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WHERE ADAM AND EVE LIVED

By Freperick aND MARGARET SiMPICH

AGDAD! What a magic word to

conjure with! How it hints at ro-

mance, adventure, intrigue! No
place in all the ancient East stood out so
splendidly, No tales can compare with
the “Arabian Nights,” the old tales of
Bagdad. From childhood the name of
the mystic city and its famous Caliph,
Harun-al-Rashid, have been famihar
words to us all.

But how many Americans know just
where Bagdad really is or how important
it has lately become?

When word came that [ must go to
Bagdad 1 lost days getting “routed,” as
the tourist agents call it. A through
ticket from America to Bagdad is hard
to buy. It is much easier to be routed
all the way round the world—along the
heaten trail. Even on the Atlantic
steamer the word “Bagdad” stamped on
my ticket seemed to confuse folks. When
the purser read it he scowled and was
puzzled ; later I heard him tell a boy—
in low tones—to bring an atlas, He was
orushing up on geography, locating Bag-
dad (see map on another page).

The road to Bagdad, you will admit,
is devious and long. My ticket was good
for one continuous ride from New York
to Egypt, over Pharaoh’s bones in the
Red Sea, past Cain’s tomb at sun-
scorched Aden, to Colombo, Bombay,
Karachee, Maskat, old pirate haunt and
ancient stronghold of Albuquerque, the
Portuguese ; thence up the boiling Persian
Gulf, past Sinbad’s treasure island of
Hormusz, to Busra, the “Balsora” of the
“Arabian Nights:” and, lastly, 500 miles
up the winding Tigris, past the reputed
tomb of the prophet Ezra—shrine of
Jewish hordes—to Bagdad! Seventeen
thousand miles from San Francisco, my
starting point; five changes of ships, two
months of travel !*

* FEuropeans going to Bagdad sometimes
travel by rail to Aleppo, and from there make
a three-weeks' caravan journey over the desert
to Bagdad; but disturbances among the DBed-
ouing often render this route very dangerons;
the journey is also possible only during the
cooler months. Most travelers reach Bagdad
via Suez, Bombay, etc,

HERE, THEN, IS BAGDAD

Here, then, is Bagdad —in Turkish
Arabia, near the Persian frontier, hard
by old Eden, man’s birthplace. Here on
the classic soil of Babylon, Nineveh, and
Opis once flourished the pick of the hu-
man race; here was the center of the
world’s wealth, power, and civilization.
And back to this ancient region modern
men are turning, to reclaim its lost areas,
open its mines and oil deposits—to re-
store the Garden of Eden!

From the deck of a Tigris steamer
Bagdad looms up holdly, its splendid sky-
line of domes and minarets reminding
one of some “Midway” of World's Fair
memory. An odd pontoon bridge con-
nects the two parts of the city, separated
by the yellow Tigris. On the west bank
15 the old town, inclosed by date and
orange groves. From here the new Bag-
dad-Aleppo Railway will start on its long
run across the trackless desert. FEast of
the river, on the Persian side, is “new”
Bagdad, with its government offices, bar-
racks, consulates, prisons, ete. Here, too,
1s the great government factory, where
uniforms, blankets, turbans, and other
soldiers’ supplies are made.

Jeyond, as far as the eye can reach in
every direction, stretches the vast, flat,
treeless, empty plain of Mesopotamia—
1 region once more populous than DBel-
oim.

THE GOOFAH AND THE KELEK

[ was paddled ashore from the steamer
in a “goofah,” a queer, coracle-like craft
in use here since Jonah's day. A goofah
is woven from willows about 6 feet in
diameter, i1s perfectly circular and bas-
ket-shaped, and is coated outside with
bitumen. Some say Moses was cut adrift
in one of these goofahs (see page 549).

Another strange craft at Bagdad is the
“kelek,” a Kurdish mvention, The kelek
is a raft made of inflated goatskins, held
together by poles and covered with a
platform of straw mats. These keleks
cotne down to Bagdad in hundreds from
Mosui. bringing wool, pottery, grain, and
skins (see page 548).
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LIFE AMONG THE ARAB PASSENGERS ON A TIGRIS STEAMER, BOUNR FOR BAGDAD

“Baedad is in Turkish Arabia, near the Persian frontier, hard by old Fden, man’s hirth-
place. Here on the classic soil of Babylon, Nineveh, and Opis once flourished the pick ot
the human race: here was the center of the world's wealth, power, and civilization. And
hack to this ancient region modern men are turning, to reclaim its lost areas, open its mines
and oil deposits—to restore the Garden of Eden” (see text, page 540).
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PASSENGERS FROM DIARBEKR TO

BEARING
MOSUIL

TYPICAL TIGRIS RIVER CRAFT (KELEK)
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A strange craft at Bagdad is the ‘kelek. a Kiirdish invention. The kelek is a raft

made r::f: inflated goatskins, held together by poles and covered with a platform of straw
mats. These keleks come down to Bagdad in hundreds from Mosul, bringing wool, pottery,

grain, and skins” (see text, page 546).
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LANDING FROM TIIE STEAMER . BAGDAL

“T was paddled ashore from the steamer in a ‘goofah,’ a queer, coracle-like craft in use
here since Jonah's day. A goofah is woven from willows about 6 feet in diameter, 1s
perfectly cireular and basket-shaped. and is coated outside with bitumen. Some say Moses
was ciit adrift in ofie of these ].{rnu-l-:Lh:-"" | see text, page 5-1.’1'13.
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ROUND BOATS, OR GOOFAHS,

RIVER FROM BAGDAD TO THE SEA, 500 MILES AWAY ! NOTE THE
STEAMER

UP-TO-DATE STEAMERS PLY THE TIGRIS
RBRINGING PASSENGERS: \SITORE AND THE DOZEXN AND ATORE SURROUNDING THE RIVER
and Indian princes; it was a

Mohammedan world, visited annually by shahs, nawabs,
upon its carousing nobles, they

“Bazdad was for centuries the capital of the whole
maelstrom of vice, so weakened by its own €XCESSES that when Halagu, grandson of Jenghiz Khan, swooped cdovn

fell stupid victims to his Tatar ax” (see text, page 552).
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The present custom-house at Dagdad
is a wing of the old palace of larun-al-
Rashid ; yards of scrawling Arabic char-
acters, cut in marble panels, still adorn
its historic walls, Crowding through a
maze of baled goods, derricks, naked
Arabs, pack-mules, camels, and strange
smells, the new-comer emerges from the
custom-house only to hunt in vain for
the “main street that leads uptown.”

Bagdad arteries of traffic are mere
alleys, often so narrow that two donkeys
cannot pass. Once 1 saw Turkish sol-
diers try to move artillery through Bag-
dad. The streets were so narrow the
horses had to be unhitched, and men
moved the guns about by hand. _

A great wall encircles Bagdad, with
cuarded gateways, as in medieval days.
Flat-roofed, huddled Moorish houses,
many almost windowless and each sur-
rounding its own open court, are a dis-
tinct feature of the older parts of Dag-
dad. On these flat roofs Arabs spend
the summer nights with tom-toms, flutes,
water-pipes, and dancing women. Fac-
ing the river, removed from the Arab
town, are built the imposing foreign
consulates, mercantile offices, and the
sumptuous homes of rich Jews, Arme-
nians, Greeks, and Syrians—the men who
have made New DBagdad.

ALI BABA'S AGE IS PASSED

But the Bagdad of Ali Baba's day,
with the splendor of Aladdin’s enchanted
age, is gone forever. The palaces, the
mosques, and minarets are mostly 1in
ruins. FEven the tomb of lovely lady Zo-
beida, favorite wife of Harun-al-Rash-
id, is tumbled down and decayed. It
is into modern monuments to New Bag-
dad—into roads, bridges, public build-
ings, irrigation works, army organiza-
tion, dredging the Tigris, etc.—that the
Young Turks are putting their money.

With Bagdad's tumultuous past, since
its founding by El Mansur in 731, the
modern Bagdaddis are not concerned.
Every one knows, of course, that Bagdad
was for centuries the capital of the whole
Mohammedan world, visited annually by
shahs, nawabs, and Indian princes; that
it was a maelstrom of vice, so weakened
by its own excesses that when Halagu,
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grandson of Jenghiz Khan, swooped
down upon its carousing nobles they fell
stupid victims to his Tatar ax,

Modern Bagdad is m safer hands;
no dissipated royalty guards its gates.
Sober, clear-headed men, drilled in the
hest schools of modern Europe, able to
held their own anywhere, administer the
affairs of this important Turkish prov-
ince of Bagdad. As late as 1830 the Ti-
gris overflowed its banks, swept through
Bagdad, and drowned 15,000 people in
one night. This could not happen now ;
a great levee, built by skilled Turkish
engineers, surrounds the town.

If the “Forty Thieves"” started opera-
tions in Bagdad nowadays they would go
to jail; Sinbad himself would be asked
to “tell it to the Danes.” Dashing Zo-
beida, with her fast social set, would
sigh in vain for the gay life of old. Mod-
ern Bagdad has no time for scandal and
duels; it has found its work.

BAGDAD A WATCH-TOWER FOR THE POWERS

In the awakening of the Middle Ilast
Bagdad has assumed a position of con-
siderable importance, Here Ingland,
Russia, and Germany established their
diplomatic sentinels, as at Teheran: and
from Bagdad they looked on at short
range, following each other’s every move
in the great game of Middle Eastern
politics. Bagdad has become a sort of
watch-tower for the Powers on the out-
skirts of civilization. Here the agents of
land-hungry nations watched the throes
of the awakening East, waiting for the
imminent shifting of a map that has re-
mained unchanged for centuries.

So Bagdad today is important, not be-
cause of its romantic past or because
Sinbad lived here, but because it has be-
come the busy center of a great field of
action—the theater of international war
for political and commercial supremacy
in the Middle East.

From the northwest, by way of El
Helif and Maosul, is approaching the fa-
mous “German Bagdad Railway,” des-
tined to link India with Europe and
bring Bagdad close to Paris.

Ordinarily Bagdad’s streets are as safe
at night as those of New York or Lon-
don. The Sixth Turkish Army Corps,
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THE PRINCIPAL STREET OF BAGDAD, WHERE THE JEWS AND MOSLEMS THRONG

“Tf the ‘Forty Thieves' started operations in Bagdad nowadays they would go to jail;
Sinbad himself would he asked to ‘tell it to the Danes! Dashing Zobeida, with her fast
social set. would sigh in vain for the gay life of old. Modern Bagdad has no time for
scandal and duels: it has found its work” (see text, page 552).
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“Phink what a sensation would ensue in any American sitting-room if an Arab woman,
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might suddenly appear—silk bloomers and all—in the midst of a crowd of Yankee women!
Our own composure and self-restraint might not be any greater than that showed by these
Arab women at Bagdad when [. an American girl in stree clothes, appeared among them.
Thev crowded about, feeling my hands and face, getting down on their knees to admire my
high-heel shoes, stroking the gkirt of my blue tailored suit, hehaving like excited children
with a new tov. My hat-ping were a source of great wonder, and my tight-fitting coat
brought forth many a fervent ‘All-a-a-h!'™ (see text}).
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PICTURESOUE HOMES OF WEALTHY JEWS ALONG THE TIGRIS, IN NORTH BAGDAD
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25,000 strong, 1s stat ioned at Bagdad and
is an effective force. In the picturesque
old Serai, or Government House, the
Vali (Governor-General) holds his court,
surrounded by aides in gold braid and
fezzes. FEvery one, civil or military, in
the Turkish government service must
wear the fez.

On the flat plain outside Bagdad dap-
per Turkish officers, drilled in German
military schools, are training the raw
Arab recruits, teaching them to shoot and
to do the German “goose step.” The
rattle of the machine gun—Iike riveting
machines on a steel skyscraper—is a fa-
miliar sound on the plain outside the city
gates.

I'HE PEOPLE, TOO, ARE CHANGED

Pilgrims  still flock to the ancient
shrines of Sheik Abd-ul-Kadir and Abu
Hauefah, the Shia Imams, and hordes
pour through from Persia en route to
Holy Nedjef ; but the sort of men whose
quick wits and ready swords lent luster
to the stirring tales in the Arabian Nights
have departed. In their shoes stand
shrewd Jews and Armenians, who ship
wool, dates, and rugs to America and
import “piece goods” at the rate of 55,
000,000 a vear from Manchester. To
ride a galloping camel one mile would
break every bone in their soft bodies, and
the mere sight of an old-time Bagdad
blade would give them congestive chills,

The hard-riding, fierce-fighting fellows
of old are gone forever. Grim barter
has supplanted the gay life. As has been
said, “Trade is greater than tradition,
and foreign consuls above the name of
Caliph.”

