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PREFACE

No one can know the Shareefa of Wazan and fail to
be impressed by her. Those who have known her
long, and are acquainted with the way in which she
acted, in a position somewhat difficult, during the first
years of her married life, are filled with admiration for
her tact.

All her friends know her kindliness; but few of
them suspected that she had the power to have
produced so interesting a book.

Some one has said (kul baz, the Arabs have it)
that every one has a good book in the recesses of his
heart, if he will only but sit down and write. The
production of the one good book does not of course
constitute its producer a writer in the strict sense of
the word. Two things are necessary to him who has
the one good book in his stomach, as the French say—
humour and simpleness of heart. The Shareefa cer-
tainly has both, together with a power of observation
quite beyond the common run.

Our countrymen and countrywomen seldom are
natural either in writing or in speech.

In fact, so rare is perfect naturalness to English-
men, that it is commonly considered to be affectation,
by those who have been affected all their lives.

In what part of the world is to be heard the high,
throaty voice, that makes all foreigners turn round

and smile, except amongst ourselves ?
vii
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Where does the pen weary itself with strings of
adjectives more than in English current literature ?

Luckily, from all these tricks the Shareefa of
Wazan is free. She writes just as she speaks, quite
naturally, and is not troubled with any fine-spun
theories about the people amongst whom she has
passed the best years of her life.

Wonderful to relate, she does not patronise the
Creator of the Moors and herself by setting forth
the difference between them and his own Englishmen.
Neither does she seem to consider that she was sent
into the world to remedy God’s faults. She writes
about the Moors as of her fellow human beings, and
treats them as of a similar nature, essence, tempera-
ment, and being as herself.

Would to Allah that all would do the same. Most
people must have been struck, at one time or another,
by the superficiality of the majority of books upon the
Moors.

Even those who, it might be thought, would have
known better, say little but of their exterior, their
clothes, type, bearing, and their religious bigotry,
unconscious that the latter quality so much resembles
that of those who write about them.

That kind of narrative produces the so-called
“picturesque ” book of travels, and can be written just
as well after a week as after twenty years of residence.

At the first sight you see that the Shareefa writes
upon a higher plane. Mairied in her youth to a Moorish
gentleman of high and sacred® rank, all her book is
devoted to the interior aspects of Moorish life, seen
by a woman, and therefore much more intimate than
any such work could be if written by a man. Even

1 A direct descendant of the Prophet in the Eddrisi line,
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Doughty’s great epic of Arabia has to yield in some
respects to this plain narrative of daily life written so
simply and in such good faith, by the Shareefa of
Wazan. Doughty, with all his genius, fortitude and
literary skill, gives us at best only one side of life
amongst Mohammedans. It may be said the same
applies to the Shareefa’s book. That of course is so:
but it is just the side so few non-Moslems ever pene-
trate, that she lays bare.

We see her a young wife, timid amongst the Euro-
peans of the place, only at home (at that time) with
the Moors, of whose language she hardly knew a word,
and we are lost in admiration, both of her confidence
and adaptability, and of their real kindness of heart.

Not once in all her book does she touch on the
difference of faith in her own house, but seems to feel,
like a good wife, a proper pride in the great estimation
in which she saw her husband held by his compatriots.

The position that he occupied was similar to that
held by the Popes when they enjoyed the temporal
power, but with an added sanctity derived from his
descent as a Shareef.

All these Shareefian families in Morocco are held
in much respect, but as a general rule their material
position adds to the esteem felt for them, and for long
ages the Shorfa of Wazan had all been very rich.

The position in which the Shareefa found herself
was difficult enough.

On one side were the Moors, naturally jealous at
the entrance of a foreigner into the native life. Upon
the other were the Europeans, all striving to enlist her
husband on their side, for in those days the French
were working by degrees towards that position in
Morocco which they have since attained.
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Young, and with few to help, and none to guide her
steps, she steered her course with admirable tact, avoid-
ing every shoal. Perhaps her youth was her best ally,
for she appears to have had few prejudices of race or
education, much charm of manner, and an unfailing
fund of spirit and of health.

Withal, she had a special power of observation,
and either must have kept exhaustive diaries, or must
possess a memory of most unusual accuracy.

All the events of her innumerable journeys are set
down with a vividness quite photographic, and her re-
marks on what she saw are accurate and just. Inevit-
ably, as must occur to every person of imagination, we
see her as her narrative proceeds becoming influenced
in some respects by those she lived with, though her
strong native sense never deserts her in the affairs of
life. She talks about a vision that she had or thinks
she had, for all is one, so that the impression made
upon the mind be keen enough. Yet a few pages
further on, after conversing with some educated Moors,
she remarks, had there been but a young Turkish Party
in those days, we might have had its counterpart
amongst the Moors.

"This shows that she saw further than did the dip-
lomatic body in Tangier, a thing not wonderful, for
by the exercise of that profession, calling, pastime, or
what you choose to call it, men’s eyes become like those
of fish born in a subterranean river, prominent and to
appearance perfectly well formed, but not designed for
use.

Through the whole book we see, although she never
tells us of it directly, the evidences of her patience and
her tact. Now, without patience, nothing can be done
amongst the Moors.
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Any one who has known them or any other Orientals,
know this is a truism. Hurry is the devil, is a saying
that Orientals both understand and act upon. Even in
Spain, where, as the Shareefa truly says, there have re-
mained so many Oriental traits, to hurry any one is the
worst of insults you can give. I almost think, keen
as most Spaniards are at a bargain, that they prefer to
lose it, than to have their terms acceded with a per-
emptory ‘“all right.” The mania for explanation is
extraordinary both in Spain and the East. It has re-
mained in Europe only amongst diplomats and kings.
To be as tedious as a king, most people think was a
bad joke of Shakespeare’s, but I believe it was a simple
fact that he enunciated. You cannot contradict a
king, or cut him short when he advances something
that he knows to be untrue, hence he becomes so
tedious, as that wag Shakespeare says.

All Orientals seem tedious to us, and without doubt
we all seem rude and barbarous to them.

Hence the great need for patience, and the Shareefa
must have possessed it to an extraordinary degree.
When we read of the hardships that she underwent,
the journeys, that an ordinary man does in three days,
spun out to eight or ten, and even then protracted by
the multitudes of tribesmen who used to congregate
to welcome her husband and herself, one guesses what
she underwent. We Occidentals, whose minds are
occupied with fifty things all of the first importance,
as polo, aviation, the Polar expedition (always in pro-
gress with the best advertisement), the size of ladies’
hats, some new religion or divorce case and the like,
are always anxious to arrive at some place or another,
so as not to lose our grip on any of the matters to
which I have referred. The Oriental, on the other
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hand, is only occupied with life: the sun, the rain, the
stars (how many of us gaze upon the stars, except a
Government official now and then), love, and the con-
dition of his horse, his petty bargains, prayers, hatreds,
and jealousies, are what take up his thoughts. He
lives for life, and we for things exterior, sometimes
superfluous and always rather of the body than the
mind. The Oriental thinks for the sake of thinking;
we to apply our thoughts to something that we call
practical.

Fach way is best for those who use it, but our
method has resulted in making us dependent on a
million external things, of which the Oriental takes
no count.

Into this careless, metaphysical, but at the same
time material world, the Shareefa of Wazan, then a
young and attractive girl, was flung or flung herself,
at twenty years of age.

She found herself amongst a people who, when
they hate, kill if they can; of women, who when they
quarrel, poison each other if they get a chance; and
a society in which the vices that we in Kurope prac-
tise secretly, are hardly covered with a veil. How
many times she must have gone in danger of her life,
she does not tell us, although we feel her danger in
the pages of her book.

A Furopean woman, say in Wazan, or in some far-
off zowia,' even in her own house in Tangier, crammed
full with native women and with slaves, what would
have been more easy than to murder her, and throw
her body down a well? We must remember that
she entered into Oriental life, having made three

' A zowia is the house of a Shareef. Sometimes a mosque is
attached to it.
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- determined enemies of the ladies her husband had
divorced.

Still, by degrees she made friends of them all,
and of their families, though in a measure her children
enjoyed most of the father’s love.

The wealth of folk-lore scattered up and down the
book, indicates not only her perfect knowledge of the
people with whom she passed her life, but what is
more than that, her sympathy.

In no one instance does she comment on or diagnose
any one of the proverbs, saws, or adages she quotes,
but uses them exactly as she would have done had she
been born a Moor.

In fact her sympathy is the most striking of her
qualities. Her collection, in the Appendix, of cookery
recipes, folk medicine, and such lore, shows perhaps
a more extended knowledge of the subject than is
displayed in any book with which I am acquainted,
dealing with Moorish life. Her many friends for
years have urged her to set down all she has seen and
learned in her long residence amongst the Moors, and
now that she has done so, she has produced a book
which for simplicity and truth is bound to take high
rank.

She finishes as naturally as she begins, and leaves
us wondering what she might have written had it
been possible for one in her position, placed as she
is with one foot in each camp, to set down all she
knows, both of the worst and of the best of the strange
life that she has lived for the last thirty years.

R. B. CUNNINGHAME GRAHAM,






EDITORIAL NOTE

THANKS to my good friend Mr. Cunninghame Graham,
there is no occasion for me to comment in the cus-
tomary editorial fashion upon the strange story it has
been my privilege to introduce to the reading public.
He has undertaken the task, and fulfilled it as he
alone can. But I feel it is necessary in justice to the
Shareefa of Wazan to explain the circumstances under
which this story of her career in Morocco has been
published. A year or more has passed since she wrote
to ask if I would prepare for the press the story of her
strange life; her circle is a very large one, and many
friends had urged her to give a permanent form to the
stories she has told so often in her own house. With
delightful frankness and a measure of confidence no
less engaging, she placed in my hands a very complete
record, asking me so to deal with it that nothing
might hurt the living or throw any shadow upon the
memory of the dead. The peculiar delicacy of her
situation, together with the kindness and affection of
the Moors towards one who came to them as a stranger
in a strange land, had to be taken into account and
were an effective bar to any revelation of a sensational
kind.

Reading the manuscript, it seemed to me that there
was little to do save to cancel all that was better left
unsaid, and to leave the rest substantially as Madame
de Wazan had written it. She was prompt to admit

XV


















MY LIFE STORY

CHAPTER 1

MY MARRIAGE

“WouLp the marriage take place?” was a question
asked by many in Tangier during the early part of
the winter of 1872-73. All doubts were set at rest by
a notice posted at the British Consulate—the publica-
tion of the banns, in fact. My father and mother had
accompanied me from England, also my future hus-
band’s friend and secretary, who went with me to
London to obtain my parents’ consent to my marriage
with the Shareef of Wazan. It was a difficult matter,
and family opposition was strong on all sides. On
15th January 1873, two public notaries (natives)
waited on my father at the Hotel. Most unwillingly
he gave his final consent, and the contract, which I
had drawn up, was accepted by the notaries on behalf
of the Shareef: the only question put to me was
whether my father was my representative in the
present instance. I replied in the affirmative, and
the deed being executed, I was now the Shareef’s wife
in Mohammedan law. He was much amused when I
told him that such might be the case, but I had not
yet obtained a husband.

The 17th January 1873 was a lovely morning.

Very early my father came into my room, and made a
A
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last appeal to me, telling me that, if I wished to
retract even then, many friends were ready to help
me to get on board a vessel then in the Bay, and a
disguise could be easily obtained. His arguments,
however, were futile ; I said that I had made a promise
and was quite prepared to fulfil it, let the issue be for
my future happiness or otherwise. I put on my
riding habit of dark blue cloth, a hat of semi-brigand
shape, with a long white ostrich feather. The feather
rested on my hair, which by the Shareef’s express
desire was allowed to fall loose down my back and was
tied with a knot of red ribbon, the Moorish national
colour. The ribbon, had been sent to me by my future
husband. I had told him it was not customary to wear
the hair dressed in that way, but I had to give way,
and after all what did it matter, if I pleased him? At
the door of the Hotel, a handsome chestnut horse,
with three *“ white stockings ” and a white face, awaited
me, also a bran new saddle and bridle @ I'Anglaise, a
red saddle-cloth edged with two-inch gold lace, a
riding-whip mounted in silver, and a spur, gifts from
the Shareef. Two retainers were there to attend me.
My mother and father walked the short distance to
the British Legation, for at that time no carriages were
used in Tangier. I did not look about me, though I
heard afterwards that crowds followed the little pro-
cession, and the roofs of the neighbouring houses were
covered with spectators. The Shareef had already
arrived, and Sir John Hay Drummond Hay immedi-
ately put the usual questions to the contracting parties
in a civil marriage. In less than five minutes we
were pronounced man and wife. One of the witnesses
who signed the register was a high officer of the
British fleet (Rear-Admiral R. J. MacDonald), the
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other was H.B.M’s. Consul at Tangier, my friend
Mr. H. P. White.

