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his; ¢ Richard —my husband — we were
married to-day, you know — and ”

Something heavy and black came between
Horace and life for a few minutes. When it
passed away, he straightened himself up out
of the arms of the officious passenger, and
stared about him, mind and memory com-
ing back to him. The people around looked
at him oddly. A brakeman brought him his
overcoat, and he stood unresistingly while it
was slipped on him. Then he turned away
and started down the embankment.

“Hold on!” cried the officious passenger, ex-
citedly; “we're getting up a testimonial 4

Horace did not hear it. How he found his
way he never cared to recall ; but the gas was
dim in the city streets, and the fire was out

C1834B

DIARY OF AN AMERICAN GIRL IN CAIRO,

in his little lodging-house room when he came
home; and his narrow white bed knows all
that I cannot tell of his tears and his broken
dreams.

“ WaLroLe,” said Judge Weeden, as he
stood between the yawning doors of the office
safe, one morning in June, “I observe that
you have a private package here. Why do
you not use the drawer of our — our late as-
sociate, Mr. Haskins ? It is yours now, you
know. I'll put your package init.” He poised
the heavily sealed envelope in his hand.
“Very odd feehing package, Walpole. Re-
markably soft!” he said. “Well, bless me,
it's none of my business, of course. Horace,
how much you look like your father | ”

H. C. Bunner.
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INTRODUCTORY LETTER.

Eprtor oF THE CENTURY.

FLUSHING, LoNG ISLAND, April 4th, 1884.

DEAR SIR: My daughter has corrected the proof of her diary which you sent her.
At your request I add a few words of explanation, giving some general account of the circumstances

under which the diary was written.

As Iyou are perhaps aware, I was at that time, and had been for a dozen years, the Chief of the General
Staff o

the Khédive of Egypt. My duties at that critical period required

me to be a part of the time in

Alexandria and a part of the time in Cairo. On the 6th of IIuly I took the evening train for Alexandria,

expecting to return on the 8th. On the 8th I found it impossib
for my family to leave Cairo without creating more panic. I felt that it was prob-

and I could not telegraph

e to leave, as matters looked very threatening,

able that the British Admiral would eventually bombard Alexandria, but I could not conceive that he could
bombard an open sea-port after having proclaimed that he entered its harbor * as a friend,’— certainly not
without giving such clear and timely notice that the thousands of Europeans residing in the interior cities (to
whom no notice was given) would have opportunity to leave; for he and all the British authorities must have
known perfectly well that the bombardment of Alexandria by any European fleet would cause the enraged
inhabitants to work vengeance on all Europeans who might bé in the country, of whatever nationality.

To my astonishment the notice of only fwenéy-four kours was given, and that notice was given late in the
afternoon of the oth of July, after the departure from Cairo of the last train on that day for Alexandria. At the
same time the foreign war-ships and ships of refuge were advised to quit the harbor aZ noon on the roth !

This barbarous disregard on the part of the British of the lives of citizens of all other nationalities caused
me, as well as thousands of others, fearful anxiety, and caused the horrible death of scores of Europeans—

French, Germans, Austrians, and Italians.

I was forced to decide in a moment the best course to pursue to secure the safety of mg wife and daugh-

ters a hundred and twenty miles in the interior. There was no train to leave Cairo until

o'clock A. M. on

the 1oth, and that train would be due at Alexandria at 3 o’clock P. M., three hours after the departure of the
ships of refuge. T felt that four ladies struggling in a railway station for a place, in the midst of a crowd of

panic-stricken Europeans, would have but small chance; and even should they succeed in securin

places in

the railway carriages, it was more than probable that they would be turned out at some point of the road to
y 4 E Y P

make place for soldiers on their way to t

e threatened city.

Even could they reach Alexandria, the ships would not be there to receive them, and I could find no place
of safety for them in a town about to be bombarded. I hastened to the telegraph office and sent a dispatch to
the senior officer of the Staff at Cairo, informing him that the British were about to act, that I remained at
my post, and confided my family to the honor of the Staff. It was a desperate situation, but my decision

proved to have been the correct one;

for the families that left Cairo by the 8 A. M. train of the 10th arrived

too late to get on board the ships, and were subjected to the horrors of the bombardment.
The following morning I placed my son on board the Zancaster frigate, and with a heart full of the deep-
est anxiety went about my duty near the Khédive, with as calm and cheerful a countenance as was possible.
During the day of the gth of July, the palace of Ras-el-Tin was thronged with European officials of high

ade. Even after the announcement of bombardment

the English Consul-General, the English Postmaster-

General (of Egypt), the English Collector of Customs, and the high functionaries of the various administra-
tions were quietly eating their dinners and suppers in the city they were about to bombard, and jokingly

discussing the probable effect of the heavy gun

four Italians.

q ractice, apparently not thinking of or caring for the women
and children of nationalities other than British in the interior.
On the 10th only five Western officials remained around

All British subjects had been carefully sent away.
the Khédive in his palace — one American and

One of these was myself; another, an Italian rear-admiral ; another, the physician to His High-
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ness ; another, his secretary ; the other, his master of the ceremonies. These five, with a few Turkish, Arme-
nian, and Egyptian officers and officials, formed the little court of the Khédive through the scenes of the
bombardment and the three days following, during which the palace of Ramleh was surrounded by troops
sent to burn it and shoot down all who should attempt to escape.

Then came the British occupation of Alexandria, and the campaign against Arabi. During this campaign
1 did all of which I was capable to aid the allies of the Khédive; \\'e]%llmowing that while such was my duty,
yet the performance of that duty, day by day, and act by act, must necessarily add to the dangers clustering
around my family in their isolation. In my position every act was, of course, well known and conspicuous to
the enemies of the Khédive.

This situation continued for my family and myself until the 8th day of August, when I had the happiness
of receiving them on board the Dakalick at Port Said.

This happy result was due principally to the prompt decision of Commander Whitehead, United States
Navy, who, not fearing to take upon himself responsibility when an American family was in danger, promptly -
acceded to my request to enter the Suez canal, and at Ismailia to demand of the authorities at Cairo that the
family should be brought there and delivered to him on the deck of the U. S. ship Quinnebaug.

M"::ans were taken to cause information of his resolve to reach the ears of Arabi, and he acted before be-
ing subjected to a demand in the name of the U. S. Government.

Had Admiral Seymour given even forty-eight hours’ notice of his intention to bombard, he and his Gov-
ernment would have been spared the frightful responsibility which now weighs upon them of causing the
horrible death of European men, women, and children, who perished miserably in the interior, and of hun-
dreds of Egyptian women and children who perished in the bombardment and in the panic flight from the
hastily bombarded town.

Daring the so-called “massacre ”” of June 11th, 1882, in Alexandria, Furopean men were struck down by
the infuriated populace, but not a woman or child was injured. During the Christian bombardment of Alex-
andria scores of Egyptian women and children perished, and their husbands, brothers, and fathers wreaked
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vengeance, a little later, on the innocent and helpless Europeans at Tantah and Mehallet-el-Kebir.

Cairo, July 6th, 1882.—This has been a day
of excitement, and mamma looks pale and
tired, in spite of her efforts to bear up bravely.
This morning papa announced his intention
of going by the evening train to Alexandria,
and proposed taking Johnny with him. Tsaw
a pained look in mamma’s eyes, and knew
she would suffer much from the separation
from her dear boy, even for two days only, as
proposed ; but he looked so wistful and long-
ing when she asked him if he would like to
go that she gave her consent. I wish she
had not. I think that perhaps she would have
decided differently, if he had not come toher
as she was packing his traveling-satchel, and
said, with an affectionate gesture, “If you
need me, ‘¢ marmee,” or would be happier to
have me stay, I shall be much better pleased
to be with you.” That settled it; and with
great tears dropping on his linen, she went
on with the packing.

Since the massacre of last month in Alex-
andria mamma has been terribly anxious
when papa has been called there; but as his
service requires him to be there to-morrow,
there is nothing left us but silent endurance
and hope.

I had a wretched foreboding all day that
some unhappiness was in store for us. The
constant coming and going of the staff-offi-
cers, the pale faces of mamma and sister, and
the alarming telegrams, all conspired to make
me nervous and unhappy.

At about five o’clock I left my chamber,
thinking I would go and try to comfort mam-
ma. I met her maid in the corridor, who
told me she was in her chamber, reading.

Vor. XXVIIL—27.

Very truly yours,
CHARLES P. STONE,
Lieut.-General.

Sister was with Todas Santas in the morning-
room, and papa and Johnny in his cabinet
(directly under mamma’s room), with a staff-
officer, examining a new rifle. While the
maid was still speaking there came from be-
low a loud report. I staggered back a few
steps, and just then papa and Johnny came
dashing upstairs, exclaiming, ¢ Where is your
mother?” I pointed to the chamber door,
and followed them in. Mamma was sitting
before her toilet-table, her book fallen from
her hands, her hair covered with plaster from
the ceiling, and a great hole a few inches
from her feet, where a bullet had pierced the
heavy Persian carpet. The bullet had gone
up and buried itself in the ceiling overhead,
bringing down a shower of plastering. The
rifle had gone off while papa was handling it!

Papa and Johnny left for Alexandria by
the 6 p. M. train.

July 7th.—Telegram from Johnny saying,
¢« All well.”

July Sth.—Letter from papa. He thinks
that Admiral Seymour will finally bombard
Alexandria ; and that if he cannot find a pre-
text he will make one. Mamma had an inter-
view with some of the staff-officers, and they
say that Arabi will betray the Khédive ; that
he is determined to rule Egypt, and whatever
the Khédive may say or do, Arabi will try to
put him aside, even should it mean assassina-
tion.

July gth.— No news from Alexandria.