At nightfall the narrow streets of Bag-
dad are still noisy with the dull rattle of
tom-toms and the shrill notes of the Arab
flute. Painted ladies in ear-rings, anklets,
and baggy trousers sing and dance on
the flat roofs; but the ear-rings and ank-
lets are imported from Austria; the lady
herself came from Port Said, and her
dance is better staged in half the cities
of America by women who have never
seen the East—the home of “le danse du
ventre.,” Her “act” would not be well
received in any other place than Bagdad.

Along the 'Tigris are many coffee
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shops, where brokers sit at night smoking
bubbling *“narghiles” and talking trade.
Even their red fezzes came from Ger-
many. (Nl in their lamps came from the
Yankee octopus—in British bottoms, of
course. Only their red, turned-up shoes,
their bright keffeyas, and their long,
flowing abbas were made in DBagdad.
Squads of Armenian and Chaldean youths
stroll by, with here and there a bevy of
girls; all clad in semi-Furopean clothes,
siglgiﬁ::anl of a changing East.

ill lately Bagdad, more than any other
city in the Ottoman Empire, has been
slow to yield to Europe’s influence. For
centuries Bagdad kept close to the Ded-
ouin life, under the sway of nomad cus-

toms. Even now Bagdad’s famous ba-
zaars, despite her evolution in other

ways, are conducted as they were a
thousand years ago. These Arab trad-
ing places have changed not one whit
since Abraham’s time. IHere i1s barter
and sale as Marco Polo found it, as it
was in the days of the Three Wise Men
who bought gifts for Dethlehem.

BAGDAD' S BUSY BAZAARS

Here is such a mob as Christ drove
from the temple—a vortex of usury.
For a thousand vears brown men in tur-
bans have bought, bartered and sold,
wheedled and cheated in this magic old
mart. From Tokyo to Teheran there is
no such place where FEurope’s hand seems
absolutely stayed. If Herodotus came
back he could see no changes since his
day.

The shopping streets seem like tunnels ;
they are arched overhead with brick to
keep out the heat; thus they run, like
subways, up and down the bazaar quar-
ter. Through these long, stifling, faintly
lighted tunnels throngs the eternal crowd
of men, mules, and camels. On each side
are stalls no larger than telephone hooths.
Cross-legged in each bhooth, his wares
piled high about him, sits the Arab or
Tew trader. Brown women, their faces
hid by yashmaks, upset the ordered piles
of goods and haggle shrilly. Here, as n
Peking’s famous “Pipe street,” men sell-
ing similar wares are grouped together.

What would New York say if all the
cigar stands were in Brooklyn, the boot-




PECULIAR DOURLE-DECKED HORSE-CARS ON A SUBURBAN STREET: BAGDAD,

A ESOPOTAMIA
“In Mayv sandstorms from the Arab desert sirike Bagdad, choking the people with finc,
hot dust, obscunng the whole city in a thick, stifling gray cloud. You can see this dust
|."|._|“.|| :|_||'||['I-.|-:‘|'I I-1I|||11 |]'H.' -.|-1_'|'|l|'l'-."-'{"'5| | '\.'.'il]‘.'. 1”|:-|_?_.:1 '|.:_-;|_|'|_-.;||1,_-|-!'|-|1 wave ol i:'l'n,-l-ll] il.-u|||_-;_'|; "'I.
fierce wind, its breath like an oven blast, threshes the tall palms and roars through the
narrow, mud-walled streets. The thermometer climbs to a sizzling height™ (see text, p. 502).
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THE TOMEB OF ZOBEIDA, THE FAVORITE WIFE OF HARUN-AL-RASHID, NEAR DBAGDADZ
ABRAT, WOMEN VENERATE THE MEMORY O ZOBEIDA

“From the first dav at Bagdad 1 felt the subtle charm of the East—that mystic spell that
serizes on the souls of those who trespass on 1ts ancient places and here everv law of the
life we know seems changed, Between us—women of the West—and these daughters of the
desert is a gulf, impassable and not of our own making; it is a harri=r of religion—a religion
that allows one man to have four wives at once” (see text, page 5067).




WHERE ADAM AND EVE LIVED

blacks in the Bronx, and the lanch-coun-
ters in Newark?

Up from a myriad of throats comes
conversation in Arabic, Armenian, Turk-
ish, Kurdish, and Persian; in Greek,
Hindustani, and French. “Barlack!”
your guide yells to loafers in your path—
“Get out of the way!" “Barlack, Ei-
fendi!” if the loiterer is more than mere
clay.

ARABIAN HUMOR

The peddlers have a sense of humor;
the flower vender shouts, “Salih Hama-
tak ! literally, “Appease your mother-in-
law.” ‘The roast-pea man sings out,
“Umm Ennarein!” or “Mother of Two
Fires,” meaning the peas are twice roast-
ed. Slow-moving camels do not “keep
close to the curb,” as police regulations
would require of them elsewhere. Here
are no traffic rules; the rudest and
strongest only move with freedom. They
and the vagabond dogs, thousands of
whom sleep in the filth underfoot, are
undisturbed.

MAKING RARE OLD RUGS

Often you may see a fine rug lying
flat in the filth of the narrow street,
ground beneath the tramp of men and
beasts : but there is method in this. For-
eigners make Oriental rugs, bright and
new. in Persia, and sell them through
Bagdad. Since an “old” rug is worth
more, wily brokers have hit on this
shameful way to make a new rug look
old: the latest art effort thus soon be-
comes a “rare old rug,” so far as the
eventual owner in America knows,

In short side streets are theaters, gaudy
places where night is turned to day and
much coffee is consumed. Here fakirs
eat swords, pull live toads from soiled
turbans, and roll chickens into snakes.

And everywhere, elbowing the throng,
are the neat, brightly uniformed officers
of the Young Turk army, come in from
the foreign quarter to see the old bazaar.
The ragged, slouching zaptiehs of Abdul
Hamid’s day are gone from view.

Giant Kurds, called “hamals,” do the
carrying. 1 saw one Kurd carry 700

pounds on his back, a belt passed over
the load and beneath his bent head to

a0t

balance the weight. A hamal in summer
lives almost wholly on “khiyar” (raw
cucumbers), eating over three pounds
daily (see page 533).

The bazaar folk eat strange things.
Strips of fat from the fat-tail sheep are
much eaten; then there is goat sausage,
manna, gourds, pomegranates, citrons,
skins of dried dates and hgs, mutton,
beef — everything but pork. No one
starves: beggars are few. Much grain
comes down from up the Tigris on
keleks (see page 548).

COPPERSMITHS AND SHOEMAKERS

Old-time arts flourish here, too. Cop-
persmiths, naked to the waist, hammer
furiously in the subdued glow of their
forges, making vases, urns, and kettles
of quaint beauty. Some of the trays they
make are five feet across. Dedouins
fancy these; they say huge vessels indi-
cate huge generosity. Here is much fine
camel gear, too, and mule bridles deco-
rated with colored shells, and pistol hol-
sters all silk-embroidered.

In one shop 1 saw over 400 shoe-
makers, every man turning out exactly
the same kind of a shoe—the eternal red
ones with curved toes. Much ancient
armor, weapons, Dabylonian coins, and
other alleged antiquities are offered for
sale. Most of this junk is made “fresh
every hour” in Birmingham, especially
for the Bagdad trade. Worldly-wise
Jews, realizing that rare things cannot be
had in abundance, are meeting the curio
demand in a business way.

An old law savs the arched roof of
+he bazaar must be high enough so a
man on a camel, carrving a lance, can
ride under without bumping. Most Bed-
ouin visitors, however, leave their camels
outside the city gates, One identifies
these desert folk at a glance. Their long
sunburned hair, faded garments, stout
camel sticks, and wild, furtive looks easily
mark them as from the waste places.
You see them, too, holding one corner
of a soiled garment to their noses: the
fefid air of the bazaar, after the desert
purity, is unbearable. Thousands of the
bazaar folk die every vear from tubercu-
losis,
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Fhote by Frederick Simpich

BACDAD 'S ANCIENT GATES

After the fall of the caliph who huilt it, this gate was walled up and has never heen

used since. “A great wall
Flat-roofed, huddled Moorish houses, many

own open court, are a distinct feature of the older parts of Bagdad.
Arabs spend the summer nights with tom-toms,

(see text, page 552).

During the Ramazan feast the bazaar
is open all night. For a month Moslems
fast all day, eating only at night, when
the great signal guns at the Serai boom
out that it is sunset. Bagdad’s bazaar
on  Ramazan nights is a picturesque,
noisy, riotous place, where it is not diffi-
cult to find trouble.

RESTORING THE GARDEXN OF EDEN

Fifty miles west of Bagdad. along the
Euphrates, lies the region now com-
monly regarded as the Garden of Eden.
‘I'n irrigate this Fden and to reclaim mil-
lions of fertile acres around Bagdad is
the stupendous task to which the Turk-
ish government has addressed itself.

At Mussayeb, on the Fuphrates, | saw
4,000 Arabs digging like moles in the
Babylonian plain, making a new channel
for the river. In the dry bed of this arti-

L

encircles Bagdad, with guarded gateways, as in medieval days.
i ! : g h . '
almost windowless and each surrounding s

On these flat roofs

Autes, water-pipes, and daneing women”

feinl channel an enormous dam is heing
built. Steel and machinery from Amer-
ica are in use. When all is ready, the
Fuphrates will be diverted from 1its old
bed and turned into this new channel,
the dam raising the water to the level re-
:Hlit‘n-rl for 11'1‘5_1{.’1111111_

Nebuchadnezzar's vast irrigation sys-
tem. which once watered all Dabylonia,
can still be easilv traced for miles about
Bagdad. One giant canal, the Narawan,
runs parallel with the Tigris for nearly
300 miles; it is 350 fee wide, and all
about it the take-offs and laterals may
still be identified. Herodotus says he
found a “forest of verdure from end to
end” when he visited Mesopotamia.

THE OLD ORDER PASSING

Already the river Arabs are taking to
irrigation by modern methods; the na-
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AN OPEN PLAZA IN BAGDAD S BUSY BAZAAR

tive “cherrid,” consisting of a goatskin
drawn over a pulley for hifting water
from the river, is disappearing; so 1s the
Fuphrates water-wheel.  Oil engines and
pumps are fast coming mto usc, morc
than 300 outfits were sold to Arab farm-
ers about Bagdad in 1900-1910.

It is estimated that the work of putting
this vast area into shape for modern ir-
rigation farming will call for a total out-
lay of $130.000.000. The total area that
could be successfully irrigated aggregates
12,500,000 acres; but the project under
immediate contemplation embraces only
3,500,000 acres. The cost per acre,
therefore, on the work planned would be
slightly more than $37 per acre. [t 1s
estimated that the land could be leased
at a figure that would bring in a 9 per
cent return on the investment. Prelimi
narv contracts were let in 1912, but the
outbreak of the war has resulted in the
suspension of the work for the time
being, at least.

South of Bagdad, in the Karun River
region, oil wells have been sunk, pipe-
lines laid, and refineries built. Twenty
thousand tons of pipe came from Amer-

501

‘e under one order.  American well-
drillers are employed. Coal at Dagdad
costs from Fal_:.' to $20 per ton; now fuel
oil will be used. Ditumen or asphalt
lakes and springs abound along the
northern reaches of the Tigris and will
contribute to the prosperity of Bagdad
as developed.

SIDE LIGHTS ON BAGDAD S DAILY LIFE

About fifty foreigners—Dritish, Geer-
man. Russian, Italian, and Irench—
lived in Bagdad before the war. De-

cause of their isolation and unusual sur-
roundings, a word about their daily life
makes a good story, Twelve of these
foreieners are consuls or consular agents .
the rest are engaged mostly in trade.
Arabs do not readily pick up a foreign-
er's name, but identify him usually by
his work. The licorice buyer, for ex-
ample, is known far and wide as Abu
Sus. “Father of the Licorice.” There
was also the “Father of the Rugs.” the
“Father of the Steamers,” and the den-
tist was called the “Father of the Teeth.”

Beneath every dwelling-house is 1ts
“serdah”™—a deep, cellar-like chamber,
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OFFICERS OF THE YOUNG TURKS NAVY, STATIONED AT BAGDAD, TIGHIS RIVER

“Modern Bagdad is in safer hands;

no dissipated rovalty guards its gates.

