­ing is cleanly white­washed, and the plaster on the top and front of the ar­cades and build­ings is kept in con­stant re­pair, while the whole place is cleaned out by gangs of sweep­ers twice a day, morn­ing and even­ing. The reader will not have gathered from all these de­tails the fine sim­pli­city of the whole un­til re­minded that the build­ing oc­cu­pies within its outer walls a space of eight-and-a-quarter acres.


  The be­ha­viour in the Haram is much bet­ter than in most other Mo­hammedan mosques. Dur­ing the day crowds sit about or prom­en­ade un­der the shade of the ar­cades un­til a call to prayer, when all join in the reg­u­lar wor­ship last­ing for about a quarter of an hour, more or less, the noonday prayer be­ing the longest. After sun­set the lamps, 2860 in num­ber, are lit, and many groups of pil­grims sit round private col­oured lamps, which add greatly to the gen­eral bril­liancy, un­til after the last even­ing prayer, when the Haram be­comes deser­ted, no one be­ing per­mit­ted to sleep in­side the gates; and all who are not ac­tu­ally em­ployed in per­form­ing some act of prayer or de­vo­tion are turned out after this hour by the at­tend­ants of the Haram, Jebel Nur, ly­ing about four miles north-east of Mec­cah, is a steep con­ical hill rising some nine hun­dred feet above the sand-level, for the sand in the val­ley main­tains a level of its own as wa­ter would. Look­ing at Jebel Nur from the south, it ap­pears to be in­ac­cess­ible from about two-thirds of the way up, the up­per part seem­ing to be one solid oval rock, its sides pro­ject­ing bey­ond the per­pen­dic­u­lar; but in the as­cent, hav­ing reached this point, you pass round to the north side, where you see that it would have been im­possible to as­cend so far on that side, but find a some­what dif­fi­cult though per­fectly prac­tic­able path lead­ing to the sum­mit. Half-way up this path there is a rain-pool in the rock, gen­er­ally full at this sea­son. Here you may per­form your ablu­tions be­fore as­cend­ing to the very apex of the cone, where a small dome is erec­ted over a fis­sure m the solid rocks, some eight feet long by three feet deep, said to have been made by a slip of the An­gel Gab­riel’s del­ic­ate in­stru­ment, while per­form­ing the some­what nice op­er­a­tion of re­mov­ing the black spot (sin) from the heart of Mo­hammed pre­par­at­ory to giv­ing him his prophet’s com­mis­sion. There Mo­hammed re­ceived his first in­spired mes­sage. Farther down on the south side are two small caves, in which Mo­hammed con­cealed him­self at the time of his per­se­cu­tion in Mec­cah. Into one of these, when be­ing pur­sued, Mo­hammed had just time to es­cape ere his pur­suers came up and found a pi­geon sit­ting over its nest at the en­trance, and a spider’s web woven across the mouth of the cave—a mi­ra­cu­lous in­ter­pos­i­tion which led, them to be­lieve that no one had entered lately. In the other cave, Mo­hammed and his friend Abubekr were sleep­ing con­cealed, when Abubekr awaken­ing saw a ser­pent put­ting its head out of a hole to bite Mo­hammed. Rather than awake the prophet he put his own heel over the hole and was bit­ten. When Mo­hammed awoke he found his friend still keep­ing the ser­pent back with his heel, but nearly dead; whereupon he of course killed the ser­pent and cured his friend by a mir­acle. Both these events are gen­er­ally said to have taken place on Jebel Saur, an­other moun­tain to the south-east of Mec­cah, but I and my com­pan­ions re­lated these stor­ies to one an­other in the very caves I speak of as hav­ing oc­curred in them.


  Um­rah lies in a val­ley, about four miles south­east of Mec­cah, is a deep pool or janlo, built round, about one hun­dred feet by fifty feet square. There are steps lead­ing down to the wa­ter, in which the pil­grims wash; and it is looked upon as a sort of Pool of Siloam. This is said to have been one of Mo­hammed’s fa­vour­ite places of re­sort for prayer and med­it­a­tion. He is said to have prayed there so long that his knees be­came stiff and hard and his muscles ri­gid. Most Arab and Hindi (i.e. stocking­less) Mo­hamme­dans have a cal­los­ity on the out­side of the left ankle, the ef­fect of one of the most con­stant at­ti­tudes of prayer—sit­ting with the left foot tucked un­der them.


  At all these places, and many oth­ers, the pil­grim may say a two-pros­tra­tion prayer, and dole out his char­ity to the in­ev­it­able ir­re­press­ible Hejaz beg­gar. These beg­gars may be classed un­der two heads—the pau­per pil­grim and the pro­fes­sional beg­gar. In Mec­cah the pau­per pil­grim falls into ob­scur­ity, and so may be dropped for the present. The pro­fes­sional beg­gar lux­uri­ates simply, and prob­ably forms half the Arab pop­u­la­tion. “Bakh­shish, bakh­shish!” they con­tinu­ally do cry. “Bakh­shish!” roars the camel; “bakh­shish!” brays the ass; “bakh­shish!” yelps the cur, till, after passing through a stage where you fancy you hear noth­ing else, you get so ac­cus­tomed to it that it costs you an ef­fort of will to hear it. It is en­cour­aged by the pil­grims, who make it a means of car­ry­ing out the let­ter of the prophet’s char­it­able com­mands; true gen­er­os­ity not be­ing an East­ern trait. A large pro­por­tion of these beg­gars are Hindi; Turk­ish or Per­sian beg­gars be­ing com­par­at­ively few; and a Malay beg­gar is never seen.


  Every day all who will take the trouble to go can re­ceive for the ask­ing a bowl of soup, given by the High Sheréf, the hered­it­ary head curl and re­li­gious au­thor­ity of Mec­cah, who is as­sisted in ad­min­is­tra­tion by the Mufti, Kadis, and a coun­cil of Mou­lahs un­der the Turk­ish pacha, or gov­ernor, to whom fi­nal ap­peals in all dis­puted cases are brought.


  The Turks can only be said to hold the coun­try in mil­it­ary pos­ses­sion, gar­ris­on­ing the towns and main­tain­ing or­der in them. They have no con­trol over the desert men, to whom they yearly pay a re­luct­ant sub­sidy, which they have from time to time at­temp­ted to stop; but the tribes have thereupon be­come un­man­age­able and closed the roads, and the Turks have found it ex­pedi­ent to con­tinue pay­ment.


  It now wanted but two days to the go­ing out to Mount Ara­fat. At this time, about six feet of the lower part of the Kaa­bah cover, which had be­come very ragged by pil­grims lean­ing against it, was raised all round and re­placed by white calico, adding greatly to the ef­fect by con­trast with the black and gold. Pil­grims were now ar­riv­ing in crowds; all the great cara­vans had come in, the town was packed till there was scarcely stand­ing room in some of the streets. I have only seen such dense crowding in such places as Gracechurch Street on a Lord Mayor’s Show day. The crowd here, how­ever, was very dif­fer­ent. Every­one here was all yield­ing af­fabil­ity. The Lon­don rough—who thinks it the height of pleas­antry to knock a gen­tle­man’s hat over his eyes, or jump on a lady’s feet and tender the horsey ad­vice of “Sit hon ’er ’ead” when she faints—had no rep­res­ent­at­ive here. Quar­rel­ling of any kind is sel­dom seen in the streets, which is very cred­it­able, con­sid­er­ing the num­ber of dif­fer­ent na­tion­al­it­ies and sects brought into close con­tact here, who else­where en­ter­tain the bitterest an­im­os­ity against one an­other.


  Dur­ing the whole of my stay in Mec­cah I only once saw ser­i­ous fight­ing in the streets. Two Pan­j­abis, tear­ing mad, were scratch­ing and slap­ping one an­other, when one of the Turk­ish sol­diers, who do po­lice duty about the streets, went up to sep­ar­ate them. One of them turned on the Turk and slapped him. The Turk drew his sword-bay­onet and smote the Pan­j­abi a swinging slash on the neck, cut­ting the head half off. Turk­ish sol­diers are never al­lowed out of bar­racks without their swords, which are al­ways car­ried sharp.


  
CHAPTER IV.


  Ob­ser­va­tions On The Vari­ous Races Met With In Mec­cah.


  If, at this time, the con­greg­a­tion in the Haram had been shaken to­gether, well mixed, and then one hun­dred taken out and ana­lysed, dif­fer­ent na­tion­al­it­ies would have been found in about the fol­low­ing pro­por­tions:


   


  
    
      
        	* Turks

        	6
      


      
        	* Ar­abs

        	15
      


      
        	* Hindis

        	20
      


      
        	* Malays

        	5
      


      
        	* Negroes

        	10
      


      
        	* Per­sians

        	10
      


      
        	* Maghribis

        	15
      


      
        	* Syr­i­ans

        	6
      


      
        	Tar­tars

        	5
      


      
        	Be­dawin

        	3
      


      
        	A non­des­cript rabble from China, the West Coast

        of Africa or Rus­sia, and wild Dar­waysh-look­ing

        sav­ages from God knows where

        	5
      


      
        	

        	100
      

    

  


   


  The races marked with an as­ter­isk are mere gen­eral clas­si­fic­a­tions, and might he made sub­ject to in­nu­mer­able sub­di­vi­sions, as un­der the head of Hindi I in­clude all the Mo­hammedan races of In­dia, and un­der the Turks, Maghrihis, and Syr­i­ans, I have al­lowed the Egyp­tians to fall.


  All these dif­fer­ent na­tion­al­it­ies brought into con­trast in this way give a good op­por­tun­ity of com­par­ing them one with an­other, and I may here give the im­pres­sions I re­ceived, first pre­fa­cing with the fol­low­ing stock yarn of the Mec­cah guide—one of those il­lus­trat­ive stor­ies the Ar­abs are so fond of. It is told in jus­ti­fic­a­tion of the bear­ing of Ar­abs and Be­daw­ins to­wards for­eign­ers at the present day, and, like so many of their stor­ies, turns upon what may be called first ori­ginal char­ac­ters.


  A Be­dawi Shaykh, whom we will call Shaykh Sa­laam, and his whole es­tab­lish­ment lived peace­fully in the val­ley of Mec­cah, wor­shipped God per­formed his pray­ers and ablu­tions five times daily, and was pro­por­tion­ably pros­per­ous. When, in an evil hour, there came a Turk­ish pil­grim to his tent, Shaykh Sa­laam, with char­ac­ter­istic Arab hos­pit­al­ity, in­vited the stranger to enter, gave him the best of everything to eat, and al­lowed him to sleep in his tent. But on Shaykh Sa­laam’s wak­ing next morn­ing he found that his wife had eloped with the Turk.


  He had just fin­ished thank­ing God that mat­ters were no worse when along came a Per­sian pil­grim. To him the good Shaykh was even more hos­pit­able than he had been to the Turk, and was re­paid by the Per­sian’s ab­scond­ing in the night with his horse, and, the story con­tin­ues, the Misri* steal­ing his camel, the Maghribi** his ass; un­til, what between char­ity and theft, he is left with noth­ing in the world but his little son, who falls a vic­tim to the crime of the Su­lay­mani. Last of all there crawls up to him a wretched beg­ging Hindi, to whom the good Shaykh tells his tale of woe—how he has been im­posed on and him­self left des­ti­tute—to say noth­ing of his be­ing able to as­sist the way­farer. Whereupon the Hindi turned round and black­guarded the good man as none but a Hindi knows how. This is more than even long-suf­fer­ing Shaykh Sa­laam can stand, so he sal­lies forth and slays his re­viler; and in the ragged cloth around the Hindi’s loins he finds an im­mense treas­ure.


  Be­sides the touches of char­ac­ter, the moral of the story is ob­vi­ous, and I can vouch for the facts re­lated hav­ing ap­par­ently opened the eyes of the Shaykh to a worldly wis­dom which his des­cend­ants have in­her­ited in a very marked de­gree.


  * Egyp­tian. ** Moor.


  First on the list comes the Turk. He cer­tainly ap­pears to ad­vant­age as the most civ­il­ised, clean, and sens­ible of them all; bad as he is, he is as much su­per­ior to other East­erns as any European na­tion is to him. The Turks, as the rul­ing power, are hated and feared not only by their un­will­ing sub­jects, the nat­ives of the Hejaz, but by all other Mo­hamme­dans, both on ac­count of their ad­op­tion of European cos­tume and their in­tro­duc­tion of such Chris­tian in­nov­a­tions as forks, chairs, and, it is whispered, even wine into the holy Mec­cah; so that none al­low them to be Mo­hamme­dans more than in name. They do not hes­it­ate to in­crease their un­pop­ular­ity, and by a high-handed and bul­ly­ing car­riage freely ex­press­ing their con­tempt for their un­soph­ist­ic­ated and more prim­it­ive co-re­li­gion­ists. In­di­vidu­ally I like the Turk, he is a manly brave little fel­low. I never saw a Turk­ish sol­dier with his clean fight­ing uni­form, shaven chin, and European ac­coutre­ments, but I felt a strong im­pulse to go and shake hands with him. I once did in Eng­lish ask a red-haired, blue-eyed sen­try: “How do you like the new rifle, old man?” (the Turk­ish troops in the Hejaz had just been sup­plied with the Snider) but hap­pily got only a va­cant stare in reply. An Arab shop­keeper who pro­fessed to be up in stat­ist­ics in­formed me that the settled Turk­ish pop­u­la­tion numbered five thou­sand, which is prob­ably near the mark; if so, more than two-thirds must be­long to some branch of the mil­it­ary. The rest are mer­chants and well-to-do shop­keep­ers, deal­ing in cloth, to­bacco, medi­cine, and European man­u­fac­tures gen­er­ally. This year the pil­grims from Tur­key were said to be very few on ac­count of the war, but they have never struck me as be­ing a people likely to mor­tify them­selves for con­science’ sake to the ex­tent of pil­grim­ising much at any time, for the mod­ern Turk shows little re­spect for the prac­tice of his faith even in Mec­cah. I have seen a Turk­ish of­ficer cut across the corner of the Haram from gate to gate without tak­ing his boots off—an un­par­alleled profan­a­tion, for which a Per­sian would have been mobbed and murdered on the spot. The next in im­port­ance are the Ar­abs, sanc­ti­fied Mec­cans, who hon­our you by ac­cept­ing char­ity. Blus­ter­ing, “frauds,” swind­lers to a man, trained from in­fancy to the rook­ing of the pil­grim-pi­geon, in­her­ited for an un­known num­ber of gen­er­a­tions,* they are per­fect in every dodge and art of crimp­ing and cadging. I have but one good word for them—they are clever and speak any lan­guage they hear.


  * See his­tor­ical ac­counts of Ar­a­bia.


  Ima­gine your­self a per­fect stranger in the hands of a pop­u­la­tion of Cairo drago­men and don­key-boys, only doubly as ob­trus­ive as the first, and doubly as rude and dis­cour­teous as the lat­ter, and you would be much in the same situ­ation as a pil­grim pay­ing his way through Mec­cah. Though this de­scrip­tion ap­plies to the great ma­jor­ity of shop­keep­ers and lodging-house keep­ers, many Ar­abs are ar­tis­ans, since most of the mech­an­ics in Mec­cah are either Hindi or Arab, the best be­ing Arab gun­smiths, tin­smiths, or car­penters, from Egypt or Syria. They seem in­dus­tri­ous, and turn out tol­er­ably sub­stan­tial work of the elab­or­ately-or­na­men­ted and un­fin­ished East­ern de­scrip­tion, but prefer­able to the French “Brummagem” with which the shops are stocked. Im­ams, muezzins, and nearly all posts of re­li­gious and civil au­thor­ity from the High Sheréf down­wards, are held by Ar­abs. With them, how­ever, I had no in­ter­course, nor had I any anxi­ety to make their ac­quaint­ance.


  The settled Hindi pop­u­la­tion in Mec­cah, I was told, numbered thirty thou­sand; this maybe an ex­ag­ger­a­tion, as my Arab in­former would be likely to over­rate the num­bers to me, com­ing as I did from In­dia; still the state­ment is pos­sible, the Hindi ele­ment much ex­ceed­ing, per­haps even doub­ling, the Arab, and the pil­grims from In­dia al­most equalling in num­ber those from all other parts of the East, ex­cept the Be­dawin and Arab pop­u­la­tion of the coun­try round, which must be al­most de­pop­u­lated on the day of as­sem­bling at Ara­fat. Many Hindis are in of­fi­cial em­ploy, and hold luc­rat­ive, and a few even im­port­ant, posts un­der the Gov­ern­ment. There are also a num­ber of wealthy and in­de­pend­ent Hindis per­man­ently settled in Mec­cah, some from re­li­gious motives, and a few for polit­ical reas­ons. They oc­cupy also the fol­low­ing po­s­i­tions: read­ers of the Koran, pro­fess­ors of the law, agents for pil­grims, shop­keep­ers and trades­men—for the wily cun­ning nature of the Hindi is quite able to com­pete with and hold its own against Arab roguery. In whatever po­s­i­tion, they are all beg­gars from top to bot­tom—un­der­hand, in­sinu­at­ing beg­gars; the Arab de­mands bakh­shish, the Hindi cringingly pleads for char­ity; they form by great num­bers the poorest and most miser­able class to be found in Mec­cah: there seems no bot­tom to the depths of wretched­ness and misery to which the Hindi can des­cend and live.


  A good many pil­grims come from Afgh­anistan and en­joy a very evil re­pute in Mec­cah. They are all known by the name Su­lay­mani, whether true Afghans or of any of the other races in­hab­it­ing the coun­try which is bounded by the fron­ti­ers of Per­sia, the Su­lay­mani range, the Oxus, and Be­luchistan. This name Su­lay­mani is never uttered by an Arab un­less coupled with the epi­thet “harami,” a very com­pre­hens­ive term, which, ap­plied to the Be­dawi, means merely “mur­derer and rob­ber,” a char­ac­ter of which he con­siders him­self justly proud, but ap­plied to the Su­lay­mani it has a diflfer­ent and very much worse sig­ni­fic­a­tion.


  The Malays come in great num­bers, con­sid­er­ing the long sea voy­ages from Java and even farther which they have to ac­com­plish. So far as I could as­cer­tain, the Malay per­man­ent res­id­ents in Mec­cah are lim­ited to but some half-dozen. It is known they never set out on a pil­grim­age without suf­fi­cient funds to en­sure their re­turn, and it has be­come a by­word among the Ar­abs that they never beg, and a com­mon Arab ex­pres­sion, which may be freely trans­lated “No hum­bug in the Malay,” per­fectly de­scribes them. Quiet and fairly hon­our­able in their deal­ings, yet close-fis­ted, they may be called the Scotch­men of the East, and are the most ra­tional of the pil­grims, the only ones who un­der­stand man­aging the can­tan­ker­ous Be­dawin.


  The Negro is to be found here in his proper place, an eas­ily-man­aged, use­ful worker. The Negroes are the port­ers, wa­ter-car­ri­ers, and per­formers of most of the real la­bour in Mec­cah. Happy, healthy, well fed, well clothed (as such things go in Mec­cah), they axe slaves, proud of their mas­ters, in a coun­try where the slave is “hon­oured only after his mas­ter.” Slavery in the East has an el­ev­at­ing in­flu­ence over thou­sands of hu­man be­ings, and but for it hun­dreds of thou­sands of souls must have passed their ex­ist­ence in this world as wild sav­ages, little bet­ter than an­im­als; it, at least, makes men of them, use­ful men too, some­times even su­per­ior men. Could the Arab slave-trade be car­ried on with safety, it might be ex­ecuted more hu­manely; and it would, phil­an­throp­ic­ally speak­ing, do good to many of the hu­man race, far above that heart­lessly cruel coolie trade of In­dia, where the ig­nor­antly cred­u­lous nat­ives are de­luded by hopes never to be ful­filled into trans­port­a­tion half round the globe, to a coun­try from which but few ever re­turn, as they are led to be­lieve they will by prom­ises—a state of things com­pared to which Arab slave-trade is hu­mane in the ex­treme., I have been an over­seer on a sugar plant­a­tion in the West In­dies, where three hun­dred of these cool­ies were em­ployed, help­less droves of strangers in a strange land, worked in a man­ner killing to the feeble Hindi, for the most paltry re­mu­ner­a­tion out of which they must save enough to pay for the re­turn pas­sage. At the very most, one in ten again saw In­dia, and these only the shrewd, in­de­pend­ent and clever ones—ex­cep­tional char­ac­ters among the class of nat­ives from which these cool­ies are draf­ted. It is in that coun­try, too, where that abort­ive pro­duc­tion of the real slave-trade, the civ­il­ised nig­ger, is met: that ob­jec­tion­able char­ac­ter, the “Wut­less Ba­dian,”* might be held up in con­trast to his Mec­can brother, show­ing the nig­ger as he is to be found and the nig­ger as he ought to be. No! my cheer­ful, con­ten­ted slave shall not be seen in such dis­grace­ful com­pany as that de­praved shame­less creature.