July Toth.— After passing an anxious day
we were startled by having the card of Ali
Pacha Cherif (a cousin of the Khédive)
brought to the drawing-room. We thought
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he was with His Highness in Alexandria, and
felt instantly that he was the bearer of bad
news. He came in his costume de voyage, cov-
ered with dust, and looking very much agi-
tated. He said : “ Madam, I bring you news
from Stone Pacha. Admiral Seymour has
given notice that he will bombard Alexandria
to-morrow. The Khédive has left the palace
of Ras-el-Tin, and gone to Ramleh [which is
a few miles east of Alexandria, on the shores
of the Mediterranean|. We had only twenty-
four hours’ notice in which to escape from the
city. The Christians have fled to the ships.
The Mussulmans are scattered over the coun-
try trying to find safety. Stone Pacha desired
me to say that he is with the Khédive at the
palace of Ramleh, and your son John Bey is
at sea, about ten miles out on the flag-ship
Lancaster. The English threaten to keep up
the bombardment twelve hours. Afteritisover
the Pacha will return to the Hétel d’Europe,
and your son may return after a few days.”

There is great excitement in the city of
Cairo. The Arab women are going through
the streets to-night wailing and covering their
heads with dust.

July rrth.— The stafi-officers came to the
house in great numbers to-day to tell us there
is no danger for us. The bombardment is
said to have ceased at sunset to-day. Official
telegrams state that several fine buildings
were destroyed, all the forts silenced, and
large numbers of Egyptian soldiers killed.
Some of the English ships were struck, and
report says many English were killed and
wounded.

Mamma tried to send a telegram to papa,
but failed, as all the European employees, both
here and at Alexandria, have fled, and we
must wait until they can be replaced by the
Egyptian operators who were turned out when
the English took charge of the telegraph de-
partment; so they say. Neither can we send
letters, as the post-office department is also
in confusion; however, that will soon be
regulated.

Mamma came to the desperate determina-
tion of sending our faithful Oster Mohammed
to Alexandria with a letter to papa, asking
him to send Johnny home, and imploring him
to give her definite instructions as to what we
shall do.

The panic is simply frightful. The trains
going to Port Said and Suez are crowded. I
thought all the Christians had gone in the
panic following the massacre; but I suppose
these now going are the poor owuzriers, who
hoped to stay on. The different foreign gov-
ernments are paying their passage to some
safe port. Mamma has ordered Mohammed
to go to the Hoétel d'Europe, and if papa is
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not there to seek him at the Ramleh palace ;
and we expect him back to-morrow evening,
as the express trains are stopped, and he must
take any accommodation he can get. We felt
very sad when we parted with the faithful
creature ; he has been with us for nearly thir-
teen years, and loves us better than he does
himself. When he bade mamma good-bye
he said, “ My lady, I will find the Pacha if
Ilive; and if he orders me to go to Johnny
Bey, I shall go if T have to fight every step
of the way.” We trust him implicitly. Oh! if
papa would only tell us to go, we might
reach some safe spot. But, alas! Johnny is
separated from us, and every hour that we.
must remain increases the danger of trying to
escape. The railway stations are crowded
with infuriated natives who insult Christians,
and I hardly believe we could get permission
to have a staff-officer accompany us, as these
officers are already suspected of wishing ill to
the «“ Arabi party.” Mamma has busied her-
self all day in putting our clothes, or some of
them, into trunks, hoping papa will tell us
what to do.

July r2th. — Officers have been running in
and out all day, bringing the wildest reports
that are flying about the city. They say it
would be extremely perilous for us to attempt
to escape; at any rate, we must abide by
papa’s decision. Some of the staff-officers
applied for a guard for our house, and two
policemen were sent to stand at our gate ; but
to-day mamma demanded that papa’s two
orderlies from the War Department should
be stationed in the garden, near the door.

They came, and we feel safer; for two
finer, braver men never lived. They came to
mamma to thank her for having applied for
them, They said: “ We never had a friend
until Stone Pacha came to Egypt. He took
us from poverty and wretchedness, and made
us what we are, happy, well-fed, well-dressed
men, with our families living in comfort, We
swear by the heads of our dear children, by
the bread that we have eaten, and better than
all, by the Prophet, that no harm shall come
to the Pacha’s wife and children until we lie
dead on your door-step.”

We feel safer, but we long to have news of
papa and our dear boy. I wish Mohammed
would come ; we thought surely he would be
here this afternoon, as mamma ordered him to
return by the first train after communicating
with papa. Poor mamma ! She ordered several
nice dishes from our dinner to be kept warm,
saying with a hopeful voice, “You know,
girls, my boy will be ravenous after his jour-
ney.” I wonder how she can even hope he
will come.

It is nearly midnight. Sister is pacing up
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and down her chamber, waiting. As I look
from my window, I see the four armed men
looking like statues in the moonlight, and
two faithful servants sleeping on the graveled
walk before the door.

July r3th.— Mohammed returned about
two o’clock this morning, and brought a letter
from papa, but, alas! not Johnny boy. He
had a frightful journey down and back. The
train was crowded with horses and munitions
of war going down, and with wretched fugi-
tives coming back. He was twelve hours ez
route to Alexandria, and found papa at mid-
night at the Hoétel d’Europe.

The next morning papa took Mohammed
with him to see the forts. Many were utterly
demolished, and he saw several dead soldiers
still lying under the great cannon. They
visited the hospital. It must have been a
heart-rending sight; the wounded were lying
on the bare stone floors, covered with blood
and dust, gasping for water, and some dying
for want of proper care, as there were only
three doctors there. Oh, how could Arabi
bring such misery on his country! Why did
he not make some preparation for the sick
and wounded ? He evidently knows nothing
of war, although he boasts of his patriotism,
and makes such desperate threats against all
foreign powers.

Papa’s letter was only a few lines, telling
us what we knew before, that Johnny was
safe on the Zancaster, giving a short descrip-
tion of the bombardment, and thanking her
for sending him clothing, but unable to give
us a hint, under the circumstances, as to
what we were to do, for while he was writing
the bombardment recommenced.

I watched mamma’s face as she read the
letter. When I saw the tightly compressed
lips, the despairing gesture with which she
handed it to sister, saying, ¢ Read it to the
children, Hettie,” I knew we were in a “ bad
fix,” as Johnny says. We all crept off to our
rooms without speaking, without even look-
ing each other in the face. I knew positively
that mamma would never leave Cairo with-
out papa’s orders; and he,knowing the danger
of Christian ladies traveling alone, cannot yet
advise us to leave.

Alexandria is in flames; the soldiers and
low class of Arabs are pillaging and plunder-
ing, and Arabi is encamped near Ramleh.

This morning, after breakfast, mamma
called us all to her, and said : “ My children,
we are in great trouble, but we must look it
bravely in the face, and try to help each other
to bear it. Papa has a good reason, of course,
for leaving us here; he may rescue us yet;
only we may have to undergo great suffering
in the meantime. You know he left me
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money enough only for a few days’ expenses.
That is all gone, and I must use your little
store; I shall be forced to exercise great
economy, as it will last but a short time.
Now, I want you to promise me to be patient,
to be cheerful, and always brave. Go on with
your studies, keep always busy, and trust to
me to save you, if it 1s possible, when the
worst comes. We have fire-arms enough in
the house to defend ourselves until we can
get help from the staff-officers; and if they
fail us, you can be brave and face death like
good soldiers. Only promise me never to let
an Arab touch you. When it comes to that,
remember I expect you to save yourselves
by putting a bullet through your heart. Don’t
leave me to do it.” .

We all kissed her, and gave our sacred
promise to do all she required; then we all
went to our different duties. Johnny is safe,
thank God!

We went out driving this afternoon, taking
an orderly on the box with the coachman ;
but even he could not prevent our being in-
sulted in words, and we shall in future be
forced to remain in the house. That will be
hard to bearin this hot weather; but we must
be cheerful and patient, as we promised this
morning.

The streets are crowded with wretched
Arabs from Alexandria. They are the worst-
looking people I ever saw—filthy, degraded
women, and fierce, brutal men. We hear that
the chief of police is almost desperate about
having them pouring into the city in such
numbers. What to do with them is the ques-
tion. They left the trains shouting, “ We
have come to teach you Cairenes how to kill
Christians ; ¥ and they are sleeping on their
bundles of dirty rags on the sidewalks to-
night.

July 14th.— Terrible news from Alexan-
dria. The Khédive, they say, had all his
preparations made to come to Cairo, where
he might be with his people, and try to stop
the English from taking the country. The
royal train was ready and waiting for him,
when the palace was surrounded by soldiers
sent by Arabi to massacre him and all the
court! The Khédive sent to know the mean-
ing of the movement. When the officers of
the regiment came into his presence they
said: “We have been sent here to fire the
palace, and shoot every person who may at-
tempt to leave it; but we cannot do it. We
want to remain with Your Highness, and
guard you.” They all swore fidelity to him,
but advised him to fly to the palace of Ras-
el-Tin, in Alexandria, and call upon the Eng-
lish to protect him, as Arabi was determined
to take his life. Then there was a scene of
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confusion—a general rush for the carriages.
Those who could get none went on foot, the
soldiers escorting them. They were fired upon
by soldiers, or Bedouins, on the way. One
carriage carrying four ladies of the court had
a horse killed, and they were forced to make
their way on foot through the sand and dust
for two miles, in their delicate satin slippers
and trained dresses. The sister of the vice-
queen, Madame Daoud Pacha, who was dan-
gerously ill, was. carried on a mattress, and
was so alarmed by the firing and confusion
that she is in a dying condition. Not suc-
ceeding in their infamous designs, Arabi’s
troops went to the railway station and de-
stroyed the beautiful railway carriages, smash-
ing everything they could lay their hands
upon. .

The Khédive called upon the English ad-
miral for protection, and is safe from Arabi;
but oh!— God protect us!—we are in greater
danger than ever, since the news has reached
Cairo that General Stone remains faithful to
the Khédive, even while he is with the Eng-
lish. We have no claim upon them now for
protection. Even the staff-officers may desert
us. Papa telegraphed them that he intrusted
us to their honor; but at that time the Khé-
dive was with his own people, and we were
all in sympathy. Our dining-room servant
was insolent to mamma at dinner to-day, and
we heard him tell mamma’s maid that *the
Bashaw had gone over to the English.”

Great excitement prevails in the city. All
the horses are being seized for the service of
the army, even the mules in the watering-
carts. The dust on the streets is terrible.
Sister ventured out to the chemist's this
morning in the carriage, and to her horror
found the horses seized by two policemen.
She remonstrated, and they were on the point
of taking her to the guard-house, when an
officer rushed to the rescue, and explained to
the policemen that the horses of officers were
not yet to be taken.