Sober, clear-

headed men. drilled in the best schools of modern Europe, able to hold their own anywhere,
administer the affairs of this important Murkish province of Bagdad” (see text, page 352).

with mats of camel's-thorn darkening its
few small windows. Onto these mats
water is constantly thrown during mid-
day to cool the air. Water to drink is
cooled in earthen jugs called “tongua.”
Meat must be eaten a few hours after
killing.

The climate is like that of Egypt or
Iower California—hot, dry summers and
beautiful winters.

In May sand-storms from the Arab
desert strike Bagdad, choking the people
with fine, hot dust, obscuring the whole
city in a thick, stifling gray clond. You
can see this dust cloud approach from the
southwest—a wide, long, lead-covered
wave of awful aspect. A fierce wind,
its breath like an oven blast, threshes the
tall palms and roars through the narrow,
mud-walled streets. The thermometer
climbs to a sizzling height. A native
told me of one such storm that struck
dagdad twenty years ago, when the air

grew so hot that even after the storm
was passed the suffering folk were forced
to pour water on their straw mats to
cool them off enough to lie on. Scor-
pions frisk freely about many of these
Bagdad serdabs, but their sting is not
fatal.

THE DATE BOLIL,

An uncanny, pernicious pest called the
“date boil” scars the face of every hu-
man born in Bagdad. Children invaria-
bly have this dreadful sore on their faces.
Throughout the Middle East this mys
terious scourge 1s known by wvarious
names—"*Buton d Alep,” “Nile sore,”
“Delhi button,” ete. Its cause and its
cure are unknown, First a faint red
spot appears, growing larger and run-
ning a course often 18 months long.

White men from foreign lands have
lived years in Arabia, only to have this
bail appear upon their return to civiliza-
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tion, where its presence is embarrassing
and hard to explain. Maybe it was “date
boils” that Job had! Omnce a British
consul at Aleppo lost almost his whole
nose from one of these boils. ~Nearly
every Bagdad native vou meet has this
“date mark” on his face.

THE TOWER OF BAREL WAS “LOCATED”
HERE

Since 1888, when the University of
Pennsylvania sent its archeological ex-
pedition to Bagdad to explore buried
cities on the Chaldean plain, few Amer-
jcans have passed this way. The Arabs
about ancient Nippur, where the Amer-
ican expedition excavated, remember the
men of that party very well, however.
While | was in Bagdad a grizzled old
desert guide came and asked after the
health of the men who left Bagdad for
Philadelphia more than 20 years ago!
The American medical missionaries at

-
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RECRUITS BEING DRILLED IN TURKISH
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MILITARY SCHOOL AT BAGDAD

Busra are well known among all the
tribes in lower Mesopotamia, of course.

But Americans in Bagdad are as yet
an unknown quantity. For a year I lived
there, the sole specimen of my kind. Yet
the 180,000 inhabitants show a striking
-ariety, almost justifving the tradition
which locates the “Tower of Babel™ near
Bagdad (page 566). Certainly the mixed
races living in Bagdad produce even now
a striking “confusion of tongues’ :

Sunni Moslems........... 120,004}
Shia Moslems, .. I 5,000
e T T 40,000
Chaldeans .....coecvvunrs 1,000
MYLIANE i) o asamarii 1,200
CITEeRE . eaina s auma s ai s i 150
Hindus: cvcmsernmsrmmemens 75
FUTGPRANS 5o v v s sisainin dbas 40

This mixture preserves a peace bal-
ance, undoubtedly, and saves Dagdad
from the race wars and massacres com-
mon in Asia Minor, where Moslem meets
Christian.
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VIEW OF TURKISIL ARMY BARRACKS AT BAGDAD

“Om the flat plain outside Bagdad dapper Turkish officers, drilled in German |'.n.ii_1'1:tr_'u.'l:ich.ml_-a. are tr
them to shoot and to do the German ‘goose step. The rattle of the machine gun—like rivetng machines on a
sound on the plain outside the city gates” (see text, page 550).

Phaoto by Fredericik Sinipici

aining the raw Arab recruits, teaching

steel skyscraper—is a familiar
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THE TRADITIONAI TOWER OF BABEL: IMPOSING RUINS AT BARSIFFA, NEAR BAGDAD

“NWebuchadnezzar's vast irrigation svstem, which once watered all Babylonia, can still be
easily traced for miles about Bagdad. One giant canal, the Narawan, runs parallel with the
Tigris for nearly 3o0 miles; it 15 350 feet wide, and all about it the take-offs and laterals
may still be identified. Herodotus says he found a ‘forest of verdure from end to end

when he visited Mesopotamia” (see text, page 560).

566



WHERE ADAM AND EVE LIVED H0T

BACDAD & RELIGIOUS INTERESTS

In Bagdad there are 67 mosques, 27
synagogues, and 7 “native Christian
( Catholic) churches. There i1s no Prot-
estant church. Sometimes on Sundays
the British “resident” reads a service for
foreigners, while outside his open win-
dow the sepoys are praying aloud in a
mosque built for them by the British gov-
ernment.  ‘The English do not tamper
with the creeds of their conquered blacks,

HOW THE ARAER WOMLEN LIVLE

Time seemed to turn back 20 centuries
when 1 stepped off the Tigris River
steamer at Bagdad. Old Testament men
in turbans, sandals, and quaint flowing
robes (“abbas”) crowded about, calling
each other “Yusuf” and “Musa”™—]Joseph
and Moses. From the river’s edge veiled
women walked away, gracefully upright,
carrving on their shoulders tall jars of
water—the same style of jars, no doubt,
that held the water when it turned to
wine.

Sheep are slain to seal a vow, and the
blood covenant 15 common,

With their own shapely hands, Arab
women still wash the feet of honored
guests ; upon their own heads they heap
handfuls of dust when they mourn for
their dead children ; and should a Bedouin
woman sin her brother may cut her
throat, and the tribe will applaud his
awful act of righteous wrath.

Arab women live, love, slave, and die
knowing little of their Christian sisters
in the Western world,

Few Arab women 1 met had ever even
heard of America. One or two, whose
husbands sold wool and dates to Bagdad
traders, knew there was such a place as
“Amerique,” but they believed it merely
a part of that far-away land called Lon-
don, from whence came their bright cal-
ico and the cheap guns used by the sheiks
in tribal wars. IEven the men can tell
the women little of the world beyond the
desert’s rim.

For all the average Arab women knows
of America, she might as well live on
Mars. My serving-maid, “Nejibah™ (the
Star), asked me if I came to Bagdad
from Amerique by railway train. Once
on this ancient plain, however, lived wise

women—the consorts of kings—whose
names and fame have come down to us
through the centuries.

WEHERE QUEEN ESTHER LIVED

Standing in Nebuchadnezzar's ruined
palace at Babylon, my mind went back
to the days of Queen Esther, the heroine
of the Book of Esther. IHere, amid this
sand-blown heap of fallen masonry,
where the hand came on the wall, where
lean jackals now wail above the bones
of kings, Esther played her role in the
adventures of Ahasuerus, Mordecai, and
Haman. It was here, or mavbe at Shu-
shan, that Esther revealed the foul plot
against the Jews, saved her uncle Mor-
decai, and secured King Ahasuerus’ sen-
tence of death on the wicked Haman:
and as Haman’s face was covered before
they killed him, so to this day convict’s
faces are hidden in Mesopotamia when
they are led out to die. And maybe be-
cause Esther saved the Jews in that day
they still flourish here. Dagdad alone
shelters 40,000,

And among the Bedouins on the Fu-
pﬁhratcs desert—the waste that once was
tden—I saw Arab girls drawing water
from the wells, just as Rebekah was do-
ing when Abraham’s agent found her and
took her as the wife of Isaac. The Bible
says Rebekah drew water for Eliezer’s
camels while he rested. About all these
desert wells crude mud troughs for wa-
tering the camels are still found.

And “lebben”—curdled camel’s milk
like the Arab woman Jael gave Sisera to
drink before she slew him—is in common
use among the Bedouins of Mesopotamia.
Whenever 1 went out on a desert jour-
ney, passing by an encampment, tiny half-
naked Arab girls would dart out from
the brown goat-hair tents, bringing a
brimming bowl of “lebben” for the wan-
dering “Khartoum of the Ferengies"—
woman of the foreigners.

From the first day at Bagdad I felt the
subtle charm of the East—that mystic
spell that seizes on the souls of those
who trespass on its ancient places—and
here every law of the life we know
seems changed. Between us—women of
the West—and these daughters of the
desert is a gulf, impassable and not of




=7
[ o ]
(1] ITII"

.

e s

205

Photo by Frederick Stmpich
THE MOSOUE OF SHEITK ABDUIL KADIR AT BAGDAD
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“In Bagdad there are 67 mosques, 27 synagogues, and 7 ‘native Christian’ (Catholic) churches. There is no ]:T!_I[l:-;lfl;il -;111}1ri_h.ml];:::::r\:im:?h
on Sundavs the British ‘resident’ reads a service for foreigners, while outside his open window the sepoys are praying aloud m a mosquc Ll
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for them by the British government. The English do not tamper with the creeds of their conguered blacks™ (see text, page 567).



our own making; it is a barner
of religion—a religion that al-
lows one man to have four
wives at once,

VISITING AN ARAD HAREM

In Bagdad I went to an Arab
harem and visited with the
“hareem,” as the women are
called. It was not an ordinary,
ill-kept harem of a common
trader or desert sheik that I
SdwW. It was the ornate do-
miestic establishment of a rich
and influential person—a for-
mer government ofhcial and a
man of prominence m the days
of Abdul Hamid.

I went one Sunday morning
in spring. The Pasha’s impos-
ing home—a Moorish house of
high walls, few windows, and
a flat roof with parapets
stands near the Bab-ul-Moaz-
gam in Dagdad. Scores of tall
date palms grace the garden
about the “Kasr”—palace. In
a compound beside the palace
pure Arab horses stood hob-
bled, and a pack of desert
hounds called -111I;_:L'_‘L'='-, used for
coursing gazelle, leaped up at
my approach,

The dignified old Pasha him-
self escorted me through his
domain. Clad in shining silk, AX
turban, flowing abba, and red
shoes with turned-up toes, he
looked as if he might have just emerged
from the dressing-room of some leading
man in a modern musical comedy, Iis
make-up was common enough for bBag-
dad, but to me he seemed positively
“stagev”: but he was all affability, talk-
ing brightly in very fair French. He
showed me a remarkable falcon—a hawk
only three wyears old, with over 200
oazelles to its eredit. In a cage near the
1::1]:11‘1* door were two lean, gray hons,
trapped in the jungle marshes along the
Tigris. Finally we entered the corridor
leading to the “bab-el-haremlik,” or gate
to the harem.

During all the talk about horses, dogs,
and lions T had been consumed with curi-
osity to say something about the human
harem pets of the old Pasha: but in Yral

ARABR

Plhoto hisy Fre leriek Sangach

WOMAN OF BAGDAD HER EUNUCH

SERVANT

AND

eyes it is a gross impertinence 1o ask
after the women in a man’s family. Like
as not he would reply that the “wretched
creatures are barely keeping alive.” So
[ had 1o wait till the Pasha himself spoke
of his harem and asked me to come and
see 1ts beauties.,

FANCY AS FACT

\s we' walked toward the doorway of
the walled, windowless structure, wherein
the women were imprisoned, my fancy
rioted with visions of languorous Fastern
heauties in baggy bloomers and gilt slip-

pers. I thought of all the insipid, maud-
lin rot slung from the false pens of

space-writers whose paths never led to
this maltreated Tast., T thought of mar-
ble baths, wherein olive-skinned beauties

560
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A LANDMARE OF BABYLONIAN DAYS, NEAR BAGDAD

“Time seemed to turn back twenty centuries when T stepped off the Tigris River steamer
at Bagpdad. Old Testament men in turbans, sandals, and quaint flowing robes (*abhas’)
crowded about, calling each other “Yusuf' and ‘Musa'—Joseph and Moses. . . . Sheep
are slain to seal a vow, and the blood covenant is common. With their own shapely handds,
Arab women still wash the feet of honored guests; upon their own heads they heap handfuls
of dust when they mourn for their dead children” (see text, page 567).
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BUILDING THE PECULIAR ROUND BOATS, CALLED “rronFAHS.,” ON THE TIGRIS RIVER,
AT BAGDAD (SEE PAGE 549)
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THE GCOLDEN MINARETS OF KAZEMAIN, A SHIA SETTLEMENT NEAR BAGDAD



WHERE ADAM AND EVE LIVED

lolled, as in the toilet-soap advertise-
ments. I thought of precious perfumes
and beveled mirrors 30 feet high, of
priceless jewels blazing on beautiful
breasts, and of bronze eunuchs waving
peacock fans, while sinuous serving-
maids gently brushed the soft tresses of
some harem favorite; but these dreams
did not last long

Almost before I knew it we had passed
the great bolt-studded gate, stepped from
behind a tall screen of hideous Persian
tapestry, and were w ithin the sacred pre-
cincts of the harem itself.