  * Worth­less Bardihan.—West In­dian patois.


  Hav­ing been in the heart of the Arab slavery, I may, I hope, be per­mit­ted to of­fer my humble opin­ion on a rather im­port­ant point, with all due de­fer­ence to such of my “most po­tent, grave, and rev­er­end signiors” as I may have the mis­for­tune to dif­fer from. “Are our at­tempts to ab­ol­ish the slave-trade of Ar­a­bia likely to suc­ceed?” “Are they at present pro­du­cing good of any kind?” To both these ques­tions I must an­swer “No”—most em­phat­ic­ally, “No.” While every settled town un­der Turk­ish or nat­ive rule in all wide Ar­a­bia has a slave-mar­ket to be stocked, our greatest ef­forts can but in­crease the de­mand and raise the mar­kets. Wit­ness: a strong male adult might be bought for forty dol­lars four years ago in Mec­cah, and the same will now fetch sixty dol­lars.


  Were our cruis­ers doubled, the weekly land­ing of slaves among the creeks and reefs along the coast of the Hejaz could not be pre­ven­ted. The em­bark­ing on the west­ern shore, the cross­ing and dis­em­bark­ing on the east­ern, need be but the work of three days un­der fa­vour­able cir­cum­stances, of which the Arab slaver knows well how to take ad­vant­age, as some naval men could testify, I think, if tales of more than one suc­cess­ful ruse told me by a Ye­men Arab be true. What was be­fore a le­git­im­ate peace­ful trade has now be­come a dan­ger­ous ad­ven­ture for the pro­curers of slaves, even the most un­scru­pu­lous and dar­ing of their kind, and the ill-treat­ment prac­tised on their car­goes ne­ces­sar­ily in­creases with the danger of car­ry­ing them. A story told me by a Ye­men “jack-tar” will il­lus­trate. A dhow in which he was serving had on board two Negroes; nom­in­ally slaves, who had for five months worked on board the dhow, and who, know­ing when they were well-off, would not have taken their liberty had it been offered them. She was a large Mas­cat ba­beela, bound down the Per­sian Gulf from Aber Shir to Bom­bay. On the day after clear­ing the Straits of Or­muz, in a calm, they sighted an Eng­lish man-of-war steam­ing to­wards them, as they well knew with the in­ten­tion of board­ing. The two Negroes would have been enough to con­demn their craft, which meant ruin to some and mis­for­tune more or less to every man of the crew, so they killed them and threw them over­board; here my in­former re­gret­ted the ne­ces­sity which com­pelled them to this, mainly be­cause they were both very strong men and very hard to kill, blam­ing those “Shaitan” Eng­lish, and bar­ging them in choice Ar­abic, though they did not con­fis­cate his craft; and I have no doubt the lieu­ten­ant and in­ter­preter found everything very sat­is­fact­ory on board her half-an-hour after what must have been rather an ex­cit­ing scene.


  That there are evils in Arab slavery I do not pre­tend to deny, though not af­fect­ing the Negro, once a slave. The ex­act­ing slave-driver is a char­ac­ter wholly un­known in the East, and the slave is pro­tec­ted from the caprice of any cruel mas­ter in that he is trans­fer­able and of money value. The man who would ab­use or in­jure his slave would maim and wil­fully de­teri­or­ate the value of his horse. Whatever the Arab may not know, he most as­suredly knows what is to his own im­me­di­ate in­terest bet­ter than that. And the Negro him­self, though he pos­sesses the moral senses in the merest rudi­ment­ary form, has the in­stincts of self-pre­ser­va­tion from phys­ical hurt most highly de­veloped, and he may through this me­dium be raised from a sav­age, ex­ist­ing only for the mo­ment (a state above which he has not ca­pa­city for if left to him­self), to a prof­it­able mem­ber of so­ci­ety, a strong tract­able worker, the po­s­i­tion Nature seems to have made him to oc­cupy.


  I know of the ab­uses prac­tised in the coun­tries where the slaves are pro­cured, and we must have other Liv­ing­stones ere they will cease, but one step to­wards the abate­ment of them would be the re­call­ing of our po­lice de l’univers from those un­healthy coasts, when la­bour would again be­come al­most a drug in the Arab mar­ket and the traffic as­sume a more mod­er­ate and less bar­bar­ous form. We are at this mo­ment op­pos­ing the im­me­morial cus­toms and re­li­gious prin­ciples of totally dis­tinct and in­de­pend­ent races—cus­toms not only al­most harm­less to all, but ac­tu­ally be­ne­fi­cial to thou­sands—with a sword worthy of An­cient Is­lam it­self. The only ef­fect of this will be to pro­duce per­man­ently a new and hor­rible form of this slave-trade, if it has not already done so, and the ex­pend­ing of thou­sands of pounds and hun­dreds of valu­able lives, for a sen­ti­ment, in do­ing so. Let us hope that those in au­thor­ity will take a reas­on­able view of the mat­ter, and is­sue an­other Slave Cir­cu­lar, ap­plic­able to the pe­cu­li­ar­it­ies of the case, and not meet the fate of the former rap­idly ex­tin­guished spark of of­fi­cial in­tel­li­gence; or, if Eng­land must be in­ter­na­tional mon­itor, then—as the nig­ger says: “If you do a t’ing, do a t’ing”—an­nex Ar­a­bia, blow up Mec­cah, and re­form the world; but don’t con­tinue to fig­ure a petty plun­der­ing pir­ate to the 180,000,000 of its Mo­hammedan in­hab­it­ants.


  I must apo­lo­gise for hav­ing been car­ried off into this tirade, and re­turn calmly to the proper sub­ject of my nar­rat­ive.


  Be­sides these slaves, there are many free Negroes, la­bour­ers and keep­ers of stalls in the bazaars. The at­tend­ants of the Kaa­bah are Negro eu­nuchs, whose du­ties are to keep or­der among the wor­ship­pers, serve out ma­ter­i­als for the trim­ming and light­ing of the lamps to the vo­lun­teers who are never want­ing to per­form these and other like du­ties. The Kaa­bah it­self is washed out once a year by these at­tend­ants alone. They pos­sess a kind of sanc­tity by vir­tue of their of­fice, and carry long wands with which they make very free play among the re­fract­ory or crowding pil­grims, and are ver­it­able jacks-in-of­fice. There is also a scat­ter­ing of Negro pil­grims from most Mo­hammedan coun­tries.*


  * Es­pe­cially Ju­mallis, to whose earn­est, child­ish faith Mo­hammedan­ism is fet­isch.


  The Per­sians move rather un­der a cloud in Mec­cah on ac­count of their un­ortho­dox doc­trines, keep very much to them­selves, and pray to­gether in parties. I be­lieve they nearly all come by land, and many of them on horses which they bring with them. They are ne­ces­sar­ily well con­duc­ted while in Mec­cah, and ap­pear to be a quiet and in­of­fens­ive lot, and are as good hands at a bar­gain as any. There can­not be many Per­sian res­id­ents in Mec­cah, though there are a good many it­in­er­ant deal­ers and spec­u­lat­ors in pre­cious stones and hawkers of dried fruit.


  Maghribis are the Ar­abs of the whole of North Africa, a malodor­ous brawl­ing horde, prin­cip­ally re­mark­able for neg­lect of the prac­tices of their faith, es­pe­cially ablu­tion. The Moor­ish ma­gi­cian ex­ists (but let us hope, for the credit of the Ori­ental nov­el­ist, in a very de­gen­er­ate form), and a great deal of faith is placed in the charms these Maghribis pro­fess to work, es­pe­cially by the Hindis. I my­self un­der­went an ex­or­cism, for the cur­ing of a large boil on my fore­head, at the hands of a hoary old thief, re­com­men­ded to me by the “third war­rior.” It con­sisted in squeez­ing and strok­ing my head and shoulders, at the same time mut­ter­ing in­cant­a­tions with closed eyes and many minor ges­tic­u­la­tions, draw­ing mys­tic signs and strange devices mingled with the writ­ten names of God and Mo­hammed on a small piece of pa­per, then soak­ing it in a solu­tion of com­mon salt (so far as I could make out) with which I af­ter­wards washed the boil; and I must re­cord here either as a co­in­cid­ence or a curi­ous res­ult, that the swell­ing cer­tainly did sub­side without break­ing in about three days, when I was ob­liged to ad­mit it cured and pay one dol­lar as agreed.


  I have given the Syr­i­ans a place in the list, but they are only dis­tinct from many oth­ers in that they come from Syria. I have not been to Dam­as­cus, but should ima­gine the pop­u­la­tion there must present al­most as het­ero­gen­eous a col­lec­tion, and as many vari­et­ies of the hu­man race, as Mec­cah it­self. Among the Syr­i­ans I must not omit to men­tion the sword-sharpen­ers, num­bers of whom are to be seen fol­low­ing , their trade in the bazaars of Mec­cah dur­ing the pil­grim sea­son. They bring their some­what large knife-grind­ing ma­chines on their backs from Syria, their only “im­ped­i­menta.”


  The Be­dawi in Mec­cah is very much out of his ele­ment. He slinks about with a hang-dog, sur­prised look, and re­turns the push and curse of the Turk­ish sol­dier with a sulky scowl. The mean-spir­ited Bengali, who would go into a nervous par­oxysm if he met the Be­dawi in the desert, crowds past him in the bazaar with im­pun­ity, though the Be­dawi is, I can as­sure you, a very dif­fer­ent cus­tomer at home.


  Tar­tars and Bokhar­ans—power­ful, well-built races of very large men with Rus­sian com­plex­ions and rosy cheeks—come the whole pil­grim­age on foot from the most re­mote parts of Cent­ral Asia, some oc­cupy­ing five and six months on the jour­ney. They per­form all minor pil­grim­ages most as­sidu­ously, and are never to be seen rid­ing don­keys on such oc­ca­sions as other pil­grims. They go about en­vel­oped in their thick wool­len gar­ments on the most scorch­ing day in the desert, and are as dirty as any oth­ers or dirtier.


  The last on the list are the non­des­cript rabble from China, the West Coast of Africa or Rus­sia, and wild Dar­waysh sav­ages from God knows where. The Dar­way­shes are not to be con­foun­ded with the pro­fes­sional beg­gar or pau­per pil­grims; they are bona fide re­li­gious men­dic­ants, passing their lives in prayer and de­vo­tion, sub­sist­ing en­tirely on char­ity, and hav­ing no home; to ab­use or hit one of these would be a most un­holy act. They dress in as re­mark­able and ec­cent­ric a man­ner as they can, and be­have out­rageously; most of them af­fect­ing mad­ness. A Negro Dar­waysh, with his am­u­lets of talis­mans and rel­ics, and fes­toons of knuckle-bones, stones, and rags, would fetch en­tire the value of his full weight in a mar­ine store-shop. All of them carry a staff, and a half gourd which they thrust for­ward to high and low for alms; and he would be a bad Mo­hammedan who would re­fuse to give at least some­thing, be it ever so small, to one of these when so­li­cited. These with their com­pan­ions in the list may be dis­posed of in two words—mangy mon­grels.


  Hav­ing now reached the bot­tom of the scale of hu­man­ity, I will, while my hand is in, pass on to—I am afraid I can­not in justice to the brutes say down­wards to—a de­scrip­tion of the re­main­ing an­imal life to be found in Mec­cah.


  
CHAPTER V.


  The Re­main­ing An­imal And Ve­get­able Life And Mec­cah It­self.


  The camel has no hump. Well, not ex­actly that; but the hard-worked, ill-con­di­tioned camel of the Hejaz has very little hump, a mere slight el­ev­a­tion of the dorsal ridge, more thickly clothed with wool than the rest of the body, over which the saddle fits. The saddle is a long bag of coarse sack­ing about the thick­ness of a large pil­low and twice the length of the camel’s back; when put on it is doubled round above the tail and the ends kept to­gether at the shoulders by a wooden fix­ture con­struc­ted much on the same prin­ciple as our pack-saddles. This huge un­gainly brute is en­dowed with a stu­pid­ity and help­less­ness per­fectly pi­ti­able, and its tem­per is diabol­ical. While be­ing laden it gives vent to spum­ing, splut­ter­ing, bel­lows and whines not un­like what the roars of an en­raged croupous lion might be sup­posed to be. I never re­call to my mind a camel, but I pic­ture it bit­ing, or try­ing to bite some­thing, an op­er­a­tion for which its pe­cu­liar dental ar­range­ment well ad­apts it. It never loses an op­por­tun­ity of bit­ing any­thing it dares bite, and it dares bite any­thing but a Be­dawi: some will even oc­ca­sion­ally ven­ture a sly nibble at their mas­ters, by whom they are bru­tally treated. They are sel­dom to be seen without saddle sores, raw ul­cers as of­ten cov­er­ing a sur­face of feet as inches, and they al­ways die in har­ness. Though the camel if al­lowed will drink freely twice a day, I have my­self rid­den them three days from wa­ter to wa­ter, dur­ing which their great suf­fer­ings were most evid­ently ex­hib­ited. In some places the road, over an oth­er­wise track­less plain, was lit­er­ally marked out by lines of their bleached skel­et­ons; many hun­dreds of which I have seen, and have of­ten pulled the huge bones apart. The camel’s pace in cara­van is about two-and-a-half miles an hour, and a fair load a quarter of a ton; they may be hired for one-and-a-half dol­lars a day. This hire var­ies some­what with cir­cum­stances, and the av­er­age price of a camel ranges from thirty dol­lars to sixty dol­lars, but there are, of course, fancy prices given for first-rate an­im­als. The Turk­ish Gov­ern­ment use the Egyp­tian camel, which is a third and much stronger vari­ety than either of the Hejaz camels, though I have been told it has not the same en­dur­ance. Al­to­gether camels are more nu­mer­ous in the Hejaz than in any other part of the East to which I have been. I es­tim­ated, so far as such a thing was pos­sible, that there could not have been less than sixty thou­sand as­sembled on the plain of Ara­fat on the day of the cel­eb­ra­tion there.


  The Hejaz can scarcely be called a coun­try of horses at all, as there are few to be found other than those of the Turk­ish moun­ted troops. These are the well-known hardy little Ar­abs, good horses at their worst. They are never groomed, and they are badly shod; their hoofs are not pared, and con­sequently present some curi­ous mal­form­a­tions—but that Nature has given the Arab an ab­nor­mally per­fect foot, the cor­onet or pastern might be the point of con­tact with the ground. “No frog; no foot” is most as­suredly not one of the many saws com­mon to both East and West, for here when the shoe, which is a flat plate of iron with a small hole in the centre, is re­moved, it in­vari­ably dis­closes the frog in a high state of de­cay. There are a few horses of the finer Arab kinds be­long­ing to rich Ar­abs. A good Mec­can gen­tle­man’s rid­ing-horse can be pur­chased for one hun­dred dol­lars. A few horses—a very few.


  I think I saw three—are owned by the Be­dawin, and they must be hardy brutes in­deed to live at all un­der the treat­ment they ex­per­i­ence. The marked traits of the Hejaz horse gen­er­ally are its in­ab­il­ity to trot or leap, its even tem­pera­ment, steady nerve, and a knack of ly­ing down with you like a camel, after hav­ing been kept stand­ing for a time.


  The don­key of the Hejaz is, I think, pe­cu­liar to that coun­try. I am not aware that I have seen the vari­ety any­where else; it is totally dif­fer­ent from the Egyp­tian. In form it may be said to take the place among don­keys of the Flem­ish horse among horses; ex­ceed­ingly power­ful to look at, but with this dif­fer­ence—it is a “good ’un to go,” and very will­ing, though, like most don­keys, it “steers aft.” Its col­our is white, with the black mark­ings very clearly defined. A good don­key may be bought for about thirty dol­lars. Cara­vans of them between Mec­cah and Jed­dah start nightly after sun­set, and reach their des­tin­a­tion be­fore day­light, a dis­tance of over forty miles, either car­ry­ing men or heav­ily laden. Don­keys are said to last three years at this work, and when no longer fit for it, are val­ued very highly as private rid­ing don­keys, on ac­count of the work­ing habits they have ac­quired. There is also a small black vari­ety, not nearly so com­mon as the white one. I saw no don­keys in the Hejaz with rough coats, or of the com­mon mouse col­our.


  The mule, al­ways by large jack­asses, is a very fine an­imal here, and though the mare is sel­dom over four­teen hands, the mule of­ten stands that height. I was told of a jack­ass in Med­i­nah as big as a horse, but did not see it when I was there, though I have seen them in Mec­cah very big in­deed.


  I saw no cows or oxen of any kind, but was told they ex­is­ted. I am in­clined to ac­count for this on the sup­pos­i­tion that they are a trans­par­ent de­scrip­tion of lean kine, brows­ing, as they must, on a pas­tur­age of sand, small stones, and dead goose­berry bushes; the more so as the sheep and goats which I did see can be called little more than semi-opaque, and might be driven about the dark lanes of Mec­cah at night, with lighted candles in­side them, to ad­vant­age.


  There are many vari­et­ies of sheep and goats in the Hejaz—close-haired, straight-homed sheep like goats, and woolly, curly-horned goats like sheep, so that the mass of fat round the root of the tail in the sheep is really the only dis­tin­guish­ing mark; this not un­usu­ally weighs as much as six or eight pounds. The price of a sheep or goat ranges, ac­cord­ing to its size and con­di­tion, from one dol­lar to five dol­lars.


  All the do­mestic an­im­als are branded, the horses and sheep mod­er­ately, but camels and don­keys are some­times seamed and scarred from head to foot in all man­ner of fanci­ful devices most pain­ful to see, re­mind­ing one of peri­ods of tor­ture through which the an­im­als must have passed. I have seen a Be­dawi en­gaged for more than an hour on the skin of a camel with a red-hot iron.


  Can­ine scav­engers are as nu­mer­ous and in­ter­est­ing in Mec­cah as in Con­stantinople or any­where else in the East, and not­with­stand­ing their num­bers, the great heat, and scarcity of wa­ter, ra­bies is al­most un­known. I heard vague ru­mours of a hunt­ing-dog to be found in the coun­try, but never came across it.


  Cats abound, and are lank, large-eared, and small-headed.