The refugees from Alexandria are being
quartered in the furniture magazines of the
Khédive. .Mﬁbi has retreated to Kafi-Dowar,
about fifteen miles from Alexandria. There is
1o hope of communicating with papa.

Midnight—Sister has just left me. She came
softly into my chamber an hour ago, followed
by Todas, both looking like ghosts with their
pale, frightened faces, and told me that she
had been roused by a tapping at her window.
She sprang up and found Mohammed stand-
ing below. He had thrown a handful of
gravel to waken her, being afraid to call lest
he should attract the attention of the police-
men, whom he distrusts. His story is a ter-
rible one. There has been a massacre of Chris-
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tians at Tantah, a station on the railroad be-
tween Cairo and Alexandria. We have been
sitting here shivering with horror for an hour,
and finally determined not to tell mamma until
to-morrow morning, as she gets so little sleep
at the best.

July r5th—This moring we heard that
seven staff-officers had been ordered to Kafr-
Dowar, They are all in a terrible strait. All
their sympathies are with the Khédive, and
they detest Arabi. But if they refuse to obey
the orders of the Minister of War, they will
doubtless be shot. Mamma advised them to go,
and to take the first chance to escape to
Alexandria.

Mamma sent Mohammed with them, tell-
ing him to try to get permission to go to
Alexandria. She has written to papa implor-
ing him to give her permission to leave, to
send her money enough to get us to Palermo,
and to send Johnny to join us there.

Several of the staff-officers have offered her
as much money as she needs; but she in-
variably makes the same reply: ¢ You know
how much I thank you for your generous
kindness, but I cannot leave Cairo until I
have permission from the General.”

We told her the news from Tantah, but she
is firm, and will not leave until we can be
sure of papa’s approval. We have faithful
friends in Moktar Bey, Omar Bey, Latif Bey,
Sadic Bey, Abdul-Razak Effendi, and Ismail-
Effendi Nazeem. All of them are staff-officers.
Latif Bey has refused to serve Arabi, although
he was offered the command of a regiment.
All these officers have offered us refuge in
their houses. They said to-day, “ General
Stone is the father of the staff; we will pro-
tect you with our lives.”

Mamma says we must never show fear, As
long as the people see that we are not afraid
of them they will respect us. The instant we
“show the white feather” our lives are not
safe an hour. The officers are coming and
going all day. Sometimes they are with us
until eleven o’clock at night; and it is really
amusing to see the wonder and admiration
with which they regard mamma’s courage.

Arabi says he will finish this war without
calling upon the staff to help him. Bah! he
is a fool ; the staff are the only officers worth
having in the Egyptian army, and he has
already called seven of them. What is to be-
come of us if the rest of them are called ?

The Moudir of Tantah has called for a reg-
iment to quell the infuriated populace.

Mamma read, as usual, to us to-night a
chapter from the “ Following of Christ”; and
I seem still to hear her soft, low voice saying,
“1It issgood for us now and then to have some
troubles and adversities, for oftentimes they
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make a man enter into himself, that he may
know that he is in exile and may not place
his hopes in anything of this world.”

July 16th— Nothing of importance has
happened to-day. Moktar Bey left this morn-
ing with a thousand men for Damietta; but,
as he is to return immediately, we do not feel
much alarmed at his absence. Mamma is
anxious about our health. The heat is very
great, This morning she consulted with the
orderlies, and they advised her to let us take
a walk in the early morning before the Arabs
are awake. They will accompany us; but we
shall wait until the day after to-morrow, as
Ramadan commences at sunset.

Ramadan is the thirty days of fasting and
prayer kept by the Mussulmans every year.
It is very hard on the poor creatures when it
comes during the summer season, for they
are forbidden to touch food or drink between
sunrise and sunset. Atsunset, when the even-
ing gun is fired, they may eat and drink, and
as often as they like during the night; but
they suffer greatly through the long, hot sum-
mer days. Generally they carouse all night,
and sleep a great part of the day. Therefore
we may take our walk before they are stirring
in the morning. Tradition says that Moham-
med the Prophet prayed to God for help to
make his followers humble, and that God
sent the Archangel Gabriel to him, saying He
required all Mohammedans to pray fifty times
a day for thirty days, and during that time
they were forbidden to touch food or drink
from sunrise to sunset. Mohammed remon-
strated, saying that his people were not strong
enough to pray fifty times a day and fast all
day ; therefore they were ordered to pray five
times and fast.

I think the Franciscan monks have left.
The church doors are closed, and the bells
have not been rung since last Sunday. I wish
they had remained. I felt so ashamed when
the English clergyman left, the first one of
his flock, and it has been such a comfort to
sit in my window and see the good fathers at
their work in the garden; and the chime of
the bells was sweet in my ears, reminding me
that we were not the only Christians in this
dreary, unhappy city.

Our baker has gone, and in future we shall
have to eat Arab bread, as ours was the last
European baker in the city. He told our
cook the other day that he would escape in
disguise, and perhaps he may, as he has been
twenty-five years in the country, and speaks
Arabic like a native.

July r7th— Mohammed returned this
morning. Alas! he did not reach Alexandria.
When he arrived at Kafr-Dowar he went to
an officer, and asked him if Stone Pacha was
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there. The officer turned upon him with an
oath, and told him that Stone Pacha had
joined the English. ¢ But, thank God,” said
he, « we paid him well for it ; for we burned
him to death in the Hotel d’Europe, before
we left Alexandria.” Then he ordered Mo-
hammed to return to Cairo, and told him that
if Arabi caught him there he would be shot.
Poor fellow! he was in an agony of distress.
He dreaded coming back to us with such
heart-breaking news, and was walking slowly
back to the railroad when a soldier spoke to
him. Mohammed asked him if it were true
that Stone Pacha was killed, and the soldier
said, with a shrug of his shoulders: ¢ Per-
haps, but I doubt it. I think the Bey you
have been talking to only said that to torment
you. However, if you value your life, go back
to Cairo at once. If you will come with me,
I will disguise you as a fellah; and you had
better lic down in a cattle-car, and pretend
to be sleeping when you see any one
approaching.”

So Mohammed went with him to his tent,
put on a disgustingly soiled old galibeer, and
hid himself in a cattle-car.

Mamma is evidently determined to show
us how a brave woman can bear trouble. She
must be suffering greatly at this moment, not
knowing whether she is widowed and we are
fatherless; yet the only change in her that I
can see is a sort of “hunted-down ” look in
her eyes, and a sharp, fierce way of speaking,
which is unusual to her.

This morning sister came to her and said
that Ali and mamma’s maid were closeted in
the pantry, and that she had overheard them
speaking disrespectfully of us, calling us “dogs
of Christians,” and threatening us. After a
few minutes mamma called them to her in
the morning-room, and even now, as I think
of the interview, I tremble. She told them
that they had proved themselves to be faith-
less wretches; that she had fed them for
years, and been like a mother to them; and
now, in the first moment of trouble, they had
turned traitors to her. Then she told them
they were mistaken in thinking they could
frighten her. ¢ There never lived the Arab,”
said she, ¢ who could frighten me. No, not
Arabi and all his troops can do it. Go to
your work, you miserable cowards, and the
first time you /o4 insolent I will have you
thrashed. Never dare to threaten me again
until you are beyond my reach !”

I never saw creatures so completely cowed
and frightened as they were. They went
sneaking from the room, but begged, before
leaving, to be allowed to kiss her hand. They
didn’t do it, however, and got a reply which
must have burned their ears. This evening,
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when the staff-officers heard of it, they shook
their heads and said that mamma was impru-
dent ; but she fired up, and told them that her
position was a desperate one and required
desperate measures.

They say that the report that papa was
killed is false.

July r8th.— Sister, Todas, and I took a
short walk early this morning, We were ac-
companied by the two orderlies. We went to
the little English chapel, hoping to be able
to get in and get some books from the library.
We found the boab sleeping at the door,
and having roused him, he opened it for us.
I was astonished at seeing the orderlies fol-
low us in, and more astonished when they
took cushions from the seats, and placed them
on the floor to kneel upon. I asked them,
“Is it possible that you are going to pray in
a Christian church?” ¢ Why not, my lady ?”
said they. “ We Mussulmans can pray any-
where. Do we not all pray to the same good
God ? Jesus Christ belongs more to us than
He does to you. You call Him the Son of
God, which He was not. He was a great
Prophet, and we love and respect Him. We
love His blessed mother, too, the Sitta Mir-
iam.”

We left them to their prayers, and went
into the little library to get our books. When
we reéntered the chapel we found the order-
lies looking with great curiosity at the organ;
and when I told them it was a “ musica,” they
begged me to play for them. I sat down and
played “Nearer, my God, to Thee,” and when
I told them how our dead President loved it,
they begged me to play it again.

Todas says she never saw such a rapt ex-
pression on a face as was on theirs until the
music ceased. Poor fellows! they are such
fine brave men, and do so long to see us safe
with papa. I wonder what Arabi and his
creatures would have said could they have
looked in and seen a young Christian girl
playing sacred music to two armed Mussul-
mans in a Christian church.

Moktar Bey returned to-day. He says the
whole country seems to have gone mad. He
was called a Christian by a rich merchant
of Damietta, because he denounced the war.
There was a great meeting of the notables
to-day, and Raouf Pacha, Ali Pacha Mouba-
rek, and others were appointed to go to Alex-
andria and discuss the situation with the
Khédive. I doubt Raouf Pacha’s getting per-
mission from Arabi to pass. He (Arabi) very
much fears that people may know the truth ;
they must believe his story, and he will throw
every obstacle in the way of their hearing any
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other. Mamma is going to send a letter to
papa by Raouf Pacha.

We are very fortunate in having a well-
stocked store-room. Mamma says she can
stand a siege of three months.

Ten more staff-officers have been called.