After receiving the congratulations of the company,
my husband escorted me to the Hotel, and, leaving
me to change into the costume I should wear at the
wedding breakfast, went off to mosque for his devo-
tions, as it happened to be Friday, the Mohammedan
Sabbath. He told me he would return in half-an-
hour. I believe that over sixty guests were present,
and the huge wedding cake, a present from my god-
father, was cut with due ceremony. A few toasts
were proposed and responded to by my father. After
this I retired once more to don my habit, and accom-
pany my husband to his house. In the hall of the
Hotel the soldiers of the different Legations were
drawn up, and it was a pretty sight to see them, in
their uniforms of various colours, saluting as we
passed. No small addition to the picturesqueness of
the scene were the British sailors from the man-of-
war then in the Bay. They cheered lustily, and
also assisted in the avalanche of rice and slippers
with which we were pelted at the start, much to the
amusement of the crowds assembled in front of the
Hotel. The Moors were puzzled to know the meaning
of this, and the Shareef remarked that he had sufficient
rice in the hood of his cloak to make a meal of!

Next day all the Moorish notables were invited
to luncheon, the Sultan’s representative, the Basha
of the town, the Administrators of Customs, and others
were invited. Introduction to all these was more
than trying, for it was the first time that a Moslem’s
wife had been presented to the public. I could not
reply to their salutations except by a smile; for not
a word of Arabic did I know. Imagination supplied
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what they might be saying. Later on a Frenchman,
a friend of my husband’s, arrived, and helped me to
a little conversation, for he spoke the dialect fluently.

When I rode out for the first time after my
marriage, people crowded round the mounting-stone
to kiss my husband’s hand or garments, pushing by
me to do so, whereupon the Shareef said, through
his secretary, that whoever ignored me must ignore
him. For thirty-seven years that remonstrance has
been effective.

Who, then, was this man who has fascinated me?
Tused to meet him coming from town, or returning
to the mountain, where I was staying with friends, and
at length I learnt that it was the Grand Shareef of
Wazan, but that did not convey much to me. 1 made
a closer acquaintance at some musical soirées, which
he attended. T certainly thought I liked him, he
was so different from the few other Moors I had met,
but the idea of marriage never crossed my mind; in
fact, until he proposed, I did not realise that he con-
templated doing so. Thanking him for the honour,
I refused on the ground of religion, and also because
although I admired him, admiration was not love—of
the kind that should end in partnership for life. Ie
gave me a month to reconsider my decision, and started
for Wazan to attend the marriage of his two sons.
His absence taught me that I really cared for him
more than I had thought, and such being the case
I made further inquiries. A Consul-General, a great
friend of the Shareef’s, told me who he was and of
his European predilections; how he was determined
to marry a European, and had even divorced his
Mohammedan wives to attain that end. I learned
that the Shareef was a lineal descendant of the Prophet






CHAPTER II
THE HOME SANCTUARY

Ar1ER the first few days of married life, I took courage,
and thought to put a little European order into my
new home. My private apartments were not difficult to
rearrange, but the gaudiness of the furniture, though of
the best, was trying. However, I subdued the effect
with some antimacassars, and when I had made some
necessary changes, such as turning a wardrobe out of
the drawing-room, and other little innovations of the
kind, T made what T thought a cosier room. The
Shareef always seconded me in my reforms. My
household consisted of an English maid I had brought
from England, a Spanish cook, and two Moorish
women for my personal service, and as many more as
I liked to requisition, for the house was full of women
of all kinds.

To a Shareef’s house, which is a Sanctuary, rich and
poor flock to be assisted in their different troubles.
These refugees and suitors would remain for varying
periods, from a few hours to some months, according to
the time their affairs take to arrange. A mother or
wife might be pleading for a son or husband in prison,
another might be seeking redress for cruelty from some
member of the family, another might have been un-
justly imprisoned by Government officials. There we
saw the litigant, the deserted wife, the sick, the barren
woman, all seeking consolation by blessings. Once the

6
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suppliants have taken Sanctuary, all these matters have
to be taken in hand by the head of the house, and
inquiries must be made as to the authenticity of the
several clients’ demands. Letters to the Sultan for in-
tercession seldom failed to ameliorate the condition
of the person concerned, and interviews by proxy
with local authorities, European and Mohammedan,
were of daily occurrence. Food and lodging had to
be supplied to all those who sought Sanctuary pending
the solution of their grievances. Offerings generally
in kind are brought by some people. There may or
not be a surplus, consequently one’s banking account
is always at the mercy of sudden applicants for some
form of assistance. This custom has existed from time
immemorial, and to ignore it would be death to the
prestige of the Wazan Shareefs, whose influence is
so powerful from one end of the Moorish Empire to
the other. To-day the problem is a difficult one ; there
is no diminution in the several Shareefs’ prestige, their
personal influence is as great as ever, the people
still crowd for assistance, but few bring the substantial
offerings of the past to maintain themselves during
their temporary residence at the Sanctuary. A Sha-
reef travelling in this direction may dump himself
down on you with his retainers, whether he has come
on business or pleasure. In any case the Sanctuary
is bound to supply him with food and lodging accord-
ing to his rank. Three days is supposed to be the
limit of these visits, and the only method of giving
them a hint that you are embarrassed by their
presence is to diminish the quantity and quality of
their food. Even then there are some too dense to
take the hint. In the Shareef’s lifetime barley was
supplied to the animals of notables, but since his
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death I gradually omitted that, and now only in very
extreme cases do I give sufficient for saddle-horses or
mules as the case may be. But for the unsolicited
offerings, it would be impossible to keep up a custom
extending over thirteen hundred years.

The foregoing has been rather a digression, but the
inner workings of a Zowia, or Sanctuary, belonging to
the religious community, is so little understood, that I
considered a short explanation necessary, especially as
some not over-generous comments have been made on
the subject.

During the first few weeks of my marriage almost
daily excursions were made. The Shareef had a large
orange garden near the town of Tangier, and thither we
proceeded, lunch being sent on after us. I admired
the gardener’s baby son, and the mother made me
understand that it belonged to the Shareef. I was so
taken aback that I hastily returned the child to its
parent, and went and sat under an orange tree and
wept. At first I did not reply to the Shareef’s inquiries
for the reason of my tears; on second thoughts, T put
on rather an injured air and told him what I had dis-
covered. He was much amused, and told me I had
much to learn regarding the little episode. Forthwith
he explained to me how barren women, or those wish-
ing for a son, came to the Zowia or Sanctuary for his
prayers and intercession with God to grant the wishes
of the supplicant. Faith, he said, was a powerful force
in the Mohammedan religion, and that for that reason
the Shorfa (plural for Shareef) were approached on
divers requests, the sanctity of their lineage making
them Saints. The gardener’s wife had five daughters,
and, by wearing an amulet the Shareef had directed to
be given to her, she had, for her sixth child, borne a
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son ; consequently he belonged to the Zowia or Sanc-
tuary. I don’t think I was convinced just then. My
complete ignorance of the inner workings of my sur-
roundings started me thinking, and gave me an
impetus to learn Arabic; for I fully recognised that
unless I could master that language, the manners and
customs would be a closed book to me for ever. I was
to live in the midst of Moors for the term of my natural
life, and the sooner I could understand all that was
being said around me, the better for me. The Shareef
| helped, and in a few months words became distinguish-
able; at the end of the year small sentences could be
used by me, and then there seemed no progress. I was
in despair of ever acquiring the language until a woman
| related tales to me, in the style of the ““Thousand and
One Nights and a Night,” and helped me considerably
in attaining the different modes of expression. A note-
book in which I jotted down unfamiliar words, after-
wards explained by my husband, was of great assistance.
As for writing, I acquired that in a slight degree, but
am afraid I neglected to devote myself seriously to the
art. A secretary, ever at my command for whatever
little correspondence I might have in Arabic, caused me
to be rather careless in that respect. To-day I speak
fluently the Tangerine dialect, but the purity of my
‘ accent leaves much to be desired, and caused amuse-
: ment to my grandchildren. I am sometimes guilty of
grammatical errors, but I must know the language pretty
. thoroughly, or I should not find myself thinking uncon-
. sciously in the same, and my dreams are often in that
direction too.
I knew the Shareef had a little daughter of some
six summers named Lalla Heba (the Lady Hebe), who
was motherless. Before my marriage my husband had
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promised to bring me this child, but as she did not
come from Wazan as soon as I thought she ought, I
found her father thought she was better where she
was, as he did not want me to be troubled with the
care of her. Still, when he saw I was really anxious
to have the little girl, she was sent for. Arriving in
a closed litter with numerous attendants, I went to
the door to meet her. I was shocked to see such a
frail picce of humanity, and thought she would not
remain with us Jong. I took her in my arms and
carried her upstairs; she was practically unconscious,
and in high fever. I learned she had been suffering
from malarial fever for three months, and was so
emaciated that her bones seemed almost to come
through her skin.

With my mother’s aid the little girl was nursed
back to health and strength, and at the Shareef’s
instigation I procured her some Kuropean clothing.
This was a mistake, and was much resented by the
household, though at the time I was ignorant of the
offence, for no one dared to show their objections to
the innovations in the child’s wardrobe. In surpris-
ingly quick time she mastered her letters, took a
decided interest in the piano. Suddenly the child’s
intelligence seemed to disappear; she became exceed-
ingly dense. I was disappointed and hurt, and could
obtain no satisfaction from her father as to the cause
of the change. It must be known that his daughter
was practically a stranger to him and to me; there
seemed no real parental interest such as I understood
should be; nevertheless he was kind and affectionate
to her in his way. The lessons gradually fell through,
and the Shareef advised me to discontinue them for
a time at least. I know he was disappointed. Years
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after I learned from ILalla Heba herself what she
suffered from her entourage. They taunted her, say-
ing she was being converted to Christianity, for her
adoption of European customs was interpreted by her
ignorant attendants as the first steps towards changing
her religion. At this time my complete unfamiliarity
with the Arabic language prohibited such a course, and
since becoming in a way proficient, I have never
attempted to force my views on the Mohammedans,
have always replied guardedly to queries put at various
periods on religious subjects, and to this day avoid all
controversies of a religious nature, though I have often
rebuked those who were not keeping the tenets of the
faith they professed. My remonstrances, I ought to say,
have always been taken kindly.

Soon after I was established in my new home the
Shareef’s two sons, by a former wife, came from Wazan
to offer their congratulations to their father on his
marriage. They had an enormous retinue, and kept
the town lively for a few days. The elder, Muley Alarbi,
did not prepossess me at all in his favour. He looked
things unutterable, and I know was rebuked by his
father for the attitude he had taken up. He was no
favourite of his father’s at that time, and was in no small
way responsible forthe great unpleasantness experienced
by the Shareef from the Court of Morocco. Muley
Mohammed was just the opposite, a remarkably in-
telligent-looking lad of about seventeen summers, adored
by all, and his father’s favourite. His demeanour
towards me was the most cordial, and continued ever
the same up to his death, which took place three years
after his father’s demise (Oct. 19, 1895). My visits to
Wazan were always a pleasure, for Muley Mohammed
did his utmost to make me as comfortable as possible.