  The mon­keys in this coun­try are, without ex­cep­tion, the most grot­esque, quaint little creatures of their kind. I once came upon a pack of about five of these dog­like little mon­keys on Jebel Nur, and found them very tame, though much too wide awake to al­low them­selves to be caught. Stor­ies told by the Ar­abs of their thiev­ing and im­it­at­ive propensit­ies en­tirely lack point, un­less you grant the beasts, as a mat­ter of course, great reas­on­ing powers. I know it is uni­ver­sally ac­cep­ted as a fact that mon­keys can talk, but will not, for fear they should be made to work; though I be­lieve this to be but badly au­then­tic­ated by the un­sup­por­ted evid­ence of only one sailor, who stated that he roas­ted a live mon­key in an oven till it cried out, “Could any mor­tal man stand this?” How­ever, be it known, on the in­dis­put­able au­thor­ity of an “in­tel­li­gent nat­ive,” that a sage Shaykh of Ar­a­bia sat­is­fact­or­ily settled that ques­tion; ages ago when mon­keys could talk, which they can­not do now. One Shaykh Ali brought twelve mon­keys into a yard—you are to sup­pose these a primal Shaykh and primal mon­keys, the pro­gen­it­ors of all Shaykhs and all mon­keys: (this is a very fa­vour­ite ground­work to any piece of thor­oughly re­li­able East­ern his­tory). Well, Shaykh Ali went up to the first of the dozen mon­keys and point­ing to a stone, ad­dressed it some­thing in this style: “Now then, I want you to move along that stone, or, much as I may re­gret it, I shall have to make a de­cap­it­ated ape of you; come, walk round, ex­hibit, show the ladies your agil­ity, Al­ham­d­ulel­lahe Hurry up Al­lahu Ak­bar.” But the art­ful beast re­mained in­at­tent­ive and ap­par­ently pre­oc­cu­pied—a way they have. Quoth the Shaykh: “My con­vic­tion is that that’s al­to­gether too lo­gical a lie. Bis­mil­lah!” and whipped off its head, and so on through the lot till he came to the twelfth, an en­ceinte lady he had con­sid­er­ately spared till last, which got up and walked away with the stone without be­ing asked; ex­plain­ing that now it was the last of its race it did not mind con­fess­ing it could talk, but swore that the ac­com­plish­ment should die with it. “May dogs defy your great-grand­mother’s beard!” said the Shaykh. “Cer­tainly,” said the mon­key; but it taught none of its pro­geny the fac­ulty of speech. I won­der if it is true! There are a great many of these little ba­boons kept as pets in Mec­cah; some­times they are tied in the door­ways and make very good gate­keep­ers; there could be few things much more amus­ing than to see one of these little men ob­ject­ing to a stranger. I can un­der­stand their hav­ing been quite “the rage” at Jer­u­s­alem in So­lomon’s time.


  Rats and mice swarm.


  There are eagles in the coun­try, as a Be­dawi once tried to sell me a large pair of wings; and hawks of many spe­cies are nu­mer­ous.


  Vul­tures and kites wheel in circles over all in­hab­ited loc­al­it­ies, or share the car­rion, of which there is no lack, with the ravens and crows.


  Fowls are plen­ti­ful, though eggs are rather dear, sel­dom be­ing less than a pi­astre for four.


  Desert grouse, part­ridges, and quails are brought to the bazaars by Be­dawi chil­dren, who snare them and knock them over with sticks.


  Blue-rock pi­geons are to be seen here in large num­bers such as are prob­ably not to be met with else­where. I amused my­self for some time by count­ing smal­ler flocks and com­par­ing them with lar­ger, so es­tim­at­ing the num­ber to be seen at one time in the Haram, which could not have been less than between five and six thou­sand. They are so tame that they feed freely from the hand. The reason of this ex­treme fear­less­ness is that they are held to be al­most sac­red, more so than any other Mec­can an­imal (un­less, per­haps, the swal­low). They are con­sidered the prop­erty of the Haram, and are, I be­lieve, never killed.*


  * I heard no reason given for the spe­cial fa­vour shown to these birds, and sup­pose that they, shar­ing with all other Mec­can creatures a com­mon im­munity from harm, have by their nature merely ac­com­mod­ated them­selves in the way they have to the fa­vour­able cir­cum­stances.


  I have oc­ca­sion­ally gone out into the Haram to feed these birds, after the man­ner of the pil­grims, who pur­chase bas­kets of mixed and dam­aged grain sold for the pur­pose. The mo­ment you leave the pave­ment you be­come the vor­tex of a re­volving storm of pi­geons, the air tak­ing a leaden hue above and about you, while the view is com­pletely ob­scured by the cloud of birds, and the grain is whisked out of your bas­ket, and your clothes whirled about by the wind from their wings. The noise is deaf­en­ing, and you are glad to empty your bas­ket and es­cape. Or I have some­times sat down in the middle of the tur­moil, and let the birds light on me and struggle over me, the ground for yards round paved two or three deep with their flut­ter­ing bod­ies; when the grain is fin­ished they dis­perse over the square or to the neigh­bour­ing bazaars. I ob­served among these birds a num­ber of in­ter­est­ing vari­et­ies curi­ously like our com­moner do­mestic vari­et­ies. My at­ten­tion was called to this, shortly after my ar­rival in Mec­cah, by see­ing a jac­obin-look­ing spe­ci­men, which I af­ter­wards saw al­ways in the same flock, as I knew by the num­ber of birds com­pos­ing it. This bird I at first sup­posed to be dis­tinct, but I af­ter­wards as­cer­tained that no pi­geons were to be found in the dis­trict other than wild ones; and in­deed where every house has its sit­ting bird in some room or an­other (in one room I saw as many as five nests with eggs or young ones in them, on niches placed high up in the wall ap­par­ently for that pur­pose); any at­tempt to in­tro­duce a per­man­ent vari­ety would be a fail­ure, as it would soon be ab­sorbed into the more nu­mer­ous stock. I saw many in which the bars on the wings and tail were single, re­duced to a mere blotch on one or two feath­ers, or ab­sent al­to­gether; while a straw­berry tinge across the back is not at all un­com­mon. The tum­bling pe­cu­li­ar­ity of one of our pi­geons is to be seen, and ap­pears to be used as a means of sud­denly stop­ping to alight dur­ing swift flight. As these birds have ex­is­ted in their present state prob­ably for cen­tur­ies, such vari­et­ies can scarcely res­ult from oc­ca­sional tem­por­ary in­tro­duc­tions of dis­tinct kinds, and are more likely to have been de­veloped nat­ur­ally in the con­di­tion in which the birds live.


  The swal­lows are held in the greatest re­gard, and are al­lowed to build in the Haram. The beau­ti­ful Sara­cenic arch, about fifty feet high, form­ing the Gate of Ab­ra­ham, is com­pletely dis­figured by the masses of mud com­pos­ing clusters of their nests. This re­spect for the swal­lows is held on ac­count of a be­lief that they were the in­stru­ments by which Mec­cah was saved from an Abyssin­ian army in the same year as Mo­hammed’s birth. The tra­di­tion is that God sent these birds with three small stones each, one in the beak and two in the claws, which they dropped on the heads of the Abyssin­i­ans, and which mi­ra­cu­lously pen­et­rated the bod­ies of men and ele­phants to the ground till only one of the in­vaders was left alive, who fled back to his own coun­try, and had just fin­ished telling the news to his king when one of the swal­lows, which he had ob­served fol­low­ing him over­head from Mec­cah, dropped its stone and killed him.


  It oc­curred to me, as a pos­sible ex­plan­a­tion, that if a swal­low had been seen to drop one of the particles of mud they carry to make their nests, this, to­gether with a sud­den panic, might have given rise to a fic­tion that would have been quite a solid found­a­tion for such a piece of his­tory in the East, but I have since come across the sub­joined note in Syed Ameer Ali’s “Life of Ma­hommed” (Wil­li­ams and Nor­gate. Lon­don, 1873).*


  *The ac­count of this event ex­em­pli­fies well how le­gends grow among un­cul­tured na­tions. The in­vaders were des­troyed by some pes­ti­len­tial epi­demic, prob­ably small-pox; and the word al-hasa­hat, which sig­ni­fies “pus­tules,” also sig­ni­fy­ing “small stones,” the ori­gin of the le­gend that the army was des­troyed by stones showered from heaven can eas­ily be traced.


  To the state­ment in the note at the foot of page 116, I may add that if a Se­poy army were to en­camp in the val­ley of Mec­cah to-mor­row it would be quite in the or­din­ary course if a week hence it had not a man cap­able of do­ing “sen­try go” from pus­tules—the Mec­cah dis­ease which I have already al­luded to.


  The above tra­di­tion had ma­tured into its present form, and was re­cor­ded dur­ing the life of Mo­hammed as a fact.


  The cos­mo­pol­itan little house-spar­row twit­ters on your win­dow-sill here, as where does it not?


  A few small birds of the fly-catcher fam­ily are to be found in the desert.


  Snakes are all over the coun­try, though nowhere very nu­mer­ous or large; some are very venom­ous in­deed. One of our party was bit­ten on the toe by one which had es­caped; by the man’s de­scrip­tion of its ap­pear­ance it was a yel­low-and-black spot­ted slender snake, about eight­een inches long, and he al­most suc­cumbed to the bite, re­main­ing in­sens­ible for about three hours, nor did he re­cover the shock for some weeks.


  There are a few large liz­ards among the rocks; and a little yel­low fel­low who fre­quents the houses amused me for what would have been many a weary hour, watch­ing him hunt­ing flies on the ceil­ing.


  Scor­pi­ons, tarantu­las, spiders, centi­pedes, and all creep­ing creatures, abound.


  Cock­roaches an inch-and-a-half long may be brought to bay in any comer, or stalk past you with a con­temp­tu­ous wave of a three-inch an­tenna.


  Clouds of lo­custs cross the coun­try at times, and are al­ways more or less abund­ant. The Ar­abs eat them, the chil­dren look­ing upon them as a great treat, buy­ing half­penny-worths of the men who hawk them about the streets in bas­kets very sug­gest­ive of shrimps, to which they do bear a dis­tant re­semb­lance, both in the shape of their bod­ies, their great per­cent­age of legs and spines, and in taste, which is rather fishy and very oily. I gave them a fair trial, but could not bring my­self to like them, apart from the idea they are not good eat­ing. I was told the Ar­abs caught them by set­ting fire to the dry ve­get­a­tion over which they were fly­ing, or among which they had alighted, and so suf­foc­at­ing them by camel-loads. When caught in this way they re­ceive no other cook­ing than the slight scorch­ing and smoking of the light fire into which they fall.


  The honey of wild bees is to be bought in the bazaars for about five pi­astres a pound.


  A few but­ter­flies; are to be met with in the sylvan (?) dis­tricts, and moth doth cor­rupt “the worst kind” in the urban.


  Car­rion flies of every de­scrip­tion are a pest in Mec­cah, though not equalling the per­petual fly plague of Egypt.*


  * Prob­ably the flies in­ocu­late the straugei with the Mec­cah dis­ease, as the sores only ap­pear on the skin of the un­covered parts of the body.


  
    Mos­qui­toes are trouble­some, but there are many worse places than Mec­cah for mos­qui­toes, so I will not ask my most in­cred­u­lous reader to “strain at my gnat.”


    All other car­ni­vor­ous, man-eat­ing in­ver­teb­rates in­fest the place, and rare feed­ing-ground they find it.


    This fin­ishes the some­what lim­ited fauna of Mec­cah, nor do I think I have omit­ted to men­tion a single creature that came un­der my no­tice.


    The flora is not quite so lim­ited as the fauna.


    Though the gen­eral ap­pear­ance of the coun­try is bare rock or sandy desert, there is no part ab­so­lutely without a little ve­get­a­tion. In some places there are large sa­van­nahs of coarse grass like long stubble, and in oth­ers small jungles of gorse and broom-like growths (not in the least like gorse or broom on close in­spec­tion, only present­ing the same ap­pear­ance in the land­scape)—all good graz­ing for camels, for the camel munches greed­ily large mouth­fuls of desert thorns, the spikes of which make stilet­toes used for em­broid­er­ing, and com­pared to which a white brier in Decem­ber would be a lus­cious morsel, a birch-broom a del­ic­ate tid-bit.


    In the most arid and rocky parts small stun­ted shrubs crop up here and there, enough to sup­port a few sheep and goats; among these an ab­syn­th­ine plant, one of the fa­vour­ite ad­orn­ments of the filthy fakir, de­serves men­tion for its re­mark­ably sweet scent and de­light­fully fresh green­ness. The whole of the sur­round­ing coun­try is dot­ted over with widely-dis­persed spots of most thor­ough fer­til­ity where al­most any­thing can be grown—wheat, dates, apples, or or­anges. These places are as­sidu­ously cul­tiv­ated, and send a great vari­ety of fruit to the mar­ket.


    The wa­ter-mel­ons and pomegranates are per­haps the best in the world. One kind of pomegranate has the seeds so soft that they may be eaten with pleas­ure. A much-worn green dye is pro­cured by a simple pro­cess from the skin of the pomegranate. This col­our in Mec­cah is not worn ex­clus­ively by the Kur­aysh,* nor is it looked upon as the mark of a three-pil­grim­age pil­grim, as has been said by some writer.


    * Des­cend­ants of the fam­ily of Mo­hammed.


    Ve­get­ables are dear, though nearly every kind but pota­toes and cab­bages is grown.


    The thorny aca­cia and tam­ar­isk sup­ply fire­wood and small tim­ber. Beams and rafters are made of the split trunk of the date tree, and laths for roof­ing from its fronds.


    I sup­pose I should be do­ing some­thing un­pre­ced­en­ted were I to write a book, how­ever small, on Ar­a­bia and say noth­ing about dates; and I ad­mit my­self rather puzzled to think of some­thing to say about them that every­body does not know. Dates are the staple art­icle of food in Mec­cah, though bread runs them very close. Still I have scarcely ever seen bread eaten without dates, and I have of­ten seen dates eaten without bread; so dates may be al­lowed to be the staff of life here. There are many kinds; but of whatever qual­ity, they are a trifle dearer than the same would be in Lon­don. At times, and in places, the streets of Mec­cah are al­most laid with date-stones. Pain­ful-look­ing old wo­men and miser­able Hindi beg­gars gather these and sell them, for they have, in quant­it­ies, a con­sid­er­able value, be­ing about the most nu­tri­tious fod­der the coun­try af­fords for milch-camels or sheep; a few hours’ soak­ing in wa­ter soften­ing them so as to be eas­ily mas­tic­ated. The largest and best-col­oured stones are care­fully sor­ted out and sold to be turned on the lathe into rather pretty beads. Mec­cah pro­du­cing noth­ing it­self de­pends on ex­ternal sources even for its dates.


    Most of the gar­dens are said to lie in the dir­ec­tion of Tayf, a town three days’ jour­ney east of Mec­cah, which I did not visit. It is the san­at­orium of Mec­cah, where many of the rich Mec­cans spend the months of Au­gust and Septem­ber (the sea­son at Tayf), “liv­ing on grapes and honey among cool breezes,” as I heard it put. Be­sides the pro­duce of Ar­a­bia great quant­it­ies of fruit and ve­get­ables are im­por­ted from Egypt, and tim­ber from Burmah.


    Though I do not know the mast from the gun in geo­logy, so to speak, a man must in­deed have gone through a coun­try like this blind­fold not to have ob­served the won­der­fully rapid changes in the sur­face of the land so palp­ably in pro­cess un­der your very eyes. If the reader re­mem­bers, on our way to Mec­cah, we jour­neyed over some twenty-eight miles of sandy plain, from the sea to the be­gin­ning of a rocky re­gion. This bor­der ex­tends up and down the en­tire coast of the Hejaz, and is, on a fair av­er­age, about thirty miles across.


    I have at dif­fer­ent times trav­elled over prob­ably four hun­dred miles of this part of the coun­try, and found it every­where of the nature of a dry sea-beach. On en­ter­ing this most un­prom­ising desert from in­land, be­fore you are five miles past the last ridge of rock, you will pick up a de­cayed frag­ment of the shell of some flinty old bi­valve, and ere long you will find your­self passing over beds of bleached and rot­ten sea-shells. Turn your camel from the beaten track, and there will be a crunch­ing un­der foot as though walk­ing over “af­ter­noon-tea” cups. As you ad­vance over this all but per­fectly bar­ren waste, you will find every­where sim­ilar in­dic­a­tions, im­mense tracts of large wa­ter-worn pebbles, or ditto of small shingle and tiny shells set to a hard­ness like con­glom­er­ate rock; and, overly­ing these, an­other fea­ture will be miles in area of dusty shift­ing sand, stirred up by the light­est breeze; or at the bot­tom of some gentle long un­du­la­tion you may come upon a crust of fine light clay two or three inches thick—a greasy yel­low slough yes­ter­day in the shower, and in the solar oven of to-day baked hard as pot, cracked and seamed like the enamel on old china, with all the little seg­ments loosened from their beds and some of them curled up into pos­it­ive drain-pipes. In such places the camels have “a hard road to travel,” for, when it is wet, they slip and sprawl about on it and of­ten sprain them­selves badly, and when dry the hard curled-up cakes break un­der their weight and cut their feet. In either case, if lamed so as to be un­able to keep up with the rest, “their throats are cut to save their lives.” As you draw nearer to the sea the shells be­come no­tice­ably harder and have not the mother-o’-pearl scaled off them, and you may tra­verse hard black marly patches covered with a white sa­line ef­flor­es­cence like hoar-frost. Even here some­thing will grow. Every two or three hun­dred yards a little green plant, an inch or two high, or small bed of vi­olet-flowered vetches, quite start­ling as seen be­neath your camel on the eye re­turn­ing from glar­ing pain­fully over a hot waste of glit­ter­ing plain with noth­ing more sub­stan­tial to ob­struct the view than a few curl­ing sand-pil­lars flit­ting about an un­cer­tain ho­ri­zon in little whirl­winds. These are al­ways most nu­mer­ous on the hot­test days, when the dis­com­fort is too great to ad­mit of your tak­ing any in­terest in them; but if seen to­wards even­ing their rapid move­ments and chan­ging forms may be watched with great in­terest, and you may chance to see the de­scrip­tion of the poet real­ised:


     


    
      Be­fore my dreamy eye

      Stretches the desert with its shift­ing sand,

      Its un­im­peded sky.

      

      And, borne aloft by the sus­tain­ing blast,

      This little golden thread

      Dilates into a column high and vast,

      A form of fear and dread.

      

      And on­ward, and across the set­ting sun,

      Across the bound­less plain.

      The column and its broader shadow run,

      Till thought pur­sues in vain.


       


      Long­fel­low.

    


     


    I can­not swear that I ever did reach the sea, ex­cept at Jed­dah, not hav­ing ac­tu­ally felt the wa­ter else­where; and at the other points on the coast, where I came nearest to it, sand­pits and grow­ing reefs blen­ded into shal­lows and re­treat­ing creeks in such a way that there was really no defined junc­tion of land and wa­ter; and be­sides, in places like this, the mirage is so con­stant and plays such ex­traordin­ary freaks that a man would be a fool to be­lieve his eyes.


    So much for the su­per­fi­cial de­pos­its of the coast, a good deal of which is not geo­logy, I am afraid, and has led me wan­der­ing from Mec­cah. The nature of the strata!—save the mark!—its rocks are about as much strat­i­fied as are the vari­ous com­pon­ents in a bowl of Scotch broth. For the ma­ter­i­als of which the hills about Mec­cah are com­posed, I sup­pose there is not a pos­sible min­eral com­bin­a­tion, plutonic, meta­morphic, or erupt­ive, of which a spe­ci­men could not be pro­cured from the hills of Mec­cah. How a geo­lo­gist would revel in it! A mangled limb of old mother earth, com­pound com­min­uted frac­ture, bones pro­trud­ing, ex­pos­ing the very mar­row of the world; or bet­ter, call them skel­et­ons of moun­tains, around you on every side pile after pile of na­ked rocky ribs fall­ing apart, crum­bling to pieces as you look at them, bury­ing them­selves in their own debris, fant­astic ru­ins, the sides clothed with frag­ments of them­selves, to be cast off only to make room for oth­ers and help to swell the level plain, creep­ing stead­ily up like an ocean tide. Of all the coun­tries in the world in which I have been I have be­held not con­di­tions so fa­vour­able for rapid dis­in­teg­ra­tion of rock as the sud­den ex­tremes of heat and cold of this part of Ar­a­bia, and I never (not even in an earth­quake) so fully real­ised hav­ing seen Nature at work as when I felt I had caught her in the act, re­du­cing those iron rocks. I have slept at night on them: I may here men­tion in passing that I should be very much sur­prised if it had been re­cor­ded of Jacob, that he, sim­il­arly situ­ated, did not have a bad dream, “pace” of the ser­i­ous reader. I have lain on those rocks on a chilly night and heard them crack and felt the dust from them fall on my face.