July 19th.— Our troubles are increasing.
This morning Major Abdul Razak Effendi
requested a private interview with mamma,
which lasted nearly an hour. When he left
she called us all to her, and told us that there
had been a massacre of Europeans at Mehal-
let-el-Kebir; that two European officials of
the cadastre had been killed, cut into small
pieces, and carried about the town by a pro-
cession, while the dogs were fed with their
flesh! The women made what they call “the
cry of joy,” and waved their handkerchiefs.
The sheiks of the mosques saved several fami-
lies by shutting them up in the mosques, and
afterward concealing them in their houses ;
and one sheik saved a gentleman by shaving
his head, putting him in sais costume, and let-
ting him run in front of his horse to a place
of safety, about ten kilométres away., Many
of the sheiks have behaved well thus far, One
of them (Sheik Ibrahim) in Alexandria saved
a large number of men on the rrth of June,
by shutting them up in his mosque and
guarding them until the riot was over.

Abdul Razak Effendi* says we must leave
our house without delay, and advised mamma
to prepare to go to-night to Omar Bey’s house.
He said we ought to get away without al-
lowing our servants (except our Mohammed)
to know where we are going. Shortly after
he left, Omar Bey and Ismail Effendi came
also to urge us to leave, and Omar Bey said
that we would be safe in his house. Mamma
said she would consider the matter, and give
them an answer at sunset.

Then we had a regular pow-wow among
ourselves. Mamma told each one of us to give
the best advice she could, which made us very
proud, so that we chattered like three magpies,
while she sat and listened. Finally she said :
“Well, girls, I will tell you what I think about
it. Itisall nonsense to suppose we could leave
this house without our destination being
known ; for I have seen three men watching
the house the last three nights past, and they
will follow us. I shall not run away from my
servants like a coward, and leave my house
to be pillaged. Omar Bey’s servants would
betray us to their neighbors, and in case
of trouble we should be caged there, and
probably be the cause of ruin to his family.
His house is situated in the old part of the
city, where the air is foul, and we should be

* Major Abdul Razak Effendi was afterward promoted to the grade of Colonel in the staff, and was killed in

battle, while serving on Baker Pacha’s staff, near Teb.



DURING THE

deprived of the comforts to which we are
accustomed. The result would be disastrous
in every way. We would be prisoners in an
old Arab house, out of spirits, out of health,
and so miserable that it would soon be a
mercy if the Arabs should come and cut our
throats. I propose that we stay at home like
brave women, and live like Christians as long
as we can.”

We always agree when mamma speaks,
and at sunset she told the officers of her de-
cision. They left us looking very unhappy.

Sister called me into the library to-night,
telling me to walk softly and not to bring a
light. She led me to the window and whis-
pered to me to look through the shutters. I
did so, and saw a man crouching behind the
shrubbery in the garden, watching the door
of the vestibule. We went out of the house
by the back door to notify the men, and crept
round to the lodge, where they were taking
their supper; but they, in their surprise at
seeing us appear there, made such a stir that
the man took fright and escaped. He must
have come over the wall from a neighboring
garden, and I do not doubt that he had lis-
tened to all the conversation with the officers;
but as this was carried on in French, perhaps
he may not have understood it.

Papa has always told us never to be afraid
of spies, for a man who descends to such mean
work is so low that he cannot be fully be-
lieved even by those who employ him.

July 20th.— The boab of the Khédivial
Geographical Society came to mamma this
morning, and said that his uncle had been
ordered to Kafr-Dowar, and would leave at
noon. He said that if mamma would send a
letter to papa by him, it would surely reach
him, for his uncle’s intention was to desert and
make his way to Alexandria as soon as pos-
sible. Mamma wrote a short letter, telling
papa not to be anxious, and trying to comfort
him by making the best of everything. We

never speak of Johnny boy to mamma. A,

few days after he left we were all coming
down-stairs to dinner, and as we turned on
the first landing we saw his old straw hat
hanging on the hatrack. The boab had
found it in the garden and hung it there. We
fled in different directions to have our cry
out, and since that day we talk of him only
when the staff-officers are here. Five of them
were here to-day. They do not cease urging
mamma to leave our house, and take refuge
in their families; and she finds it difficult to
explain to them why she prefers to remain at
home. Sadic Bey says we had better have
our clothes packed in small trunks, as there
will be no question as to the danger of our
remaining in Cairo after the English attack
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Arabi, and the latter shall commence his re-
treat on Cairo. He intends to take us to
Arabia with his family. We shall find it hard
work traveling on camels in this hot weather.

The spy #id understand our conversation, or
at least enough of it to make trouble for us.
Omar Bey was called to the War Department
this morning, and told that he was reported
as having talked treason in a certain house,
and should it be repeated he would be put
in irons in the citadel! We hear that several
of the staff-officers have deserted Arabi, and
arrived safely at Alexandria.

July 215t—Our cook came to mamma to-
day and begged her to discharge Ali, Fatmah,
and the boab. He said they are all traitors to
us, and he s afraid we will be poisoned by one
of them. I have been your servant for eight
years,” said he, “and it is my pride to serve
you well ; but T must leave you unless those
servants are sent out of the house, and for-
bidden to enter your doors again. You know
you are safe with me, but I don’t trust those
three, who have access to your dining-room
and should you be poisoned it would be my
ruin. I will do Ali’s work, and Mohammed
will attend the door.” Heis a good, honest
man, and I know papa trusts him perfectly.
Poor mamma! she looks tired to death, and
I know she hardly sleeps at all, for I fre-
quently hear her walking about her chamber,
when I wake in the night. I wish the English
would hasten their preparations, and attack
Arabi. He is growing stronger, and the peo-
ple are beginning to believe it is a /fwoly war.
We do not receive much political news from
Europe. I believe the Turks are fooling both
England and Arabi; at any rate, Arabi says
he is working under the Sultan’s orders, and
England seems to believe that Turkey will
help her to restore order in Egypt. The Turks
are cunning diplomatists ; but I think it may
end in Turkey’s losing Egypt this time.
Abdul Razak told us to-day that there are
sixty Greeks left in Cairo, and they have
all ‘moved into a certain quarter of the
city and are living together. They have
put their houses in a state of defense,
and only one-half of them ever leave at
a time. They are all heavily armed, and
have a signal for assembly in case of
danger.

Every evening at about nine o’clock a band
of children, led by a man, parade the streets
crying, “ Long live Arabi! God give him vic-
tory! Death to the Christians!” This even-
ing they came and stood in front of our gate,
crying, ¢ Death to the Christians!” but the
orderlies rushed out upon them with clubs, and
frightened them well. Arabi’s wife pays these
children to do this, and they stand for an
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hour at a time before her door, shouting like
so many lunatics.

Mamma paid the three faithless servants,
and sent them away at sunset. The two men
were very sullen, but Fatmah cried, threw
herself down at mamma’s feet, and begged to
stay ; but mamma was firm, and Fatmah left
the house in tears.

July 22d.— One officer after another has
been here to-day, imploring us to leave our
house ; but mamma positively refused to do
s0. Then they begged her to keep the house
closed and try to make the people believe we
had gone. She only laughed at them, how-
ever. She insists that our only chance of
safety lies in our courage; and at sunset she
has every door and window opening to the
front thrown wide open, and lamps it in the
rooms. At night, on retiring, we see that the
ground floor is well barricaded ; but on the
floor above we sleep with all our windows
open. We sit in the vestibule opening on
the front balcony until eleven o’clock, with
five lamps in the chandelier, the door and
windows open, and mamma has had the
piano moved in there. We receive the offi-
cers there, and talk freely about the events
of the day; but I think it would puzzle a spy
to make much of our conversation, as we have
adopted the plan of speaking four languages
at once. We do it in this way. One of the
officers makes a remark in French, sister
says a few words in Arabic, I go on in Ital-
ian, and mammain English. Sometimes, when
we get confused, we explain to each other in
a low voice in French. All the officers speak
French well, some a little Italian, and some
of them English. They do not like sitting in
a blaze of light, perfectly visible from the
street ; but mamma’s word is law to them.

July 23d.— Mamma made an announce-
ment at the breakfast-table this morning
that fairly took our breath away. Our money
will Iast only about a week longer! I don’t

know what she intends to do about it; but.

when Todas said to sister and me, © Don’t fret,
girls ; ‘mamma’ will manage to have bread
and beefsteaks for us every day, or I am a
Dutchman, and she wont borrow the money
for it either,” my spirits rose, and I reproached
myself for not having encouraged the dear
mother, by saying we would not mind living
on the stores in the magazine till the end of
time. I often think of what Jo said in “ Lit-
tle Women,” “7 wonder what girls do who
have not a good mother.”

To-night Todas saw a man perched in a
tree, looking in at a window, and she gave
the alarm; but he scrambled down and ran
like a deer. The orderlies fired at him, but he
got away through Rousseau Bey’s garden.
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July 24th. — Mamma sent a letter to Arabi
Pacha this morning, demanding papa's pay
for the month of July! The officers looked at
her in perfect amazement when she told them,
and said : “ Madam, you will not get a cen-
time. How could you do such an imprudent
thing ?” She replied: “I shall get it, but I
may have to go to Kafr-Dowar before I suc-
ceed.” One of them said: “ If all American
women are like you, I would notlike to go to
war against your men.”

Mamma had a note from one of the staffi-
officers at noon, stating that he and another
had been called to Kafr-Dowar, and that they
would call in the evening to consult her about
it. When they came she was ready for them
in every sense of the word. She demanded to
know if they had come to tell her that they
were going to Kafr-Dowar fo serve Arabi
against their soveretgn. When they said, “ We
must go,” she rose from her chair, and said
that she was disappointed in them, that she
had believed they were faithful to the Khédive,
and would resign rather than serve against
him.

“Iam awoman,” said she ; “ but rather than
obey an order of Arabi Pacha that would
compromise my husband’s fidelity to the
Khédive, I would let them kill me. You are
not faithful soldiers. I cannot understand how
you can go. I was not brought up to under-
stand fidelity in this way.”

“ Madam,” said one of them, “ they would
not accept my resignation ; they would shoot
me, and how would that help the Khédive or
mep”

“It would not help the Khédive, ” said she
sternly, “ but it would save your honor!”

They were very much agitated, and said :

“His Highness will understand that we
were forced to go when Arabi called for
uS.F!

“And,” said she, “ will you dare to face
His Highness and give the same excuse that .
will be given by every traitor in Egypt ?”

Then they swore to her that they would
do everything in their power to save their
honor. She said:

“When you shall have succeeded in that,
you may return and tell me so!”