The interor was a great square court,
surrounded on three sides by snml]
rooms—the individual rooms of the
PPasha wives and women folk. On the
tiled floor of the court was strewn a
variegated lot of cheap Oriental rugs and
passats. A few red, plush-covered chairs
and divans completed the meager fur-
nishings.

THE

WOMEN OF THE HAREM

Scarcely were we within when my host
called out, and women began pouring
from the tiny rooms. Fourteen females,
of various size, shape, hue, and dress,
emerged —each from her own little
room. | looked at their faces—and their
clothes—and 1 knew suddenly that all
my life I had been deceived ; it came over
me that an amazing amount of rubbish
has been written around the hidden life
of harem women. And before I left that
strange mstitution [ felt that even Pierre
Loti had juggled lightly with the truth in
his harem romance, “Disenchanted.”

The women before me were not beau-
tiful—at least they were not to be com-
pared with any type of feminine face
and figure commonly thought attractive
by men in our Western world. Two or
three were exceptions; light of complex-
ion, large-eyed, and not too fat, they
resembled very much the Circassian
maids—and possibly they were. Any
one familiar with Turkey knows to what
extent these girls—often very beautiful—
have figured in the harem life, especially
about the Bosphorus. Most of “he wo-
men who stood before me mn that Dag-
dad harem, however, were absolutely
commonplace ; some of them even stupid-
looking,

iy |
W

COSTUMES OF THE WOMEN

A few wore bright-colored scarfs about
their necks, with more or less jewelry on
their ankles and wrists. The popular
item of dress seemed a shapeless sort of
bagey “mother-hubbard” like garment,
worn over yellow trousers. Gilt or
beaded slippers adorned the feet of the
vounger and better-looking women; the
older ones were barefooted. None of
them seemed to have made much of an
effort at hair-dressing ; two or three wore
their hair loose, hanging in tangled wisps
about their faces.

However, the old Pasha beamed with
pride as he looked them over; and after
all, if he was pleased, nothing else mat-
tered. He introduced me all around and
bowed himself out, leaving me alone with
the fourteen. Two girlish voungsters—
in their early "teens—nhe had told me were
his daughters; but to this day 1 do not
know which of the several wives shared
their ownership with him.

SURPRISE

Hardly had the old Pasha withdrawn
when the women were up and about me.
And such chattering, giggling, exclaim-
ing, pulling, and pushing as followed!
It was a great day—a day long to be re-
membered—in that Bagdad harem. So
far as I could learn, I was the first wo-
man from the Western world who had
ever visited there; I was the first white
woman that some of the mmates had
ever seen.

Think what a sensation would ensue
in any American sitting-room if an Arab
woman, her nails, lips, and eyelashes
dyed, her lmbs tattooed, rings mn her
nose, and anklets jangling, might sud-
denly appear—silk bloomers and all—in
the midst of a crowd of Yankee women!
Our own composure and self-restraint
might not be anv greater than that
showed by these Arab women at Bagdad
when I, an American girl in street clothes,
appeared among them. They crowded
about, feeling my hands and face, get-
ting down on their knees to admire my
high-heel shoes, stroking the skirt of my
blue tailored suit, behaving like excited
children with a new toy. My hat-pins
were a source of great wonder, and my

A MUTUAL
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REED HUTS ON THE EUPHRATES NEAR KERBELA

tight-fitting coat brought forth many a
fervent “All-a-a-h!”

They dsked me, too, how many chil-
dren | had ; how old I was; if there were
many women in Amerique, and inquired
cagerly how many wives my husband
had, and wanted to know how I had man-
aged to get out of the harem alone.

PITY FOR AMERICAN WOMEN

When 1 told them I was a Christian—
a “Kaffir,” they call it—and that in my
country men have but one wife, and that
she may go and come as she likes, they
spoke aloud their disappointment and
pity for me; for these women do not
wish to leave the harem. It would shock
them to walk alone, unveiled, in the
street. These women will not even ex-
pose themselves to the chance sight of
passers-by in looking from the latticed
windows—if there happen to be any win-
dows—in the houses where they live.
They count it immoral to be seen by other
men than their husband.

“America must be a poor country,”
said one, “if vour husband can keep but
one wife: a Bedouin keeps but one wo-
man—and all the Bedouins are poor, be-
cause they live on the barren desert.”
From their viewpoint, the multitude of
1 man’s wives, slaves, and retainers 1s
the measure of his greatness,

Love, except that of the mother for
her child, is undoubtedly an emotion
absolutely unknown to these women;
whence it follows that jealousy, too, must
be but an infrequent disease.

Yet, poor in mind as these imprisoned
women seemed, and painfully inquisitive
as they were, kindness cloaked all their
curiosity, and their every act displayed
a friendly feeling for the strange wo-
man—the heretic—in their midst. They
brought in a great tray of dried fruits,
baked gourds, toasted pumpkin seeds, and
fresh pomegranates; they brought me
wine, ton, made from the juice of dates.
They offered me long Arab cigarettes,
called “Bagdaddies,” when the repast was
finished : and when I declined to smoke
they found new cause for wonder, for [
lied for my country and told them that
American women never smoke.

It was a great day for me, reared in
the normal quiet of an old Missouri town.
If only my knowledge of Arabic had
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ARAE VILLAGE OF REED MATS AND ROUND FORT ON LOWER EUPHRATES

“Few Arab women I met had ever even heard of America. One or two, whose husbands
sold wool and dates to Bagdad traders, knew there was such a place as ‘“Amerique,” but they
believed it merely a part of that far-away land called London, from whence came their
bright calico and the cheap guns used by the sheiks in tribal wars. Even the men can tell
the women little of the world bevond the desert’s rim” (see text, page 567).
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TYPICAL ARAPB VILLAGE AND FORT: LOWER BABYLONIA

“Fiftv miles west of Bagdad, along the Euphrates, lies the region now commonly re-
garded as the Garden of Eden. To irrigate this Eden and to reclaim millions of fertile
acres around Bagdad is the stupendous task to which the Turkish government has addressed
itself” (see text, page 560).
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A BRICK FACTORY NEAR NINEVEH : MAKING SUN-DRIED BRICKS
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TENT OF ARAR CHIEF AND WATER-BUFFALO ON FLOODED BABYLONIAN PLAIN

“Useful as the Bedouin wife is to her husband and the tribe, however, through all the
tribal songs, legends, and poetry, there runs a note hostile and abusive of all womankind.
A woman's nature is inherently wicked, the Bedouins say, and, like a cat, she has nine lives.
They believe that in all other animals save mankind the female is the better. Doughty, in
his work on Arabia, savs: ‘The Arabs are contrary to womankind, upon whom they would
have God's curse' " (see text, page 385).
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POLING A WAY THROUGH REEDY MARSHES OF THE LOWER TIGRIS AND EUPHRATES
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been better, or some of the women had
known more French, this story would be
much longer.

When [ finally rose to go, I asked
them, though I knew they would not
comply, to come and visit me. In this
part of the Moslem world upper-class
women go about but little. In Constanti-
nople, where reform germs are working,
the women have begun to clamor for per-
mission to attend public entertainments,
theaters, etc. But it's thirty days by
caravan from Bagdad to Constantinople,
and the modern spirit of the capital is
felt not at all in the secluded harems of
the old home of Harun-al-Rashid.

The sudden reappearance of the old
Pasha, as he came to conduct me to my
carriage, threw the whole fourteen mto a
noisy panic of giggles. One of the
younger women, dropping to all fours,
hidl her face behind her arms and acci-
dentally burned a hole in the rug with her
fallen cigarette. Think of a high-spirited
American girl kneeling or hiding her face
just because a mere man entered the
room !

DESERT DIFFERENT

Among the Bedouin women of the
nomad Arabs the ease and indolence of
harem life is unknown.

IFrom early childhood she must serve,
first her father and then her nomad hus-
band. Arab maids of eight and ten years
tend the sheep and goats, wandering
alone out on the desert miles from the
camp ; but they are safe.

Bedouins, as a rule, have but one wife.
Being Moslems, they are allowed four,
but few avail themselves of the privilege.
Perhaps one wife is all the average I ed-
onin can support. In all the Moham-
medan world no man takes more than
one wife, unless his means permit him to
keep the extra women in comfort. It has
been said, too, that one desert woman is
all the average Bedouin can manage.

In a way, these nomad women have
been suffragettes for centuries. Trom
our point of view, the Bedouin woman
1s a mere slave, with no rights at all; vet
tribal customs accord her certain con-
siderations, and if her husband mistreat

THE WOMEN ARE

THE NATIONAL GEOGRAPHIC MAGAZINE

her, she is able to make it very lively for
him. Il the lusty-lunged women of the
camp leave off milking the camels and
join with the aggrieved wife 1in a jomnt
assault on the offending husband. They
gather about his tent, screaming out abuse
and heaping on his helpless head all the
invective and wvilification in which the
Arab tongue is so copiously rich.

[ have seen such a man, humiliated
under the stinging jeers of half a hun-
dred angry women and taunted by the
derisive shouts of the amused male spec-
tators, flee from his tent, mount his horse,
and gallop away, utterly routed by the
wormen.

WOMAN'S PLACE IN THE TRIBE

For vears war has been waged inter-
mittently between the Jebbel Shammar
and Aneza tribes west of the Euphrates,
and it is said that in many of these desert
conflicts, when hundreds of spearmen
have perished, the combatants on either
side were encouraged by Bedouin maids
mounted on swift camels, who kept to
the front, shouting cheering words to the
brave and reviling the laggards with
withering Arab sarcasm.

The fortitude of Bedouin women on
the march is traditional. On the long
“hajj,” or march, to Mecca, over the hot
sands, their suffering is intense ; vet they
keep the pace, do all the work, bear chil-
dren on the way, and arrive when the
“brave” men do. So great is the phys-
ical courage of these women that they
have often been known, as their hour for
delivery approached, to halt beside the
trail, bring a child into the world, and
then overtake the marching caravan be-
fore nightfall.

Lady Anne Blunt, who traveled among
the Euphrates Arabs with her husband,
speaks thus of the Bedouin women: “As
airls, they are pretty in a wild, pictur-
esque way, with cheerful, good-nature
faces. Some of them get real influence
over their husbands, and, through them.
over the tribe. In more than one sheik’s
tent it is in the woman’s half of it that
the politics of the tribe are settled. They
live apart from the men, but are in no
way under restraint.” A Bedouin tent
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VIEW FROM A “BEE-HIVE” VILLAGE OF THE ARABS NORTHWARD OVER HARAN

Out in the plain of Haran, where Abraham sojourned, the surveyors have driven their
stakes for the ‘iron road’ within eight or ten paces of the well which by ancient tradition
of the Arab tribes is the very well where Rebecca watered the camels at eventide. S00m
the freight trains will be rushing by and the camel caravans will be forced farther back into

the desert.
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THE CITY OF TEKRIT, ON THE TIGRIS, LOOKING SOUTHEAST

Tekrit is one of the oldest towns in southwestern Asia, dating fr:rﬂl the days of the
Persian Empire itself. It is said to have heen founded by Shapur L. 'he city 1s located
on the Tigris River and formerly vied with Bagdad and Mosul in importance. Now 1t 1s
but a minor place on the Tigris trade route.
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AN ARAB FAMILY OF THE UPPER TIGRIS REGION : MESOPOTAMIA

“An uncanny, pernicious pest called the ‘date boil' scars the face of every human born
in Bagdad. Children invariably have this dreadful sore on their faces. Throughout th
Middle East this mysterious scourge is known by various names—'Buton d'Alep,” ‘Nile sore,
‘Delhi button,” ete.  Its cause and its cure are unknown. First a faint red spot appears
growing larger and running a course often 18 months long” (see text, page 562).
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WHERE ADAM AND EVE LIVED

is divided into two parts; where the men
stay 15 called the “selaam-lik”; the wo-
men's apartment 1s known as the “harem-
lik.” A high curtain separates the two.
Cooking utensils, children, and clothing
are stored in the harem-lik, while the
guns, spears, camel saddles, etc., are piled
in with the men,

An Arab is jealous of his wife, but on
the desert married women are seldom
veiled and are permitted to laugh and
joke with other men. In camp the wo-
men milk the camels, grind wheat in a
hand-mill, churn butter in the “sequilla,”
a goat-skin hung from a tripod and filled
with sour milk; they weave cloth from
hair and fiber; they make matting from
date leaves and are always busy. “While
the Bedouin woman is enjoying all these
pleasing domestic pastimes her husband
sits in the sand before the tent smoking.