CHAPTER III

MY FIRST-BORN AND CEREMONIES ASSOCIATED
WITH HIS BIRTH

A1 that period there was not much distraction in
Tangier society, and the evenings were generally de-
voted by us to music. The Shareef loved his violin,
and although he held the instrument like a ’cello he
played well, and tanght me many Moorish and Spanish
airs, which I accompanied on the piano. He had a
lovely tenor voice which would have made a fortune
if it could have been cultivated. On Sundays the
English Church service was read at the British Lega-
tion. Chairs were placed in rows in the hall, a
harmonium was upstairs in the gallery, and here the
Shareef sat while I was at my devotions.

I had scarcely been married a month when the
Shareef told me that we must repair to the French
Legation, as, from certain letters he had received, the
Sultan, Sidi Mohammed ben Abdurhaman, was making
himself more than objectionable in consequence of
our marriage. We remained at the Legation for some
time, four or five days. A series of indirect persecutions
had been going on, and the question of the marriage
was really only a pretext to add insult to injury. For
some time the Shareef had contemplated living in
Europe, and for that reason had divorced his Moslem
wives, and decided as already stated to take a Euro-

pean, the Koran permitting the union. The Sultan
13
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wished the Shareef to attach himself to the Court
permanently, as his father had always accompanied
Sidi Abdurhaman, the former Sultan and great-grand-
father to the present one, in his progresses from one
chief town to another, such as from Fez to Rabat or
Morocco city. The influence of the Wazan Shareefs
was second to none among the tribes in those days,
and had always assured a peaceful journey for the
Sultan and his army.

The Shareef continued these good offices for some
time after his father’s death, and on the last occasion
he was detained for many months against his will,
and became aware of a plot to constitute him a State
prisoner, his European tendencies being looked upon
as dangerous to the welfare of the Empire.

The Shareef accordingly left Morocco city without
taking leave of the Sultan, and was soon followed
by dignitaries of the Court with inquiries as to what
had offended him. They offered large sums of money
and grants of land to bribe him to return, but all to
no purpose. The Shareef pleaded ill-health, and re-
turned to Wazan. Muley Alarbi, his eldest son, then
replaced him, and eventually the Shareef’s nephew, Sidi
Mohammed ben Miki, took up the post permanently.
Nevertheless, although on apparently good terms, the
spark of suspicion of ulterior motives never died out
on either side, and to this day no particular affection
is felt between the reigning family of the Filali
Shareefs and the Shareefs of Wazan. Consequent
on these patched-up relations, the necessity for migra-
tion to Europe ceased.

To my mother the shock was very great when this
decision was arrived at; for she had remained with us
to accompany me to my new home in Europe and
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- assist me in arranging it. As for myself, it was a

matter of perfect indifference. I had a husband who
seemed to worship the ground I walked upon, affec-
tionate and attentive to all my wishes, and I enjoyed
the prospects of a happy life with him. The choice
of residence seemed quite a secondary consideration,
for I was very much in love with my handsome
partner.

“Qught we to visit her?”—this was a question
mooted in Tangier, and many held back, but Sir
John Drummond Hay and his family, though perfect
strangers to me before my marriage, proved the truest
of friends after. To one lady in particular, then Mus.
Blott, I am indebted for her efforts in establishing my
status in European society. She introduced herself
after the marriage ceremony, coming to the Hotel for
that purpose. The fact that I was a complete stranger
to Tangier, made me feel all the more grateful for the
unexpected visit. Her promises of support and advice
on that memorable morning were more than faithfully
carried Tout, during the time she remained in Tangier.
To this day she counts as one of my dearest friends,
together with Sir John Hay Drummond Hay’s sur-
viving daughter. Later on I knew Sir John Hay
Drummond Hay’s daughters, and the intimacy gra-
dually increased with succeeding years. His wife’s
delicate health prohibited any great intimacy in the
early years, but the last fifteen years of her life she, in
conjunction with her daughters, became the truest and
staunchest of friends.

On the first anniversary of my wedding day a
dance was given in our house, and under the greatest
difficulties ; for:I had but two European servants, and
more Moslem ones than I knew what to do with; in
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fact, they were an.encumbrance rather than otherwise,
but with the aid of this new-found friend my diffi-
culties were much smoothed and my eighty guests
seemed satisfied with the entertainment offered them.
Once it had been decided that my permanent home
was to be in Tangier, I proceeded to set my house in
order, or rather my private apartments. The re-
mainder of the house was practically beyond the
question of arrangement, as that had to be given up
to retainers and refugees, though even out of that
chaos I did effect a more systematic arrangement of
affairs than that which existed. It took time, and
proved most up-hill work. The daily cold bath
caused much amusement, being practically unknown
in a Moslem household, where the steam bath is in
general use. The Shareef, ever fond of little jokes,
said to me one day, ‘1 had no idea my wife was
a fish.” As time went on, a layette had to be thought
of. Being a fairly good needlewoman, I preferred
making all the little needful things myself, to the
great amusement of those surrounding or visiting me.
The Moors make no preparations whatever for the
little stranger expected in a household, except the
new hangings for the mother’s room, so that she may be
resplendent when her friends commence to call upon
her to offer their congratulations the first day after
her accouchement. A friend or perhaps a near relation
receives the guests, who are offered tea and cakes.
The baby is invisible as a general rule, and not seen
until the name-day, when it takes its first bath before
an admiring crowd of female friends and acquaintances.
I have used the word dath, but in reality it is only a
wipe down with little water and less soap. The infant
is then dressed in new clothes, its hands put down by
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its side, a woollen, or perhaps cotton kind of shawl is
put on over the clothes, and the little thing is wound
up like a mummy. On the day of birth, khol is fully
applied to the eyes, and the eyebrows marked with
the same cosmetic. After the child has been well
wiped, the little body is rubbed all over with a mixture
of henna and oil, a linen cloth is rolled round, and
after that a woollen one, a band across the forehead
keeps a handkerchief over the head in place, which in
turn passes under the chin. The real idea is to pre-
vent the brain being displaced! The first time I saw
a Moorish baby in this rig-out I was horrified, and
longed to take it out and make it comfortable accord-
ing to my ideas, but it was early days even to make
a suggestion. In spite of most primitive arrangements
mother and child seem to thrive, and I have known
many a woman up and about her household duties
within the week. An old Shareef, a great friend of my
husband’s, was much exercised about the bringing up
of the future baby Shareef. Among suggestions of the
most undesirable kind was one that immediately after
birth the child should be despatched to Wazan, fail-
ing that, a native wet-nurse must be provided. The
Shareef used to tell me Sid Mohammed’s latest, but
at last he lost patience with the man, and told him to
mind his own business, saying that as the child would
have a mother, she would have to be consulted, and
that her wishes would be paramount. A close friend-
ship was marred by this incident, though no open
rupture took place.

My mother arrived in May 1874, and on 6th June
my first-born came into the world. The rejoicings on
the birth of my son were unprecedented ; people came

from all parts of the country, and for three months a
B
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constant flow of presents in money and kind came
pouring in daily. My husband expressed a wish that
I should name the child, as he knew English mothers
always had a voice in the matter. He had asked me
to name his first grandson, six months previously, and
Muley Ali, the name I gave the child, sounded such
a pretty one that I suggested our own should be
named likewise. I am sure many a hundredweight
of gunpowder was spent in powder-play, for it was
a case of bang bang from morning to night, while
musicians and dancers never seemed to rest. Not
finding a regular nurse available, my mother and the
midwife attended to the baby, and with the help of
my maid all went on well. Mother always washed
and dressed the child, and a few days after his birth
she invited an old retainer, a Moorish woman over
eighty years of age, a woman whose mother and grand-
mother had also been in the service of the Wazan
family, to be present at baby’s bath. She squatted
down, and seemed to be interested in the undressing
process, seemed to perk up when soap and sponge were
applied, but when the child was placed in a bath, she
rushed suddenly from the room, down the stairs with
the agility of a girl of fifteen, and without any cere-
mony into my husband’s bedroom. Though he was
fast asleep she shook him vigorously, saying, ¢ Oh,
Sidi, Sidi, do come at once; the Christians are killing
your son!” A few minutes later the Shareef entered
my room, breathless almost, and sat or rather fell into
an easy-chair; he looked at me, then at my mother,
who, like myself, knew nothing of the old woman’s visit
to him. Mother was dressing the baby by this time,
and handed the child to him to be kissed. He began
to smile, then to laugh, finally he fairly shook from
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head to foot with the exertion, the tears rolling down
his face. We wondered what had happened to the
Shareef, who at last found his voice and related the
scene that had taken place downstairs. Then we all
joined in the merriment.

Meanwhile I heard a scuffling outside my door
what was it? The household had been roused to such
a pitch of curiosity as to what was really going on
in my room, that the whole of the staff and many
others who were there to assist in making the cakes
&c., for the name-day had gathered to the doors.
They went off to their different departments quicker
than they came, when they found a tragedy was not
being enacted the other side of the door. Nothing
less than the dead baby was expected, and I hope
they were not too disappointed.

After this many mothers came to see me, request-
ing me to instruct them how to bathe new-born infants,
and there is many a man in Tangier who had his
first bath from my hands. I will not say the custom
is in general use at the present period, though soap
and water are much more appreciated to-day than at
the time of which I am writing. FEven at Fez and
Wazan I have instilled a little hygienic reform into
the people on behalf of infants.

The name is given to a Moslem child on the eighth
day of its birth, though I believe the seventh is the
right date. On the morning of the ceremony a large
ram is sacrificed, and this is generally slaughtered by
a near relative, who pronounces the child’s name when
cutting the animal’s throat, in presence of invited
guests. After, the male guests assemble in a large
room, where tea and cakes form the first portion of
the feast. A sumptuous luncheon follows. When
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the guests are numerous, as in the case of Muley
Ali’s féte, they are served by relays, and I was told
that it was late in the afternoon before all were sup-
plied. Their number amounted to several hundreds,
and the poor were not forgotten. Inside the house
the lady guests assembled ; a few were brought to my
room to congratulate me personally. Although I did
not see the densely packed rooms and the ladies in
their gorgeous dresses, decked with jewels, I heard
the noise, for the female musicians were seated in the
centre of the house. The continual din can well be
imagined, for Moorish instruments are untuneful and
primitive. My mother, taking advantage of a lull
in the rejoicings, carried the baby down to show to
the guests. She little expected such an ovation as she
received from the people, who started the music and
‘““zahrits,” or joy-cry, to their hearts’ content. Iearing
to startle the child, my mother beat a hasty retreat,
which was no easy matter. Never had a Shareef been
exposed to the public gaze so early in his life, for fear
of the evil eye. The women especially are very super-
stitious ; the Shareef was not so at all, though I know
many men who believe most implicitly in this influ-
ence, attributing to it sickness and other disasters.

For a féte of any description in Morocco special
invitations are necessary, and the same formula is
used on all occasions. There are women whose pro-
fession it is to invite people, and when an event is
to be celebrated, the future hostess sends for one of
them and names the people she wishes to receive.
This functionary is usually accompanied on her rounds
by one of the household slaves or a menial; if not,
the woman herself provides a substitute. New shoes
arc given to each, and a new silk handkerchief of
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variegated colours pinned round the shoulders over
the outdoor garments. When they arrive at the
various domiciles, the reason of their mission is ap-
parent, and they are ushered into the presence of the
lady of the house. After exchange of compliments
on both sides, the professional inviter delivers her
invitation something in this style: ¢ Lady so-and-so,
wife of Sidi so-and-so, requests the pleasure of your
company, dressed in your best, on such and such a
day, being the occasion, with God’s blessing, of a

" féte.” The cause is then stated. The invited guest

replies that if it is written® she will attend, or send
a representative, at the same time invoking bene-
dictions on the family who have thought of her and
her family. Two male friends are generally requisi-
tioned to invite the male guests, but they have no
symbol of office. It took four days to summon the
guests to my son’s name-day féte. Exclusiveness does
not exist in Moslem society, and your washerwoman
may receive an invitation, and accept the same. The
people are wonderfully generous in lending clothes
and jewels to their poorer sisters. I know rich women
who take a pride in dressing up really poor girls to
enable them to have an outing at some function or
other. Abuse of confidence in the loan of jewels
and garments seldom occurs, though cases, sometimes
serious, are not unknown, but really it is wonderful
how careful they are with one another’s property
on these occasions.