Raouf Pacha has gone to Kafr-Dowar,
and has carried a letter to papa. He and
Ali Pacha Moubarek may be said to be the
representatives of the Khédivial party here.
I hope they may be allowed to pass to Alex-
andria.

July 25th. —The two officers are gone.
They will try to escape if possible.

The moudirs [governors of provinces| who
have failed to raise troops for Arabi are being
brought in and put in irons at the citadel.
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Among them is our acquaintance Ibrahim*
Bey Tewfik, who was formerly one of papa’s
staff-officers. Heis very firm and a courageous
loyalist. His beautiful little daughter is one
of our schoolmates.

Mamma complained to the Prefect of Po-
lice yesterday about the band of children
who parade the sfreets, and it has been for-
bidden for the future. I wonder how she
dares to be so bold, but she says it is the best
plan, and by the results I know she is right.

Since Fatmah left we have to do the
chamber-work, and I find it helps to pass the
time, though it certainly does not improve
the appearance of our hands; and it makes
me give up a half-hour of my music lesson.
I never worked so hard in my life. Mamma
is always on the watch, to see that we are
not idle ; and even when she reads or plays
on the piano for us, we are not allowed to
“hold our hands.” I shall have linen under-
clothing enough to last me until T am an old
woman, if this lasts much longer.

How I shall enjoy being lazy by and by,
if the Arabs do not kill us before the war is
over !

We got a letter from papa this morning.
It was brought into the lines by Monsieur de
Lesseps’ servant. Papa and Johnny are at
Ras-el-Tin palace with the Khédive. They
are very anxious about us, not having heard
from us since Mohammed was at Alexandria
on the rzth; though they had heard that he
was afterward at Kafr-Dowar, trying to get
through to them. Papa thanks mamma for
being so brave, as was shown by her letter by
Mohammed ; tells her to keep up good cour-
age, promising to rescue us. Johnny was a
week on board the flag-ship, and saw all the
bombardment. We have a cousin, who took
care of Johnny. He is a midshipman, and
one of the officers of the flag-ship told papa
that he is one of the finest young men he ever
met. So our Johnny boy was in good hands.

There was a great row in the garden to-
day. The orderlies and Mohammed called
the policemen idle, lazy vagabonds, and
threatened to report them to the Prefect. The
policemen were insolent, and it ended in the
orderlies putting on their swords and march-
ing them off to the guard-house. One of the
policemen, seeing mamma on the balcony,
shouted, “I am glad to go; I don't want to
protect dogs of Christians.” They will be
severely punished, for the Prefect of Police
1s an inflexible officer, and I think he deserves
the approbation of the civilized world for the
way in which he has preserved order in Cairo.
He is untiring in his vigilance; and, although
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an Arabist, he will save his head, I hope, even
if the English take Cairo while he is in charge.
Not a Christian has been hurt here, not a
house robbed, and he has even succeeded in
sending all the Alexandrianruffians out of town.

July 26th. — The two officers returned this
morning from Kafr-Dowar, and came direct
from the station to see and tell mamma.
They were travel-stained and weary, but they
would not go to their families until they had
apprised mamma of their return. I believe
they were sent for to make maps; and one,
being in poor health, declined for that reason,
and the other, having suffered from ophthal-
mia, declared the work impossible for him, so
they were let off.

Arabi has sent an order for £50 on ac-
count of papa’s pay, to be given to mamma!
and he sent her many compliments ! !

We take our walk every morning. It is
like walking through an enchanted city of the
fairy tales. In the whole European quarter
there is not a house open excepting our own.
Even the few Arab families who have houses
in this quarter have left them and gone into
the heart of the city, fearing that in case of
pillage they might be killed.

All the staff-officers in Cairo were here this
evening, and mamma read parts of papa’s
letter to them.

July 27th. — Major Abdul Razak came
this morning to tell us that he and Ismail-Ef-
fendi Nazim haveresolved to escape to Alex-
andria. They will not serve Arabi, and they
expect every day to be called upon to do so.
They are planning to get away the day after
theyreceive their month’s pay. They implored
mamma to make an effort to go with them in
disguise, but she says it would be madness
to attempt it.

“ How could I disguise myself as an Arab
peasant woman with my yellow hair and blue
eyes ? And it would be almost as difficult
with the girls. We would be killed before
reaching Ismailia.” .

“ Well, madam,” said Abdul Razak, ¢ you
will be killed if you remain. Every hour the
danger is increasing; and even if we should
resolve to stay, it is more than possible that
we could not reach you in time of danger.
We must, for your sake, try to get to Alexan-
dria as soon as possible, and find help for you.”

T will consult the officers before I decide,”
said mamma, and so the matter stands.

July 28th.— Mamma sent for all the offi-
cers this morning and held a “council of
war.” She told them that she was thinking
of making an attempt to escape, and wanted
their advice.

* This Ibrahim Bey Tewfik is the same who afterward made the heroic defense of Sinkat, and perished
with all his troops, bravely fighting to the last in the name of the Khédive, rather than surrender.
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They were absolutely horrified at the idea,
and told her that it would be impossible, that
a 7at could not escape from Cairo. Mamma
did not, of course, speak of Abdul Razak’s
plan, as it might have compromised him;
but she told them that she was determined
to make every effort in her power to reach
Alexandria.

While she was speaking Abdul Razak and
papa’s interpreter came in, and the former
said that after leaving us yesterday he went
to the War Department and learned there
that two of mamma’s letters to papa had been
captured and translated, to be sent to Arabi.
They were taken from two men who had
promised to take them safely to papa. Fortu-
nately they contained nothing that could be
disapproved of.

Nothing was decided this morning, but
mamma says she has a plan which she thinks
will succeed.

Sadic Bey’s wife and daughters spent the
evening with us, and of course we did not
see the officers again, as they cannot enter a
room where Mussulman women are unveiled.
Madame Sadic begged us to come to her
house and try to escape with them to Arabia;
but mamma told her that she had determined
to reach Alexandria if possible; that since
she had received papa’s letter saying he
wished we were with him she had resolved to
make every effort in her power. “If I fail,"
said she, “ I will go with you.”

We had a bad fright last night. Just about
one o'clock sister heard a sharp rap at her
door. She sprang out of bed and called to
me. We soon roused mamma and Todas, and
then we boldly demanded, *“ Who is there?”
Then we heard Mohammed say, I must
speak to Madame.” Mamma threw on her
dressing-gown, and opened the door. She
found Mohammed waiting to tell her that
Moktar Bey had come to get a letter for
papa, as Raouf Pacha had finally obtained
permission to pass Kafr-Dowar and enter
Alexandria, and would leave Cairo at day-
break. We girls all crept back to bed again,
and mamma wrote a few lines to papa. I
know now by experience that I shall be ter-
rified almost to death if the Arabs come to
attack us in the night.

July 29th— We have been busy packing
all day. Mamma has written to Arabi asking
permission to leave. She stated her reasons
for wishing to go, and asked that a guard
might be furnished her to Ismailia. The let-
ter was sent to the War Department yester-
day, and when the officers came here this
morning mamma read a copy of it to them.
They said it was perfectly useless to have
sent it; but mamma replied that Americans
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believe that what is worth having is worth
asking for. Abdul Razak was here this after-
noon, and said that there is to be a council
at the War Department to-night, and Arabi
has ordered mamma’s letter to be read, and
the advisability of letting her go discussed.

July 30th.— There was a frightful noise in
the streets last night. All the population
seemed to be shouting and beating tin pans.
We soon heard that an English prisoner had
been brought in, and the poor foolish citizens
thought it was Admiral Seymour who had
been captured !

To-day all papa’s papers have been packed
in good strong boxes. Mamma had the iron
safe, containing his diaries for twelve years,
broken open, and we hope tosave them even
should we be unable to take them with us.
Some of the officers came to-day to tell us that
when mamma’s letter was read last night at
the council a Pacharose and said : ¢ She must
not be permitted to go. She is a dangerous
woman to our cause. Her house has been a
rendezvous for traitors, and she is kept well
informed as to everything we do.”

Mamma is beginning to show the strain
upon her. She looked as though she were dy-
ing yesterday when she heard papa had been
shot while reconnoitering the outposts from
Alexandria. We did not believe it; yet such
reports increase our anxiety. The officers be-
gin to bring sorrowful faces to us. They say we
will not be permitted to go, and we get almost
distracted by the different counsels they of-
fer—Sadic Bey urging us to fly to Arabia;
Omar and Latif Beys, to go to their houses
and disguise ourselves as women of the coun-
try ; Abdul Razak and Ismail Nazim, to let
them save us by flight through the desert to
Port Said.

If we went to Arabia, mamma would break
her heart in anxiety about papa and Johnny,
and we have not money enough for such a
journey. Sadic Bey replies that we would be
his honored guests, and looks grieved when
we give that as an excuse ; but he cannot, of
course, understand mamma’s pride. I think I
have already given our reasons for not taking
refuge in the houses of the officers, and the
wild project of escaping across the desert to
Port Said is not to be thought of. We would
be killed by the Bedouins. Surely we shall
be able to decide upon something before the
army begins to retreat toward Cairo, for we
shall have no hope afterward.

July 31st— No reply comes yet to mam-
ma’s letter. They evidently intend to hold
on to us. Abdul Razak and Ismail Effendi
are waiting to hear the decision before they
attempt to escape. Their alarm for us in-
creases day by day. They say that every



DURING

evening they see men watching the house.
Abdul Razak has left his own house, and
sleeps at night in one nearly opposite ours,
whence he could reach us quickly.

Mamma has finally decided what to do in
case her demand is refused. She intends to
send for the leader of that band of Grecks
and ask their protection. At the first signal
of danger we will go to them with Moham-
med and the orderlies. Mamma was very
pale when she told us of her plan, and I knew
it was simple desperation that had forced her
to such a decision. “ We must have a fixed
plan,” said she. ¢ The staff-officers may not
be able to save us, as two of them are re-
solved to escape, and the others may be
called to the seat of war any day. These
Greeks are desperate men, but they are
brave. I think —indeed, I believe — they
would give their lives to save us, and we
have Mohammed and our brave orderlies.
And now, girls, I am going to give you an-
other shock. To-night, about nine o’clock,
put on your hats and wraps. I am going to
reconnoiter Cairo in the open carriage.” I
thought she had gone mad, and felt so sick
and weak that I could not stand. She quietly
remarked, however, “ You need fresh air, and
I am going to try the effect of it on you,
young lady.” |

True enough, after dinner she ordered
the open carriage, and we all followed her to
the gate. The streets were in a blaze of gas-
lights, and the lamps on the carriage threw
their light directly on mamma’s and sister’s
faces. The servants remonstrated, but it was
useless. One of the orderlies mounted on the
box beside the coachman, and away we went
straight into the heart of the city, where thou-
sands of Arabs were congregated on the side-
walks, eating, drinking, and smoking, after their
day of fasting.