    Sit­ting one day on a hill about one hun­dred and fifty feet high, per­haps a mile or so to the west of Mec­cah, half round the base of which passes a road called the Sul­tan’s Road, I no­ticed on the plain be­low a form­a­tion which struck me as very curi­ous and set me spec­u­lat­ing. All along the side of the road op­pos­ite to the hill, from the point where the road first touched the hill to the point where it left it—a dis­tance of about four hun­dred yards—ex­ten­ded as sym­met­rical a stone-heap as ever lay by the side of an Eng­lish high­way, but of Brobd­ing­na­gian pro­por­tions, about fif­teen feet high and fifty feet across; between it and the hill ran a smooth beaten camel-path wide enough for two laden camels to pass one an­other.


    I soon guessed the way in which this stone-heap had been made. Be­dawin, as they walk along lead­ing their camels, throw out of the path all stones over a cer­tain size which would be likely to hurt the feet of the camels if trod­den on by them un­ex­pec­tedly, and in this way this vast heap had been formed. To prove it I took the trouble to push a few stones down into the road, and the very next Be­dawi who came past gave me the sat­is­fac­tion of see­ing him do a share in a pub­lic work of col­lect­ing all the pieces of stone lar­ger than a wal­nut that fell from the hill, and de­pos­it­ing them in a heap by them­selves. If, as its name seems to im­ply, this road has been made since the Turk­ish oc­cu­pa­tion of the Hejaz, the hill, other things con­sidered, looks to have shed about one-tenth of its en­tire bulk in three hun­dred years.


    Of the many other in­ter­est­ing work­ings of Nature on an un­usual scale in this coun­try, I have seen a sand-storm, by form­ing drifts, al­ter a land­scape in a few hours; and the trit­ur­at­ing ac­tion on the rocks of this sand—with which the air is so loaded dur­ing any fresh breeze as to give the ap­pear­ance of a yel­low fog—is very con­sid­er­able, as all the harder nod­ules of stone ly­ing in the val­leys are roun­ded on their up­per sur­faces, as though wa­ter-worn from this cause.


    A rain-storm raised the val­ley of Mec­cah six inches (of which a de­scrip­tion will be given in due course). I have seen a mound of sand one hun­dred feet high in the open desert, for which I could not ac­count, un­less it were a ten­able the­ory that it had ac­cu­mu­lated round some such nuc­leus as the growths over a spot fer­til­ised by a dead body.


    But now I think enough has been said to il­lus­trate the ex­traordin­ary rate at which geo­lo­gic change goes on over the sur­face of this coun­try, and pos­sibly to pre­pare you to agree that “Ar­aby the Blest” may not have been quite such a fab­ulous coun­try after all. Say five thou­sand years ago, after hav­ing passed through the first stages of nat­ural change in which, as geo­lo­gists tell us, the finer soil form­ing particles from the rocks would have been brought down to the well-watered lower levels, might it not be in ac­cord­ance with sci­entific prin­ciples if Ar­a­bia had been a coun­try of richly fer­tile val­leys?—how much so may be judged from the al­most rank pro­duct­ive­ness of any place where the wa­ter is not too deeply bur­ied un­der sand and stones even at this day.


    I will not say how rich I be­lieve the Hejaz to be in metals, be­cause, un­der­stand­ing noth­ing of min­er­alogy, my opin­ion would be worth little. I know, how­ever, as a mat­ter of fact, that gold is pro­cured by the Be­dawin, and that there is in Mec­cah a large sale of pre­cious stones which are found in the coun­try; moreover, the Ar­a­bia of the an­cients is also the Ar­a­bia of the Scrip­tures—then why should these con­cur­rent testi­mon­ies be doubted? For my part I think it most likely that the gar­dens and lakes of Ar­a­bia have, in the course of nature and dur­ing the his­toric era, been bur­ied un­der the ru­ins of its moun­tains. The of­ten-quoted ex­plan­a­tion, which ac­counts for the dif­fer­ence between the Ar­a­bia of to-day and the Ar­a­bia known to So­lomon,, and de­scribed by the an­cients on the sup­pos­i­tion that they were de­sign­edly misled by the Egyp­tians and Phoen­i­cians, who them­selves traded only in the wealth of In­dia, seems to me to be ut­terly feeble.


    The dol­lar called “riyal,” in which I have given all the prices, is, with the Eng­lish pound (called “jinni”) and the Turk­ish pi­astre, the stand­ard cur­rency of the coun­try: though every gold and sil­ver coin known can be read­ily changed. The most com­mon and most pre­ferred dol­lar is the Aus­trian Maria Theresa, and I no­ticed that al­though they were all dated about 1790, such a great pro­por­tion of them looked new, that I fancy they must have been struck since that date, if they are not now be­ing coined some­where. The only cop­per coins cur­rent are the Turk­ish pi­astre and parts of a pi­astre, so that as pil­grims bring only gold and sil­ver, they find a great scarcity of small change, and the shop­keep­ers can re­fuse to sell if you of­fer to pay with a coin worth more than three times the value of the art­icle to be pur­chased. The money-changers charge an un­vary­ing rate of a half pi­astre in the dol­lar.


    The shops are of the or­din­ary East­ern de­scrip­tion. A low plat­form fa­cing the street, on which samples of the wares are ex­posed, be­hind which the dealer sits in a room con­tain­ing the bulk of his mer­chand­ise. The bazaars do not fol­low the rule, as in other East­ern coun­tries, of all shops in the same line of busi­ness be­ing col­lec­ted in the same loc­al­ity; the or­der be­ing of­tener—a dealer in European com­mod­it­ies, a fruit­erer, a baker, and a gun­smith, or any­thing else, the butchers be­ing the only deal­ers who stick to a par­tic­u­lar mar­ket-place. All things con­sidered, or­der and hon­esty are kept up to a won­der­ful de­gree in Mec­cah, theft be­ing not nearly so com­mon as might be ex­pec­ted. No in­dic­a­tions of fe­male prof­ligacy are pub­licly ob­serv­able, and, apart from ex­ist­ing le­gis­lat­ive pro­hib­i­tions, would not in­deed be tol­er­ated by the pil­grims. Spir­its or wine are not to be pro­cured by the un­ini­ti­ated out­sider, though I did meet with one ad­ven­tur­ous Egyp­tian spec­u­lator, who was mak­ing a good thing out of Eau-de-Co­logne, selling it as a “medi­cine for head or heart ache,” to be taken in­tern­ally; un­til it was dis­covered to be a spirit, when all his stock was thrown into the street and his bottles smashed by the mob, the owner only es­cap­ing with his life. The wa­ter, which is very bad, is plen­ti­ful—that is to say, can al­ways be got for a price.


    The san­it­ary con­di­tion of the place is won­der­ful, con­sid­er­ing what a cess­pool the val­ley of Mec­cah really is, there be­ing no out­let whatever from the val­ley for the sewage, which must per­col­ate down into the wells; and I strongly sus­pect that the wa­ter of the well Zem Zem owes much of its vir­tue to am­mo­nia, it be­ing in the centre of the city and at the low­est level in the val­ley.


    Not­with­stand­ing the gen­eral squalor, un­healthy con­di­tion, and in­des­crib­able filthi­ness of the place, I be­lieve no very great plague is known to have vis­ited Mec­cah. This might be ac­coun­ted for by the ex­ceed­ing dry­ness and clear­ness of the at­mo­sphere, in which dead flesh gen­er­ally dries without de­com­pos­ing, and the facts that the ma­jor­ity of the pop­u­la­tion are men who have been in a phys­ical con­di­tion which has en­abled them to per­form a long jour­ney—con­sequently much-en­feebled con­sti­tu­tions among the great mass are rare; and that the pil­grim frame of mind is such as to render him not li­able to dis­ease, for, if faith works the won­ders ac­cred­ited to it, there should be few sick men in Mec­cah. An­other, and per­haps the main, reason is that fam­ine, the usual pre­cursor of pes­ti­lence, can­not reach Mec­cah, since there is no great lower class in ab­so­lute des­ti­tu­tion; the thou­sands seen beg­ging are “beg­gars at a fair,” reap­ing the yearly har­vest of sup­plies and wealth brought by the pil­grims. It is not sur­pris­ing that Mo­hamme­dans at­trib­ute the com­par­at­ively small rate of mor­tal­ity among the com­munity to a per­petual mi­ra­cu­lous in­ter­pos­i­tion of Provid­ence in be­half of “Mec­cah the in­vi­ol­able.” The cli­mate is sub­ject to oc­ca­sional heavy down­pours of rain in the winter months, sel­dom last­ing longer than a few hours. The tem­per­at­ure is ex­tremely vari­able. I have sat at night shiv­er­ing, fin­gers blue and teeth chat­ter­ing with cold, and have been on the af­ter­noon of the same day scorched by the dry heat till my lips cracked. I of­ten wished for a ther­mo­meter, which would have shown some curi­ous fluc­tu­ations. I am con­vinced that the shade tem­per­at­ure would at times have ranged from 40° to 100° Fahr. in twenty-four hours.


    The his­tory of Mec­cah shows it to have passed through fully its share of the ex­i­gen­cies of flood, fire, and sword. The pil­grim­age to Mec­cah and al­most all the ce­re­mon­ies con­nec­ted with it were an­cient cus­toms of the Ar­abs at the time of Mo­hammed, and were be­lieved by him to be of Di­vine ori­gin, and so ad­op­ted into his faith.

  


  
CHAPTER VI.


  The Pil­grim­age.


  Fri­day, Decem­ber 14th, 1877, was the day of stand­ing to Ara­fat. The pil­grim­age com­ing off on Fri­day is called the “Greater Pil­grim­age,” and is at­ten­ded by far greater num­bers than in an or­din­ary year. On Decem­ber 13th, all the gath­er­ing of na­tions which had hitherto loaded al­most to burst­ing the small val­ley of Mec­cah was shot out, dis­charged—I can give no bet­ter idea. In twenty-four hours this army of two hun­dred thou­sand strong, every­one his own gen­eral, every­one his own com­mis­sary, evac­u­ated Mec­cah al­most to a man, marched about el­even miles east, and camped on the plain of Ara­fat, near Mount Ara­fat; this march must at least have been con­fused, but with every man do­ing his worst to make a rout of it (for it is in­ten­ded to be fig­ur­at­ive of Mo­hammed’s flight from Mec­cah) con­fu­sion was no name for it. Our pre­par­a­tions had as usual been of the most cas­ual and des­ultory char­ac­ter. The camels were at the door shortly after morn­ing prayer, yet it was el­even o’clock be­fore the tents, bag­gage, and pro­vi­sions could be hurry-scur­ried to­gether on to their backs. Some of the most im­port­ant art­icles had been for­got­ten, such as wa­ter-bottles, new pil­grims’ garbs, etc., which had to be pur­chased at the last mo­ment. The pil­grims’ garbs in which we had made our first entry into Mec­cah had been mere lengths of calico; we now found there was a fash­ion­able pil­grim’s garb, this be­ing noth­ing more or less than a couple of rough bath tow­els. We moun­ted the camels at the door, and it took us two hours to get over the first mile through the streets, so closely were they thronged with camels; some­times the shug­dufs would get en­tangled and be torn nearly off; the in­mates, if wo­men, would scream and pray; if men, curse and pray, not­with­stand­ing the guard which they are sup­posed to keep over their tongues on this so sol­emn an oc­ca­sion; and pre­dom­in­ant over all rose the oft-re­peated shrill “lab­bayks,” to which I ad­ded my quota of dis­cord­ance, en­ter­ing into the thing glee­fully. In the nar­row streets, the shug­dufs would get jammed to­gether, and no ad­vance could be made for some minutes; but as the crush all ten­ded in one dir­ec­tion, we were at last car­ried out of the town into the open roads, and passed on with the cur­rent—one con­tinu­ous stream of men and an­im­als flow­ing out of Mec­cah to­wards Muna, a vil­lage some five miles east of Mec­cah, at which we ar­rived about three p.m. Two rooms had been en­gaged for us on the ground-floor of a house near the middle of the vil­lage, fa­cing the main road, passing through it to Ara­fat, and here we put up for the night. The road to­wards Muna had been a gradual as­cent. We passed over one or two stone via­ducts and some cut­tings between the hills; al­to­gether it was the best at­tempt at a made road I saw in the coun­try. We also met with one or two reser­voirs well sup­plied with wa­ter.


  The vil­lage of Muna lies in a pass rather than a val­ley, some two or three hun­dred yards across and half-a-mile long, between two ab­rupt rocky ridges about two or three hun­dred feet in height, A good many low houses are built along the pass at the sides of the Ara­fat road, which is about eighty feet wide. All along this street rows of pro­vi­sion, tea, or to­bacco stalls had been set up, and the place for the time had be­come a fair. In one of the win­dows of our room I took up my post to watch the crowds passing in their uni­form white dresses, for al­though the wo­men do not wear the pil­grims’ garb, they must dress in white. I had not been look­ing out long when I be­came aware from the greater com­mo­tion and a gen­eral press­ing from the middle of the street that some­thing was go­ing to hap­pen; so I in­quired from the keeper of a date-stall out­side the win­dow, and was told the “Sheréf” was com­ing, and in a minute or two the head of the pro­ces­sion ap­peared. As nearly as I can re­mem­ber it passed my win­dow in the fol­low­ing or­der: First came the Sheréf’s van­guard, about one hun­dred bare-backed camels, each rid­den by two armed Be­dawin, a spear­man in front and a match­lock-man be­hind, the choicest col­lec­tion of Be­dawi rags and filth I ever had the pleas­ure of con­tem­plat­ing. Their an­im­als were huddled to­gether like a flock of sheep, filling up the whole street, for­cing the crowds be­fore them and into the shops and stalls; though the ragamuffins ex­er­ted them­selves madly, and ap­peared to be rid­ing furi­ously they made little head­way, their very hurry and con­fu­sion re­tard­ing their ad­vance. I never saw a more bar­bar­ous, sav­age ex­hib­i­tion than these ex­cited fe­ro­cious-look­ing war­ri­ors, with their long mat­ted locks and the twenty-five foot spears sur­moun­ted with tufts of os­trich feath­ers which some of them car­ried. In rear of these mingled with and close be­hind came other camel-riders, play­ing on reed in­stru­ments like short flageolets, keep­ing very good time and pro­du­cing much noise: the mu­sic was in keep­ing with time and place, and was not at all bad to listen to: an Ir­ish keen played mer­rily on half-a-dozen High­land pipes would per­haps be as much like the Sheréf’s band as any­thing. After them fol­lowed a led camel in crim­son cloth and gold or­na­ments, said to be car­ry­ing some­thing be­long­ing to the Kaa­bah: what was vis­ible was a pi­ano-case-shaped struc­ture about four feet high, covered with red cloth, and a lot of bells hanging on its front side which made a great jangling at every step of the camel. Be­hind this fol­lowed a rabble of armed func­tion­ar­ies on foot, car­ry­ing breech-load­ing and re­volving guns and rifles, spears, swords, and any­thing to kill with, from a Der­rin­ger to a battle-axe. After these came twelve led horses in gold and sil­ver trap­pings fol­low­ing one an­other in line—flight bays and chest­nuts in rather too good con­di­tion for work but com­pact, mus­cu­lar, pretty little an­im­als, each one hand­somer than the last; and if they had gone on fol­low­ing one an­other all day, you could not have taken your eyes off. Then came the Sheréf him­self, rid­ing an iron-gray horse some­what higher than the led ones, with ex­ceed­ingly slight limbs and neck, giv­ing the idea of light weight and great speed, but pa­cing quietly and un­con­cern­edly through the mob without as much as turn­ing its lovely little head. The won­der­ful do­cil­ity of these evid­ently high-mettled an­im­als was good to look at. The Sheréf’s horse was “the model” of them all; it seemed to be di­li­gently per­sever­ing to carry its bur­den eas­ily and not to have a look or thought for any other ob­ject. The Sheréf him­self was dressed in the cos­tume of a Be­dawi Shaykh; light blue mantle* worked in gold about the shoulders and col­lar, fastened in front with a thick gold cord and tas­sels; on his head the or­din­ary silk head-dress** of the Be­dawi, kept on by a camels-wool ring*** round the top of the head. He is a slight, wiry, well-made man, be­low the me­dium height; his com­plex­ion would be con­sidered very dark even for a Be­dawi, al­most black. He has a small round bul­let head, and that pe­cu­liar cast of coun­ten­ance which pro­vokes you to say he has a face like a mon­key, not­with­stand­ing his very shrewd in­tel­li­gent ex­pres­sion.


  * Aba. ** Kufiyah. *** Aa­hal (also spelled iqal, egal or igal).


  His beard and mous­tache are short and scrubby, and I should guess him at un­der forty years of age. His years, how­ever, are hard to judge, and he might be any age from twenty-four to forty, or older if he uses hair-re­storer, as is the cus­tom of many Mec­cans. I have only one little mat­ter to add: the High Sheréf, the first Mo­hammedan in the world, was moun­ted in an Eng­lish saddle, do­ing the Great Pil­grim­age in the pig’s skin, happy and un­con­scious! The soul of that porker, wherever it is, must be grunt­ing tri­umphant hal­le­lu­jahs. It does not re­quire a pro­found know­ledge of the East to ap­pre­ci­ate the aw­ful portent to Mo­hammedan­ism in this. At dis­tances of about twenty yards re­spect­ively fol­lowed his neph­ews or sons—(I was dif­fer­ently in­formed). The elder came first, a rather good-look­ing, bam­boo-com­plex­ioned youth about four­teen, and after him the younger, evid­ently a brother of the first, about eight years old. Both were moun­ted on chest­nut horses, and dressed like the Sheréf. At this part of the pro­ces­sion were a great num­ber of fol­low­ers, bear­ers of wands and in­signia of of­fice, moun­ted and foot armed at­tend­ants, some in pil­grims’ garb and some in or­din­ary gala-dress. At a dis­tance of some fifty yards be­hind these rode a num­ber of Turk­ish of­ficers in uni­form clear­ing the way for the Pacha, the Sheréf tak­ing pre­ced­ence of him, I be­lieve, in con­sid­er­a­tion of the re­li­gious nature of the ce­re­mony. A line of Mame­lukes (all Turk­ish horse-sol­diers are called Mame­lukes in the Hejaz) in uni­form, armed with sabres and “Winchester” re­peat­ing-car­bines, were drawn up on each side of the road; this line was kept ad­van­cing by the rear-man trot­ting out­side to the front, where he would draw up un­til he again be­came rear-man. This kept a line of some fifty horses sta­tion­ary on each side of the road: between them the Pacha passed in an open car­riage, which was a new shiny ba­rouche drawn by two European chest­nut car­riage-horses, with coach­man and foot­men dressed in civ­il­ised liv­ery, and the Pacha, a gray old gen­tle­man, in a well-cut suit of black cloth—a spick-and-span turn-out that would have shone in the Park. Ima­gine the con­trast between them and their sur­round­ings! I had be­come to think of such things as be­long­ing to an­other state of ex­ist­ence; the ba­rouche and pair quite car­ried me back with a re­vul­sion. Close after the car­riage fol­lowed two brass twelve-pounder field-guns drawn by mules, and a re­gi­ment of in­fantry, car­ry­ing their arms sloped and bay­on­ets fixed, all the of­ficers be­ing in uni­form, but the privates in pil­grims’ garb. This ended the pro­ces­sion, which en­camped about a mile farther on. Then the same crowd of men and an­im­als, with now and then de­tach­ments of Turk­ish troops, kept sweep­ing by till two A.M., when I lay down on my blanket in a corner of the room where the Amér and nine or ten more of his prin­cipal ser­vants were sleep­ing.


  In the morn­ing I did not get up till the stir of rolling up rugs and car­pets awoke me. I found bright sun­shine, and the morn­ing prayer long over. So taken up had my com­pan­ions been with peace-mak­ing and for­giv­ing one an­other all grudges, as they were to be ab­solved from all past sins on that day, that I had been over­looked. So I said a great many “God-for­give-mes” with all due con­tri­tion, and after my ablu­tion and prayer, joined in the gen­eral re­con­cili­ation that was go­ing on. We fell on one an­other’s necks, re­called and con­fessed all little petty of­fences one to an­other, cer­tain of be­ing for­given in tears. I at first re­lied on my ima­gin­a­tion for items, but my com­pan­ions soon re­minded me of num­bers of ways in which I had of­fen­ded them un­con­sciously or oth­er­wise. They seemed sin­cere though, and made very clean breasts of it them­selves. I found where num­bers of little art­icles had gone that I had missed from my bundle. This one had ap­pro­pri­ated a pen­knife, an­other a pair of socks. I, of course, gave and for­gave with the best grace pos­sible. We were now sup­posed to be at peace with all the world of True Be­liev­ers, and might with clear con­sciences ap­pear at Ara­fat. Though the crowds had been press­ing past all night, their num­bers did not seem in the least di­min­ished.