The baby Sharcef went out for his daily airing,
accompanied by an excellent Spanish nurse and a Moor
in attendance. The regulation cloak and hood was
worn, and in no time the Moor became an adept in

1 ¢.e. in the book of Fate.






CHAPTER IV

JOURNEYS TO TETUAN, CEUTA, AND GIBRALTAR

I mAD longed to have the experience of Jiving under
canvas, but the Shareef had during the first two years
of our wedded life only taken me out for a day’s
shooting, and at last, however, it was proposed that an
excursion should be made through the Angera Hills,
near Tangier, and on to Ceuta. How excited I was,
and what a lot of unnecessary things I took ; in fact I
might have taken more, if sufficient mules had been
available. My sister, being on a visit, was included in
the party; baby had an English nurse, and his faithful
Moorish attendant Mohar carried my bonnie boy, now
sixteen months old, on a mule, with attendants on
either side.

The Shareef’s secretary, one or two friends, a long
line of baggage - mules, servants, retainers, slaves,
and camp - followers made an imposing cavalcade.
Tents were pitched some three hours’ journey from
Tangier. 'We were met on the confines of the village
by the headmen, and, as we drew near our camp, women
came bearing basins of milk, which were handed to my
husband. Inoticed he dipped a finger into the basin, and
to my surprise they came to me, so I did as the Shareef
had done. Then the basins went among the retinue,
and were returned empty to their several owners. This
occurred at every village where we halted for the night,

and chickens’ eggs and milk were brought in abund ance.
Do 23 2
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The women, always more excited than the men, crowded
us out sometimes, but a word from the attendants in-
duced them to retire to a respectful distance.

We were met at a short distance from Tetuan by
the Khalifa and other officials of the town, and con-
ducted to a large house in an orange-garden. The
entrance was not attractive ; much primitive stabling
was the first thing we noticed by the door, then up
a small flight of steps, tiled once upon a time with
blue and white tiles about two inches square, we
reached the garden proper. All the paths were of the
same pattern as the steps; overhead was trellis-work
on which jasmine and roses were running riot with
each other for supremacy. Everywhere were orange
trees laden with fruit just turning to a golden hue.
Watercourses ran on either side of the pathways, and
about the garden were one or two large tanks contain-
ing gold-fish, From the garden to the house of two
storeys the way was by more steps, broad and per-
pendicular, and to arrive at the guests’ apartments was
no small effort. The rooms were very long and lofty,
with divans all round, and multi-coloured silk and
cloth cushions in profusion. The walls were covered
about a yard and a half up from the floor with red,
blue, green, and yellow cloth, formed into dados, called
by Moors “El Huiti,” used generally only in winter.
In a large recess the divans and cushions were re-
peated, and on a slightly raised platform stood two
gilt double bedsteads, ornamented with a huge crown,
from which depended voluminous silk curtains, these
in turn covered with embroidered net. Three woollen
mattresses went to each bed, over the top one a sheet
was stretched, and the sides of the mattresses towards
the room were draped in embroidered silk of Tetuan
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work. Each mattress had silk of a different hue—one
wasyellow,and the embroidery was of variegated colours;
another was pale blue, and another green. The pattern
was carried out exactly the same in each piece of
coloured silk. Pillows were also of different-coloured
silks, some with a muslin cover in addition, and two
heavy, coarse woollen blankets called ‘haiks” were
doubled up at the foot of the bed. These are to cover
oneself up with at night. Round the bedstead on
the outside, and at part of the foot of the same, was
a white valance’ embroidered for about a foot up with
white silk and gold and silver thread. The general
effect was gorgeous, and the other bedstead was dressed
in practically the same way, only the colours varied in
some respects. The floor of the room was of blue and
white tiles, and the pillars going down the centre of
the room were decorated with Tetuan mosaic, the
colours of which were dark blue, ochre or yellow,
black and white; the arches were also outlined with
the same.

The whole of the room for about two yards from
the ground was decorated with mosaic; there was also
about a foot of the same round the eight windows that
looked on to the garden. The windows were small,
and each had a recess wherein a teacup could be
placed. Though so high up, these windows were pro-
tected outside by strong iron trellis-work. Water
was everywhere, for even on the upper landing there
were tanks and taps. There were four other rooms on
this storey, all well furnished, and close at hand a
steam bath with good appointments. All the notables
of the town came to do homage to the Shareef, and the
baby boy came in for his share of affection. He was
an attractive child, and, though only sixteen months old
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could speak baby English well, and was not a bit shy.
He never seemed to tire of roaming from room to room,
nor did he resent the number of caresses expended on
him. Wearing European dress did not seem to be
regarded by the Moors as a disadvantage. I suppose
the Fez cap and burnous counteracted the innovations.

On the morning of the third day in Tetuan we
started for Ceuta, a day’s journey only which merged
into three, the villagers en route begging the Shareef
to rest at their places, so we halted for the night twice.
At the frontier the Shareef was received with military
honours; asalute from the batteries announced his entry
into the town. The first part of the route was lined
with the military, and towards the Governor’s residence
the marines continued the line. Our cavalcade was
preceded by the officers of the Governor’s household,
who in turn met us at the gates of the city and con-
ducted us to his residence. A guard of honour was
drawn up. Nothing was left undone by the Governor’s
wife and family to make our visit pleasant and agree-
able, and we were honoured with a round of fétes from
morning to night.

The only thing that upset my equilibrium was the
bull-fight. The opening was a pretty sight, and the
Governor’s loge was beautifully decorated. In itjwere
seated the Governor, his wife and daughter, the latter
in Andalusian costume, and a brilliant staff, some of
the members being accompanied by their wives. All
the ladies wore mantillas, some black, and others
white, and all carried fans. A flourish of trumpets
announced our entrance with the Governmental party,
and a handsome bouquet was presented to me. The
band struck up, and a parade of the toreros and richly
caparisoned mules opened the proceedings by march-
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ing round the arena. The chief torero then walked up
to the front of the Joge, and asked permission to give
a performance. Thereupon the Governor's daughter
came to the front and handed the key, giving the order
for the sports to commence. Loud applause followed
from the two thousand people of all classes assembled,
redoubled when the first bull made his appearance.
Some clever and pretty play commenced with flags, and
it was a marvel to see how very neatly the toreros
extricated themselves from what appeared most difficult
positions. Then there was a performance with the
cloak, or capa. By this time the beast began to be in-
furiated, especially when squibs were hooked into his
hide. The excitement of the public was beyond descrip-
tion as the performances went on. I felt T had had
enough, and turned my head away for the remainder of
the entertainment, so that I do not know how all ended,
except when the key was returned to the Governor’s
daughter by the chief torero who headed a procession
formed for the purpose. I watched the pretty sight, at
the same time longing to retire, for my nerves were
unstrung.

That evening there was a ball, and the town was
illuminated, an excellent band performed, and the small
hours of the morning found us in our rooms. A whole
suite had been placed at our disposal in the Residency,
so we had not far to go to seek the much-needed rest.
Next day the town was visited. The military portion
naturally interested the Shareef, who remarked that it
was altered since his first visit some years previously,
when General Prim came expressly from Madrid to re-
ceive him. It was then an exchange of swords took
place. I have General Prim’s in my possession. The
words used were, “De un valiente a otro valiente ”—
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(from one hero fo another)—each buckling on the
other's sword.

In 1859-60, at the time of the Espano-Moro War,
the Shareef commanded the Shareefian army for six
months. No success was obtained by either side; the
Shareef was commanded to take Ceuta, which he
found rather a big order and one involving useless loss
of life. The apparent inactivity of the Shareef annoyed
the Sultan, Sidi Mohammed ben Abdurhaman, who
sent his brother, Muley Abbas ben Abdurhaman, to
take over the command. In ten days or a fortnight
the Spaniards entered Tetuan.

Ceuta is a Spanish penal settlement and faces
Gibraltar, which is some three and a half hours distant
by sea. 'The prisons were visited, and in several in-
stances the Governor kindly remitted some sentences
passed upon prisoners for neglecting orders. I also
bought a collection of articles carved in bone by
prisoners. There was a Chinese there who made
matchboxes ornamented with most delicate carving.

The good Spaniards certainly know how to enter-
tain, and all the townspeople vied with one another
to see that we should not have a dull moment.

At the end of three days a Government steamer
arrived to take us to Gibraltar. The horses and
baggage animals returned overland to Tangier. The
Governor and staff accompanied us to the pier. The
route was lined with military and marines as before.
Some officers went on board with us, and a salute of
nineteen guns boomed forth as we pushed off from
the pier. The vessel was decorated with flags. The
captain received us, presentations took place, and we
bade adien to our escorts and started in a choppy sea,
which was not conducive to our comfort.



TETUAN, CEUTA, AND GIBRALTAR 29

The visit to Gibraltar was not a brilliant success,
though the Shareef expected great attention, being
his first visit to the Rock. The only honours were
an exchange of visits with the Governor and the use
of a gunboat for our return to Tangier. In less
than forty-eight hours we were once more at home. 1
suppose it was tame after the Ceuta visit. I was more
pleased than otherwise, for I felt shy with the English.
To this the impression left on me by the Press com-
ments on my marriage contributed, and at that time
they still influenced me when I met a compatriot
who was a stranger to me. As time went on, how-
ever, the feeling died out. Some time afterwards the
Shareef was going on a shooting expedition and asked
me to accompany him. I was keen to go as I had
never seen a wild boar except at the Zoo. The baby’s
presence would not be advisable under the circum-
stances, and it was rather a cold December into the
bargain, so my sister, who was on a visit, and the
English nurse were to be entrusted with the precious
boy. I was leaving him for the first time. At the
last moment even the Shareef was inclined to throw up
the little expedition, and the special injunctions he
gave over and over again for the welfare of the baby
during our absence were numerous. A courier was
despatched daily during our ten days’ absence to bring
news of the child. Despite natural anxiety, I enjoyed
the sport immensely, and the Shareef being a good shot
brought down several boars. There was also plenty of
partridges. When we arrived at Djebel el Habib the
cold was intense. At this place a stray bullet passed
over my head, and if I had not been stooping at that
particular moment these lines would never have
been written. On inquiry, a beater was found to be






CHAPTER V

A DIPLOMATIC MISSION AND SOME EXPERIENCES
ON THE ROAD

For some time previous to January 1876 proposals
were afoot for the Shareef’s good offices to be solicited
with regard to an Algerian Chief named Si Sliman
ben Kaddour of the powerful tribe of the Oulad Sidi
Sheik. The incursions into Algerian territory made
by different members of the Chief’s family had cost
the Government many precious lives, to say nothing
of enormous pecuniary expense. Si Sliman ben
Kaddour belonged to the younger branch of the family
which counted as ancestor Sid Boubekir, father-in-law
to the Prophet Mohammed. His daughter was the
childless Christian wife, named Aisha, though she
afterwards became, with her father, a convert to
Mohammedanism, and also the most staunch supporter
of the Faith, both devoting their large fortunes to
the cause. The tribe is classed among the Moham-
medan nobility. Though most of the tribes follow
the teachings of several sects, principally the Senussi
Brotherhood, Si Sliman was a Tiabian and acknow-
ledged Sid Hadj Abdeslam, Grand Shareef of Wazan,
as his spiritual chief. TLetters from the Shareef,
my husband, having had a salutary though not perma-
nent effect on this turbulent frontier chief, the
Emperor of Morocco and the French Government,
through the intermediation of Sir John Hay Drum-
31



!

32 THE SHAREEFA OF WAZAN

mond Hay, decided to request the personal good
offices of my husband to induce Si Sliman to reside
permanently in Morocco, when a subvention for him-
self and followers would be given, and, in addition,
land and seed for agricultural purposes.