BEDOUIN SUPERSTITIONS

Some of their superstitions are fanci-
ful indeed. They believe that when
man dies of thirst that his soul goes forth
in the form of a green owl, which flies
about above the desert a thousand years,
screaming for water. If a fish leaps
from the water into a boat where a wo-
man 1s riding, it is a sure sign that she
will soon bear a son. They live in daily
dread of the Evil Eye; the Arab mother
fears for her child, lest this curse de-
scend and blight its life. Some say a
m:n so pm‘scsscd has merely to cast his
baneful glance on a bird ﬂnng, when the
creature will fall to the earth stone dead.
If an Arab woman finds the threads in
her “nuttou”—loom—have become tan-
gled, she Dblames the meddlesome evil
spirits.  Many women have their limbs
and bodies tattooed in fancy designs, as
much as a charm to ward oft disease as
for beauty’s sake.

Manna is still much eaten among Mes-
opotamian Arabs; the women collect and
prepare it from the ground beneath cer-
tain hill trees, from whence it drips. Yet

the Arabs—and the Jews and Chaldeans
as well—firmly believe that this sweet,
whitish gum-like food is cast down from
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heaven ; that it 1s the same manna which
tradition says was cast down from heaven
for the Children of Israel.

DISTRUST OF WOMANKIND

Useful as the Bedouin wife is to her
husband and the tribe, however, through
all the tribal songs, icguli]s, ¢1m| poetry,
there runs a note hostile ’lml abusive of
all womankind. A woman's nature is in-
herently wicked, the Bedouins say, and
like a cat she has nine lives. They be-
lieve that in all other animals save man-
kind the female is the better. Doughty,
in his work on Arabia, says: “The Arabs
are contrary to womankind, upon whom
they would have God’s curse.”

In all the year I spent in the Middle
Fast I never heard of an Arab woman
who could read or write. To educate :
woman is called by Bedouins a ‘fﬂﬂliﬁll
waste of money. Women are at the bot-
tom of all the evil in the world, Arabs
say, and jehannum—hades—is full of
them. Here are two of Burton’s trans-
hl]ml% of Bedouin ballads, which show
in what esteem the nomads of the desert
hold their women folk:

“They said, marry! I replied:

‘Far be it from me

To take to my bosom a sackful of snakes.
I am free. Why, then, become a slave?
May Allah never bless womankind!"”

“They declare woman to be heaven to man:
I say, ﬁ]lal: give me jehannum, not this
heaven.'

As vet no “Seeing Bagdad” motor-
busses hum along the Tigris, and the
horde of Yankee tourists get no nearer
Jagdad than Damascus and Jerusalem;
but the railway is encroaching fast, has-
tening the day when travelers to the East
may avoid the long sea trip via Suez.
Then, with the “Hanging Garden Inn”
thrown open to the public, “Edenville”
and “Babyvlon™ made places of interest,
with side trips to Jonah's tomb and Nin-
eveh, Bagdad will compete with Cairo
as a tourist center, and men will come
back to poke curiously about Adam’s old
home.
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A LARGE INN, OR CARAVANSERAI, AT FELUJA, ON THE EUPHRATES

The caravanserai of Asiatic Turkey are strongholds erected by the government on the
great caravan routes, where passing caravans may rest for the night secure from marauders.
They are large, walled-up, rectangular enclosures, with a single big gateway, furmshed watl
robber-proof doors and chains. Around the central court, which usually is paved, there are
erouped store-rooms, and above them the sleeping quarters. A porter lives permanently
within the enclosure and extends the government’s welcome to the passing caravan seeking
rest and shelter. The caravanserai is alwavs kept open from early morning until late af
night for the reception of wayfarers. A tip to the porter is the only fee for the use of th
caravanserai.
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JEWISH SCRIBES AT THE “TOME OF EZEKIEL, NEAR BABYLON
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ARAT LEISURE IN A COFFEE-HOUSE OQF MOSITIL

Across the river from the ruins of ancient Nineveh, Mosul occupies the site of a south
ern suburh of the hiblical city., There is almost as much of “the city of the dead” within
the crombling limestone walls that surround the town as there 15 a ety of the living, for 3
laree share of the land within these walls 1s taken up by eemeteries. Mosul has a population
of about 40000, One of its sights is the leaning minaret of the Grand Mosque, which for
merly was a church dedicated to St. Paul




MYSTIC NEDJEF, THE SHIA MECCA
A Visit to One of the Strangest Cities in the World

By FREDERICK SiMPICH

EW white men of any race have

made the pilgrimage to mystic

Nedjef, the Mecca of Shia Mo-
hammedans and one of the marvels of
inner Arabia.

It 1s five days by mule or camel cara-
van from Bagdad to Nedjef, and in
the eventful centuries since the Shias
founded Nedjef—on the spot where a
nephew of the Prophet Mohammed was
slain—it 1s estimated that over 25,000,-
ooo Moslems have made the pilgrimage
to this mysterious desert city of golden
domes, fabulous treasures, and weird
rites.

Thousands of devotees from the Shia
hordes of India, Persia, and South Rus-
sia flock through HE!.};‘:{idiI each year,
bringing with them their mummified
dlead—salted and dried—for burial in the
holy ground about the mystic city. By
camel caravan and winding mule train
the patient pilgrims make the long march ;
many from distant Turkestan are a whole
year making the round trip. To help
handle the throng that pours through
Bagdad each spring and autumn, enter-
pr ising Bagdad Jews have established an
“arabanah,” or stage line, from Dagdad
to Kerbela, the half-way town on the
desert route to Nedjef. And for a taste
of stage-riding in Arabia, I started my
journey by arabanah, a four-w heeled
coach drawn by four mules harnessed
abreast (see page 5092).

[t was 2 o'clock on a starlit morning
when [ walked over the rude bridge of
boats that spans the Tigris at Dagdad,
ready for an early start from the west
bank. Soon the jolting, noisy coach was
in motion, the Arab driver cursing the
religion of his four mules and plying his
long whip of rhinoceros hide as we
whirled away through the still empty
streets. Only a few watchmen, shouting
occasionally to keep up their courage,
and the eternal vagabond dogs of Dag-
dad were astir.

Through the outlying Sunni cemetery
we rolled past the beautiful tomb of
Zobeida, favorite wife of Harun-al-
Rashid {%cr: page 3 58), past the white
tents of sleeping T ur!-.u:-h troops, through
a gap in the ruined wall, and out onto the
gray desert. The mules galloped evenly
on, the wheels hummed, and we seemed
to float over a sea of haze that lay on the
desert, bathed in starlight.

Thus till dawn, when we reached the
first relay post, Khan Mahoudieh, a mud-
walled desert stronghold, where we got
fresh mules, tea, and a few minutes rest,
All about was noise and confusion ; some
500 Persians, surrounded by their cam-
els, donkeys, dogs, and rolls of baggage,
were making up their caravan for the
day’s march to the Euphrates. Soon we
were off again, the fresh mules leaping
forward in their collars and jerking the
bounding arabanah along at a lively clip.

We passed many caravans of pilgrims,
mostly Persians, the bells of their lead
animals tinkling musically, the long-
legged camels groping through the half
light of early day. Women rode in cov-
ered boxes, like bird-cages, slung one on

each side of a mule or camel. A few
'll]l[llill'-li."ﬂ:-‘-ﬁ persons rode in  swinging
palangquins, carried between  ammals
walking tandem. Hundreds of the Per-
sians, their legs wrapped in bandages
like 1HIHLCH plodded along on foot, f|ll".—
ing their baggage-laden t’snnlu:—;}a before
them. The country we passed through
from Bagdad westw vard comprised a vast,
dry plain, barren and desolate and flat as
a great floor,

Near noon the fringe of date palms
marking the course of the Euphrates
lifted from the desert horizon, and an
hour later we rode into the river village
of Mussayeb. Here also a bridge of
boats is found spanning the Fuphrates
at the point where some say Alexander
and his Ten Thousand crossed on their
way to Babylon. On the west bank we
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got fresh mules, and soon passed through
the belt of fig and date gardens that
flourish along the river. DBefore us the
desert re: barren, treeless
plain. Smooth 1t was, save where we
bounced over the banks of ruined canals,
remnants of the irrigation system built
ages ago by the Babvlonians,

Half way to Kerbela, and scattered for
a2 mile Aluug the route, we passed a cara-
van taking corpses for burial at the holy
city of Nedjef. Among the dead was the
body of a Persian nobleman. Three hun-
dred paid mourners, who had come all
the way from Teheran, sent up their
weird chant as we passed. -

Strict as are the Turkish quarantine
regulations, badly “cured” bodies or
bones are often smuggled in from Per-
sia, and on a hot day the wise traveler
will stay at a discreet distance from these
death caravans. The odor, when notice-
able, is peculiarly penetrating and sick-
ening.

[t 15 a month's marching from Teheran
to Kerbela, and these dismal persons had
wept all the way

Kerbela, hkewise a sacred Shia city,
we reached about four in the afternoon,

THE PILGRIM HORDE

Kerbela sucks life from the unending
pilgrim horde, Myriads of Shias have
come and gone in centuries past, and mil-
lions are buried in the plain outside the
city. Of its 75,000 permanent residents,
nearly all are Shias, Hussein, martyred
son of Ali, i1s buried in the magnificent
mosque of Kerbela, and in the wvaults
about his tomb are stored the priceless
offerings of the Shias who have come to
pray, and paid tribute to the Mujteheds,
or interpreters of the law. These Mujte-
heds, of whom there are twelve, have
long been a thorn in the side of Persia's
government. Safe in their retreat at
Kerbela, they have hatched many of the
political plots that made murder and riot
in Teheran.

As early as 1350 Kerbela was known
as a retreat for learned Moslem teachers.
Shah Namat Ulla studied at Kerbela and
lived 40 days on dust, tradition says.
Many of his’ prophecies still live. In her
book, “On the Face of the Waters,” Mrs.
Steele quotes one of them, as follows -
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“Fire worship for a hundred years,
A century of Christ and tears;
Then the true God shall come again,
And every infidel be slain.”

Major Sykes, in his work on Persia,
says this prophecy was on every one'’s
lips a generation ago and was pcrlmm
the main cause of the Indian mutiny,

The Wahabi marauder, ' Abd-Allah,
looted the treasure vaults of Kerbela in
the last century, pillaged the tomb of
Fatima's son, and slew nearly the whole
population of the city. In Zehm's “Ara-
bie” (page 1;22] is a list of the booty
taken, comprising gold tiles from the
dome of the mosque, great quantities of
gold coin, rich Kashmir shawls, etc., and
many Abyssinian slaves,

Jeyond the mosque, however, Kerbela
has few attractions for the traveler. The,
people showed no resentment as I wan-
dered through the narrow bazaar on the
evening of our arrival. 1 slept the night
in a mud-walled khan, surrounded by
scores of talking, singing, swearing, quar-
reling Persians. ”{}Iﬂ{ﬂ}’.. camels, dogs,
and chickens were all crowded together
with the human element of the caravans;
but an hour after dark quiet ensued, for
men and beasts who march all dayv must
sleep at might (see page 586).

At dawn the confusion of the crowded
khan awakened me, and 1 was glad when
my servant said our mules were ready
and we might be off, Fortified with a
hasty breakfast of dates, Arab bread, and
tea, we extricated our mules from the
fighting, scrambling horde before the
khan gate and moved away. It is two
days by caravan from Kerbela to Nedjef,
though the distance is less than 60 miles,

An hour south of Kerbela we came
once more upon the desert, dreary and
monotonous. Vast spots appeared cov-
ered with a thin, salty crust that crackled
as the mules walked over it. After a few
miles these spots faded away and we en-
tered on a rolling sea of gray sand, the
margin of the great waste that sweeps
Arabia from Kerbela and Nedjef to
Mecca, Aden, and the Red Sea. Our
six mules filed head to tail. Besides my
servant, two zaptiehs (soldiers) came
also. The governor of Kerbela had sent
them as an escort. The Turkish au
thorities refuse to be responsible for the
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A MOSOUE NEAR KERBELA, WITH ODD MURAL DECORATIONS ABOUT THE PORTAL:
NOTE THE PIGEONS ON THE DOME (SEE PAGE 3502)
“Kerbela sucks life from the unending pilgrim horde. Myriads of Shias have come

and gone in centuries past, and millions are buried in the plain outside the city” (see text,
Page 590).
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TRAVELING BY TIHE FOUR-MULE COACH, CALLED ARABANA, ACCOMPANIED BY A GUARD OF ZAPTIEHS, OR SOLDIERS: MESOPOTAMIA



MYSTIC NEDJEF,

safety of foreigners who travel in Araba
without a government guard.