  I re­mem­ber feel­ing very un­com­fort­able on that morn­ing, the morn­ing of the day on which I was to ac­quire the hon­oured title of Haji, and wit­ness a scene, which it is given to few Europeans to see (prob­ably not more than one in a gen­er­a­tion). I felt a sort of de­pres­sion, as though I re­quired to be brought up to the stick­ing-point. Per­haps I had not quite got over the opium. I tried to wear this off by ex­tra ex­er­tion in as­sist­ing at load­ing the camels; and while passing to and fro from the house, with bundles of gear, I twice fan­cied a wo­man in the yard tried to at­tract my at­ten­tion, and the next time I passed I heard her pro­nounce my name. The “Lady Venus” at once dawned on me. I had been liv­ing in such stir­ring times lately that she had quite es­caped my memory, and you may be sure my “Peace be upon you!” and “God be praised!” came from the bot­tom of my heart, when she now ap­peared on the scene so op­por­tunely. She told me that she was stay­ing in the same house as my­self, with a lady friend, who was treat­ing her to a seat on a camel for the pil­grim­age. She also said the boy Ab­dal­lah had been twice to my house in Mec­cah to in­quire for me, but had been told that I was gone to Jed­dah. We had not much op­por­tun­ity to talk, but I hast­ily got her to give me a pro­gramme of the forth­com­ing events of the next three days, and we agreed to meet in the Haram on that day week. Coarse re­marks soon began to be made by the men stand­ing about, and we were ob­liged to part quickly. About eight A.M. our party star­ted. In a shug­duf you are so shut in by the cover that you can see little out­side but your own an­imal’s head and the pre­ced­ing one’s rear; so as. I had been con­sid­er­ably freshened up by my meet­ing with the “Lady Venus” I pre­ferred to walk by the camels, and mingle with the throng, giv­ing my mount to one of my com­pan­ions. As we passed along the val­leys between, the rocky hills be­came more open, and the crowds were able to dis­perse them­selves over wider roads, so that the press was not so great as on the day be­fore.


  About an hour after leav­ing Muna, I re­cog­nised in a dead horse on the road one of the fine car­riage-horses I had seen the day be­fore draw­ing the Pacha. Its throat had been cut, as is the cus­tom when an an­imal is thought to be past re­cov­ery; and though it could not have been dead more than three or four hours, its skin was fast be­com­ing like leather, so quickly does the dry sand and air of the desert ab­sorb mois­ture. The road from Mec­cah to Ara­fat can­not be more than ten or el­even miles, yet many an­im­als had fallen by the way. Between Muna and Ara­fat I coun­ted four­teen dead camels, and also saw many fresh graves of the last night, prob­ably those of men who, hav­ing trav­elled thou­sands of miles, had died at the very threshold of their goal.


  The camel-shaykh, who was con­ductor of our cara­van, and from whom we had hired the camels owned by him or some of his re­la­tions, spoke a little Hindus­tani—a very un­usual ac­com­plish­ment for a Be­dawi. He was an ex­ceed­ingly good spe­ci­men of his kind, though not by any means a fair sample of that light-hearted mur­derer; far too good for that. The or­din­ary Be­dawi is slightly made, wiry and short, and you may see a bet­ter leg on a crutch than his any day. This man was tall, mus­cu­lar, and full-bearded, but a thor­ough Be­dawi in man­ner, act­ive and seaman­like. He gave his or­ders to those he con­sidered un­der him with all the con­fid­ence of an ef­fi­cient of­ficer, and a good deal of the “hop along” air of a Yan­kee boat­swain. So much of the “naut­ical touch” was there about him and his com­pan­ions, that I at once christened him “Shaykh the Bow’sen,” and would have quite ex­pec­ted to see him give his pants a hitch if he had worn what he and all Be­dawin con­sider such a very-un­ne­ces­sary and ef­fem­in­ate art­icle of ap­parel. He walked for some dis­tance by my side, mount­ing his little son, about nine years of age, on his rid­ing camel After ban­dy­ing a few East­ern ques­tions and com­pli­ments, he asked me for one of the che­roots I was smoking, and then went on to ask me about In­dia, a coun­try where he had heard the in­hab­it­ants were not quite all Mo­hamme­dans. I no­ticed one of the weapons in his girdle, a long straight knife which struck me as be­ing some­how fa­mil­iar, so I poin­ted to it, and said in­quir­ingly, “Good?” He at once drew it, and hold­ing it out in ad­mir­a­tion, ex­claimed, “Rodgers!” Well, come, I thought, this is worse than my not know­ing the “Lady Venus”—an un­mis­tak­able large Rodgers carving-knife, clean and bright, call­ing to mind more than one cut off a ham. “Rodgers!” I said. “Where’s Rodgers?” He was as­ton­ished at my ig­nor­ance. Did not I know a Rodgers blade when I saw it? And he poin­ted out the mys­tic char­ac­ters and ex­plained that all knives with that mark were and here he gave the steel point a sig­ni­fic­ant spring with his fin­ger and thumb, and went through the mo­tions of cut­ting a throat with, “In the name of God!” “God is great!” and “In­fi­del!” I did not care to con­tinue the sub­ject.


  A Rodgers blade in the Hejaz I af­ter­wards found need not ne­ces­sar­ily have been made by Rodgers, but any blade with Eng­lish char­ac­ters on it, or even a nat­ive-made blade of well-proved metal ob­tains that name, the word hav­ing been gen­er­ally ad­op­ted as a syn­onym for good steel; and I sus­pect you would have some dif­fi­culty in find­ing a Mec­can who could ex­plain the de­riv­a­tion of the word or tell when it was in­tro­duced.


  There are many other words of the same kind cur­rent. The term “Anglais” is ap­plied to all wares of well-known or evid­ently good ma­ter­ial, without any ref­er­ence to the place they were made; the mer­chants them­selves, either by cour­tesy or from ig­nor­ance (it is dif­fi­cult to say which some­times), call­ing all European man­u­fac­tures Egyp­tian or Turk­ish, ut­terly ob­li­vi­ous to glar­ing Manchester or Lon­don brands and la­bels; and a Be­dawi will pro­nounce an art­icle to be Français or Anglais at a glance, without in the least know­ing the proper sig­ni­fic­ance of the terms.


  About el­even A.M. we reached the plain of Ara­fat, a large sandy open, ap­pear­ing to be some­what be­low the level of the ap­proach, and oc­cupy­ing an area of some four or five square miles. In the north-east of the plain is “Mount Ara­fat,” a small hill, about two hun­dred feet high, com­posed of large masses of gray gran­ite, at the base of quite a re­spect­able little moun­tain, the “Mount of Mercy.”


  We pitched our tents (one for the Amér and men, an­other for the Be­gum and wo­men) about a third of a mile south of this hill. As soon as this work was com­pleted, I took good bear­ings, marked the tents well, and went off alone to the top of Mount Ara­fat. The scene from here was… I shall not be sur­prised if it flits across my mind on my death-bed. The de­pres­sion of the plain gives an am­phi­theatre-like ap­pear­ance, and you could al­most be­lieve your­self on the stage of some mighty theatre, miles of audi­ence be­fore you, and the sombre scenery of the black “Mount of Mercy” be­hind you. What a time and place for a ser­mon!


  We had all come out into the wil­der­ness to hear a ser­mon on this day; and I had de­term­ined to hear it, so sat down on the hill to wait till noon, when the “Lady Venus” had told me it would be­gin.


  As I looked down on the great throng, a gray rip­pling sea of black heads and white bod­ies, ex­tend­ing from the sides of the hill, thickly clothed with men to a mile and a half off on the south, and half a mile across, and re­membered the dis­tant coun­tries from which they came, and what brought them, it was im­possible to help a feel­ing al­most of awe. It set one think­ing. Could all this be of no avail, and all this faith be in vain? If so, it was enough to make a man lose faith in everything of the kind.


  At noon I left my post on the top of the hill and pressed my way about to try and find where the preacher would stand, and see what was to be seen. The prac­tice among the pil­grims seemed to be to come up on the hill, say one or two pray­ers, re­main a quarter of an hour or so, and re­turn to the plain. At noon there was no gen­eral call to prayer, the pil­grims pray­ing in parties near their tents and judging the hour for them­selves. I said no noonday prayer my­self, but spent the af­ter­noon look­ing about on Mount Ara­fat.


  On the top there is a small colon­nade, an ob­elisk about fif­teen feet high, and some low stone walls sep­ar­at­ing one little ir­reg­u­lar­ity of the sur­face of the rock from an­other. In­side and out­side these en­clos­ures, and, in fact, all over the hill, the crowd was so great that it was very dif­fi­cult to get from one place to an­other, even by climb­ing walls and jump­ing from rock to rock. On the sides of the hill are a num­ber of plat­forms, built up or hewn out of the rock, and a wind­ing road, cut from the bot­tom to the top, much of which is com­posed of steps in the rock. At the bot­tom of the hill is a grav­elled ter­race form­ing a road between the hill and a large reser­voir of wa­ter at its base, and there is an­other of these built “tanks” (as they are called in In­dia) about one hun­dred yards south of the first. The sides of both these tanks were oc­cu­pied the whole day by pil­grims per­form­ing the “lesser” ablu­tion. I only saw one man enter the wa­ter bod­ily, and he slipped off the stone edge, I think, as I no­ticed those near him laugh­ing. Though I stayed on or about the hill un­til nearly time for af­ter­noon prayer I heard no ser­mon, saw no preacher, un­less a very old and dirty Arab, not in pil­grim’s garb, sit­ting with his legs across the top of a six-foot wall, har­anguing the crowd in a voice that could not be heard ten yards off, was the orator we had all come so far to hear; but this I doubt. The prob­ab­il­ity is, see­ing the crowd and noise was so great, the Mufti and his ser­mon es­caped me, more es­pe­cially as I did not risk in­quir­ing of strangers whom I did not know and who might be any­body short of “Our Spe­cial Cor­res­pond­ent,” even in the Hejaz nowadays.


  As the af­ter­noon wore on the press on the hill be­came greater, the crowd so dense as to lit­er­ally bear you up, and those on the top had the greatest dif­fi­culty in for­cing their way down. Many wo­men had got on the hill and were be­ing much crushed, some people were trod­den un­der foot and forced into the cre­vasses of the rocks. I man­aged to battle my way out of it, and began to make for our tents. I had been push­ing across the plain for a quarter of an hour or so, and was well out of the thick of the crowd, to where the ground began to be oc­cu­pied more by tents and hobbled camels, when I was “brought up all stand­ing” by a con­fused roar­ing be­hind me, and, on look­ing back, saw all the men tak­ing off their up­per pieces of cloth and wav­ing them over their heads, shout­ing at the same time the names of “Al­lah!” “Mo­hammed!” and other ex­clam­a­tions. It seemed to be­gin at a pre­con­cer­ted sig­nal, whether the af­ter­noon call to pray­ers or the end of the ser­mon, I did not know. This shout­ing would last for a few minutes at its height, then die al­most out, and the cloud of wav­ing white cloths al­most all sub­side, then rise again, be­gin­ning at Mount Ara­fat and spread­ing over the plain. These in­ter­vals of great noise and al­most si­lence con­tin­ued reg­u­larly for about half an hour, and then lapsed gradu­ally into roar and tu­mult.


  The whole mul­ti­tude was now worked up to the highest pitch of ex­cite­ment, in­di­vidu­als ex­press­ing the greatest emo­tion, while some were quite frantic, and the scene had be­come a per­fect pan­de­monium. There was some­thing eerie, al­most hor­rible, about it to me, an un­im­pas­sioned ob­server. I felt like a sane man among three hun­dred thou­sand lun­at­ics. How­ever, I shouted, flour­ished my cloth, capered about, and con­duc­ted my­self like my un­canny mates, till the fir­ing of the Pacha’s two guns, which was the sig­nal for de­camp­ing, re­minded me that I had bet­ter re­turn to my party. All the tents at once began to be raised and camels moved, com­pletely chan­ging the whole ap­pear­ance of the great camp in a few minutes. I had much dif­fi­culty in find­ing our people, and only reached them when they were on the point of mov­ing off! They were not at all sur­prised that I had lost them, and con­grat­u­lated me on my luck in find­ing them as I did. All was ready for start­ing, but the Sheréf and Pacha, to­gether with an­other pro­ces­sion of the same kind from Med­i­nah, passed near our camp, so we waited to fol­low be­hind them, spend­ing the time fir­ing off all the fire­arms we had, and send­ing up rock­ets. The breech­load­ers were fired without tak­ing the trouble to re­move the balls from the cart­ridges; the Amér alone ex­pen­ded fifty rounds of ball cart­ridge, im­par­tially dis­trib­uted over the thickly-peopled plain; but as he fired high and the guns had a long range, I can­not give a re­turn of his killed and wounded, though I have no doubt he winged a great many in re­mote parts. The two field-guns, as they were be­ing drawn along, were fired, round after round, as fast as they could be loaded with small charges of loose powder without be­ing sponged; they were laid point-blank, and at every dis­charge cleared a lane through the crowd, which im­me­di­ately closed up, nobody seem­ing to be hurt. One fel­low re­peatedly ex­ploded an old match­lock, with a bend in the bar­rel that could be dis­tinctly per­ceived twenty yards off in the dusk! Im­mense Con­greve rock­ets and cov­eys of smal­ler ones rose from all parts of the plain, whose sticks as they fell could not but have hurt some one. For though the fall of a small rocket-stick is an in­dir­ect waver­ing flight and so harm­less, still I think a twelve-foot rocket-pole, after a des­cent of nearly three thou­sand feet, might hurt a man, if it did not har­poon him clean.


  Though I know every man there was liv­ing through a suc­ces­sion of nar­row es­capes, I must say I did not see a single ac­ci­dent. I af­ter­wards heard of a good many who had been priv­ileged to win (when a Mo­hammedan dies he is said to win or gain) on the field that day. One dead man was car­ried past me, who was curi­ously enough said to have been killed by the hick of a camel. That night we camped about a mile and a half be­fore we came to Muna, at a place called Muzdal­i­fah, and here we gathered the sixty-three small stones to be used dur­ing the next three days ston­ing the devil-stones at Muna: these pet stones ought to be gathered on this spot, and ought to be of a cer­tain size (about that of a buck­shot). Some were very par­tic­u­lar as to this, and spent the greater part of the night gath­er­ing and sort­ing out such as they sup­posed to be of the proper size.


  This site, like every other pil­grim site de­scribed, has in­nu­mer­able minute ob­serv­ances con­nec­ted with it, which the pil­grim per­forms more or less punc­tili­ously ac­cord­ing to his strict­ness, and dif­fer­ently ac­cord­ing to his know­ledge or be­lief. We spent much of the night pray­ing and listen­ing to a stranger Moulvi giv­ing us a long ex­tem­pore prayer, in which he prayed lit­er­ally “that all who pro­fess and call them­selves” Mo­hamme­dans, “might hold the faith in unity and peace,” that “the God who con­quers by many or by few,” might “give us vic­tory over all our en­emies,” and much more to the same ef­fect straight from our Church Ser­vice, we re­spond­ing “Amen” to every ap­proved sen­ti­ment.


  It was pier­cingly cold next morn­ing, and about two hours be­fore day­light we star­ted for Muna, be­ing among the first of the great mass to get there. I said my morn­ing prayer at Muna, us­ing warm wa­ter for the ablu­tion, and went off im­me­di­ately after to Mec­cah on a don­key, in com­pany with the boy Jack, as I was anxious to reach the town, which had be­fore been such a scene of life and bustle, in the deser­ted state I knew it would then be. There was noth­ing out of the way in this, and my haste to go be­fore the morn­ing meal was only put down to a little su­per­flu­ous re­li­gious zeal, it be­ing the proper thing to go into Mec­cah as soon as pos­sible after the pil­grim­age, and per­form the same rites as on your first ar­rival at the “Holy City,” dis­card­ing the pil­grim’s garb. The road to Mec­cah was not yet thronged by re­turn­ing pil­grims, and the few who were on foot so early we soon passed on our don­keys, reach­ing Mec­cah shortly after sun­rise. On the out­skirts of the town a few cof­fee-shops had already been opened, and we passed two or three groups of Be­dawi and Negroes; but as we came more into the town the streets were en­tirely deser­ted, not a liv­ing soul to be seen, all the shops be­ing shut up, and the house-doors and win­dows closed. It had a most strange as­pect, after the ap­pear­ance which I had been ac­cus­tomed to for months. As we ap­proached the Haram we came upon some beg­gars sit­ting and ly­ing at the road­side, who had been in ex­tremis or too feeble to join the pil­grim­age: such as were alive, for some were ac­tu­ally dead, greeted us most piteously, im­plor­ing us for food—and a hungry time they must have had of it. It was not so with the dogs, as they had been mak­ing hor­ribly free with the legs of the de­funct. I soon got rid of a handker­chief of bread and dates I had brought as a snack for my­self, and pro­longed the ex­ist­ence of one or two ex­hausted wretches. One of these held our don­keys while we went into the Haram.


  I found only a party of half-a-dozen Maghribis who had re­turned straight from Ara­fat dur­ing the night, and who were the only pil­grims that had been be­fore­hand with me. Some of the Ar­abs who of­fi­ci­ate in the Haram, and who had re­mained be­hind to change the cover of the Kaa­bah, which is re­newed at this time yearly, were giv­ing the fin­ish­ing-touches to their work. This cover is sent from Cairo, and is sup­posed to be made there by seven hun­dred vir­gins. After our pray­ers and tawaf, we did El Sai on our don­keys, which is al­low­able to the weak, and we eas­ily re­con­ciled it to our con­sciences, see­ing we had made such haste to do it, and might be sup­posed to be at least very tired. After this we roamed about the dis­mal streets, let­ting our an­im­als go as they willed. There was a kind of fas­cin­a­tion about the lonely, life­less lanes and pas­sages lately so thronged, and my com­pan­ion seemed to share the feel­ing with me, for he made the ori­ginal re­mark, which I quote from him and not any­one else: “It is like a city of the dead.” While go­ing along a nar­row out-of-the-way pas­sage I had not be­fore been in I came across an ob­ject that nearly brought me off my beast. Over­head, pro­ject­ing straight out over the lane was a large black-board, and painted on it in yel­low these let­ters—


  Lodgings.


  “Jack,” I said, “let’s go back.” I felt as if I had seen a ghost. How­ever, I re­covered the shock suf­fi­ciently to note the loc­al­ity for fu­ture in­vest­ig­a­tion, and re­turned thought­ful and med­it­at­ive along the road, now thronged with re­turn­ing pil­grims, to our headquar­ters for the time at Muna. When I got back I was glad to get out of the pil­grim’s garb, which I had found very in­ad­equate against the cold of the night and the sun in the day, which struck pain­fully on my bare shaven head. Most of our party had gone into Mec­cah, but re­turned be­fore noon to pur­chase and kill the an­im­als of which every man, who can by any means af­ford it, should kill at least one on this day, and which the coun­try sup­plies plen­ti­fully for the oc­ca­sion. This ce­re­mony par­takes more of the char­ac­ter of a feast than of a sac­ri­fice, though all the sheep and goats killed are young males: I do not think even this is es­sen­tial, but rather a cus­tom res­ult­ing from the ne­ces­sary prac­tice in the coun­try of al­ways pre­serving fe­males for breed­ing and milk.