For once in our lives we created a sensa-
tion. Every man, woman, and child seemed
petrified with astonishment on seeing four
Christian ladies driving boldly through the
streets at such a time.

We drove rapidly, as mamma said it would
not do to leave them a moment in which to
recover from their surprise, or we might be
treated to a pistol-shot. We drove past near-
ly all the open-air cafés in Cairo, and only
once heard a word spoken to us. One man
cried after us, “Afarum ya Nousranich /" i. e.,
“Bravo! you Christians!”

When we returned two officers were wait-
ing at the door, and came to meet us. They
were in despair about us, of course; but we
were in such high spirits after our dare-devil
drive, as they called it, that we only laughed
at them.

THE
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August 15t—We have had no answer from
Arabi Pacha. Raouf Pacha is in Alexandria,
and we hope much from his interview with
papa. A man came this morning to say that
he had come from Port Said, and that the
American Consul there had told him to tell
us that papa is working hard to rescue us.

We have had the wives of all the staff-offi-
cers here to-day. They cried, and drew such
pictures of the treatment we would receive
on the railway train, that I was glad to see
them go away. Of course we cannot go,
even should Arabi give us permission, unless
he provides us with a guard.

We drove again this evening, taking a dif-
ferent direction, through the European quar-
ter and across the Nile to Gezireh.

All our clothing is packed, and so are all
papa’s papers.

August 2d. — Raouf Pacha arrived here
last night from Alexandria, and brought a
letter and money from papa. When he passed
through Kafr-Dowar, Arabi told him that we
might leave, and he would furnish a guard.

It seems that Raouf Pacha told Arabi that
we were going to be demanded by the com-
mander of the United States ship Quinnebaug,
in the name ofthe United States Government,
and that this ship would be at Ismailia on the
4th. He advised Arabi to let us go, and Arabi
sent instructions to the War Department to
give us notice.

This morning His Excellency Yacoub
Pacha, Under Minister of War to Arabi, came
to see mamma. We girls were curious to
hear what he had to say, so Todas and I hid
behind a portiere, whence we could see as
well as hear. He is a fine-looking man, very
graceful and dignified, but there was a stern
expression on his face, and I thought mamma
would have trouble with him; for she had
said laughingly, when his card was brought
in, ¢ Girls, I am going to get a special train
for you, and select my guard, and Arabi’s
government will pay for it.”

It was an interesting interview. I never
heard before so many complimentary speeches.
One would have thought that he was the
best friend that papa ever had, although we
know quite the contrary; and mamma was
equally eloquent and skillful in her part of the
conversation.

Finally he said, with a charming smile, that
Arabi had ordered a special train and a guard
for us. * But madam,” said he, “take no care
on yourself about it, whatever ; I will see that
you reach Port Said, and your expenses will
be our affair. I have telegraphed Monsieur
de Lesseps to have a steam-boat ready for you
at Ismailia.”

He then said she might take as much bag-
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gage as she chose, and when she asked if it
would be examined, he looked horrified at the
very idea. Bravo! we shall be able to get
papa’s papers away.

Mamma asked if she might select her own
guard and take three of her servants with her.
He bowed, and said nothing could give him
more pleasure than to gratify any request
of hers. He then told mamma that it was
reported in Alexandria that the English pris-
oner here was treated with the greatest cruelty,
and he asked her if she would be so good as
to visit the gentleman and talk with him freely.
He said that he had given orders that every-
thing should be done to make him comfort-
able, and he hoped that mamma would be
satisfied with the treatment which the gentle-
man received. Mamma promised to go at
four o’clock,

Moktar Bey accompanied him, and as he
left the house he sent Moktar back to mam-
ma to say that he feared she might have need
of money on her arrival at Alexandria, and
that he would be honored if she would permit
him to place £500 or £1000 at her disposal.
This offer was, of course, courteously declined.

At fouro’clock Moktar Bey came to conduct
mamma to the place where the prisoner is con-
fined. I accompanied them, carrying several
volumes of Dickens’s, Thackeray’s,and Lever’s
works. Arrived there, we found that the place
looked like anything else than a prison. Itwas
the school of the young Egyptian princes, a lit-
tlepalace in the center of a beautiful garden near
Abdin palace. We entered a pretty reception-
room, and a fair young English lad came for-
ward, smiling, to meet us, He was the picture
of youth and health, with all the surroundings
of such luxury as can be seen in the Egyptian
capital. The apartment that he occupies is
that ofthe Khédive’s eldest son, and his north-
country clothing had been replaced by an
elegant suit of white linen, much more suit-
able to the climate of Cairo in August.

Mamma laughingly told him that he looked
to her more like a young English prince at
home than a prisoner of war; and he replied
that he was called the  guest of Arabi Pacha,”
and that he had only to express a wish for
anything except liberty, and it was gratified
if possible.

We remained with him an hour and a half
in pleasant conversation, and mamma could
find nothing in which to add to his comfort
but some English books, a small addition to
his wines, and a few drawing materials. Two
young Egyptians who speak English remained
constantly with him, and seemed to take pride
in doing everything in their power to please
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him. These young men followed us to our car-
riage, and promised to serve him faithfully.

August 3¢ —Mamma wrote to the under
minister to-day, thanking him for his kind-
ness to the young gentleman, and urging upon
him the duty of humanity. He replied, giv-
ing her his sacred promise that he should be
carefully guarded from violence, and well
cared for, and all her suggestions carried out.

Mamma called up a colonel who is under
great obligations to papa, and who is devoted
to Johnny, and charged him to watch over
the young prisoner, and protect him as he
would her son under the same circumstances,
and obtained his promise.

Should he need any pecuniary assistance,
this officer has orders to do all that is neces-
sary, on papa’s account.®

Abdul Razak and Ismail Effendi have been
ordered to Tel-el-Kibir, a station on the rail-
road to Ismailia, and they will leave to-mor-
row morning. Abdul Razak has been ap-
pointed Chief-of-Staff of that department, and
thus will have many opportunities of escape,
which he will take advantage of. He and
mamma have arranged that she is to consult
papa, and if he approves, she is to send a
letter to Abdul Razak, through the United
States Consul at Port Said, which letter is to
contain a certain expression, which will be
the signal. He hopes to take twelve other
staff-officers with him to Alexandria. We
had all our books packed to-day in strong
boxes (nearly two thousand books and pam-
phlets) and sent to Latif Bey’s house. All
our drawing-room and vestibule furniture has
been stored in our friends’ houses. Moham-
med and our cook are going with us. When
mamma said she would take only Mohammed
with us, the other servants set up a cry of
woe, and implored her not to leave them be-
hind. They kissed the hem of her dress, and
said they would go anywhere with her, and
serve without wages, etc. Finally, mamma
decided to take the cook with us, and pacified
the others by explaining that they could serve
us better by staying at home and preserving
our property. She has paid them two months’
wages in advance.

Aungust 4¢4.—His Excellency Yacoub Pacha
wrote mamma a beautiful letter to-day. I
make an extract from it to show how desirous
he is to please mamma, and to remind me
always to be grateful to him, whatever may
happen in future.

¢ A MADAME STONE PASHA.

Quant A yotre maison, vos meubles et vos chevaux,
nous veillerons 4 leur conservation; de méme les

* The above description of our visit to {he prisoner is taken from a letter which mamma wrote to his

mother shortly after we reached Alexandria.
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fourrages dfts aux chevaux de Son Excellence votre
mari seront livrés chaque mois au Colonel Moktar
Bey. Maintenant permettez-moi de vous déclarer, que,
quoique je n’ai pas eu I'honneur de faire votre con-
naissance personnelle que lors de ma visite, je vous
ai quitté p?cin de regrets sur votre départ. Veuille
1a Providence que votre absence ne soit que de courte
durée, afin que vous puissiez contempler souvent oz
fils Jean Bey, lequel je n’ai pu voir qu'une seule fois
3 Alexandrie. Ainsi je vous prie de le contempler a
ma place, et de embrasser une fois de plus pour moi.
Je termine en vous priant de vouloir bien étre
Pinterpréte de mes sentiments auprés de S. E. le
Général Stone, et d’agréer mes salutations les plus
empressées.
J’ai 'honneur d’étre
le plus dévoué
le Sous-Ministre de la Guerre,
(cacheté) YACOUB SAMY.”

All the families of the officers have been
here to-day to bid us good-bye. Crowds of
idle Arabs have been hanging about the
place all day, and the orderlies have been
busy chasing them away.

Ismailia, August 5th.—We left our house
this morning and drove to Kasr-el-Nil. His
Excellency Yacoub Pacha had arranged that
we should leave from that place, saying it
would be more private than at the general
railway station. When we arrived at the pal-
ace (whichserves as ministry of war) we found
His Excellency and a number of officers of
high grade waiting to receive us. About five
hundred officials and soldiers were standing
in the court of the war office, and the great
vestibule was crowded. Yacoub Pacha offered
his arm to mamma, and we followed, each ac-
companied by an officer. We passed through
the vestibule, when everybody made a low
salaam, and entered the minister’s reception-
room. What a gorgeous saloon itis! Mamma
told me afterward that it is a saloon where
she has been received many times at the en-
tertainments of the ex-Khédive Ismail. When
we were seated His Excellency ordered sher-
bets, and turning to mamma said that our
train was not quite ready, and in the mean-
time he would like to converse with her. They
exchanged many compliments, and finally His
Excellency arose, and, opening a desk, took
from it several papers. These papers proved
to be a confidential letter from Monsieur de
Lesseps to Arabi, and two telegrams from
Monsieur de Lesseps concerning the Suez
Canal. These documents will no doubt form
a part of the official publications, and it is
not for me to estimate their importance.