This end was attained, but the Emperor of Morocco
soon broke faith, and reduced the chief to almost
absolute penury. Consequently Si Sliman with a
few followers decamped, and again began raiding the
frontier. Some years after he, together with twelve
friends and relations, was assassinated by one of his
own retainers, while taking lunch with some friendly
tribe. Ilis head was taken to the Emperor of Morocco,
Muley el Hassan, by his slayer, to claim the two
thousand dollars reward, but whether he obtained the
sum history relates not, and the inference is rather to
the contrary. I certainly have my doubts. Si Sli-
man was alternately friend and foe of the Algerian
Government, and held at one time a high position
in the service, with a good salary, but his warlike
propensity and love of nomadic life kept him from
abandoning his love of roving and pillage. The
Algerian Government certainly displayed an immense
amount of patience with the whole of this most power-
ful tribe. 'To-day they are all practically subservient
to the Irench, and the acknowledged chiefs enjoy
from the Algerian Government a subvention worthy
of their high position.

I have digressed considerably from my narrative,
but, having accompanied the Shareef on this first deli-
cate mission, I have thought it worth while to explain
who the personage was whom he was asked to ap-
proach on the question of surrender. Years after,
the Shareef went on a second mission to other
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members of the same tribe, and would have been
equally successful but for the bungling of some autho-
rities, which caused the disaffection to recommence
when all arrangements were being completed. Natu-
rally the Shareef was blamed, but he vindicated him-
self in a most satisfactory manner, and enjoyed the
full confidence of the French Government until his
death in 1892.

In January 1876, negotiations commenced with
regard to the Shareef’s proposed mission to Algeria ;
he was to proceed to South Oran, to negotiate on
behalf of the Emperor of Morocco and the French
Government for the surrender of Si Sliman™ ben
Kaddour. On the 17th of February we embarked
on board a French man-of-war named, I think, ZLe
Cassard. She had been the ex-Empress Eugénie’s
yacht when her Majesty attended the Cairo fétes.
A luxurious boat the vessel was. We landed at Oran
some thirty-six hours after quitting Tangier, and were
received by Government officials and conducted to
a very good hotel in the centre of the town. There
we found most comfortable and luxurious apartments
reserved for us, and an appropriate suite. Here too I
had an insight into the great veneration in which my
husband was held by his co-religionists out of his
own country.

The people worked themselves up into a perfect
frenzy of delight at his arrival among them, and the
hotel proprietor was put quite beside himself by the
overwhelming crowds that invaded his premises. As
a last resource the doors were locked. The police
drove away the crowds only to find them entering by
another route. At length the excitement subsided,

when i]: was announced that the Shareef would receive
c
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the faithful in batches, and that one and all should
have the benefit of his personal benedictions. Until
now I had not fully realised what his exact position
was in the Mohammedan world. I knew he was of
noble birth, a lineal descendant of the Prophets, but
that did not appeal to me in any extraordinary sense.
Now it came home to me with a rush, and I found
myself wedded to a man with an influence I never
dreamed he possessed. I had then been married two
years, and was only just beginning to express myself in
a few Arabic words. Before then I had never met any
Moors from whom I might gather any knowledge of
their manners and customs or, the most necessary of
all, of their language. Spanish was spoken all round
me, and in three months I acquired sufficient know-
ledge to converse with the people, so it is not to be
wondered at how completely I was taken by surprise
at all these demonstrations out of Morocco.

The scenes I witnessed were extraordinary: strong
men with tears rolling down their cheeks came for
the Shareef’s blessing. Some carried mysterious little
bundles, at the contents of which I made wondering
guesses ; some of these contained a little flour, others
wheat. This person would have a handkerchief, that
some garment, and what for? To be touched by the
Shareef, and thereby convey a blessing to the owner,
who perhaps was prevented from coming personally.
The flour might be to mix in the soup of a sick person,
the wheat to be mixed with seed so that a good crop
might be expected at the next sowing. With some-
thing akin to fascination I watched from a window this
motley crowd—all was so new, all so different from any-
thing I had ever seen or read of. Soon it was known
that the Shareef’s wife and little son were also in the
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hotel, and I had to lock my door, for the people
poured in without any ceremony, in spite of the door-
keeper. They were respectful to a degree, but I knew
not a word they said, for the Algerian dialect, and
especially that used by the Arabs, differs very much
* from that used in Morocco. Money and other presents
were thrust upon us, and there was no chance of re-
fusing or returning the gifts, which were thrown into
my lap or anywhere. His offering made, the donor
hurried off.

A noted Kaid came, by my husband’s permission, to
see the child. He kissed the little hands, and, press-
ing them to his heart, asked for the child’s blessing,
but the infant knew no Arabic and told the man to
go away. But merely to hear him speak pleased the
Kaid, who gave him some money. The boy rushed
to me with it, saying, ““ Mama, sweeties.” This called
the man’s attention to me, and he immediately put a
packet into my hand containing twenty-five louis, and
was gone. My indignation knew no bounds. I went
to my husband and told him I considered myself in-
sulted by this monetary present. The Shareef was
highly amused, and told me to take his advice and not
reject the food the gods had sent me. For a long time
he loved to tease me about my first ““ Yiasa” from the
faithful, and years after he used to ask me, when an
expedition had been completed, how much I had
returned to the donors.

It was the custom and I had to recognise it, for the
people would have been hurt indeed if I had rejected
their unsolicited offerings. A very rich Kaid from
Blidah presented me with a handsome ring set with
brilliants. I felt shy, but a look from the Shareef
caused me to thank the man in French, for he spoke
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that language, and then the Shareef congratulated me
on being reasonable for once. It took me, however, a
long time to get accustomed to the gifts, and I suppose
that no less a sum than £600 might have augmented
my banking account but for my diffidence.

The Shareef’s wardrobe was minus more than half
its complement before we returned to Tangier; people
begged a garment to keep in their homes for good luck,
and my baby boy too had to make presents of his
garments for the same purpose. The women used to
beg my handkerchiefs. We remained some days at
Oran, during which the Shareef had several interviews
with the French authorities on the object of his
mission to Si Sliman ben Kaddour. At that time
there was no railway to Tlemcen, and the journey was
accomplished by diligence. The Shareef, myself, with
my sister, the baby boy and English nurse were inside,
in the coupé two secretaries and the valet, the rest of
the suite clambered outside, and closely packed they
were. Several additions to those from Tangier had
been made in men, considered necessary for the latter
part of the journey, which would have to be made on
horseback and baggage animals.

Large crowds witnessed our departure, and the
first hour or two passed very pleasantly, but with night-
fall it became rather monotonous, especially as the
only illumination was a tiny oil lamp badly trimmed.
And how cold it was, how cramped we were! The
first change of animals was at Ain Temouchents, and
dinner, which had to be bolted, was ready for us. Then
we thought to get five minutes’ walk before remounting
the diligence, but, in spite of gendarmes, the curious
so pressed upon us that we had no choice but to
take our places. There was another halt a few hours
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later, and a concoction supposed to be coffee was
offered us. It was hot and gave us a little internal
glow, for, in spite of numerous rugs and plenty of
warm clothing, we were half frozen. This time we
were able to run up and down to exercise ourselves.
Off again, and we were as cold as ever. Fortunately
the child slept the whole night, the jingling of the
bells attached to the mules’ harness having, I suppose,
a soothing effect, and I managed to keep him warm.
We reached Hammam Bougrarah about dawn, and
here hot coffee, milk, cakes, and many other things
were brought by the Arabs of the district, which
appeared rather a wild one. A strong smell of sulphur
was in the air, and I learnt that not twenty yards
from the hostelry were hot _springs impregnated with
the mineral. Little did I imagine that in twelve
years’ time that hostelry would become the Shareef’s
property, with many acres of arable {ground. He
wished to purchase the baths as well, but they are
the property of the Algerian Government, and are
leased every three or four years to the highest bidder.
We were delayed here far beyond the scheduled time,
in consequence of the enormous concourse of Arabs
that had collected, and I do not know how the Shareef
reached the diligence without having his clothes torn
off his back. The coachman and his assistants, storm-
ing and raging all to no purpose, threatened to leave
us behind, but he was practically powerless to move.
At last we got away, and after three hours’ journey
arrived at Lalla Maghnia. Here another halt was
called, to leave the post-bags; there were further
demonstrations, and more struggling to get on! From
this Jast-named place the journey takes about six hours,
but this day the post for Tlemcen was quite three hours
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late. If the driver did get a start for a distance, he
would suddenly find the leaders held up. The Arabs
in their frenzy of delight at having their spiritual
chief amongst them became reckless, and on more
than one occasion nearly overturned the ponder-
ous vehicle. It was the time of almond blossom,
which together with roses and other flowers was
showered upon us; money too, tied up in rags, and
other articles were thrown at us; one risked a blow
at every turn. A window was smashed, so we let
down the others to avoid further broken glass. Some
FEuropean ladies and gentlemen in a dogcart drove
up to the diligence and handed me a lovely bouquet,
but I have never been able to trace the donors. Baby
was hard to keep out of sight, for he was a determined
little fellow though so young, and a man nearly suc-
ceeded in kissing him. Failing in his object, he
pitched in fifty francs in a yellow silk handkerchief,
which caught me on the forchead, and just escaped
the child. One poor fellow had his foot crushed. I
heard this after my arrival in Tlemcen. There were also
several minor accidents, and my wonder is there were
not more. At last the belated diligence reached
Tlemcen, and to this day I do not know how we got
into the hotel, but, once in the rooms, the Shareef
locked the doors, hoping to get a little quiet, for we
were all thoroughly tired out.

Baths there were none, and the washing-basins
were more like thimbles. We took off what dust we
could, and at night the Turkish bath, not very far
from the hotel, was at our disposal. A concert went
on during ablutions, in a room the other side of the
bath-house. Again we had a scramble to get back to
the hotel. I became anxious as the Shareef did not
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appear at once, then I learned that he had remained
to give benedictions in the hall of the hotel, so that
the masses could be dispersed. The approach to the
hotel was practically impassable. We now considered
it more feasible to migrate to the Zowia (Sanctuary)
of Muley Taib, which we found furnished in semi-Euro-
pean mode. It was a medium-sized Moorish house,
all windows facing a patio, open to the skies, a foun-
tain in the centre, and an ancient grape vine trained
on the walls, and on overhead trellis-work. Being in
winter garb it did not look ornamental, though in
later visits I found the produce of the vine excellent.
We remained at the Zowia several days, during which
time preparations were being completed to send us on
our journey.

The time passed in being féted day and night by
the Moslem inhabitants. The Shareef genecrally ac-
companied me, but if business prevented him, I went
with the baby, my sister, and Moorish attendants.
The French authorities were also most attentive; we
dined with the General commanding, and at other
houses the ladies I met were particularly charming
and courteous. At the Zowia the musicians suc-
ceeded, I thought, in making plenty of noise; but
then my ear was not educated to this style of music,
and the different tunes were impossible to distinguish,
except one or two the Shareef had taught me in
Tangier, and even they seemed different. Among the
men were some really good voices, but oh, the gri-
maces! It did not do to study their distorted features.
One man, the leader of a Jewish band, really played
well, and performed intricate passages with a masterly
skill. T cannot compliment the female band, and they
are not worth describing. Companies of different sects
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came to do homage, such as Aissowas, Hamatchas,
Derhowis, and many others. All these sects have
their spiritual chief; at the same time they recognise
the Grand Shareef of Wazan as the head of all—in
fact a Pope would be the nearest designation of the
post my husband held.

A Moorish luncheon or dinner is a real trial to
one’s digestive organs, and if four or five families are
visited in the course of the day, it becomes an ordeal.
Ten to fifteen courses are the number prepared. You
must touch a dish when placed on the table, even if
you don’t partake of it. It offends the host to see
the dish untouched, so I soon learned the trick: take
a piece of bread and dip into the gravy, breaking the
symmetry of the food, and then request the dish to be
removed. It is quickly replaced by another.