  I pur­chased a little black ram for two dol­lars, and killed it at home in the usual way, ex­cept that the head was care­fully turned to­wards the Kaa­bah, and say­ing, “In the name of God the most mer­ci­ful and char­it­able,” while cut­ting its throat. There ought to be some­thing sooth­ing to the feel­ings about this short prayer, which in the mouth of the Mo­hammedan op­er­ator sounds a fer­vent hiss­ing curse, as all who have heard it know. Be­sides a good many rams and goats, the Amér had two young camels killed to be given to our Be­dawi fol­low­ers and the poor. They were killed at the east end of the vil­lage, where a level square space of about half an acre had been set aside for but­cher­ing, with a deep trench dug round it for the blood. Here the greater num­ber of the pil­grims brought their an­im­als to be killed, as most of the flocks were sta­tioned at that end of the vil­lage. The mode of killing the camels was this: The an­imal was made to kneel down close up to the trench, and its legs were then tied in a po­s­i­tion which made it ab­so­lutely in­cap­able of mov­ing them. One man then held out the head, and an­other drew a short knife, like a sailor’s sheath-knife, round the neck, close up to the shoulders, then a ro­ta­tion of the head and the neck falls, severed clean from the body. The cut­ting up is done without mov­ing the car­case, the skin be­ing opened down the centre of the back. This work went on act­ively all through the day.


  We also on this day got rid of the first twenty-one of our stones, seven of them be­ing thrown at each of three places in the vil­lage. The first place is at the east­ern ex­tremity, and is a small ob­elisk about nine feet high, with a low cir­cu­lar wall round the base, in­side which the stones fall after strik­ing the ob­elisk. The second is in the middle of the vil­lage, like the first, but rather lar­ger. The last is at the west end of the vil­lage. This is a high stone wall on the right-hand side of the road look­ing west, and a par­tic­u­lar « stone in this is the ob­ject to be hit.


  It was very dif­fi­cult to get near them on ac­count of the crowd. Many pil­grims less ro­bust than oth­ers had to throw their stones from a dis­tance over the heads of those in front, mak­ing very wide shots. This rite is to com­mem­or­ate Ab­ra­ham’s ston­ing the devil at the ad­vice of the An­gel Gab­riel, when temp­ted by Satan at these three places. We re­peated this throw­ing of stones on each of the two next days. I es­tim­ated that about three tons of shingle bal­last had been de­pos­ited in the re­cept­acles round the bases of the ob­elisks be­fore I left Muna. These must be cleared out every year, or they would be filled in a couple of pil­grim­ages. The pop­u­lar be­lief is that they are con­veyed back to Muzdal­i­fah by an­gels.


  Little oc­curred spe­cially worthy of re­mark dur­ing the rest of our stay in Muna, ex­cept that we rev­elled in butcher’s meat, of which hun­dreds of car­casses were wasted, while gorged vul­tures could scarcely flounder out of your way, and flies be­came a great nuis­ance. Wa­ter was very dear, hav­ing to be brought some dis­tance to the vil­lage.


  
CHAPTER VII.


  Mec­cah After The Pil­grim­age.


  On the fourth day after the pil­grim­age we re­turned to our old quar­ters in the walls of the Haram, and next day early I set out to look for—Lodgings. As I wen­ded my way among turbaned and scymit­ared Syr­i­ans, Parthi­ans, Moguls, and Ar­a­bi­ans, I began to think it must have been a dream, and when I came to the place and saw the ver­it­able no­tice, I was al­most as much sur­prised as on my first meet­ing it. There was a little to­bacco-shop op­pos­ite the house, to which I went and began mak­ing small pur­chases, get­ting up a dis­pute about the change of a ru­pee, at the same time tak­ing stock of the premises op­pos­ite, for I fought rather shy of the place. I had just come to an am­ic­able con­clu­sion about my change, pur­posely mak­ing a mis­take on the right side for the shop­keeper to put him in a good hu­mour, and was ask­ing him who lived in the house over the way, when a tall heav­ily-built man, whom I at first took for a fair-skinned Arab, slouched out of the door and came straight over to the shop, whist­ling mer­rily. That was enough.


  “Good morn­ing,” said I.


  “Well, I be d——. Do you speak Eng­lish?”


  “Yes.”


  “Good morn­ing.”


  We stood for some mo­ments look­ing at one an­other, and I thought I had taken the fel­low’s meas­ure to be the right sort, and was just on the point of open­ing out and de­clar­ing my­self when he said:


  “You are not an Eng­lish­man, are you?” with a grav­ity that gave me my cue.


  I replied in the vilest Che-che* I could muster, “Oh yes, I am Eng­lish­man. I am speak­ing the Eng­lish very well.”


  * Half-caste In­dian.


  This and a happy un­con­scious air ban­ished any sus­pi­cions of such a pos­sib­il­ity he might have had for the mo­ment. Though he said: “Eng­lish­men turn Mo­hammedan and come here and see what we do, and go back and write books. There are three here now with iron col­lars round their necks chained among the hills.”


  I did not tell him I thought that was a lie. He walked about with me the greater part of the morn­ing, I talk­ing broken Eng­lish to him. He was a Cape of Good Hope Malay, one of an Eng­lish-speak­ing Mo­hammedan com­munity, who yearly send their half-dozen pil­grims to Mec­cah. He had been liv­ing some years in Mec­cah, and said his people had been very ill-treated when they began to come the pil­grim­age. The au­thor­it­ies had only al­lowed them to live in Mec­cah on con­di­tion that they spoke no other lan­guage than Ar­abic, of which few of them knew the mean­ing of more than a dozen words. If an Arab had heard them speak­ing any other lan­guage, he was at liberty to beat them, and they dared not re­tali­ate. This was in the days of a strict old Pacha of the good old school, who had ad­min­istered the law of the Koran to the let­ter.


  In evid­ence of this he poin­ted out to me what a num­ber of beg­gars were to be seen minus a hand or a foot, the res­ult of the said old Pacha’s sum­mary justice. This lop­ping-off of limbs is a great idea, by de­grees prac­tic­ally in­ca­pa­cit­at­ing the old of­fender.


  How­ever, such sever­ity is sel­dom re­sor­ted to un­der the present milder ré­gime. The Cape Malays have now out­lived all pre­ju­dice, and my new friends told me that he was very com­fort­able in Mec­cah and mak­ing money. He had in his youth been to an Eng­lish school, could read and write Eng­lish well; and he con­fessed he missed his beer and pota­toes. He then began to in­quire into my ante­cedents and what I was do­ing. I told him I was the ser­vant of a rich Hindi, giv­ing him a wrong name, for the fel­low knew a great deal too much to be pleas­ant com­pany, and the worst Mo­hamme­dans at heart of­ten for ap­pear­ance’ sake act as the most big­oted and truc­u­lent where there is no danger to them­selves.


  So to get rid of my friend I put in prac­tice a dodge I had never found to fail—beg­ging. I began by guess­ing the value of his watch-chain very high, ad­mir­ing his rings, and flat­ter­ing him up into a little Croe­sus. I then, in con­trast, rep­res­en­ted my own poverty and de­pend­ent po­s­i­tion. After this it did not re­quire great cute­ness in an East­ern to see what was com­ing. He re­col­lec­ted he had busi­ness to at­tend to, and went off sud­denly, with a hasty “Upon you be peace.”


  I saw him sev­eral times after, but he never gran­ted me an in­ter­view long enough to al­low of my fol­low­ing up our last con­ver­sa­tion. On one oc­ca­sion he told me he had lately im­por­ted a sew­ing-ma­chine, which some Mou­lahs had viewed and de­clared to be the in­ven­tion of an Eng­lish devil, and he wanted to know whether I could put him up to a likely pur­chaser.


  On this day the Kaa­bah was opened for those who had not been in Mec­cah dur­ing the Ramazan, and the Haram was crowded. Every part of Mec­cah was al­ways crowded. I might have given you to un­der­stand this at the be­gin­ning of my story, and that when I ever did come upon a part of Mec­cah that was not crowded, I should men­tion that re­mark­able cir­cum­stance; how­ever, as it is, the reader must un­der­stand that when I say crowded, I mean crowded.


  Every part of the Haram was crowded with men, but no wo­men, as the Kaa­bah was to be opened for them on the fol­low­ing day. It took me two hours to force my way up to the steps to await my turn, for the pil­grims were let in by parties, the steps be­ing wheeled up to the door and drawn away by the eu­nuchs of the Haram, who laid about them with their sticky as we pressed for ad­mis­sion. At last I got in. There is no open­ing into the cham­ber but the door into which I was car­ried in the rush. The heat was in­tense, the at­mo­sphere un­en­dur­able. I in­stantly plunged my way out as a man struggles to the sur­face after a dan­ger­ous dive. In­side I had just time to give a good look round and glance up. Nobody is sup­posed to look up while in this cham­ber. You are told that the only man who ever did so was struck blind. All that could be seen—for the place was very dark—were the red hangings of the walls and ceil­ing em­broidered in gold, and the three pil­lars sup­port­ing the flat roof, between which a num­ber of dim lamps hung sus­pen­ded from metal cross-bars.


  On the day on which the wo­men were ad­mit­ted I heard the Arab cheer to great per­fec­tion. This is given by the wo­men, or some­times by boys. It was of­ten re­peated by hun­dreds of voices all through this day. They give a pro­longed cry in a rather high note, with the right thumb in­ser­ted in the left cheek, which they shake rap­idly; or a vi­bra­tion is given to the cry by means of the tongue. Some of the wo­men seemed al­most to warble in their throats, giv­ing to the cry a tink­ling sound which was really mu­sical.


  Then came my meet­ing with the “Lady Venus.” This time we had ar­ranged that she should, after the noonday prayer, walk back­wards and for­wards in the ar­cade un­der my win­dow, where I was to sit and look out till we re­cog­nised one an­other. This was eas­ily man­aged, and I went off un­der her guid­ance. The crowd was so great that we were able to keep close to­gether without ap­pear­ing to be in com­pany till near the shop of a Hindi binder of Kor­ans, where she told me to wait while she went in. After wait­ing a few minutes a little child came up to me and in­vited me into the shop, lead­ing me through to a small room at the back, where I found her sit­ting alone: the child then left us to ourselves. We talked for a short time about our lucky meet­ing at Muna, about her health, which had been very bad dur­ing the last year, al­most as bad as on her first com­ing to Mec­cah many years ago (I think she said twenty). She threw her veil back and ex­posed her face for some time—a scan­dal­ous im­pro­pri­ety, which if wit­nessed by any­one, the least I could have done would have been to de­clare her my wife on the spot. I had time to ob­serve her fea­tures closely. She was rather short, and ap­peared about forty. She must have been good-look­ing in her youth, nor was she by any means ill-fa­voured now. She looked healthy, all things con­sidered. Though her com­plex­ion was some­what sal­low, her skin was fair. She had an an­im­ated and pleas­ing ex­pres­sion. I can at this mo­ment see her in my mind as dis­tinctly as if she were be­fore me in the flesh—the same sad, in­dul­gent smile with which she greeted my little at­tempts at Anglo-Ar­abic jokes, say­ing: “Speak Eng­lish, child.”


  I really felt the deep­est pity for her, an Eng­lish­wo­man ex­ist­ing in the way she had been do­ing for years; and I must con­fess to a very soft mo­ment when I saw the poor creature smil­ing, with her eyes brim­ful of tears be­fore giv­ing way and hav­ing a good cry, which re­lieved her. I had found in our very first tête-à-tête that any ref­er­ence to her past had a pain­ful ef­fect, and hes­it­ated to broach the sub­ject, and so began to tell her about my­self, my chris­tian name, why I had come to Mec­cah, and the like, in the hope of get­ting her to give some such ac­count of her­self, when a noise out­side made her draw her veil, and a boy entered with some tea and sweet­meats sent by her friend the mas­ter of the house. This took our at­ten­tion for the mo­ment, and we both had tea, and I asked the boy to get me a smoke: first, be­cause I wanted a smoke; secondly, be­cause when I had done, re­turn­ing the hookah would be a good ex­cuse for go­ing out of the room and hav­ing a look round. This little in­ter­rup­tion over, I asked her if she knew the Cape people. She said she had made friends with some of their wo­men a year or two be­fore, and had sent let­ters by them to the Cape to a re­la­tion whom she had seen there on her way out to In­dia, and whose ad­dress she re­membered, but had heard noth­ing of it since.


  Hav­ing brought her to talk about her­self, I now kept her at it, and pumped her as dry as I could, but it was very hard work. As well as my memory serves me, she told me that her name was “Macin­tosh,” her father a doc­tor, and that she had lived in Devon­shire in her youth, that she was at Luc­know at the time of the siege, and had been taken from there by a lead­ing rebel. She avoided go­ing into par­tic­u­lars, so that I did not as­cer­tain whether she went will­ingly or as a cap­tive. She said she had lived a year or so in In­dia with this man, and that he had been hunted out of the coun­try by the Eng­lish, who set a price on his head, and had found refuge in Mec­cah, tak­ing her with him; that he had died eight years be­fore, leav­ing her in poverty, and that she now made a liv­ing by em­broid­er­ing skull-caps, which she sold to the deal­ers in the bazaars.


  A rich Hindi mer­chant, who oc­ca­sion­ally re­ceived let­ters writ­ten in Eng­lish from his son, who was man­aging his busi­ness for him in In­dia, and knew that he could get them trans­lated by her, gave her a little room in his zenana-house to her­self. All this I got from her only in replies to my per­sist­ent ques­tion­ing, till at last I was ob­liged to de­sist out of pure com­pas­sion, she seemed so cowed and bul­lied, and was get­ting quite in­co­her­ent. After this I got her to re­peat a few chapters of the Koran, pre­tend­ing I wanted to learn the Mec­cah ac­cent, so in­ter­est­ing her. I found, be­sides Hindus­tani, she could speak and read Per­sian and Ar­abic, though not Turk­ish. She re­gret­ted she was not in a po­s­i­tion to be ac­quain­ted with any Turks, for whom she seemed to have some re­spect. She men­tioned the names of a num­ber of men liv­ing in Mec­cah who she said had been rebels or mutin­eers, also telling me the prices set on their heads by the Eng­lish Gov­ern­ment, and ap­peared per­fectly up in everything con­nec­ted with the siege and re­lief of Luc­know. She also let drop that a young French­man had lived eight­een months in Mec­cah, and had died about six months be­fore my ar­rival. I asked her what he died of. To which she replied in Hindus­tani, with the usual “God knows; God giv­eth and God taketh away. Blessed be the name of the Lord.” And then told me the fol­low­ing story:


  “That about two years be­fore a young French­man had come to Mec­cah with whom she be­came very in­tim­ate, and had of­ten seen him just as she was now see­ing me. He had told her that he was a Mo­hammedan from con­vic­tion, and that he had at first gone to Con­stantinople to live, but that his father, who was very wealthy, had made such ef­forts to get him back that he was ob­liged to re­move to Cairo. Here he was again found out by his friends, who did everything that money and in­flu­ence could do to make him re­turn to Chris­tian­ity. He seems to have been a mere lad, for some at­tempt was made to get him off from here by force to France; how­ever he es­caped and fled to an­other place in Egypt, where he was again hunted out by his friends, who drove him to Mec­cah as a last refuge from them. It must have been ‘pre­serve me from my friends’ with him, poor fel­low! In Mec­cah he took ser­vice in the house of a wealthy Turk, and was thought a very clever youth, ‘learned in all the learn­ing of the Egyp­tians,’ so much so that he was looked upon with great jeal­ousy by the Mou­lahs (most likely on ac­count of the pe­cu­liar views he would be likely to have held), and, as the ‘Lady Venus’ said, ‘made many en­emies.’ He re­pu­di­ated the French­man, al­ways call­ing him­self a Turk.”


  I asked if he was known to be a French­man, and she replied:


  “He was a True Be­liever,” im­ply­ing that bey­ond that nobody knew or cared what he might be.


  She laid great stress on his ex­tens­ive read­ing and the flu­ency with which he spoke Turk­ish and Ar­abic, and on the fact of his be­ing well known and much dis­liked by a cer­tain set who made it so hot for him that he was on the point of go­ing away, and had seen and said good-bye to her when he sud­denly died, and she had no doubt but that there had been foul play, darkly hint­ing at a cup of cof­fee.


  This was the sum of all I heard from the “Lady Venus” on this our longest in­ter­view. On part­ing she poin­ted out to me a pe­cu­li­ar­ity in the make of the up­per part of her veil by which I might dis­tin­guish her from any other wo­man, and we ap­poin­ted a ren­dez­vous in the Haram, where we could meet on any day at a cer­tain hour, in or­der that we might see as much of one an­other as pos­sible, and that I might con­sult her about my pro­spects of get­ting away; for I was be­com­ing very sick of hear­ing every day of ships leav­ing Jed­dah, only a mat­ter of some forty odd miles off, yet seem­ing to be al­most in an­other world—ships I knew well, and whose of­ficers were old ship­mates. Of­ten when I with dif­fi­culty re­cog­nised un­der the dis­guise of Arab mis­pro­nun­ci­ation the mu­til­ated name of some well-known old craft, and pic­tured to my­self scenes “so near and yet so far,” in which iced beer and table-nap­kins figured prom­in­ently, I would have given five years of my life for a few dol­lars to carry me over the little strip of desert to Chris­tian­ity and clean­li­ness. The “Lady Venus” could not help me, and there was noth­ing for it but to wait with my eyes open. Some­times I would think of “hump­ing my swag,”* tak­ing the road for it in the true “turn­pike-sailor” style; but the Hejaz is not the Colon­ies, and a “sun­downer”** here runs the risk of be­ing pot­ted at from be­hind every rock, as a Be­dawi would not think of let­ting a sol­it­ary way­farer pass without at least the little at­ten­tion of a cas­ual snap­shot; not that he would hit or ex­pect to hit, but then noth­ing is im­possible, and though the boast of the Hejaz Be­dawi is that he never robs a liv­ing True Be­liever, he has a knack of ask­ing said True Be­liever to give him some­thing, at the same time play­ing the curved point of a short sharp sword about the pit of his stom­ach in a way that gen­er­ally in­flu­ences even a True Be­liever to be char­it­able; or should he prove un­gen­er­ous, our Be­dawi has not the slight­est hes­it­a­tion about strip­ping him dead, and, to in­sure his not feel­ing de­prived, gen­er­ally makes his chil­dren with care­ful kind­ness re­lieve him of his head and hands.


  * (Co­lo­nial) Shoul­der­ing my kit.


  ** Co­lo­nial name for a tramp; so called, from their way of go­ing from farm to farm, tim­ing it so as to ar­rive at sun­down, in or­der to en­sure a sup­per and bed.


  Also my po­s­i­tion with the Amér, though solid enough at present, might have been very del­ic­ate had I shown any wish to desert him or failed in an at­tempt to do so. No! I de­cided that as I had a whole skin as yet, it would be a pity to risk it when I might do bet­ter by wait­ing.


  I think it was on the eighth day after the pil­grim­age that the in­und­a­tion oc­curred. Such a flood had not vis­ited Mec­cah for sev­en­teen years, on which oc­ca­sion the wa­ter had risen seven feet in the Haram. This time the day opened very black in­deed to the east­ward, the clouds hav­ing a sandy, smoky ap­pear­ance I had no­ticed be­fore on one or two oc­ca­sions when it had been fol­lowed by a heavy down­pour of rain. These black days were very marked as a great and sud­den change from the usual blue clear­ness of the sky. It did not be­gin to rain in Mec­cah till about el­even A.M., though it must have been rain­ing for some time to­wards Muna and Ara­fat, for the stream from there into the val­ley of Mec­cah had over­flowed, and already the streets at the east end and in the centre of the city were flooded with sev­eral inches of wa­ter. Still no ser­i­ous in­und­a­tion was an­ti­cip­ated, the flood­ing of the streets be­ing the usual res­ult of an or­din­ary shower, and the stalls in the bazaars stood at the sides of streets, down the centre of which people were wad­ing in little tor­rents.


  As soon as it began to rain I re­turned to the house, and saw through the win­dow that it shortly after set in to blow hard from the east, ac­com­pan­ied by heavy trop­ical rain—not ex­cep­tion­ally heavy for the trop­ics, but much harder than would be likely to be seen out of them. As the rain con­tin­ued, all our people and a num­ber of friends not be­long­ing to our party, drip­ping wet, came in for shel­ter and filled our two rooms. In the Haram a few inches of wa­ter quickly gathered, and the at­tend­ants were em­ployed, as I had of­ten seen them be­fore, in keep­ing the pave­ment round the Kaa­bah clear by sweep­ing the wa­ter down large holes in the pave­ment.