THE DESERT TRAIL

All about us lay the flat, empty world.
Not a tree, a shrub, a plant, or a bird—
not an object, dead or alive—broke the
vast stretch of sun, sand, and silence.
Only the muffled footfalls of the plod-
ding mules, or the soft, slopping sound
of water splashing in the goatskins, came
to our ears. At times we rode up and
down over billows of gray sand, stretch-
ing away to the right and left in endless
swells like giant furrows.

I wondered how the zaptiehs kept the
trail;: often 1 could see no signs that
previous travelers had passed our way,
so quickly does the wind obliterate tracks
in the shifting sand. Dones of dead
camels and mules lay along our path at
intervals. The wind plays in tiny eddies
about them and prevents their being cov-
ered up with sand. For long, still hours
we held our way, pushing always south.

The day was well spent when we came
upon the mean, mud-walled khan built
at the wells marking the half-way rest-
ing place. Already others who traversed
the desert had reached the friendly spot.
They proved a caravan from the busy
Fuphrates town of Kuffa, and were on
their way to the stronghold of the Amir
of Nejd. Rumors of fighting between
Arab clans on their direct route had sent
them on this round-about course. [alf
a hundred pack-camels laden with bales
of Manchester “piece-goods,” bags of
rice, and Marseilles sugar in blue cones,
lay about, chewing contentedly, or nosing
among the meager clumps of camel’s-
thorn which grew about the camp.

The rough, half-clad camel drivers
rested on their haunches, talking volubly
and plying my servant with questions as
to my nationality, destination, wealth,
family relations, etc. And I am sure that
in his replies the boy, Naomi, allowed my
reputation to suffer not at all. To the
Bedouins, all foreigners are Ferenghies
(“Franks™). These camel men had not
heard of America, and asked if it were a
part of London.

One camel man watched over a smoky
fire of dried camel dung, where cofiee
was boiling, Water from the well was

THE SHIA MECCA
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green and brackish, and I imagined 1t
smelled of camels; but coffee made of it
tasted like any other. Naomm got my
meal ready—dates, bread, and coffee,
with a bowl of lebban, curdled camel’s
milk, Off to themselves, the two zap-
tichs ate, smoked long Bagdad cigarettes,
and talked m low, droning voices.

Sleep is sweet in the pure air of the
Arab desert, and soon [ lay dreaming.
Omnly once 1 was awakened, when a rest-
less camel came sniffing near. Overhead
burned the planets, big and steady mn
their glare, like near-by arc lights. About
rose the snores of tired, sleeping Arabs;
the bulk of herded camels loomed large,
and I heard the low crunching of their
rolling cuds. The glow of the night
watch's cigarette came to me from one
side; in Bedoum camps no one knows
the hour when desert thieves may come.

The gurgling grunt of camels rising
stifly, under unwelcome loads, roused
me at dawn. Already the west-bound
caravan was astir, making ready for the
day's march. The drivers were testing
the ropes of twisted palm fiber which
held the packs to see that all was fast.
Then, urged by sharp blows from the
stout sticks and cries of “Ek, oosh, ¢k,
oosh!” the clumsy beasts rose reluct-
antly, their odd, thoughtful faces stuck
high in the air. Socon our own mules
were ready, and we mounted to ride
away southward to Nedjef. The rude,
blaspheming camel men of the Amir’s
caravan shouted us their adieus as they
trekked off, miles of waterless plamm be-
tween them and Nejd. Dut their goat-
skins were tight full of water; as for the
camels, they would not need to drink,

All day we followed our course, as on
the day previous, through seas of sand.
Toward noon we met hundreds of Per-
siang returning from the pilgrimage. All
the men could now dye their beards red
and enjoy the title of Hahji—one who
has made the Hahj, or pilgrimage. Soon
[, too, would become a Hahji, for Nedjet
was now near at hand.

NEDJEF, THE MYSTIC

The sun was nearly down, shiding like
a fire ball from the copperish sky, when,
we caught the first glimpse of holy Ned-
jef.

First the great gold dome of its
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Photo by Frederick Simpich
VIEW OF NEDJEF, SHOWING IT5 GOLDEN DOAM FE AND THE FLAT-ROOFED ARAB HOUSES

This picture was taken from the top of an artificial hill outside the walls.
Nedjef. Note absence of windows in the houses,
the city,

The hill was made by material excavated from “serdabs” in
which is also characteristic of old Bagdad. In the foreground is the brick wall surrounding
“In the eventful centuries since the Shias founded Nedjef—on the spot where a nephew of the Prophet Mohammed was slain-

mated that over 25,000,000 "ln.lu-nh?mq have made the pilgrimage to this mysterious desert city of golden domes,
rites” (see text, page 580).

earth” (see text, page 507).

it 15 esti-
fabulous treasures, and weird
“More human bodies are buried in the plain outside the walls of Nedjef, it 1s said, than in any other one spot on
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mosque, burning in the sun rays; then,
as we drew nearer, the high, frowning
walls that surround the sacred city came
into view (see page 504). It was a gor-
geous spectacle, mirage-like vision, as of
a mighty city floating in the air. The
high, sharp walls shut it off abruptly
from the desert, and it seemed a mighty
thing apart from the surrounding sea of
sand. Ina few moments we were passing
through the acres of graves outside the
walls and soon arrived at the city gate.

The sight of a white man riding into
Nedjef upset the guards at the gate very
noticeably ; they seized the rein of Na-
omi's donkey, gestured wildly in my di-
rection, and quickly drew a copious flow
of potent Arabic profanity from the zap-
tichs. These latter worthies, now sud-
denly become very important, abused the
lowly guards to perfection, and demanded
that we be conducted immediately to the
Kaimakam (a sort of subgoverner).
Followed by hundreds of Arabs—as
many as cottld crowd into the plaza about
ns—we were taken to the Belladieh,
where T met the Kaimakam (a Turk).
It was now quite dark, and I was pleased
to follow the Kaimakam's advice, that we
turn in and “see Nedjef” next day.

We spent the night in a fairly com-
fortable khan, sleeping on its flat mud-
roof Moorish fashion. From the house-
tops about came the dull rattle of tom-
toms and the sound of Arab women’s
voices, singing to the accompaniment of
their jangling tambourines. Two cap-
tive desert lions, caged on a roof near
the khan, roared at intervals during the
night, and each time they roared I awak-
ened, startled by the unusual sound.

A FREAK CITY

Nedjef is a freak city. Not a green
thing —a plant, shrub, or tree— lives
within its dry, hot limits. It is built on
a high plain of soft sandstone. The nar-
row, crooked streets, in many places mere
passages 3 or 4 feet wide, wind about hke
jungle paths. But for the four zaptichs
sent with me as a guard by the friendly
Kaimakam, [ must soon have lost my
way when I set forth to see Nedjef.

For more than an hour we followed
these narrow passages that lead through
the Arab quarter. The mud-plastered

houses were all two stories high and, odd
as it sounds, had no windows facing the
street. Only a wooden door, massive and
bolt-studded, but so low that one must
stoop to enter, opened to the street. As
we threaded the cramped, crooked paths
we came frequently on small Arab chil-
dren playing before these doorways. In-
variably they took one look at me, doubt-
less the first white man they had seen,
and fled screaming through the low door-
ways. An instant later I would hear the
startled voices of women, and then the
hurried sliding of the great door bars.

Three or four times, in turning a sharp
curve in the warped gloomy street, I
came face to face with veiled Arab
women. At sight of me through the
odd peep-holes in their black veils they
whirled about and dashed hastily into the
first friendly doorway with many excla-
mations of surprise. Often, when we
had passed a little bevond these women,
I heard them burst into shrieks of hys-
terical laughter.

One of the strange features of this
strange city is its cellars. In summer
the fierce heat drives the panting people
deep down into the earth, like rats in a
hole. Beneath every house is a cellar,
burrowed mine-like to amazing depths;
one | explored reached an astoundingly
low level, being more than 100 feet below
the street. Down into these damp, dark
holes the Shias flee when the scorching
desert air sizzles above and imported
German thermometers stand at 130 Fah-
renheit. Some of the cellars (serdabs)
are arranged in a tier of cells or rooms,
one below the other; the upper room is
ased in the first hot months, the family
going lower down as the heat mcreases.

So many of these vast underground
retreats have been dug that the excavated
material, carried from the city on don-
keys' backs and dumped on the desert
outside, forms a voung mountain over 100
feet high, from the top of which a fine
view of the city may be had. T was told
that many of these serdabs are connected
by means of underground corridors, and
that criminals, who swarm in Nedjef,
casily elude capture by passing through
these tunnels from house to house, finally
emerging at a point in the city remote
from their place of disappearance.
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FURIOUS FANATICS AT NEDJEF

lood on their clothes are the victims of self-inflicted wounds. During the Moharrem feast these fanatics work themselves into a
' their | | Tl with swords. Some have been known to kill themselves in the heat ot rehgious
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[n the heart of Nedjef, its great dome
visible for miles on the surrounding des-
ert, stands the magnificent mosque of
Abbas, the shrine that draws the teeming
throng from all the Middle Last.

TILES OF GOLD

Turning from the native quarter, we
came to the long straight bazaar leading
to the mosque. [ was struck with the
difference in the looks of the Nedjef
people and the crowds at Kerbela. Few
Persians were about ; the folk seemed all
Arabs. Many uncouth, swaggering des-
ert men were among them, their long
hair, faded dress, and camel sticks, or
oversupply of guns and side-arms, mark-
ing them as from the wild places. There
was a spirit of crude, barbaric primitive-
ness in the crowd that surged past. The
little touches of outside influence one
sees at Bagdad, like an occasional Furo-
pean hat or an imported overcoat, were
all lacking at Nedjef. Here was old
Arabia in original bindings.

The mosque we came on suddenly, for
the crowded bazaar street ends in an open
plaza before this dazzling structure.

In amazement 1 gazed on its wonder-
ful facade; golden tiles and fancy silver-
work rise above and about the great por-
tal, and across the wide entrance is hung
a giant chain of brass, worn smooth and
shiny from contact with the millions of
turbans, tarbooshes, and keffeyehs which
have brushed under it in centuries gone
by. This chain is so hung that all who
enter the mosque must how.

Through this open gate, from where
we stood, some 20 vards back, 1 could see
the base of the great mosque itself. To
my profound surprise, the great gold
tiles which cover the dome also run to
the very base of the mosque! And on
the inside of the walls about the court
were more gold tiles. Above the outer
portal, too, on the outside, were sprawling
Arabic characters 20 inches high, seem-
ingly cut from sheets of gold! What
must this barbaric splendor have cost!

The cost of the wonderful temple itself
is but a bagatelle compared with the value
of the treasure in its vault. For ages, be

it known, Indian princes, shahs, and no-
bles of the Shia faith have made pre-
cious gifts to this temple at Nedjef, pour-
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ing into it a priceless stream of jewels,
gold, and plate. A DBritish Indian army
officer told me that the looting of the
Nedjef mosque was a favorite dream of
soldiers in the Middle East, who looked
forward to the day when war may sweep
an army of invasion into Nedjef. The
true enormity of the treasure at Nedjef
was only brought to light in recent years,
when the Shah of Persia made the Hahj
and the pent-up wealth was revealed to
his royal gaze by its zealous official
kr:Ler the “Kilitdar.”

Jut no Christian has ever seen the
inner glories of the great mosque of
Abbas at Nedjef. The contrast between
two faiths i1s striking: a Moslem walking
into a Christian church is made welcome ;
a Christian who walked into the Moslem
mosque at Nedjef would be slain as a
defiler; yet both claim the same God!