From our table the courses go to other guests. No
one but the Shareef’s family eat at his table, and the
host becomes one of the waiters for the time being,
in conjunction with his brothers or relations as the
case may be. Then the host’s family partake of the
dishes, and they go from one set to another until
the remains are distributed to those assembled at the
street-door, when a regular scramble takes place to
get a mouthful, if only of bread. The food is con-
sidered as blessed from the fact of the Shareef’s having
eaten in the house. Grace is always said before a
meal ; the word Bismillah, ¢ in the name of God,” must
be pronounced before taking the first mouthful, and
“El Hamdoulillah,” or ‘“thanks be to God,” at the
termination of a meal. A glass of water taken at any
time is always preceded and followed by praise to
God—in fact a Moslem never eats or drinks without
uttering the foregoing formulee.
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During the Shareef’s stay at Tlemcen, he was busy
despatching couriers with letters to locate Si Sliman ben
Kaddour, whose nomadic life made the task somewhat
difficult. At last a mission did come from him, and
the final preparations were pushed on with great
rapidity, in view of the arduous journey to be under-
taken. Military transport waggons were the mode of
conveyance as far as Sebdou—a very uncomfortable
arrangement in spite of rugs and cushions. The roads
were bad, and the diligences that plied between Tlemcen
and Sebdou could not take half our numerous retinue,
to say nothing of the baggage such a journey involves.
However, after much thumping and bumping over un-
dulating ground, and the usual demonstrations en route,
we arrived at the residence of Captain ben Daoud,
member of a noted family living in Oran, and one of
the strongest supporters of the French Government in
Algeria.

When we were in Oran, Captain ben Daoud’s father,
Kaid Abdullah, entertained us right royally. At one
semi-European dinner thirty-two courses were served.
We were over three hours at table, and they were
rather hurt because my baby of eighteen months old
was not brought to table. They could not understand
that an eight-o’clock dinner was rather beyond his
capacities.

Captain ben Daoud conducted us into his house
and placed a suite of four rooms at our disposal, the
retainers being accommodated with tents in the sur-
rounding property. At Sebdou it was very cold in the
morning and evening, and some rain fell. Good wood-
fires were available, so we were very comfortably lodged.
Heavy meals were the order of the day, and plenty of
them. I don’t think I cared for the Arab cooking here.
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I wondered where it all came from, and learnt that the
Arab families, some really at quite a distance, sent
several dishes daily. These were all passed in review
before my husband, the name of the donor being
mentioned ; to these he sent his thanks and blessing.
Captain ben Daoud was married to his cousin, a
charming woman who spoke a little French; conse-
quently my visit to her was very pleasant. I saw her
first in Algerian native costume, of ruby velvet richly
embroidered with gold thread, and plenty of gold lace.
It resembled somewhat the upper part of a pinafore
dress, the short tight sleeves, from which escaped flowing
gauze sleeves, of the angel-wing pattern. The neck
was slightly bare, but so much covered with rows of
pearls and other jewels as to be scarcely perceptible.
On her head was a jewelled cap, much like a fez, only
more pointed and coloured, with handkerchiefs folded
and wound round the head. On her arms were several
gold bangles and bracelets, French and native work ;
her fingers were covered with handsome rings, mostly
of French manufacture. She wore silk stockings and
velvet slippers embroidered with gold thread. She
changed her toilette several times in the course of the
day, and I saw her once or twice in a Paris toilette,
which so altered her general appearance that I failed
to recognise her. The day we left she wore a very
chic dressing-gown, and on saying adieu she unclasped
a pair of Algerian gold bracelets and put them on my
wrist as a souvenir of our meeting. I am wearing
them to the present day. I saw much of her years
later, when her husband had become a colonel, and
they resided in Oran.



CHAPTER VI

THE MEETING IN THE DESERT

WE jogged along on horseback when leaving Sebdou,
and every now and again came to a full stop, for the
Arabs were at powder-play in front of us, and the
usual crowds were to the fore to get a blessing or
glimpse of the Shareef. On the top of a hill, half-way
to El Arisha, luncheon was brought; it consisted of
whole roasted sheep, French and native bread, couscous,
and many dishes of meat—mutton, I think—chickens,
and plenty of hard-boiled eggs, milk in pails, fresh and
sour. 'The natives drink large quantities of the latter;
it is really butter-milk made in skins. Milk is put
into large jars, and, after standing four days or more,
shaken well up in a skin, the butter is extracted, and
this butter-milk, with a slightly acid taste, often serves,
together with a hunch of bread, for a meal to many of
the poorer classes. When I saw the sheep coming,
and plumped down on to a large round table about a
foot from the ground, I wondered how we; were to
tackle it, especially as no knives or forks were forth-
coming ; but I was not long left in doubt, for a tall
Arab, in a brown burnous, came forward with a for-
midable knife, off went the head, and he cut from neck
to tail and then crossways, saying Bismillah at each
cut. The meat was steaming hot and had a most

savoury odour. The man attacked the prime pieces,
43
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and we sat round the table to have them handed to us,
a hunch of bread held in the left hand.

The Shareef preferred to help himself, and asked
me to do the same, which I did. I never wish to eat a
better dish, especially when the sheep has grazed upon
a certain herb called Shehh, which imparts a most deli-
cate flavour to the meat, and the fat can be eaten
without fear of indigestion, no matter how much you
take. Shehh is very much like wild thyme. It per-
fumes the air wherever it grows, and the Arabs say it
gives both health and strength. There were some two
hundred people to be fed, and every one was fully satis-
fied. The meal was provided by the different tribes
en route, so that accounted for the large quantity pre-
sented.

We arrived at El Arisha, which was at that time
a French military station. The place where we lodged
was not much to boast of, but we made ourselves com-
fortable, and the kindness and attention of the officers
there contributed much to our enjoyment. There
was only one street and a few native shops. I do not
remember any Europeans, except the military staff.
Here also a stay of some days was made; the exact
direction in which to find Si Sliman ben Kaddour and
his camp was not known, but we were on his track.
We had a great fright here, as the baby was taken
suddenly ill with slight convulsions. I thought the
Shareef would have gone mad; he cried like a woman
over his little son. Somehow the child had obtained
a hard-boiled egg, and had evidently bolted it, for,
when vomiting commenced, pieces of unmasticated egg
showed the cause of the disaster. The doctor on the
station was very attentive and stayed all night. Next
day the child seemed nearly himself, though naturally
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a little pale. I fancy the Moor in charge gave him
the egg when the nurse went to have a rest, not with
any evil intention but from sheer ignorance. This man
had care of my two sons from their birth, taught them
to ride, and accompanied them in later life on several
expeditions. He lived to carry my grandsons out in
their long clothes as he had done for their fathers, but
died before he could teach them to ride, which he had
hoped to do, although he was over eighty years of age
. when he passed away in 1905. At last the long-
expected courier arrived, and preparations were made
for our journey to Ain Beni Matha, where Si Sliman
ben Kaddour and the tribe were to meet us.

The excitement was great, and many were sceptical
even at this stage. They doubted that the Shareef’s
mission would be crowned with success; even he him-
self had his doubts at times, as he knew what a wily
customer he had to deal with. The route was practi-
cally treeless, and, I may say, almost waterless, though
Alfa grew in abundance on every side. We had the
usual demonstrations en route, and plenty of mutton ;
beef is seldom eaten, except when the cattle are too
old to plough. The continual rush of the Arabs some-
what impeded our progress; nevertheless our caravan
always stopped, so that the poor creatures, some
coming from many miles away, might receive the
blessing of their spiritual chief. Among the people
were to be found many sick, some with loathsome
diseases, many blind, the little children with hip
disease, ophthalmia in all stages. One’s heart ached
to see so much physical suffering and misery.

At last we reached the district mentioned by Si
Sliman as a possible place for a rendezvous. He was
nowhere to be seen or heard of, nor did he give any
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sign that he was.or even had been in the neighbour-
hood with his followers. Emissaries were sent hither
and thither, all returning with the same reply, or that he
was in Figuig or some other remote region.

Naturally the Shareef was annoyed at what he
considered a great want of faith, to say nothing of
obedience to the spiritual chief’s commands. It was
a bad time for every one all round, and we were further
troubled by the question of where night quarters were
to be procured ; for the place was very, very lonely and
offered no protection whatever. As far as the eye
could see it was sand and nothing but sand, with
a patch of scrub here and there. Some one had the
good luck to descry a horseman on the horizon (what
long sight the Arabs have, and how acute their hearing
is!), so we still went forward, and came to some spring.
The horseman caught us up, and then we learned we
were on the wrong track, not so very much, but
sufficient to give us another extra hour or two’s
journey. Then we saw Ain Beni Matha in the near
distance, and pressed our tired animals on, for a sand
track is more than trying to man and beast.

Ain Beni Matha was picturesque; large boulders
gleamed like pure marble in the sunlight; the track
curved rather at this spot, so it was impossible to see
far ahead, and there was no Si Sliman here. While
the Shareef was debating in his mind what the next
step should be, we heard a tramp of horses, a jingling
of what proved to be arms of all descriptions, and, above
all, the chant—*There is no God but one God, and
Mohammed is his Prophet.” This was taken up by the
people on our side. Anything more grand it it impos-
sible to imagine ; the wildest of wild surroundings lent
much impressiveness to the scene. The Shareef and I
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moved slowly forward, and, without a moment’s warn-
ing, a white-robed figure, on a magnificent horse
adorned with green and gold trappings, appeared. He
carried a long curved sword at his side, a gun slung
over his shoulder, and on his head he wore a large
turban, covered with the hood of his burnous, which
was bound down to his temples with yards and yards
of camel-hair cord, in which was woven a little green
silk and gold thread. Inside his numerous burnouses,
when thrown back, gleamed a thick, green silk cord
across his breast, falling under the left arm, the Koran
was attached, wrapped in a silk handkerchief, and
in his belt gleamed the heads of a couple of pistols.
He came full gallop towards the Shareef, and for a
moment I thought we should either be scattered or
possibly unseated, but no, the horse reared till he
was straight on his hind legs a few yards from the
Shareef. We had found our man.

Si Sliman dismounted, threw himself in front of
the Shareef’s horse, and kissed the horse’s forelegs ; then
the Shareef’s slaves raised him, and he came to my
husband’s side, caught his hand and covered it with
kisses ; tears streamed down his face, and his whole
frame shook with sobs. Profound silence reigned on
both sides for some seconds, but to me it was a long
time. I felt a little out of place in my KEuropean
dress; but Si Sliman came and shook hands, and
said a few words of welcome in French, remounted
his gallant steed, which had not moved from the
spot where his master dismounted, and led us into
a valley where quite an encampment was pitched.
It had not been observed by any of our party, so well
was it hidden from view by the tall brushwood and
the many boulders in the vicinity.
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His seven hundred followers remained like statues
while their chief made his submission to the Shareef,
and, when on the move, both foot and horse scrambled
to touch the spiritual Head. Powder-play on a grand
scale commenced immediately, and continued almost
to the doors of the large marquee prepared for our
reception. The marquee contained comfortable mat-
tresses and cushions, arranged most invitingly for
tired travellers, for one and all, except the baby boy,
felt we could move no further. The tea-tray appeared
by magic, so to speak, boiling water was on the spot,
and a welcome cup was soon brewed, and revived us
considerably. Si Sliman was requested to join us,
and in he came, a man of about 5 feet 10 inches, rather
swarthy complexion, and the sharpest of beady black
eyes. You almost imagined he could interpret your
innermost thought, so piercing was his look. He was
still in white, and must have put on everything new,
for there was not a stain or speck of dust on his
garments. He prostrated himself before the Shareef,
his head touching the ground and his hands behind
him; he was helped to rise by one of the Shareef’s
retainers. After kissing my husband’s hand, he then
shuflled on his knees to me and saluted me in the same
fashion ; ultimately he squatted in front of the Shareef,
who had requested him to be seated on a mattress.
He took a cup of tea, but so overcome was he with
emotion that his hand trembled as he lifted the cup.
The Shareef asked me to pass him two letters, one
from the Emperor of Morocco, Muley el Hassan, and
the other, T believe, from the Governor-General of
Algeria.  Si Sliman took the former, and with a pen-
knife opened the missive; he then kissed it, pressed the
seal to his forehead, and proceeded to read.

i
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I wondered what was passing in his mind ; he read
and re-read. Meanwhile the Shareef chatted to me or
his secretary. Si Sliman frowned, looked pleased,
then doubtful; at last he handed the letter to my
husband, and, prostrating himself before’ him, said,
“I am your slave ; do what you think best.” He then
read the Governor-General’s epistle, and said he con-
formed to all the terms mentioned therein. Here I
was able to study my man more. In addition to
the beady eyes that spoke volumes, he had a short
black beard, which he was fond of stroking, a scrubby-
looking moustache and an apology for whiskers,
decidedly untrimmed. His usual pose was dignified ;
he looked every inch a chieftain who was accustomed
to be obeyed in every particular. The mouth spoilt him,
as it was a cruel one, and yet when the face was lit
up in some animated conversation there lurked a very
kindly look. The man was attractive and certainly
fascinating. It was difficult to realise that he was the
author of many cruel deeds, had sent a bullet through
a general’s brain, and had routed an army of superior
force to his own followers.