  An­other hour, and the rain still con­tin­ued to come down as hard as ever, the wind blow­ing half a hur­ricane, flap­ping and bel­ly­ing out the cover of the Kaa­bah as though it would blow it away, which it cer­tainly would have done had it not been new. At this time the Amér sent some of his un­der ser­vants out to try and get a little of the wa­ter that flowed off the Kaa­bah for us to drink, and, as they went in and out, they told us that the wa­ter was rising rap­idly in the streets, and shortly af­ter­wards came in and said it would soon be flow­ing into the Haram.


  Some of us went out to see; I among the rest. The wa­ter had risen so sud­denly and un­ex­pec­tedly that there had been no time for the most or­din­ary pre­cau­tions. Those who had seen it said it had come in like a wave from the dir­ec­tion of Muna; if so, and it had passed over the scene of the late slaughter, it must now be simply a poisoned flood. It was now flow­ing in tur­bid muddy streams, three or four feet deep, down all the streets.


  Across every en­trance to the Haram there is a raised stone para­pet, ap­par­ently built for the pur­pose of keep­ing the wa­ter out dur­ing these floods. I took my stand on one of these and watched the strong steady stream flow­ing past laden with the float­ing wreck of the bazaars, cages of fowls, all kinds of fruit, flocks of bread loaves, empty bas­kets, the legs and tops of wooden stalls, dogs swim­ming about, and be­ing forced whin­ing back wherever they at­temp­ted to land, Negroes and Ar­abs stand­ing in the stream seiz­ing whatever was best worth pick­ing up as it floated past.


  Most of the shops were already flooded, and the wa­ter had risen so quickly that there had not been time to re­move much of the stock, which was be­ing floated out into the stream, the own­ers pil­ing it back man­fully. Such of the shops as were not already flooded were crowded by as many as could find stand­ing room, as were all steps and isol­ated dry points.


  The depth and strength of the stream con­tin­ued to in­crease vis­ibly, and it be­came a busi­ness of swim­ming for those who plunged in after sal­vage. The flood had not yet reached the Haram, where thou­sands had taken refuge and shel­ter un­der the ar­cades, but in a few minutes the wa­ter trickled un­der our feet down into the Haram be­hind us.


  The lar­ger gates of the Haram were now shut, but these had little doors in them which were left open till the rush of wa­ter be­came so strong that it was found im­possible to close some of them. This was about noon. I then went into the house out of the storm, put on dry clothes, and spent the rest of the day look­ing out of the win­dow.


  The rain showed no signs of eas­ing, and the wind con­tin­ued to blow with great vi­ol­ence, and in the same dir­ec­tion. The wa­ter was rush­ing into the Haram at every gate, the badly-made and loosely-join­ted doors scarcely of­fer­ing any ob­struc­tion and merely fil­ter­ing it of the coarser debris. At this time a sailor might have de­scribed the Haram as tak­ing in green seas fore and aft, ex­cept that the wa­ter was bright pea-soup col­our.


  About two P.M. the wind sud­denly shif­ted to the west, tak­ing the cover of the Kaa­bah “flat aback,” only giv­ing it time for a couple of tre­mend­ous flaps and bangs be­fore it settled into flut­ter­ing and bel­ly­ing in the op­pos­ite dir­ec­tion. It con­tin­ued to rain and the wa­ter to flow in un­til about three p.m., when the wind fell away with a few part­ing gusts, and the rain took off with one or two part­ing gushes of large drops.


  After this, the wa­ter ceased to rise in the Haram, and stopped flow­ing in from the out­side very quickly. Dur­ing the whole storm pil­grims had been per­form­ing the tawaf and kiss­ing the Black Stone in greater num­bers than usual at this time of the day, and now, when the wa­ter was at its highest and the Black Stone im­mersed, many con­tin­ued to swim round the Kaa­bah, and put their heads un­der to kiss the stone. The tem­per­at­ure through­out the storm was uni­formly cool, though not more than nor­mally so, and it only re­mained over­cast un­til sun­set, the storm passing away to the north.*


  * Not­with­stand­ing that storms of this nature are rare in the neigh­bour­ing sea, er­ratic whirl­winds of any di­men­sions are daily oc­cur­rences in the Hejaz. The one above de­scribed, how­ever, will have been seen to have been a true ro­tat­ory storm of mod­er­ate cyc­lonic vi­ol­ence; and act­ing on the known laws it trav­elled up from the south-east in an in­dir­ect course, at vary­ing slow rates, av­er­aging about four or five miles an hour, which would give it a dia­meter of some twenty miles.


  The whole of the large square was now turned into a lake, the wa­ter ly­ing about three feet deep in the west­ern ar­cades, six feet round the Kaa­bah, and a few inches in the east­ern ar­cades, show­ing that though the square looked a plain when dry, it was con­sid­er­ably in­clined in these dir­ec­tions.


  There was great re­joicing among us when the wa­ter ceased to rise, for it was be­gin­ning to be feared that it would put out the lamps as it had done in the last great flood; and this is looked upon as un­for­tu­nate or omin­ous in some way. The wa­ter sub­sided al­most as quickly as it had risen; by the time of sun­set prayer it had re­treated from the ar­cades on the three higher sides of the square, and at the even­ing prayer (nine P.M.) there re­mained only a couple of feet of wa­ter near the Kaa­bah, and the ar­cades were left dry all round.


  The next morn­ing opened with an azure firm­a­ment, and when we got up for early prayer there was hardly a pint-pool of wa­ter to be found at the sur­face any­where in Mec­cah; but in every place where the wa­ter had been it had left a layer of about six inches of tough springy earth, cut­ting like clay—in many places it was much thicker: round the Kaa­bah this de­posit was eight­een inches deep. In the morn­ing be­fore the traffic began the lumpy un­even roads looked smooth and clear as though freshly laid with as­phalt, and the whole square of the Haram like a sandy beach at low wa­ter. It was pleas­ant to the bare feet—soft and smooth. I did the tawaf sev­eral times that morn­ing at a good run—sharper ex­er­cise than I had taken for many a day. I had a walk after day­break in the streets, which were soon trod­den slushy, for though the layer of earth left by the flood was pretty firm at first, there was a good deal of wa­ter in it, and the feet of the pas­sen­gers soon kneaded it into a ten­a­cious black mud, from which the beg­gars and pass­ers-by un­earthed all kinds of little art­icles of prop­erty. Here and there the leg of a drowned dog pro­truded, per­haps side by side with a pret­tily-worked broken cane bas­ket, or a squashed melon. It was curi­ous to re­flect what a num­ber of strange odds and ends must have been bur­ied side by side un­der that layer of mud, the pro­duc­tions of al­most any age or state of art, from a piece of worked gun-flint or Be­dawi pot­tery to a four-bladed pen­knife, per­haps in some fu­ture age to be brought to light to­gether in be­wil­der­ing vari­ety. Three old tot­ter­ing ru­ins in the east end of the town had re­ceived the last shake to their found­a­tions and fallen, killing, I was sur­prised to hear, only four per­sons. I heard of no other hu­man lives be­ing lost dir­ectly from the in­und­a­tion. Much de­struc­tion must have been done to all dam­age­able prop­erty on the ground-floors through­out the lower arch of the val­ley, still I heard very little com­plaint about losses ex­cept from the beg­gars and people who had noth­ing to lose; these of course made a great pre­text of the flood.


  Next day the bazaars looked the old style, and busi­ness flour­ished as if noth­ing had happened. With their “all’s-for-the-best” in­dif­fer­ence to fate, these people barely made the events of the pre­vi­ous day the sub­ject of a morn­ing call’s gos­sip. The mud de­fil­ing the Haram was an­other mat­ter though, and great num­bers of vo­lun­teers were soon at work re­mov­ing it, many of the wealth­i­est pil­grims car­ry­ing bas­kets or fish­ing-mat­tocks, to­gether with work­ing-parties of sol­diers from the bar­racks. In spite of the great sup­ply of la­bour it took three days to clear it all out, and place it in the streets in the im­me­di­ate vi­cin­ity in large heaps block­ing up the way, till the mounds were trod­den out and hardened down, still leav­ing some of the roads so hum­mocky and un­even that camels could not travel be­fore the sol­diers had done a little to­ward lev­el­ling off the tops of the steep­est hil­locks; for not­with­stand­ing the soft, I was go­ing to say cat­like, feet of the camel, it can neither go up nor down a very steep hill.


  For many days after the flood the wa­ter in all the wells was brown and muddy, and if left stand­ing all night would not be more than half settled in the morn­ing. The taste of all the wells was altered, the or­din­ary wa­ter tast­ing like Zem Zem, and the Zem Zem it­self much weakened. For a couple of days there was some mois­ture in the air, and bread left on a shelf un­covered for a few hours did not ap­pear to have un­der­gone a second bak­ing, and have a metal­lic ring from hard­ness. The worst res­ult of the flood was the great amount of sick­ness that pre­vailed after it; chol­era, small-pox, and typhus epi­dem­ics broke out and raged wildly to­gether for about three weeks. Mo­hammedan burial rites dif­fer a good deal in dif­fer­ent coun­tries, and of course vary with cir­cum­stances—from the dan­cing howl­ing wakes of Egypt and Syria, to the mere lay­ing of the body straight and pla­cing a few stones over it in the desert. In Mec­cah it is usual to take the bier to a part of the Haram near Ab­ra­ham’s Stone, so that the soul may pass out of it through the door of the Kaa­bah, and the noonday prayer is re­cited by the Imam be­fore in­ter­ment of the body un­der a few bushes and a couple of feet of earth, with its face to­wards the Kaa­bah. A coffin is never used by Mo­hamme­dans, though vo­lu­min­ous swath­ings and wrap­pings are, the grave-clothes be­ing some­times made of fine ma­ter­ial, white be­ing the com­mon mourn­ing col­our. Within three days after the flood I no­ticed the num­ber of fu­ner­als in­creas­ing; and at one time, about ten days after, the quant­ity passing through the Haram was so great as to form al­most a con­tinu­ous pro­ces­sion for an hour be­fore noon. One day I coun­ted sixty-three fu­ner­als.


  No idea can be formed from this of the num­ber of deaths which really oc­curred daily, as prob­ably by far the greater ma­jor­ity of those who died had no friends, or were not thought worth the trouble of car­ry­ing to the Kaa­bah on the way to the burial-ground. Men in the ag­on­ies of chol­era might fre­quently be seen ly­ing at the sides of the streets, and never a good Samar­itan went near them. Small­pox and typhus cases, in all stages of the dis­eases, walked about in pub­lic, al­most arm-in-arm, no one avoid­ing or seem­ing to think it the least out of the way. In one house I vis­ited there were eight small­pox cases down at the same time, of which five died, and yet five other healthy men con­tin­ued to eat and sleep in the same room!


  If there is any found­a­tion at all for our Eng­lish no­tion about con­ta­gion, how Mec­cah es­caped decim­a­tion does seem a mir­acle. Some­how I did not ap­pre­hend any­thing my­self; I don’t know why ex­actly, but I had not the slight­est fear, though I cer­tainly ex­pec­ted some of our party to be laid up, so many of us be­ing crowded into the two rooms, which had be­come re­volt­ingly filthy. Still, though we moved about amidst in­fec­ted loc­al­it­ies and among in­fec­ted people in the most reck­less man­ner, none of us were taken ser­i­ously ill. This was at­trib­uted to the Amér’s en­er­getic pre­cau­tions, he hav­ing, re­gard­less of ex­pense, provided his whole house­hold with a new and in­fal­lible charm. I wore mine round my neck till it got en­tangled with my beads, so I broke the string and threw it away, first open­ing it out to see what it was made of. It was a ball of bees’-wax, about the size of a No. 12 bul­let, with a little pel­let of pa­per in­side on which some­thing had been writ­ten; but it was now so crumpled and torn I could make noth­ing of it. The run on the grave­yards soon began to take the pil­grims off, and the town was get­ting less crowded, the pil­grims leav­ing by thou­sands; and we now began to make our pre­par­a­tions for start­ing with the first cara­van to Med­i­nah.


  I met the “Lady Venus” three or four times in the Haram, and had con­ver­sa­tions with her for in­ter­vals vary­ing from the mere ex­change of a few words dur­ing a mo­ment’s op­por­tun­ity to a ten minutes’ talk walk­ing to­gether un­der the ar­cades. Once she asked me if I had a book or any Eng­lish print­ing to give her, say­ing she had part of an old al­manac, ever so many years old, which she had come across in Mec­cah, and hoarded up ever since to read. One day she showed me her much-thumbed treas­ure—only five pages, one month on each page. I did not no­tice the year, but saw the sort of thing it was—“Coron­a­tion Day,” “Battle of Wa­ter­loo,” etc. etc., and then re­turned it to her care­fully, telling her that it was not bad read­ing un­der the cir­cum­stances, though it did oc­cur to me how she would value a more sub­stan­tial and in­ter­est­ing volume, poor beg­gar! I wrote in Eng­lish my Chris­tian-name and ad­dress in Eng­land on a little bit of blue pa­per and gave it to her, and heard her read it straight off. I told her if she wrote a let­ter and could get any re­turn­ing pil­grim to give it to an Eng­lish of­ficer in one of the ships, it would be sure to be for­war­ded. She had little hopes of be­ing able to find any­one she could trust, or who would be likely to do such a thing even if they prom­ised. The last time but one that I met her she was very queer, slightly hys­ter­ical I thought. She kept re­peat­ing: “Ah, child! you don’t know what it is to me to see you,” and then, “I would not hurt you,” “I would not do you any harm,” stop­ping me and catch­ing hold of my arm as we walked along so ex­citedly that I ex­pec­ted a scene every mo­ment: cer­tainly in Lon­don the ex­pres­sion of half such emo­tion would have found us the centre of an ad­mir­ing throng. I looked as un­con­cerned as I could, talk­ing in Ar­abic to her and try­ing to calm her; till at last I lost my tem­per, and said: “Do you want to raise a row?” and then told her that I should meet her on the day of my leav­ing for Med­i­nah, if she would keep cool and find a place where we could be alone. I then hur­ried home, for I had dis­tinctly heard a sly-look­ing Arab make use of the nasty word—Chris­tian. In view of our desert jour­ney to Med­i­nah, the Amér began to cur­tail his ret­inue: he dis­ban­ded quite a little army of spongers and loafers, who had at­tached them­selves to us on one pre­tence or an­other. These hangers-on were very use­ful, al­ways ready to ob­lige or do any little thing, get­ting in re­turn only what they could beg or steal, which is not much really. How­ever, they have an in­no­cent weak­ness for new boots, which they have a some­what in­con­veni­ent habit of mis­tak­ing for their own, of­ten ac­ci­dent­ally slip­ping their feet into the best pair on the threshold (where all the boots are left) when they go out of the house. My boots seemed to be es­pe­cially coveted by them. I lost a couple of pairs a very short time after I came to Mec­cah. If that sort of thing had gone on it would have been dis­astrous, so I was ob­liged in self-de­fence, whenever my boots were changed, to put on the old pair left, make a call where I knew there would be a crowded “At home,” leave early, and mis­take some other gen­tle­man’s boots for the ones I came in. In this way I sel­dom went about in the same pair for more than a fort­night. They were loose red leather slip­pers, turned up at the toes and worn down at the heel, and there was no dif­fi­culty about the mat­ter of fit­ting if they were only big enough. I gave up the san­dals I had at first taken to, as my feet got so dirty, and would soon have been so de­formed that I should have found it dif­fi­cult to re­turn to European boots.


  I had some hopes about this time that the Amér would give me “the sack” and a few dol­lars, as he was do­ing with oth­ers, and in­deed I did not think it at all un­likely, as he seemed to have for­got­ten my ex­ist­ence since our re­turn from Ara­fat, and I had kept a good deal out of the way, merely com­ing in to eat and sleep, neither mak­ing my­self use­ful nor amus­ing. Some of my com­pan­ions, too, had got hold of a story that I had been try­ing to join the Sul­tan’s army. The fact was that a fan­atic Mou­lah had raised a band of about four hun­dred men to go to Tur­key and fight the Rus­si­ans, by preach­ing a ji­had and pro­claim­ing that mir­acles would be per­formed for us if we fought with swords only, and gave up our lives with proper cheer­ful­ness; and I had secretly en­rolled my­self un­der the good Mou­lah in the hope of get­ting away with him. But as the Turk­ish au­thor­it­ies dis­coun­ten­anced all this sort of thing, and as the Mou­lah met with only half-hearted en­cour­age­ment from the pil­grims, the scheme fell through for want of funds to carry us to the far-off scene of ac­tion. I was told that on the out­break of war between Tur­key and Rus­sia, the Pacha of Mec­cah had made a call for vo­lun­teers, which had been re­spon­ded to by thirty thou­sand un­trained men. They were all im­me­di­ately put into train­ing, when or­ders were re­ceived from Con­stantinople to tell them that the Sul­tan was grate­ful for their of­fer, and would not ask them to en­danger their lives, but that any little trifle from their purses would be most ac­cept­able: I sus­pect this call was not so read­ily re­spon­ded to. I be­lieve some ru­mour of Turk­ish re­verses must have got abroad to cause this second war fever, which ap­peared just after the pil­grim­age, though the only talk I ever heard about it was the ever­last­ing “By the help of God the Sul­tan wins,” and no fur­ther in­terest seemed to be taken in the mat­ter.


  Well, I let this story of my want­ing to en­list pass without con­tra­dic­tion, as a sort of feeler to see how the Amér would like it (I never knew whether he heard it or not, but think he must). I then in­val­ided. I had no­ticed all my com­pan­ions took turns at a rest, pre­tend­ing to be suf­fer­ing from what they called “cold fever,” an­other term for an opium booze. It would not have done for me to take opium, the symp­toms were too well known to my com­pan­ions, and so to make my­self thor­oughly use­less, I had to get a “cold fever” which they could not cure. I lay on my blanket, got off my feed, and did not sleep all day and say good when every one else said bad. The giv­ing up of my reg­u­lar meals made no great dif­fer­ence to me, as I had lately be­come so tired of the di­et­ary that I could eat noth­ing with pleas­ure, and felt a crav­ing for a slice of white bread or salt beef al­most as badly as the gnaw­ings of real star­va­tion.


  In the mean­time our pre­par­a­tions for the road were go­ing on in earn­est, mak­ing im­mense tins of sweet­meats (at which I would not as­sist), clean­ing and burn­ish­ing up of arms. How those nig­gers and their arms did tease me, to be sure! Four months be­fore their hu­man­like move­ments might have amused me; and now, when the Amér struggled the bay­onet on to the end of the rifle, and dis­played his skill in the use of it by mak­ing swinging slashes at an ima­gin­ary ad­versary in the top of a co­coa-nut tree or in a bal­loon, if I had not been able to res­ist a very power­ful im­pulse, I should have jumped up, whipped the rifle out of his paws, clubbed him with the butt till he made a new joke, and forced all the rest to sing “God save the Queen” at the point of the bay­onet. I sup­pose it was be­cause I knew that if I had offered to ex­plain that five rounds in fif­teen minutes was not con­sidered sharp prac­tice with the Mar­tini-Henri, I should have been told I knew noth­ing about it, and the Amér would have con­des­cen­ded to ex­plain the ac­tion of the breech in this “in­ven­tion of the Sul­tan of Tur­key’s for the be­ne­fit of the Rus­si­ans!” as he called it.


  I had been liv­ing so long with these people as one of them, that I had ac­tu­ally come down to be­ing an­noyed by the airs of a nig­ger. It’s time I was out of this, I thought, and no mis­take.