Lost in admiration of the splendid
structure before me, 1 had failed to note
the gathering crowd of Shias who now
packed the plaza about us. It was the
anxious voice of the zaptieh urging that
I move away that finally roused me. In
an instant, it seemed, fuil},r 200 people
had gﬂhered in the small square before
the mosque and were glaring at me and
asking why and whence [ had come.

One zaptieh, feeling my dignity as-
sailed, foolishly struck or pushed a Shia
who had cursed my religion and spat at
me. A serious disturbance seemed about
to break out, but we managed to slip
away through a narrow side passage and
thus avoid the crowd. As it was, a hun-
dred or more men and boys followed, nor
left off until we passed through the south
gate of Nedjef and out onto the desert
for safety.

More human bodies are buried in the
plain outside the walls of Nedjef, it is
said, than in any other one spot on earth.
Myriads of fancy tombs, terminating at
the top in little blue-tiled domes, rise
from the plain. I asked how many might
be buried there. “Allah knows all their
names,” said a zaptieh, simply. And all
the millions of pilgrims who have come
in ages past with corpses for burial have
also brought money to spend. The richer
the man who brings the body, the greater
the toll taken. Twenty thousand dollars
was spent on one funeral.
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Jurial sites within view of the great
mosque bring a high price. The Turks
put a tax on every corpse imported from
India, Persia, etc. Many bodies are
smuggled in. It is told of one astute Per-
sian pilgrim that he divided his grand-
father's skeleton and sent it in separate
parcels by mail to save freight and tax.

When a death caravan reaches the out-
skirts of Nedjef, they unpack their grue-
some baggage and prepare the various
hodies for burial. The crude methods
of embalming or mummifying would ex-
pose Nedjef to disease were it not for
the dry desert air. The very few folk of
Nedjef who work for a living make
money manufacturing fancy shrouds;
stamped with Koranic sentiments, for
the burial of corpses brought in by the
pilgrims.

Others turn out prayer-bricks (“Tor-
ba'), which every Shia uses in his daily
prayers, These are made from holy clay,
scooped up from the great cemetery and
pressed into tiny odd-shaped bricks, and
also stamped with an inscription from
the Koran. When a Shia prays, he lays
this torba on the ground, faces Nedjef,
and prostrates himself, touching his fore-
head against the sacred brick.

Near the mosque in Nedjef lives a
colony of what might be called perennial
brides; thev are legally married many
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times each year. When a caravan of
pilgrims come in from a distant land, the
men in the company seek out this colony
of professional marrying women. An
authorized priest performs a fixed cere-
mony, and the pilgrim is comfortably
settled as a married man during his visit
and period of prayer at holy Nedjef.

As crooks prey on the crowds that
throng our “world’s fairs,” so a large
criminal element thrives in Nedjef, liv-
ing off the timid pilgrims. Gamblers,
thieves, and sharpers abound, and few
pilerims  leave Nedjef with money.
Many fall by the wayside and eke out
the life of beggars on the streets of Ker-
bela, Bagdad, etc.

In all of this unnatural city 1 saw not
a tree or shrub; not even a potted plant.
It is a dry, prison-like place of somber
gray stones and mud-plastered walls.
Remove its mosque, its one priceless pos-
session, and Nedjef, with its horde who
live on those that come to pray, would
perish from the earth. In the 1,200 years
of its eventful life, not one useful article
has been manufactured within its fanat-
ical precincts.

Yet in all Islam, Shias turn to Nedjef
to say their prayers. To Nedjei every
good man must make the pilgrimage once
in his life, and at Nedjef he hopes to be
buried when he dies.

IMPRESSIONS OF ASIATIC TURKEY

By STeErPHEN vAN RENSSELAER TROWBRIDGE

IVE years’ experience in the prov-

inces of Aleppo and Adana are the

hasis for the impressions recorded
in this article. Extensive horseback
journeys, covermg ;11t£1g¢-:t114:r more than
4,000 miles, have given an excellent op-
portunity for an intimate study of the
Turkish people and of the land itself.

In the provinces the Turks have built
no monuments which will abide. Their
seven centuries of occupation have served
to demolish many stately ruins of ancient
architecture; but as for constructive
work not even roads and bridges have
been built,

Many Americans are prejudiced against
the Turks, partly through a vague sus-
picion of all the Oriental peoples and
partly through the scathing denunciations
called forth by massacres of Bulgarians
and Armenians. Many of these hostile
utterances are no doubt echoes of Wil
lham F. Gladstone's famous invectives,
and even in Shakespearean drama we
find bitter allusions to the Turks.

jut let us remember that the individual
Turk possesses many admirable qualities
of hospitality, courage, and fidelity. Asia
Minor is made up largely of rugged
mountain ranges and high, fertile pla-
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teaus. In this bracing climate a strong
type of physique is developed, as those
who have traveled among the Turkish
peasants very well know.

Yet it is doubtful if the Turkish na-
tion can stand much longer against the
steady and well-planned advance by Ger-
many, Russia, and England for the ulti-
mate occupation of what is left of the
Empire. The complete defeat at the
hands of the Dalkan allhes, due very
largely to 30 years of political corrup-
tion and mismanagement in Constanti-
nople, has broken Turkish prestige in
such a way as to invite further terri-
torial dismemberment.

Those ancient plains and valleys which
have seen the momentous clash of Asiatic
and European armies in the centuries of
the past are destined to see still further
political changes before their rich re-
sources are claimed for modern science
and industrial development.

A HISTORIC COUNTRY

The historic character of the country
appeals strongly to the imagination of the
traveler. At Jerablus, on the Fuphrates,
where the new bridge of the DBagdad
Railway is to span the half mile of tur-
bid, rushing water, the ruins of Car-
chemish, the capital of the ittite Em-
pire, lie buried 15 feet below the Greek
and Roman ruins. No less than seven
cities have been built upon that site, and
each civilization has left its layer of shat-
tered brick and stone. This was once the
rich country ravaged by Nebuchadnezzar
and Pharaoh Necho.

F'rom the crags of the Amanus Moun-
tains one may look down upon the plain
of Issus, bordering the blue Mediterra-
nean, where Alexander the Great so over-
whelmingly defeated Darius and forced
his way into the coveted realms of the
Orient.

West of Issus, in the fertile Cilician
plain, is the city of Tarsus, the birthplace
of St. Paul. In the Taurus and Amanus
Mountains many Armenian fortresses
are to be found, recalling the days when
Armenian kings ruled from their capital
at Sis. In every broad valley and upon
every plain are the mysterious Hittite
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mounds, which shelter the secrets of an
almost prehistoric past. The Germans
have excavated the mound at Zinjirli and
have carried the immense sculptures to
the Berlin museum.

Two days’ horseback journey south-
east from Issus, the outlines of the an-
cient Antioch, the very city from which
IPaul and Barnabas set forth upon their
first missionary expedition, may be clearly
recognized from the crumbling walls
which were once able to withstand the
maost desperate sieges.

Seventy miles to the east of the Fu-
phrates, at the northern end of the Meso-
potamian plain, is the citadel of Fdessa,
the modern Urfa, which for 50 years was
valiantly held by the Crusaders. To look
down into the yawnimg moat, cut to a
depth of 30 feet in the living rock, gives
one a sense of the enormous difficulty of
storming those ancient castles. Baldwin
captured the fortress in 1098, but event-
nally the Saracens, under Zangi, drove
the Crusaders forth and reclaimed the
stronghold for lslam.

Aleppo, now a prosperous city of over
200,000 population, is famous as the capi-
tal of Salah-ed-din (the Saladin of Cru-
sader history), whose mighty fortress
stands to this day. From that point the
Saracen monarch directed his conquests
of northern Syria, and marched south-
ward to do battle with Richard Coeur-de-
Lion (see page 0600).

The persistent influence of the Cru-
sades may be realized from the fact that
as late as 1638 the Knights of 5t. John
occupied the western hill of the city of
Aintab against the assaults of the Turks.
When the excavations for the building
of an American Girls' School were being
made about eight years ago, a kettle full
of silver coins was dug up. The coins
are of the early seventeenth century and
were evidently buried by the Knights of
St. John—perhaps in their last stand
against the followers of Mohammed.

Roman coins and bits of Grecian pot-
tery are frequently dug up by Turkish
plowmen or are washed to the surface
by the torrent of some sudden rain.
Along the limestone cliffs of the Lu-
phrates are seen the ruins of Greek aque-
ducts which were in full operation in the
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days when Lucian of Samosata wrote his
comedies and satires.

WONDERFUIL CEDAR FORESTS

Upon the northern border of these
provinces of Adana and Aleppo the mam
range of the Taurus breaks the horizon,
with its rugged, snow-capped peaks,
whose altitude 18 from 7,000 to 10,000
feet. This great backbone of mountains
runs east and west, curving at the west-
ern end southward to the Mediterranean
and extending eastward into the high-
lands of Kurdistan, North and south
from the city of Marash to the sea runs
the Amanus range, whose peaks are from
5,000 to 7,000 feet in height.

It was from these cedar forests that
the pillars for many of the Babylonian
temples were hewn. The immense logs
had to be carried over a rough, hill coun-
try fully 100 miles before they could be
rolled into the waters of the Euphrates
to be floated down to their destination,

The eastern or landward slopes of the
Amanus range are entirely deforested;
but on the seaward side, owing to the
mists and moisture, the fresh growths
have heen rapid and many of the forests
are very dense. The difficulties of trans-
portation are so great that when the
majestic cedars and pines are felled the
trunks are often left to rot, while the
tops and branches are loaded on mules
and carried down the rough trails. The
cedars are of the species Cedrus libani,
and are far more plentiful than in the
Lebanon range,

From the stumps of certain cedars re-
cently cut down in the Taurus it is evi-
dent that the larger trees are from 300
to 500 years old. The height ranges from
20 to 8o feet and the girths are often over
20 feet. The cedars grow higher up the
mountain side than any other trees, Near
them are the balsams, a balsam and a
cedar often growing up very close to-
gether. On the Amanus range oaks and
heeches are found in abundance, the
heeches at an altitude of 4.000 feet and
the oaks somewhat lower down.

Mistletoe grows plentifully on the oaks
and the balsams, but no romantic seni-
ments stir the hearts of the mountain-
eers. 'The shepherd girls climb the trees
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and tear off the clusters to feed them to
their flocks of goats!

The Turkish government has had a
Bureau of Forestry for years past, but
corruption and idleness and lack of scien-
tific training have combined to produce
nothing except wasteful expense for sala-
ries.

The shortage of forests partly accounts
for the exorbitant prices paid for lumber
all through Asia Minor and for the cost
of charcoal, which ranges from $20 to
$40 a ton. The laborious caravan trans-
portation over desperately difheult trails
also affects the cost of fuel and lumber.
During a prolonged snow-storm in the
Aleppo  province, in 1911, charcoal
reached the price of $100 a ton, and bi-
tuminous coal from England was on the
market m Aleppo at very high rates.

Another harmful effect of the denud-
ing of the mountains is seen in the wild
torrents that sweep down in early spring
through the hill country to the Eu]:rlu'atu:-.a.
Rapidly melting snow and heavy rain-
fall are the natural causes. It is difficult
to conceive of the suddenness of these
foods. Caravans encamped near a dry
river-bed have more than once been
swept to destruction.  And sometimes
travelers while peacefully crossing a
stream will find the water rising so rap-
idly around them as to carry the horses
off their feet and endanger the lives of all.

Certain torrents are known by famous
accidents which have thus occurred.
“The drowner-of-the-bride and *“The
sieve-maker’s torrent” are two that are
greatly dreaded,

[ have found on the bank of a certain
swift stream caravans that had accumu-
lated for 22 days, no one daring to cross.
Bridges are found only on the main mili-
tary routes, and even those bridges are
in  wretched repair.  The FEuphrates
gathers up the waters of that vast region
and sweeps away to the Persian Gulf at
the rate of five miles an hour. During
the April and May floods, due to the
melting snows of Armenia, the river
spreads out to a width of over half a
mile, even as far north as Carchemish.
This makes the crossine in the antiquated
ferry-boats very difficult indeed,

The mountain scenery is majestic and
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inspiring. I have seen while riding in the
Adana plain at daybreak 15 snow-white
peaks light up with the delicate tints of
dawn. The atmospheric effects of early
morning and sunset are entirely unigque.
Rich tints of purple, blue, and rose hover
1hove the horizon at those mystic hours.