He told me some time after, I think in Tangier,
that he never intended to pose as an opponent to
Algerian government. One of his lieutenants had
disobeyed his orders, and he, Si Sliman, was not
credited with the truth of his statement. So as all
blame was to fall upon him, he determined to harass
the Algerian Government, so that, if a punishment was
to be his lot, he would merit it on his own account at
any rate. He had therefore departed into the wilds
without obtaining the regulation permission to move
from the post he held.

The telegraph had failed to arrest him, though

D
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worked day and night. He left Tlemcen with an arm-
oury consisting of bullets in his turban, different parts
of his body were encased in cartridges, and he eluded
his would-be captives on a very swift horse. ‘ Poor
horse!” T exclaimed. ¢ No animal could carry such a
load and gallop for dear life as you describe.” “I
calledon God,” he replied, “and Muley Abdallah Shareef
(patron saint of Wazan) and Dar de Mana (the house
of protection—such is the appellation to all sanctu-
aries belonging to the House of Wazan), and obtained
spiritual aid.”

Such were Si Sliman’s words to me. The fact that
he was a fearless horseman and an excellent marksman
served him many a good turn. On one occasion he
was in one room, and some officers were in the next,
but even then he was able to escape: at another time
he put on female garb.

Having had all these details from Si Sliman, I
just mention them, without vouching for the truth of
his communication to me. Another pretty speech of
his was when I asked him why he had decided to
accept the terms to reside in Morocco : “How could I
do otherwise when Sidi Hadj Abdeslam came to fetch
me, and brought his wife and child so far from their
homes for a humble slave such as I am. 1 am but
clay, mould me as you desire.”

IHow I have digressed from my subject! But these
little episodes have interested many in years gone by,
and perhaps may in the present instance interest a
wider circle.

Once the tea-tray was removed, the regulation
roast sheep appeared in a huge flat basket, placed on
a low wooden table before us. We had no chairs but
divans, and were very comfortably seated. This time
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I bhad to hack pieces out with a penknife ; nevertheless
a good meal was obtained. Then followed many dishes.
I wondered where all had been prepared ; I had seen no
smoke from fires, nor had any culinary odours reached
me. My Arabic was limited, so I felt reticent about
making inquiries. Curiosity made me ask my husband.
The kitchen, I learned later, was in a hollow half a
mile away! My husband found this out by sending
a slave on a voyage of discovery to please me. As far
as my memory serves me, I think we rested the next
day, during which there were several interviews with
Si Sliman. Many of his chief followers took part in
these. The Shareef told me all had been arranged to
the complete satisfaction of both sides, and packing up
commenced immediately.

Next morning a memorable scene took place. The
baggage animals were being loaded and the tents had
been struck, when suddenly, from somewhere, hordes
of Arabs appeared, some mounted, some on foot.
They arranged themselves in a semicircle on the
green sward, those directly in front squatted and those
behind took up poses as they felt inclined. The horse-
men completed the outer ring. A rush towards the
Shareef followed upon a prolonged roar as from one
throat ; it was the usual salutation when new-comers
arrive.  The crowd controlled by our retainers
approached by dozens to receive the benediction.
When that ceremony was over, there was a dead silence
for a second or two; then Si Sliman stepped forward.
The Shareef and I remained a little way behind him.
He looked a grand figure as he stood there wrapped
in his burnous. In his hand he carried a long staff,
which he placed in front of him as support. He held
the end of the burnous wrapped round the staff, and
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leaning slightly forward he harangued the people.
Some wept bitterly—their sobs were distinctly audible
—and all the while they kept swaying their bodies
after the Arab custom, one that is followed particu-
larly by the women, of whom there were some in this
gathering. I think Si Sliman addressed them for
some twenty minutes, in a rich, clear, and sonorous
voice. At the conclusion of the parting speech one
and all came up to Si Sliman, and but for the timely
interference of his retainers I don’t think much
clothing would have been left on him. As it was, his
turban tipped on one side and gave him rather a
grotesque appearance for the moment. We mounted
at once, and put our horses at a sharp canter to avoid
further demonstrations, but many followed for miles,
keeping up with our animals, and the Arabs can run-
I turned scveral times to sce the majority of this
little army going from us across the plains, and knew
that many took an aching heart with them, for they
really adored their Shareef. I believe telegrams were
despatched from El Arisha, announcing to the Algerian
Government the success of the Shareef’s mission. At
Sebdou, Commander Ben Daoud was more than elated,
and showed us more deference, if that were possible,
than on our former visit. People had been so pessimistic
as to the issue—in fact many openly declared that it
would end in failure—that the accomplishment of the
mission in a successful manner came as a surprise.

Si Sliman had nice apartments allotted to him,
but I noted there were many more spahis (Algerian
native soldiers) than on our former visit, and my
husband was treated as an honoured guest. From
here, if my memory serves me, we went to Lalla
Maghnia, in order to settle some tribal disputes on the
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frontier, which had been in process for several years
between Angad, Beni Snassen, and Mehia, and the
inhabitants of the town of Oujhda, the latter having
been almost in a state of siege for two years. It was
preferred that the Shareef should have taken his charge
direct to Tangier; at the same time he felt that his
prestige compelled him to accede to the prayers of his
co-religionists, and perhaps put a stop to the enormous
amount of useless bloodshed going on almost without
intermission for so long a period.

Long before we reached Lalla Maghnia (now called
Marnia) deputation after deputation accosted us en route.
We went to a hotel and found everything in readiness
for us. The Commander of the troops garrisoned there
met us not far from the town, and naturally a large
concourse of natives. The uniforms of the French
officers and the red bdurnouses of the spahis made a
brilliant scene. The day was very hot, and all were
glad to find shelter within hospitable walls. Here, too,
extra precautions seemed to be in process, whether on
account of Si Sliman’s presence or the number of
Arabs massed 1n the town I do not know ; but soldiers
seemed to be everywhere, no matter which way you
turned.

Marnia is an important military station about three
hours and a half from the frontier. The road from there
to Oujhda at that time was very unpleasant ; to-day it
permits of motors and ' other modes of conveyance.
Luncheon was announced, and as we were to have
some visitors, I went into our private dining-room to
see that there were seats for all. To my great amuse-
ment I found in the centre of the table a huge ham,
most profusely decorated—a real work of art. I man-
aged to whisk it off in time to my own sitting-room,
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where I and my sister and the nurse testified to its
excellence in private. The Shareef was amused at our
malking sandwiches for our tea, and as he never objected
to my partaking of food which his religion prohibited
him from joining me, I never had to procure anything
clandestinely. He was far too liberal a man to object.
You never heard him scoff at a person because his re-
ligious tenets were different to his own. His principle
was to “live and let live,” and this being misunderstood
gained him many enemies. In the early days of my
marriage a surprise dish of bacon and eggs would be
put on the table, for my husband thought I was too
shy to order it. 'These little attentions meant much
more to me than FEuropeans can realise.

After a few days spent at Marnia in interviewing
the chiefs of the several tribes with regard to peace
conditions, it was decided we should proceed to Oujhda,
which is about a three hours’ ride. Our escort arrived.
Oh, the rabble, the chatter! I thought they must fly
at one another’s throats sooner or later; but no, it was
only the excitement of the moment, and all calmed
down when once we were on the march. Powder-play
commenced outside the town and continued to the
gates of Oujhda.

From a short distance this town appeared nothing
but a heap of ruins, and I wondered where the houses
could be. We seemed to wind round and round an
ill-kept road, on either side of which were tumble-
down walls built of mud and stone. Water seemed
abundant, and the olive groves were numerous. There
was a constant scream of ““ Balak ! balak!” (get out of
the way). As we drew near our destination the
crowd became more dense, and the people did not
scem to care if the animals trampled them under foot ;
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they would die for the sight of their religious chief.
If it was written, such was their destiny. My habit
gave way at last with the continual tuggings; how I
kept my seat I don’t know. The horse became restive,
and his poor tail was completely spoilt by people
plucking out hairs to carry away as souvenirs, or amu-
lets perhaps. Between them all I had much difficulty
in preserving some remnants of my clothing. The
Shareef, too, lost much of his jelab, a kind of overcoat
always worn out of doors, and people gathered the
earth where his horse’s hoofs had left the impress, some
actually ate it, others smeared it over their bodies,
the face and hands for choice. At last we reached
a house, but the scramble to do so passes all belief.
Skulls must have been cracked and bones made very
sore, for cudgels had to be used. The frenzy of the
populace can be better imagined than described. The
outside of our temporary habitation was not inviting,
but the inside was better than I anticipated. But where
were my baby boy and my sister? 1 was told they
had gone ahead with the English nurse and Mohar,
the child’s Moorish attendant, also an escort. I was
distracted for some minutes, but they soon appeared
and told me that in consequence of the tumult they
had taken another route to the town, and arrived
almost unperceived. I set to work to make our rooms
comfortable, with the aid of my sister and nurse and
plenty—too many perhaps—of willing hands. We had
been warned that all would be in a most primitive
style, but good carpets were forthcoming, and really it
was better than I expected. With the addition of
our camp furniture and plenty of multi-coloured
cushions, we made quite a respectable room. Some
others were turned into bedrooms, and a large landing
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opening on to a long verandah, one side of the house,
was enclosed, by using tents as screens, to serve us for
a kitchen. The view from this apology for a verandah
was superb over hill and dale. A little further off
were mountains and olive groves, also fruit-trees in
bloom as far as the eye could reach, interspersed with
waving green corn. The moonlight was glorious, and
cast weird shadows over the town. In the evening
desultory firing was heard. The people of the town
thought it might be feasting in our honour, but the
noise increased, and then we realised that a fight was
in progress on the route we had traversed a few hours
earlier, half a mile or less from the town. 'The firing
increased further, and then it was apparent that a
really serious combat was afoot in and near the olive
groves. 'Thinking themselves protected by the great
saint within their walls, some Oujhda men had ven-
tured out to the cafés beyond the walls, where they
met some new arrivals from the interior belonging
to the tribes at variance with them. The men of
Oujhda were the aggressors and picked a quarrel, which
passed from words to blows, and gunpowder was
freely spent. Others mixed in the mélée, and friend
or foe was not recognised in the tumult. The town
gates were barricaded, and when the inhabitants who
had remained outside sought admittance they were
refused.

Then arose tremendous commotion inside. The
women shrieked, the children cried, some men wished
to force the gates open to let in a son or relation to
seek shelter from butchery outside. The authorities
were almost powerless, but were in the long-run able
to assert themselves. The Shareef sent to say that
the safety of the whole town depended upon the
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barricading of the doors. Some men climbed on the
ramparts, but were pretty quickly hauled down, for if
they had fired from there the outsiders would cer-
tainly have returned their fire. It was impossible to
tell the number of combatants, and if they had

been minded to rush the town, those ramshackle old
- doors would not have afforded much protection. The
Shareef was disgusted at the turn of events, and
threatened to leave there and then if they did not
cease firing. How Mahmoud (a chief slave) reached
them with a letter and came back skin whole he
never knew himself. Next morning the several chiefs
came and said it was the work of the shepherds, the
keepers of the flocks of sheep, and herds of camels
and cattle.

The wailings of the Arab woman once heard can
never be forgotten. At the outset you think she is
going to sing some melancholy song; then she begins
to sway her body backwards and forwards, uttering
most heart-rending shrieks, calling upon the relative
whose death is mourned, at the same time scratching
her face until the blood trickles down; or she will
roll in the dust, knock her head on the ground, bite
herself, and do herself serious injury unless prevented
by ;persons near. I have seen a woman in deep grief
suddenly jump two feet off the ground perpendicularly
and throw herself forward full length, and this with-
out any apparent bodily harm. Hysteria in its worst
form must account for the convulsions and twisting
of bodies and limbs on such occasions.