Finally His Excellency folded up the papers
and ordered coffee. After taking coffee, and
another exchange of compliments, we went out
to take our departure, followed by a crowd
of soldiers. The final leave-taking was ori-
ental and elaborate. We soon found our-
selves going with great speed toward Ismai-
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lia, accompanied by Moktar Bey, a guard
of soldiers, our two orderlies, and our serv-
ants. .

When we reached Tel-el-Kibir, Abdul
Razak sprang into the carriage, and whis-
pered: “ Don’t forget the signal. We are
waiting.”

When we arrived here to-day at three o’clock
. M. we found Monsieur de Lesseps’s carriage
waiting to convey us to a hotel, but he did
not present himself.

We shall have to wait here two days for a
steamer for Port Said.

We find that a fine sea-going steamer sent
expressly and most graciously by His High-
ness the Khédive is awaiting our arrival at
Port Said. I hope such grandeur will not
make me too proud. However, I don’t think
anything is too grand for mamma,

August 6th—We have had a tiresome day.
We walked an hour through the deserted lit-
tle town and went to look at the iron-clads
on Lake Timsah. Moktar Bey and the order-
lies are devoted to us; they long to escape
with us; but, as one of the orderlies said to-
night : “ Madame’s honor is concerned, and
we must return to Cairo, even if we must die
without seeing the Pacha,” Moktar Bey has
sworn on the Koran to return from Ismailia
and bring back the soldiers with him.

Awngus! 7th—This is weary waiting; we
have had two telegrams from the United
States Consul at Port Said to know when we
are coming.

August Sth, night.— On board steamship
Datkalich. We left Ismailia this morning,
and arrived at Port Said at two o’clock p. a.
The United States Vice-Consul-General met
us at the landing, and took us to this beau-
tiful great ocean steamer Dakalich, where,
to our joy, we found papa waiting to surprise
us! Johnny is at Ras-el-Tin palace, Alexan-
dria. Papa left there the day before yester-
day to come and search for us, having be-
come uneasy by reason of the delay, and he
left Johnny there to receive us,in case by
chance we should cross each other on the
way between Alexandria and Port Said. The
telegraphic cable has not yet been laid down
between the two ports, and Arabi has cut
the wires of the land telegraph line.

Alexandria, August gth.— We did not leave
Port Said until ten o'clock last night, our
anchor having been entangled with that of a
Russian steamer. We had a delightful voy-
age, and I can now understand how glorious
it must be to be a prince, and have at one’s
disposal a fine large steamer. As we neared
Alexandria the captain hoisted the Pacha’s
pennant at the main to indicate that papa
was on board, and the American flag at the
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fore to inform the American sloop-of-war that
the family was on board.

The British iron-clads at the entrance of
the harbor exchanged salutes of flags with
our ship ; the United States corvette Quine-
baug did the same as we passed her; and as
we got further in there was Johnny with some
staff-officers in one of the Khédive’s barges,
on the watch for us. As soon as we dropped
anchor, a little steam-launch from the Quinne-
baug came alongside with the compliments of
Captain Whitehead, to take us ashore, where
we found a carriage sent by His Highness to
the arsenal wharf to await us.

Oh! what joy to be safe, and all together
again. We are temporarily established in an
exquisite little palace belonging to Baron de
Menasce, the United States Consul here, which
was kindly placed at our disposal. His family
is absent in Europe, and the palace was part-
ly pillaged after the bombardment; but the
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place is beautiful still, and enough furniture
was spared by the pillagers to make us very
comfortable. It was very pleasant on enter-
ing this refuge to pass under the shield of the
United States, which is beautifully painted
over the door-way.

August rrth—Admiral Seymour and sev-
eral high English officials called to-day to
congratulate mamma on her escape, and to
thank her for what they termed her kindness
to the young English midshipman in Cairo.

August 22d.— Immediately after our ar-
rival here, papa submitted to His Highness
the plan for giving signal to Abdul Razak,
and His Highness having approved it, the
letter was sent. Now we have had the satis-
faction of seeing the result, for Abdul Razak
and several staff-officers with him have safely
arrived here, and have been received by the
Khédive.

Fanny Stone.

THE PEOPLE'S VOICE.

FIRST NIGHT.

Hoarse with their cries of rage,
Brandishing torch and blade,

They beat on the gates of the prison cage,
“Is this for what our prisons are made?
Bring the murderer out!”

Like wild beasts they shout,

¢ Blood is of blood the only wage;
Throw him out! Throw him down,
Or we sack the town!

"T'were but justice for him,

Were he torn limb from limb!
Prate not to us about his age!

‘A boy?’ Let him not then live to be
man !

We will stamp out the murderers’ breed if
we can!

¢ His mother?’ Ay, he whom he killed
Had mother! Let justice be filled!
A life for a life! Bring him out!”

Like wild beasts they shout,
And beat on the walls, and climb, and tear,
And with cries like demons’ fill the air,
And shots ring quick, and the streets run

red,

And men, right and left, are falling dead,
And the mob goes surging through the

town,

“ Give the murderer up, then! Throw him
down,

Heed what the voice of the people has
said!” -

SECOND NIGHT.

Lurid the fire shoots out,
Window, and roof, and door,
A thousand voices despairing shout,
As it leaps from floor to floor.
“Good God! that boy on the window sill!
Don’t leap, brave lad! You can cling if you
will 17

High above all the din and rout,
Shrieks, and screams, and whistles, and bells,
And seething smoke like the mouths of hells,
Rises shrill and clear the crowd’s loud call
To the cowering lad, “Hold fast! Don’t fall!
You will be saved, beyond a doubt.

The ladders are coming! Look! They arehere!

God bless you, boy ; bless you! Keep cool !
Don’t fear!

He's saved!” Hark, what cheers!
deafen the air,

“ Hurrah! Hand him down now to us, to
bear!”

On a hundred arms upstretched as one,
The boy like a helpless babe is borne.
“He is safe!| Thank God!” they shout, they

cry,
Their voices break; not an eye is dry.
The fire rages on; the house must fall,—
Fortunes are buried beneath that wall!
And rich men’s losses mean dearer bread;
But the crowd never thought of that at all,—
“The boy is safe!” was all they said.

Helen Jackson (H. H.).

They
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napkin to appear upon her table twice without being
laundered. Napkin-rings are banished to the nursery,
where they should always have remained.”

Now, no one can deny that a napkin fresh and crisp
from the laundry is a daintier object than one that has
lost its first freshness, even if clasped by the prettiest
of rings. If one has plenty of servants and plenty of
napkins, this is without doubt exceedingly pleasant
advice to follow. But what if we were to do a little
sum in multiplication ? The average family is said to
consist of five members.

5X3X7=105.

In round numbers, nine dozen napkins a week for
a family of five.

Mesdames, who write for the papers, and tell us
what must and what must not be done, you may not
believe it, but there are women who aspire to living
handsomely and daintily, if not elegantly, who have
pretty, well-kept houses, and daintily appointed tables,
yet who never had nine dozen napkins at once in all
their lives, and never expect to have. What shall they
do about it? Perhaps as an alternative they would
better dispense with napkins altogether, as those
stately and dignified dames, our ven erated foremothers,
did! Elegance and even neatness are terms hard to
define. Latitude and longitude have a great deal to
do with them. The Japanese lady lifts her almond
eyes and laughs with mocking disdain at the Western
barbarians who actually wash napkins and handker-
chiefs that they may use them a second time. She
uses her pretty trifle once and burns it.

This is a very trifling matter? Ves; and if it stood
alone, it would not be worth mentioning. But a pound
of feathers is just as heavy as a pound of lead. Let
those who can afford to indulge their dainty tastes do
so, and be thankful. But when it becomes a matter
of choice between three fresh napkins a day—or any-
thing else that may stand as their equivalent —and
the new book, or the longed-for picture, the leisure to
breathe the fresh air and enjoy the June roses, or to
take the children out in the wide pastures and watch
the changeful lights and shadows on the mountain
sides, — then what shall be said about it? Itis over-
anxiety about matters like these that comes between
the soul of many a woman and that higher, calmer,
sweeter life for which she really yearns.

It is really true of the great middle class that are
scattered all over our land, from Maine to Florida, from
Massachusetts to Oregon, that they cannot have this
and that. They are shut out from many, indeed from
most, of the advantages of great cities. They do not
have picture galleries, museums, and public libraries,
nor the stimulus of busy, magnetic crowds.

But they may have—they may absorb into their own
beings — the strength of the hills and of the sea, the
calm of the plains, the peace of the sky, the patience
of the earth, that lies waiting through all the wintry
hours, assured that seed-time and harvest shall not
fail. They may sccure time to read and to think.
They may pluck the roses of content.

Shall they lose all these in a vain attempt to grasp,
not the best things of a far different life, but some of
its merest externals, thus adding to all their cares
and labors and getting nothing that is worth having
in return ?

Julia C. R. Dorr.
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The Bombardment of Alexandria.
LETTER FROM A UNITED STATES NAVAL OFFICER.

THE CENTURY for June contains an extract from
the diary of Miss Stone during the war in Egypt of
1882, The extract is preceded by an introductory
letter from her father, Stone Pasha, which I think
ought not to be accepted as final.

The Pasha’s important position in the Egyptian
army, held for so many years, his extensive knowledge
of the country and its people, and his own character,
combine to give his expressed opinion an almost over-
whelming weight. This opinion involves serious
charges against the British Government, as repre-
sented by its diplomatic and naval officers in Egypt,
which, it seems to me, are merely stated and not proved.

I happened to be in Alexandria prior to and during
the bombardment, and afterward was accredited to
Lord Wolseley’s staff as military and naval attaché.
My own observations lead me to conclusions opposed
to those advanced by Stone Pasha; and as no one else
appears likely to question the accuracy of his dictum, I
venture, very reluctantly, to suggest that the peculiar
circumstances of the case may have caused him fo say
more than is, perhaps, capable of demonstration to
others,

The newspapers, during the early part of July, 1882,
may be cited as recording the almost universal belief
that hostilities were certain to break out at Alexan-
dria—the only difficulty being in fixing an exact date.
The stampede of foreigners which followed the mas-
sacre of June IT was largely due to this belief, and
was encouraged by the British Government, which
furnished free transportation as far as Malta to thou-
sands of its citizens. The bombardment should, log-
ically, have taken place immediately after the massa-
cre. It was, however, delayed for a whole month. I
submit that ample opportunity was afforded to all, who
7eally desired it, to leave the country.