Riding out over the Mesopotamian
plain in the heat of summer, | have
watched with wonder the phenomenon
of the mirage. DBeautiful groves of trees
of shimmering brightness and grace stand
forth on the level horizon; but when
some new angle of vision is reached the
fair scene grows hazy and vanishes.
Again I have seen the distant part of the
plain transformed into a vast lake, with
many wooded islands. At such times it
is almost impossible to believe that the
plain has no such beauties, but is in
reality a dull, level brown, with clustered
villages, monotonously similar and color-
less.

The mineral resources of that part of
Turkey are as yet undiscovered; but it
is known that there are rich copper veins
in several parts of the Taurus and in the
hills near Diarbekr. Coal has been found
in ledges near the surface and extending
many miles not far from Aintab and
Behesne. Near Bagdad oil fields have
been discovered, The Karamanian range
west of Adana contains vast amounts of
iron ore. (iven an intelligent and liberal
government, these natural resources will
attract the attention of engineers and in-
vestors from all over the world.

Out in the plain of Haran, where Abra-
ham sojourned, the surveyors have driven
their stakes for the “iron road” within
eight or ten paces of the well which by
ancient tradition of the Arab tribes is the
very well where Rebecca watered the
camels at eventide. Soon the freight
trains will be rushing by and the camel
caravans will be forced farther back into
the desert.

The Arabs of the plain are perhaps
the most primitive of all the inhabitants
of Turkey.

[ have seen a group of Arab men di-
vide and devour a large watermelon and
toss the rinds out into the dust of the
village street. They were not thrown
aside for the donkeys and camels, for

605

by and by the women and children came
skulking up, gathered the gritty rinds,
and ate them with avidity! Probably not
more than 1 per cent of these Arabs can
read. The village dwellings are adobe
huts, but the nomads live under ooats’-
hair tents the year round.

It is here in the north Arabian plamn
that the finest horses in the world are
raised. Fvery vear buyvers from Bombay
and Cairo come to the Aneyzeh and
Shammar tribes to secure polo and riding
horses of the purest breeds. These
horses, when exported to northern and
western countries, do not stand the cold,
damp climates.

DIFFICULTIES OF TRAVEL

Journeys are usually made on horse-
back in these provinces, though the larger
cities are all comnected by a system of
wagon roads. The roads get into such
hopeless condition that it is no strange
sight to see five or six Aleppo carriages
up to the hubs in mire, the passengers
all having abandoned them by wading
through the stickiest kind of mud, fer-
vently wishing that they had had sense
enough to start out on horseback.

A good riding horse will get through
anything except quagmire and quicksand ;
but the exposure of riding ten or twelve
hours a day in the saddle makes traveling
extremely difficult for aged people and
those of delicate health. The heat of the
sun in summer is so intense that the
journey 1s very exhausting. Horseflies,
mosquitoes, and the dirty conditions of
wayside inns detract from the romance
of life in the saddle.

wt the unfailing hospitality of the
people, welcoming the traveler, no mat-
ter of what race or religion, to any house
in any village, compensates for many of
the inconveniences and hardships of vil-
lage life.

When journeying by caravan, there 15
a continual din at night and sleep is well-
nigh impossible ; for whether in an inn or
in an open camp the pack-horses and
mules carry great bronze bells around
their necks which jangle resonantly as
the animals move to and fro. The best
way is to travel with little baggage, as the
Turks usually do, and accept the hospi-
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tality of the chief’'s house, where the
guests may number a dozen or more any
night of the year.

After sunset a tray is placed on a low
stool and a steaming dish of crushed
wheat, with onions or peppers and bread
in abundance, is set down in the mudst.
The Moslems exclaim in Arabic, “In the
name of God, the compassionate and
merciful,” and fall to with earnestness;
for the evening meal is the mainstay of
the day.

As soon as the tray is cleared away
by the women of the household prayer
rugs are spread, and with one accord the
men bow low toward the Kaabah and
repeat the Arabic formula of prayer.
Nothing is more impressive all through
the Orient than the rhythm and devotion
of this simple Mohammedan ceremonial,
performed as faithfully in the mud hut
of the desert as upon the marble pave-
ment of a Constantinople palace,

Great numbers of the poorer people
travel on foot. Still others are able to
enjoy the luxury of mounting a donkey,
thus covering the weary miles of the
plain. The freight is carried by caravans
of mules or camels; to some extent by
heavy, clumsy wagons drawn by horses.

MOST PRIMITIVE AGRICULTURE

Wheat is the staple product of Turkey.
Bread is the staff of life for the millions
of the poor. Barley is extensively raised
to provide for the large number of horses
throughout the country. During the past
quarter century cotton has been planted
in the Adana plain and thus a new in-
dustry is rapidly developing. Experts
state that the Mesopotamian plain, when
properly irrigated, will produce a sub-
stantial share of the world’s cotton crop.

The climatic conditions are also favor-
able for the production of silk. Mulberry
trees are cultivated in the region of Anti-
och. Tt is upon the mulberry leaves that
the silk-worms are fed. The raw silk is
exported to France, although a few mills
at Damascus and Antioch are now estab-
lished, The largest silk industry is in
northern Asia Minor, at Brusa.

Olive oil is also exported in consider-
able amount and is of local importance
in the manufacture of soap. The ripe,
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black olives are a wholesome staple food
and are as different from our bottled
olives as ripe plums are from green ones.

Fruit trees are planted near all the
towns and yield plentifully if carefully
watered. Nowhere can more delicious
figs and pomegranates be found; and the
grapes of Central Turkey are famous.
The grape season lasts into the late au-
tumn and the vield is abundant. A con-
siderable part of the vintage is made into
a kind of molasses by boiling and beating
the grape juice.

In farming the most primitive imple-
ments are used. The little wooden
ploughs do not pierce more than four or
five inches into the ground ; and the patri-
archal methods of threshing and win-
nowing are still practiced. The stalks of
wheat are spread over the threshing floor
a foot deep ; then the oxen drag a wooden
sledge, set underneath with sharp flint-
stones, around and around over the
wheat until the stalks and ears are thor-
oughly cut to pieces,

Then the hand labor commences if
there is a propitious breeze. With the
broad fan the wheat is tossed into the
air, the chaff is carried away by the wind
and the grain falls back upon the ground.
Very little farm machinery has been 1m-
ported, partly because of its cost and the
difficulty of making repairs in a country
where mechanics is an unknown trade
and partly because labor 1s so very cheap.
A laboring man’s wage is from 10 to 30
cents a day.

A very small percentage of the farmers
own their farms. Most of the holdings
are in the hands of rich city lords, who
employ overseers and practice all man-
ner of oppression and extortion. In this
way whole villages are bought and sold,
the taxes being farmed out by the gov-
ernment to the highest bidder.

The government tax on all cereals is
one-eighth of the harvest. Upon flocks
and herds the rate is about the same. In
many districts another eighth has to be
sacrificed to the rapacity of the tax-col-
lector, so the harvest is sadly shrunk and
often has become mildewed before the ob-
noxious “publican” withdraws to the city.

Potatoes are almost unknown in Tur-
key and meat is eaten very little. The
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THIE SEA OF GALILEE

Bare and drab are the hills that surround the little sea where the faith of Peter was tested. The sea 15, 1n point of fact. a small lake
1

thirteen mules |r-|:5.: and seven miles broad, the surface of whose waters 18 seven hundred feet lower than the Mediterranean, In the time of
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Christ the shore was a continuous garden, with several cities and villages. and was a noted summer resort. The Galileans were looked upon by
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DOWN BY THE WELL: JERUSALEM

its water supply. The same wells to which women went in the days that
weing a Jew, would speak to her, seeing that the Jews and the Samaritans

had no dealings together, are still there, and the same type of bottles are filled now that were filled then.

Nowhere is the “unchanging East” less given to change than in
the Saviour encountered the woman who wondered how it was that he, |
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Note the mad man dancing.

kills him.

ot trihes,

THE MUSSULMAN FEAST OF THE PASSOVER

If he dies he becomes a wali, and his memory is respected and sacrifices are offered on his tomb.

called sheiks or imams. The street through which the procession 1s moving leads down from the Mosgue of Omar, through
:":“,:'||E'_|_'|1L:-; Gate, and 1up the road to ]'-:'Ill::l'l_'-., ‘!'ZI.‘*-:.‘.f'_'_ Lv the Garden ol Gethsemane.

He wears himself out. throwing his head forward and backward until he is completely exhausted, and 1t often
The banners belong to the he:
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Mohammedans detest any form of pig’s
meat, because it is so emphatically de-
clared unclean in the Quran,

[t is not the province of this article to
describe what Americans have done in
Turkey. But travelers who have ven-
tured away from the usual track of the
tourists have been astonished to find
everywhere high schools, colleges, hos-
pitals, industrial plants, and churches es-
tablished under the leadership of the
American missionaries and manifestly
influencing the whole life of the com-
munity.

American manufactures are also be-
ginning to find a market throughout that
country. Sewing-machines, aéromotors,
gas-engines, and farm machinery no
longer excite the curiosity which they
once aroused. An American automobile
has traveled from Aleppo to Dagdad in
57 hours’ running time, excluding the 20
hours spent in getting across the Fu-
phrates on a raft. The government mail
makes the same trip in 13 days and an
ordinary caravan in 21. This shows the
possibility of transit when once a reliable
and modern government is in control.

FINAL ESTIMATE OF THE TURK

Although still in the dark ages as re-
gards science, although under the handi-
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cap of a religion which runs athwart all
our modern civilization, although well-
nigh ruined by the vicious despotism of
“the Red Sultan,” Abdul-Hamid; al-
though fanatical and ruthless toward lis
Armenian and Syrian subjects, yet it 1s
my strong conviction that the Turk has
in him good material for manhood. The
qualities of fortitude and friendship are
not lacking.

The consciousness of God is in his
heart wherever he goes and whatever he
does. It is not, of course, the Christian
ideal of God, but the instinct is there,
strong and persistent. Among the peas-
ants especially there is a Spartan spirit
of endurance which commands admira-
tion. If we could only understand the
soul of the Turk, I am sure we should
find that intrinsic worth which has been
implanted in human nature by Him who
has made of one blood all nations of the
earth.

During the massacre of 1895 in the
city of Aintab, a Turkish neighbor by
the name of Haji Agha came across the
street and stood in the gateway of the
American hospital, ordering back the mob
of Maoslem rioters and assuring them that
if they attempted to assault that gateway
it would be over his own body. His
fidelity and his courage saved the day.

HENRY GANNETT

T THE meeting of the Doard of
Managers of the National Geo-
eraphic Society held Wednesday

December 16, 1914, it was moved and
unanimously adopted that the following
resolution be spread on the minutes of
the Society and published in the Na-
rioNAL GEOGRAPHIC MAGAZINE!

“The National Geographic Society has
lost its honored President, Henry Gan-
nett, through his death on November 5,
1914, after a devoted service to this So-
ciety covering the whole period of its
existence.

“Tn his death the Society has lost one

of its most enthusiastic supporters and
one of its wisest counsellors. He was
one of the six men who organized the

Society, becoming its first Secretary, then
its Treasurer, then its Vice-President,
and finally, in 1909, its President, an
office he filled with honor to himself and
credit to the Society to the day of his
death. From the day of the Society’s
founding he was also a member of the
Joard of Managers, and for the last ten
years of his life headed its Commiltee
on Research.

“In his death geographic science has
lost one of its richest contributors. He
was in large measure the father of Gov-

ernment map-making in the United
States. As Chief Geographer of the
United States Geological Survey for

many years: as Assistant Director of the
Philippine Census; as Assistant Director




llj|H _;!..:!EL e ':.‘..,"

No:thern Pacific Ry

and the

Great Northern Pacific Steamship Company

Link together man’s latest achievement as exemplified in the Pacific
Coast Expositions and Nature's greatest masterpiece

Yellowstone National Park

(Opens June 15— Closes September 15)

CThis constitutes a vacation trip— likewise an educational one, which,
in point of variety and enjoyment cannot be duplicated. A journey

half-way across the continent on the “NORTH COAST LIM-
ITED” train through the STORIED NORTHWEST:; a tour of
YELLOWSTONE PARK-—Nature's Unrivalled Wonderland:
then by way of PUGET SOUND, Seattle and Tacoma, or, leaving
Spokane, along the banks of the peerless COLUMBIA RIVER to
Portland and Astoria and, thence, an ocean voyage on new and
magnificent steamers through the Golden Gate to San Francisco and
the Expositions—where can you equal it?

2.000 Miles of River, Lake and Ocean Scenery
See that your ticket is routed via

Northern Pacific Ry

With stopover at Yellowstone Park

A. M. CLELAND
General Passenger Agent, St. Paul, Minnesota
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