  Their own weapons are mur­der­ously dan­ger­ous to look at, and in­geni­ously harm­less to use. Take the swords for in­stance.* The blades are so much curved, and so badly bal­anced, that in real work it would re­quire half your at­ten­tion to pre­vent them turn­ing in the hand. The hilts are like old-fash­ioned brass door-knobs, or pa­per-cut­ter handles, about large enough to ad­mit of be­ing grasped with three fin­gers on a pinch, and the idea of giv­ing points has yet to oc­cur to the mind of an East­ern swords­man. For all the rest of our im­possible ar­moury, a sim­ilar col­lec­tion may be seen in any mu­seum of an­tiquit­ies.


  * Only In­dian swords, as some of the Per­sian swords, might be trus­ted for work.


  The only one worth de­scrip­tion here is the Arab knife or jam­biyah, with one of which most of our people had provided them­selves. Jam­biyahs are slightly dif­fer­ent in make in dif­fer­ent parts of Ar­a­bia, and are known by the names of the places that most af­fect the par­tic­u­lar shape. The Mec­cah jam­biyah is the broad­est and most bent; the Mas­cat jam­biyah is nearly straight, and about half as broad as the Mec­can. The iron of the jam­biyah is ex­ceed­ingly soft, and sharpened by beat­ing out the edge cold on a small an­vil, shaped for this pur­pose only, the sharpen­ing of jam­biyah be­ing a trade of it­self. This gives the best edge I know for sever­ing skin and hair, though of course when ap­plied to any­thing hard it in­stantly dis­ap­pears. With a newly-sharpened jam­biyah a rolled-up sheep­skin may be di­vided at one stroke.


  At this time if a gun­lock was out of or­der, I would not mend it; for though sys­tem­at­ic­ally snubbed for my gen­eral ig­nor­ance, I had es­tab­lished a bit of a repu­ta­tion as a mech­anic. I was too sick to pray, or if I did, I would only per­form the “jumo,” that is, go­ing through the mo­tions of the ablu­tion without wa­ter, which is al­low­able to the very sick, or when there is no wa­ter to be had. I lay on my blanket night and day, scarcely speak­ing to any­one, but tak­ing in everything go­ing on around me most keenly. Tales of rob­bery and blood­shed com­mit­ted by the Be­dawin were be­ing brought in every day by kind friends who were not go­ing with us, and long stor­ies of past ad­ven­tures in the desert would be re­coun­ted by com­fort­ers who dropped in to cheer us up, gen­er­ally put­ting the Amér into half-an-hour’s pas­sion­ate weep­ing and pray­ing, to pass off in a second when “Shaykh the Bow’sen” (the same who had con­duc­ted us to Ara­fat) ap­peared on the scene, to bar­gain and ar­range about the num­ber of camels we should re­quire; then the Amér and all his uncles and re­la­tions com­pos­ing his suite would smile, ca­jole and “brother” the Shaykh, to whose tender mer­cies they were go­ing to en­trust them­selves for a month in the desert, only to curse and ab­use him and all “Shaitan” Be­dawin after he was gone.


  Some of our people, the “first war­rior” among them, “funked” the Med­i­nah jour­ney al­to­gether, and set to work to per­suade the Amér that the best thing he could do would be to send them home to Hind with the bulk of his pur­chases and all the bag­gage he was un­able to carry across the desert with him, and, above all, that his let­ters home might be car­ried by safe hands. This settled it, and he de­cided to let them go. I could quite un­der­stand his anxi­ety to com­mu­nic­ate with his friends, for he and all his party most fully real­ised the dangers of their next un­der­tak­ing, even I—who cer­tainly did not, be­ing very scep­tical as to the amount of peril, put­ting down the Hindi ex­ag­ger­ated ac­counts for what I thought they were worth—would have liked to have left some traces be­hind me be­fore start­ing three hun­dred miles into Ar­a­bia. As soon as these last ar­range­ments of the Amér were settled I put on foot an­other scheme, which prom­ised to an­swer per­fectly. I told the “first war­rior” that if the Amér pro­posed re­tain­ing my ser­vices, I should like to go at once to Hind to the Amér’s home and wait there without wages till his re­turn; but that when he did come back I should in­sist on pay be­gin­ning. I ex­plained that though the hope of my life was to per­form the mer­it­ori­ous pil­grim­age to the tomb of the Prophet of God, I was now so sick that I should only be an en­cum­brance to the Amér if I went with him.


  As I ex­pec­ted, this came at once to the Amér’s ears, and he called me to him the same even­ing and asked me whether I would prefer to go to Med­i­nah or re­turn to Hind. It would not have done to have ap­peared too anxious; so, after stat­ing whys and where­fores, I asked him to al­low me not to de­cide till the day be­fore start­ing, when fi­nally the num­ber of camels re­quired was to be fixed, and when I hoped, please God, to be well enough to go with him to “Med­i­nah the Hon­oured;” if not, then God is great, and I am ill-fated. “Good! Go,” said the Amér, and I already al­most fan­cied my­self eat­ing ham and eggs in the Bom­bay Sail­ors’ Home.


  When the day for giv­ing my an­swer came, I told the Amér that I was worse, “my blood was dry,” “my brains were wet,” “my stom­ach twis­ted,” and “I was not as strong as a chicken;” but by the help of God, once at his hon­our’s house, the “Dia­mond Gate,” its world-famed air and wa­ter would soon re­store me; “Mec­cah the for­tu­nate” was un­doubtedly heaven-sent, “its wa­ters!”—here rap­tures; “its cli­mate!”—here out­bursts of ad­mir­a­tion. Still I de­clared I was afraid I was too bad a sin­ner to de­rive full be­ne­fit from these great gifts, and my own poor cli­mate of Hind would suit me bet­ter. He soon cut my blar­ney short with, “Good, you shall go to the ‘Dia­mond Gate;’” and I had to sus­tain my part by ex­press­ing proper grief and hav­ing to be forced back to my blanket greatly ex­cited.


  Next day by noon the Amér and all his party had gone to a place out­side Mec­cah, “Waddy Fatima,” where the Med­i­nah cara­van was to as­semble be­fore start­ing. There had been most gush­ing part­ings between us—we that were go­ing back to Hind had in­nu­mer­able mes­sages to kith and kin given us to take. I felt I was part­ing with them never to see any of them again most likely, and they be­lieved in me, so that I must say I felt a cer­tain amount of re­gret. I was sorry to lose the “third war­rior,” with whom I had really struck up a friend­ship. We were to start the same even­ing for Jed­dah. I soon tied up my bundle, which was not a very big one, and now as I might con­sider my­self booked, I thought there would be no harm in go­ing out to make a few little pur­chases of rel­ics and other re­mind­ers of Mec­cah, as my com­pan­ions had done; this is what I told the “first war­rior,” but I of course went at once to the Haram to meet the “Lady Venus,” as I had ap­poin­ted with her. I had not been sit­ting long when she came up to me, and we went off to­gether as we had done on other oc­ca­sions. This time we walked about two miles into the coun­try on the Muna road, to the house of an Arab; here she went in, and shortly after came out and told me that the man had dis­ap­poin­ted her and was not at home, and as there were only wo­men in­side I could not be ad­mit­ted. This was a dis­ap­point­ment, and poor “Lady Venus” was ex­tremely sorry; how­ever, we walked about to­gether among the hills, al­ways walk­ing fast, as if we were go­ing some­where, and had a talk. I told her how I had worked it, and the luck I had met in get­ting away on that day, and I asked her point-blank, “If I come back for you will you go to Eng­land with me?” to which she replied “Yes,” much in the same tone as the little boy answered the lady who asked him, “Could you eat a bun?” I said to her, “You, un­der­stand­ing so many lan­guages, could eas­ily make a liv­ing in Eng­land,” and I men­tioned the “Asi­atic Home,” not that I knew any­thing about it, but it oc­curred to me at the mo­ment as a place where she would be likely to find work. I also told her that there were many rich people in Eng­land who would, if they knew of her ex­ist­ence, soon provide money or means of get­ting her re­leased. To this she replied:


  “How you talk!” (events have shown how I did talk, to be sure! Yes, I am afraid I was a great deal too hope­ful), and so on; I prom­ising her she would be in Eng­land in less than a year, and she very much doubt­ing the chances of such a thing till we got back to the Haram, when she again be­came as ex­cited as on our last meet­ing, and be­haved so fool­ishly that (I am ashamed to say it) I doubted her for a mo­ment and re­membered the fate of the poor French­man. Three times I said “With you be peace” and left her, but she fol­lowed me to the gate of the Haram, and I had to go back and speak to her and tell her that people were no­ti­cing her strange con­duct. The last time I went back I led her to the op­pos­ite side of the Haram, and then said “Good­bye” and ran out of one of the near gates. As I passed out I looked out and saw her sit­ting down against one of the pil­lars and a num­ber of chil­dren stand­ing round look­ing at her. This was the last time I saw the “Lady Venus.”


  As soon as I reached our house and passed in through the outer door, I heard the “first war­rior” in the in­ner room protest­ing loudly that some­thing was not at all “the cheese,” and then met “Shaykh the Bow’sen,” com­ing out, who told me he had brought a let­ter from the Amér re­call­ing the “first war­rior” and my­self to go with him to Med­i­nah. In half an hour more the let­ter would have been too late. The first thing I did was to run back to where I had left the “Lady Venus” to tell her what had happened and see if she could not help me. When I got to the place where I had last seen her she was gone. I looked out in the crowded street and could see noth­ing of her. What was I to do now? My chance of get­ting away knocked on the head at the last mo­ment by the whim of a nig­ger! I was sav­age. A good rule for a man who smokes is, whenever bothered, take a pipe. I went across the street to a little cof­fee-shop, called for a chil­lam, and sat down to con­sider. At the third whiff I found my­self laugh­ing at my own awk­ward fix, and by the time I had fin­ished my smoke I had fully de­cided to start that night for Jed­dah and run with the don­keys. Ar­abs did it, and why should not I?—though I cer­tainly was not in good form for fifty miles in twelve hours. I then went into the Haram and walked round the square and changed my mind. I should like to see the tomb of Mo­hammed, I thought, and two months more of this would not kill me, and then I changed my mind again, felt how sick I was of it, and thought I had seen sights enough for one while. Jed­dah or nowhere!


  When I got to the gates of the Haram nearest to our house I took out my little bag, which I kept hung round my neck, to look at my money, one dol­lar four pi­astres: the sight of the dol­lar de­term­ined me. Bird for Jed­dah—Chris­tian­ity, clean­li­ness, and some­thing to eat; cap for Med­i­nah—the tomb of Mo­hammed and dis­com­fort the worst. Up went the dol­lar—cap—there was no get­ting out of it. Oh! twice out of three times, of course; up again—bird. The people about must have thought me mad. I moved off a short dis­tance, dropped my dol­lar on the pave­ment and picked it up—cap. Med­i­nah it is.


  And now, reader, I must take my leave of you for the present. The rest of my ca­reer in the Hejaz be­came one of such in­cred­ible ad­ven­ture that I hes­it­ate to pub­lish an ac­count of it; but should the re­cep­tion of my present ef­fort en­cour­age me to do so, I can prom­ise to put be­fore you a nar­rat­ive of hair­breadth es­capes and strange in­cid­ents which ap­pear mar­vel­lous even to me, who has lived a life of the wild­est ad­ven­ture from the age of twelve to twenty-five in every quarter of the globe.


  
CONCLUSION.


  “The Lady Venus.”


  I have been with­hold­ing my MS. from the pub­lisher for the last eight months in the hope of be­ing able to add, in con­clu­sion, the story of the “Lady Venus;” or, at least, to be able to as­sure the reader of her re­lease. But I now find that there is no like­li­hood of her story ever be­ing di­vulged, which is to be re­gret­ted, as it can­not but be one of in­tense in­terest.


  She has had an op­por­tun­ity of es­cape offered her, of which she has re­fused to take ad­vant­age; so that there seems noth­ing more to be done on her ac­count, as I think the reader will see when I have shown him some­thing of what has already been done for her.


  On my re­turn to Eng­land, in the winter of 1878, I told my story to a num­ber of gen­tle­men who had been either long res­id­ents in In­dia or were well-known trav­el­lers in the East, and through them the fact of an Eng­lish­wo­man be­ing in Mec­cah was brought to the no­tice of the Gov­ern­ment au­thor­it­ies. The For­eign Of­fice then sent in­struc­tions to their Con­sul at Jed­dah to send a Mo­hammedan agent into Mec­cah and make in­quiry for the sup­posed cap­tive. The in­quiry found my state­ments of her ex­ist­ence and loc­al­ity cor­rect; but she had left Mec­cah a short time pre­vi­ously for In­dia, ac­com­pa­ny­ing the fam­ily with whom she had been liv­ing in Mec­cah. As she was now no longer within the range of the For­eign Of­fice (Con­su­lar), the In­dia Of­fice was moved to go on with the ne­ces­sary in­quiry, and with some dif­fi­culty the lady was traced in In­dia and at last found.


  Whether she is really an Eng­lish lady, now un­will­ing un­der her sad and pain­ful cir­cum­stances to dis­close her real iden­tity, is open to doubt. The Eng­lish ma­gis­trate, whose lady had two hours’ con­ver­sa­tion with her, seems to have some sus­pi­cion of the truth of the story now told by her. And as I have been given an op­por­tun­ity of read­ing that gen­tle­man’s semi-of­fi­cial com­mu­nic­a­tion on the sub­ject, I hope I shall not trans­gress in quot­ing the fol­low­ing from it:


  “Semi-Of­fi­cial, from the Ma­gis­trate in whose Dis­trict the lady was found, to the For­eign Of­fice Au­thor­it­ies.


  “I beg to say that I ac­ted on your sug­ges­tion to con­tinue my in­quir­ies through my wife; but find­ing that the re­quired in­ter­view was on one pre­text or an­other put off, I sent for Mo­hammed ———, my­self on the twenty-third in­stant from D——, which is about twenty-four miles from the sta­tion, and he came next day. I at once told him what I had heard about an Eng­lish­wo­man be­ing un­der his pro­tec­tion, and if so I re­quired an in­ter­view between her and my wife. He frankly ad­mit­ted the fact, and while he said he knew noth­ing about her he made no ob­jec­tion whatever to bring her to the sta­tion and let my wife con­verse with her. Ac­cord­ingly, nine o’clock last night was ap­poin­ted, and the lady duly came to my bun­ga­low, where my wife con­versed with her in pri­vacy for more than two hours.


  “I en­close here­with the sub­stance of her own story. There is no reas­on­able doubt that this is the lady re­ferred to by Mr. Keane; for ex­cept the ma­ter­ial point (which she here denies) that she is an Eng­lish-wo­man who was rav­ished from her friends dur­ing the Mutiny, forced to turn Mo­hammedan and marry her rav­isher, all other de­tails of Mr. Keane’s de­scrip­tion are found in her. And as I have care­fully kept all the cor­res­pond­ence sealed and con­cealed from nat­ive view, it was ut­terly im­possible for her to have been promp­ted in telling any set tale; and, moreover, as she con­versed without re­serve, no sus­pi­cion could arise as to the truth of her own story—ex­cept, per­haps, the main point, which she may be loath to di­vulge, and which cer­tainly she pos­it­ively denied to my wife.


  “The facts re­ferred to are these. She went to Mec­cah soon after the Mutiny. Her hus­band died there, or at Med­i­nah, about seven or eight years ago. She sup­por­ted her­self at Mec­cah by do­ing small nee­dle­work. She was al­ways known as an Eng­lish­wo­man in Mec­cah. She speaks Hindi (i.e. Hindus­tani) and Ar­abic, and used to trans­late Eng­lish let­ters for a nat­ive mer­chant. She is about forty years of age (prob­ably nearer forty-five). She was in straitened cir­cum­stances in Mec­cah. She ap­pears to be an in­tel­li­gent and edu­cated Eng­lish­wo­man. She lived in Mec­cah in the house of Mo­hammed ————. She had in­ter­views with Europeans at Mec­cah. She was known in Mec­cah to be an Eng­lish­wo­man turned Mo­hammedan.


  “Fi­nally, Mr. Keane’s im­pres­sion that ‘she was cer­tainly an European, though bronzed from long ex­pos­ure,’ he judging from a mo­ment­ary view of her face when she raised her veil and shook hands at part­ing, is cor­rob­or­ated by my wife, who had a very long tête-à-tête with her in strict pri­vacy, as she has the ap­pear­ance of noth­ing so much as a re­duced gen­tle­wo­man. In the face of her re­peated and un­re­served state­ment it is dif­fi­cult if not im­possible to be­lieve that she is an Eng­lish­wo­man, al­though fair enough to pass for one. And yet her Eng­lish ac­cent is hardly at all East-In­dian, while her speech is so flu­ent and nat­ural that it is not easy to sup­pose that she could ever have ac­quired Eng­lish, which she seems to have learnt as her mother-tongue. Could I have had five minutes’ con­ver­sa­tion with her, I should prob­ably have sat­is­fied my­self as to her race; but I had prom­ised Mo­hammed that I would riot see her, and she her­self shrank from see­ing me, a sug­ges­tion which my wife made to her in or­der to settle the mat­ter.


  “Be she who­ever she may, there is no doubt she is very well con­tent where she is. She is un­der no re­straint whatever, bey­ond such as is im­posed on fe­males of her creed and coun­try (sup­pos­ing she is, as she says, a nat­ive), and has noth­ing to com­plain of; has neither friends nor re­la­tions ac­cord­ing to her own ac­count, and is treated more as a com­pan­ion than as a de­pend­ant by the mem­bers of Mo­hammed’s fam­ily.


  “My own im­pres­sion is that her father (of whom she says she knows noth­ing, and about whom her mother would never dis­close any­thing to her) may have been an Eng­lish­man, and her mother, as she says, a Kash­mirin; that she was brought up to speak Eng­lish from in­fancy un­til she be­came an adult, and that in a way which her own story does not ac­count for; that, after the Mutiny, by some vi­cis­situde of for­tune over which a veil still hangs (her own story to the con­trary not­with­stand­ing) she was taken to Mec­cah, where she lived ever since till the be­gin­ning of this year.*


  * 1879.


  “It is only just to Mo­hammed to say that, bar­ring his put­ting off my wife two or three times, for which prob­ably the ladies of his fam­ily were more re­spons­ible than him­self, he has given every as­sist­ance in his power. I be­lieve, what he says, that he never con­versed with the lady her­self till I asked him to in­tro­duce her to my wife, and that all that he knew about her was that the Shahz­adi, his step­mother, was a kind of pat­ron of hers, and called her a Fer­inghi* in Mec­cah, and an An­grezin** in this coun­try. Of course I have in no way in­truded on the pri­vacy of the fam­ily, the lady in ques­tion, ac­cord­ing to mu­tual ac­counts, be­ing no con­nec­tion. But the fact that the lady was sent for alarmed the fam­ily, and only this morn­ing Mo­hammed begged of me to take charge of the lady, whose res­id­ence with him would at any time, he thought, ex­pose him to sus­pi­cion. I as­sured him that there was no oc­ca­sion for any alarm, as he at least had done all that was re­quired of him, and I re­ques­ted him to let the lady live on with him as she had done for years past, which he con­sen­ted to do for the present at least.


  * Frank. ** Eng­lish­wo­man.


  “De­scrip­tion of the Lady.


  “Com­plex­ion light olive, eyes of a light col­our middle height, me­dium size, hair short and thin, face slightly pit­ted with small-pox; man­ner quiet and self-pos­sessed; gen­eral ap­pear­ance that of a re­duced gen­tle­wo­man; speaks Eng­lish re­mark­ably well, with an ac­cent slightly East-In­dian; reads and writes Eng­lish and Ar­abic; is said to speak Hindi with a for­eign ac­cent; age about forty-five.”


  Either her present state­ment is true, or, as some think, after her sad and pain­ful cap­tiv­ity and de­grad­a­tion of more than twenty years, and the un­cer­tainty she may feel about find­ing a home and main­ten­ance open to her, she prefers to re­main in her present ob­scur­ity and se­clu­sion. If not really Eng­lish, it is dif­fi­cult to ac­count for her ac­cur­ate know­ledge of Eng­lish—a lan­guage to which she has been a stranger for twenty years—her man­ner and ap­pear­ance. At all events, I have ful­filled my prom­ise made to her in Mec­cah.


   


  The End.
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