Furthermore, Stone Pasha is on record in his
daughter’s diary, under date of July 8th, as expecting
Admiral Seymour to bombard Alexandria. Knowing
as he did, to use the words of his introductory letter,
that “the bombardment of Alexandria by any Euro-
pean fleet would cause the enraged inhabitants to work
vengeance on all Furopeans who might be in the
country, of whatever nationality,” his duty to his
family seemed to me then, as it seems to me now,
perfectly clear. He reached a solution of the problem
in singularly full acquaintance with all the elements
which entered intoit. The responsibility was his own;
nor can he now complain if the solution was fraught
with discomfort and danger to those near and dear to
him.

That a foreign squadron on a confessedly hostile
mission should give the extended notice of bombard-
ment, with its possibilities of aggressive preparation,
urged by Stone Pasha, is a new doctrine. More notice
than the technical twenty-four or the aciual forty
hours (according to the introductory letter) was, how-
ever, practically given to Stone Pasha. On the 6th of
July Admiral Seymour sent the following letter to the
Military Governor of Alexandria:

«T have the honor to inform your Excellency that
it has been officially reported to me that yesterday two
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or more additional guns were mounted on the sea de-
fenses, and that other warlike preparations are being
made on the northern face of Alexandria against the
squadron under my command. Under the circum-
stances, I have to notify your Excellency that unless
such proceedings be discontinued, or if, having been
discontinued, they should be renewed, it will become
my duty to open fire on the works in course of con-
struction.”

In view of his position at court, Stone Pasha could
not have been ignorant of this letter, nor of the cer-
tainty that its menace would be followed by energetic
action, even if the correspondence had been confiden-
tial. Vet he postponed bringing his family -within
reach of the American fleet, where they would have
been gladly welcomed; and even after the witimatium
was issued, while there was still time for them to take
the train from Cairo on the roth, he decided that the
discomfort of a crowded train was more to be dreaded
than the dangers he describes as the inevitable se-
quence of a bombardment. An efficient escort might
surely have been found among the members of his
staff to whose loyalty he and his family bear such
willing testimony.

The objection that the ships of refuge were to quit
the harbor three hours before the arrival of the train
in Alexandria is not worthy of Stone Pasha. My own
vessel, for instance, moved on July 1oth from a mile
and a half inside the end of the breakwater to a like
distance outside, where, except that the pull in a man-
of-war’s boat would have been longer by three miles,
the refuge was precisely as accessible on that day as
the day previous.

. The complaint that “all British subjects had been
carefully sent away " implies what I am sorry to say
is but too true — that other governments are less solic-
itous than the British for the welfare of their citizens.
The statement is at once a compliment to Great Bri-
tain and a reproach to other nations.

In view of what I have already said, T cannot per-
ceive that the extension from forty to forty-eight hours
of the notice to bombard would have caused people to
leave Egypt who had already made up their minds to
accept the risk of staying in any event; nor, passin, do
T think that it can be shown that hundreds of Egyp-
tian women and children  perished in the bombard-
ment and in the panic flight from the hastily bombarded
town,” as Stone Pasha states.

The history of June 11, 1882, has not been written
as yet, but those who witnessed the events of that day,
and escaped with their lives, will find difficulty in
reading with composure that they only beheld a so-
called massacre.

I know that care was taken on July 11 fo spare
the town as far as was possible. I was myself sur-
prised at the small extent of the damage it sustained,
and I venture to think that trustworthy returns
would not bear out the Pasha’s statement that, “ dur-
ing the Christian bombardment of Alexandria, scores
of Egyptian women and children perished ”’ ; while T
am sure that by none would such a fact have been more
deplored than by the people in the attacking fleet.

If I have made it appear at least open to discussion
whether or no the British were guilty of “barbarous
disregard . . . of the lives of citizens of all other
nationalities,” etc., and have shown that the bombard-
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ment did not take place, as it were, on #e sdy, 1 shall
need no other apology for this tax upon your time
and patience. Very truly yours,

C. F. Goodrich,
Lieut.-Commander U. S. N.

A Sign of the Times in Lexicography.*

TnE chief merit of the « New English Dictionary on
Historical Principles ” is suggested by its title—it is
the first thoroughly systematic and exhaustive history
ever attempted of the words of a language. The prin-
ciple upon which it is based is, of course, not new.
The idea that lexicography is at bottom history, and
demands historical accuracy and completeness, is
conspicuous in Grimm and Littré, and, in fact, lies at
the basis of every great modern lexicon. But the task
of accumulating all the facts which constitute the his-
tory of words is so vast, incompleteness is apparently
so inevitable, and it is so much easier to analyze and
pass judgment upon contemporary or classical usage
than to show by what steps it was reached, that
even Litiré, the greatest of modern lexicographers,
virtually abandoned the purely historical field. To
have highly resolved to realize the historical idea in
all its fullness, and to have carried that resolve into
successful execution, is the great merit of the Philo-
logical Society and of Dr. Murray. Their dictionary
breathes a new atmosphere and is animated by a new
spirit. With its great rivals, Littré and Grimm, one
feels that the language — the French or German — of
the present forms a limit up to which the past leads,
but beyond which it does not point. Contemporary
usage,” says Littré (preface), “is the first and principal
object of a dictionary.” The prime value of the word-
history of the past is, he thinks, to establish the usage
of the present; and this present usage seems, for him,
to have in it a certain completeness, ultimateness, and
sacredness. But the “ New Dictionary* lifts us over
this barrier, and shows us that present usage is only
an imaginary section of the great stream of linguistic
changes flowing toward us from the past and away
into the future. It places us upon the summit of philo-
sophic history, for which past, present, and future are
more or less arbitrary divisions of one comprehensive
view. Of the scholarship, toil, self-sacrifice, genius, by
which this summit has been reached, it is unnecessary
to speak.

This broad, philosophic view of its theme gives to the
Philological Society’s work a significance beyond that
which belongs to it within its special province. It
marks the movement of another department of thought
into line with those sciences which have surrendered
themselves wholly to the scientific spirit of the age;
which recognize truth as existing in fact alone, and in
the whole fact, and have turned resolutely away
from individual inspiration, feeling, preference, to im-
personal observation, analysis, and induction. How
far at least English lexicography has hitherto been
from this position, every one knows. Johnson’s dic-
tionary is hardly more a work of sciezzce than is “ Sar-

* A New English Dictionary on Historical Principles, founded
mainly on the materials collected by the Philological Society.
Edited by James A. H. Murray, LL. D., President of the Philo-
logical Society, with the assistance of many scholars and men of

science. Part I. A-ANT, Oxford: At the Clarendon Press.
New York : Macmillan & Co.



OPEN LETTERS.

Among the direct or indirect gains of this kind for us
have been the whaling grounds of the north-east and
the fisheries of Behring Strait, a region rendered sale
by the voyage and charts of the Fincennes, the explo-
rations of the Coast Survey, and latest by the Corwin
and the Signal Service. Alaska is now attracting immi-
gration; but its shores seemed forbidding in the ex-
treme before the surveys of Rodgers and the trial
observations of Dall and others were charted for the
guidance of the mariner. Theincreasing returns to the
Government and to the merchant from the fur seal
and the otter have shown the wisdom of the purchase.

Still higher results are associated with the hydrog-
raphy of the greatoceans ; the observations needed for
the further knowledge of the laws governing the
origin and the course of storms; and magnetism,
with its relation to the compass, the telegraph, and
the telephone. *We shall never accurately know,”
says the President of our own Geographical Society,
#the laws of aérial and oceanic currents, unless we
know more about what takes place in the Arctic
Circle.” .

Such research was made the spsial object of the sta-
tions at Point Barrow and Fort Conger. The chiel
of the Signal Service had justlt reported that “the
study of the weather maps of ingland and America
cannot be fully prosecuted wthout filling up the
blank of the Arctic region ”’; ar ?among the results to
be expected from the colony at Lady Franklin Bay,
the act making the appropriations recited “a more
accurate knowledge of the conditions which govern
the origin and paths of the storms, the descent of polar
waves of unusual cold, and wicertain movements in the
Atlantic.” The instructions of the Signal Service and
the Coast Survey have now been carried out by con-
tinuous observations at Ooglamie during two years,
and at Lady Franklin Bay for a yet longer period. A
casual inspection, courteously permitted, of Ray’s re-
ports warrants an expectation of results of much
practical value. They include, among many points of
interest, long-continued observations of the temperature
of the earth at great depths, and of the waters on the
shores of the great ocean, with hourly observations of
the magnetic force and dip, a reverse of the usual
experience of these being observed in the increased
force and dip at Ooglamie during the morning hours
and a decrease in the afternoon. Ray’s magnetic work,
discussed by Mr. C. A, Schott of the Coast and
Geodetic survey,—the same officer who discussed
Kane's and Hayes's,— will form Appendix 13 of the
Coast Survey report of 1882; the whole work at
Ooglamie making a full quarto volume.

Of the labors of the party at Fort Conger it were
premature to speak as yet with fullness; but enough
has been reported by Lieut. Greely to warrant the
expectation at the Signal Office that the observations
and the topographical work of Lockwood at this point,
north of other expeditions, will develop themselves,
when reduced, with a completeness and scope in ad-
vance of what has ever been attained before. The party
were well housed for more than two summers, and
were supplied with instruments such as neither Kane
nor Hayes could in their day secure. When Ray's
and Greely’s observations shall have been placed with
those received from the other thirteen stations of the
Arctic, they will form a full link in the series of

Vor. XXVIIT.—88.

953

synchronous observations thus carried on for the first
time around the northern zone.

If such investigations are worth pursuing, if the
existing relations between all branches of science
and between the individual facts of each be ad-
mitted, Arctic exploration will not be soon aban-
doned—not until the problems referred to are fully
solved. Let such as henceforth go to the ice zones
depend on native help more largely than in the past;
two Esquimaux to every three or four white men,
at least. Natives alone can provide sustenance in the
extremities of want; they 