In Oujhda on that memorable night the wailings
kept on till nearly daylight. When the Shareef sent
out to reconnoitre, our men returned. There were
still excited ‘groups about seeking for the dead and
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wounded. TLater, when things grew quieter, the
Shareef and his suite were able to receive the chiefs
who composed the mission of peace. Many apologies
were offered for the disturbances which arose from
misunderstandings between the lower members of the
tribes in question. A truce was concluded and kept
for some years by the masses. It was curious to
see those who were mortal enemies an hour before
giving their hands in form of salutation, the younger
men kissing the heads of the older ones. After a
hasty cup of coffee we started on our return journey,
glad to be away from such unhappy surroundings.
The burial of the dead was in process as we passed
the cemetery, and we saw many a corpse uncovered,
though the majority were decently obscured from view
among the palmettos. These were shrouded in their
jelabs (overcoats) or under a haik (blanket). It was
sad to encounter such scenes, but there was no avoiding
them ; the only course open was to steady our nerves
and get along as fast as possible. Nevertheless I was
haunted by the memory for some time.

Our camp was situated almost in the thick of the
fight, but not a man or baggage animal was even
grazed. It proved most difficult to restrain the horses
from stampeding. Plenty of grooms and camp-
followers prevented a catastrophe, and the belligerents
evidently respected our property.

The day after our arrival at Marnia we went te
Hammam Bougrarah to see the sulphur springs.
Every shrub and tree in the vicinity appeared to have
a faint tinge of yellow, and near the baths the sulphur-
eous odour was very strong. At the source an egg
could be boiled easily. Naturally I tried the experi-
ment. The springs and baths are Algerian Govern-
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ment property, and, as I have already remarked, are
every year or three years leased to the highest bidder
at an auction held for the purpose. I believe a light
of some kind is held while the bidding is in process,
and the property falls to the highest figure when the
light is exhausted.

The lessece reaps a benefit from the Arabs who
come from all parts to cure real or imaginary diseases.
Some come to request the saint who is buried there,
named Sidi Bou Grarah, to help them in their diffi-
culties, whatever they may be, and pray at his tomb
with that object. The men’s bath is much better con-
structed than the one for the women. There is also
a private tank, which is used by the officers and
officials of the Algerian Government. We brought
our luncheon and took it in a garden, the scent of
orange blossom pervading the air. There were plenty
of Arabs, many having followed us from Marnia, all
with the object of obtaining the Shareef’s blessing for
the ills of the flesh and others. The return journey
was very pleasant, and the lights and shades of a
spring evening were magnificent; the snow was
apparent on the distant Atlas Mountains, and another
range much lower and including the fastnesses of the
Beni Snassen tribes stood well out.

We spent another day or two at Marnia, where I
received a shock. A man of some importance was sup-
posed to have been killed in the Oujhda fight, as he
was missing and mourned for accordingly. I was play-
ing with my baby boy when this man appeared in the
doorway. I thought it was an apparition, especially as
the man did not speak. He was, I suppose, absorbed in
the child’s frolics and did not wish to disturb us. At this
moment the Shareef came out on the balcony, and after
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replying to his astonishment at seeing him there, the
man, Sahalli by name, explained that he was suddenly
called on business to another part of the country,
thinking to be away a few hours when he had been
detained some days. My white face was remarked by
the Shareef, but he did not seem to be affected in the
least. Sahalli had been much with our suite, so that I
knew more of him than many others who had attached
themselves to us to render what services they could,
particularly at Tlemcen.

A private carriage and the diligence took us back
to Tlemcen. We had a noisy send-off as usual from
Marnia, men and women crying hysterically and
following us, but once beyond the crowds they were
outstripped, and we reached Tlemcen after a tiring but
pleasant drive of some hours in lovely spring weather,
the air laden with the scent of many flowers, orange
blossom then in perfection predominating. I need not
repeat the reception, which was the same as on former
occasions, an ordeal certainly, but by this time I was
quite accustomed to the repetitions of these demon-
strations usual among the Arabs. The only exciting
incident was when a woman thrust herself half-way
through the diligence window with a baby on her
back. The infant might have been crushed, if my
sister had not come promptly to the rescue as the
mother was pulled back by those in the road. Si
Sliman went from Tlemcen, with one of our secretaries
and the attendants, to embark at Oran for Tangier to
await the Shareef’s arrival, our party going to Algiers
to report to the Governor-General.

We left Tlemcen, and en route several accidents
occurred.  One man thrust his head through the
window, and though badly cut clung on until he
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had touched the Shareef; another had his foot crushed.
But enough of these horrors. I simply mention them
to show that the frenzied state of the people will make
them run all kinds of risks to get near their wor-
shipped spiritual chief, in order to obtain the blessing
or only to touch his garments. At one place where
luncheon was served the military were requisitioned
to enable us to return to the diligence. There were
always Arabs running along en route for miles, and
many fell down from exhaustion. Reaching Oran, I
think we remained twenty-four hours, but my memory
fails me sometimes, recounting events of thirty-five
years ago. The journey from Oran to Algiers took
at that time nearly fourteen hours, and it was nearly
11 p.M. when we reached the hotel where apartments
had been retained for the Shareef and his suite by the
Algerian Government, by whom some officials were
sent to receive us at the terminus.

Next morning the Shareef called on the Governor-
General, General Chanzy, who was then in office.
On his return I saw the Shareef was not over-elated.
He sat thinking, then he marched up and down the
room, but did not communicate to me then what
was troubling him. XKnowing his objection to be
questioned, I bided my time, for I knew I should hear
the reason later. General Chanzy and staff returned
the Shareef’s visit. I knew official business was to
be discussed. I made excuses about my child, and
retired discreetly after receiving an invitation to call
on Madame Chanzy. The Shareef was most anxious
to proceed to Paris and also London, and it appears
that the French Government considered he should
complete the mission undertaken first, viz. to return
to Tangier at once and then take Si Sliman to the
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Emperor of Morocco; for it was feared that the
individual in question might repent, make good his
escape, and recommence the troubles on the Algerian
frontier. The sacredness of Si Sliman’s oath where-
by he had made himself a voluntary state prisoner
removed all doubt from the Shareef’s mind that where
he had ordered Si Sliman to remain there he would
be found even if he waited months. He was lodged
in our town house, and roamed about the town at
will, in company of one of our secretaries and attend-
ants of his own. A polite request to postpone: his
Furopean visits irritated the Shareef considerably;
in all his life he had been accustomed to have the
most trivial desire indulged, even before the wish was
uttered, if that were in any way possible. We went
together to call on Madame Chanzy, who, surrounded
by quite a small Court, received us most graciously.
On leaving, the Shareef was told that Le Cassard,
the man-of-war we came in from Tangier to Oran,
was at his disposition, and at the same time a request
was made that a few days should be spent in Algiers,
an invitation he declined with many thanks, vre-
membering pressing business at home which recalled
him immediately. e was more than anxious to visit
Europe, and, above all, to give me amusement.

Early next morning, accompanied by members of
the Government staff, we went on board Le Cassard.
Somewhere between Algiers and Oran a champagne
luncheon was given, at which the Shareef was deco-
rated with the Order of Grand Officier de la Legion
d'Tlonneur, by the Commander of Le Cassard, in the
name of the French Government. This being un-
expected somewhat soothed his wounded feelings,
though if it had been presented by General Chanzy






CHAPTER VII
BIRTH CEREMONIES AMONG THE MOORS

Wauex Muley Ali was born, I told the Shareef that it
was necessary to have a private residence. I felt that
all the coming and going of sanctuarists, often diseased,
would expose the child to many things to be avoided,
for in Morocco contagious maladies are thought
nothing of. The Shareef agreed with me, and a house
not far from the sanctuary was hired for the time. On
our return from Algeria, a house on the Marshan that
we had often looked at was put up for sale, and the
Shareef immediately purchased it for me. There were
several alterations to be made, which delayed my taking
possession until after the Shareef’s return from Court.
IIe was supposed to leave immediately on arrival from
Algeria with his charge. Muley Hassan, the then
reigning Sultan, became impatient and wrote to the
British and I'rench Ministers to use their good offices
to induce the Shareefto complete his mission. Excuses
were made on various pretexts—certainly the prelimin-
aries took some time—and when all was really finished
he would not hurry us. The fact was an event in our
family was near at hand, and he did not wish to leave
me until the little affair was over. 1 was not so well
as 1 should have been; the fatigue of the Algerian
journey had told on me, and the Sharecef was over-
anxious. Evidently I was the principal excuse for the
continual postponement of the journey. Nevertheless
64
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I was unaware of all that until I received a letter beg-
ging me not to place any impediment in the way.
This kind but rather severe missive rather perplexed
me, for I had been using all my influence to induce
the Shareef to finish off the business, especially as I
was getting the blame, which annoyed him extremely.
It had, however, a beneficial effect, and in a week or
ten days he started for Mequinez, extracting from me a
promise that I would send a special courier when he
had been a fortnight at Court. Whilst there he knew
his good offices would be requisitioned in whatever
tribal dispute might have occurred, and a visit of
perhaps months incurred, so that was the reason some
prearrangement was made and this time really legiti-
mately. Good terms were obtained for Si Sliman, a
pension of fifteen posetas per day, a house rent free,
arable land and seed, and also leave that those of his
followers who wished to reside in Morocco should be
invited to do so at the Government expense until such
time as they could provide for themselves.

Some months after, a large number came, and my
house was inundated with Arab women inside and men
outside awaiting transportation to their new homes.
Practically they were all relations by blood or marriage,
and there were plenty of children, who, I should
imagine, were complete strangers to soap and water.

The Shareef reached Court, and the Sultan received
him in a manner worthy of the occasion. Commands
were issued from Court that nothing was to be Ieft
undone that would conduce to the Shareef’s comfort,
and also that of his personnel. Negotiations dragged
on like everything else in Morocco, where everything
is postponed until ¢ to-morrow, if God wills it.” But

an end was precipitated by the arrival of my courier.
E
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Naturally the Sultan, Muley Hassan, was not parti-
cularly well pleased, but under the circumstances he
was gracious enough to cause some firmans to be
handed to the Shareef during his farewell audience.

For a time Muley Hassan kept faith with Si
Sliman and the Oulad Sidi Sheik, who had followed him
into exile. But intrigue followed intrigue, concessions
were gradually withdrawn, and life for the exiles
became practically unbearable. It led to Si Sliman
making good his escape about five years later with a
few adherents, and ultimately ended in his assassina-
tion, as I have related in a former page.

The Sharecef was back in August; he travelled
quickly and by night on account of the oppressive
weather which is particularly trying in the interior
during the months of July and August. However, he
was in plenty of time, as my second son, Muley Ahmed,
was not born, nor his twin-sister still-born, wuntil
6th September 1876. The fétes in honour of this
second son’s birth were almost identical with those
given on the occasion of his brother’s birth, though
not of so long duration. I continued English methods
in my nursery. The baby went out daily in his long
clothes, and the elder boy was promoted to an infant’s
chair-saddle on a donkey. The latter innovation was
much commented upon at first, poor Mike not being
considered worthy of carrying such a precious burden ;
nevertheless I continued to mount him thus, dressed
as an English child, except for the embroidered fez
cap. The Shareef as usual acquiesced in all I did,
more especially where the children were concerned.
He was the same in that respect up to the time of his
death. For a long time I think the Moors wondered
what the bundle of lace and muslin contained, for
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Mohar carried the child more often than the English
nurse. It was better so; for the man was more cap-
able of warding off the people, who in their anxiety to
kiss the little mite’s hand might not be so gentle as
the necessity required. Many were the inquiries as to
the method of bathing new-born infants, and now that
my knowledge of Arabic was increasing I could comply
with the requests for information with greater facility.
A detailed account of native customs perhaps would
not be misplaced at this juncture. They are curious,
and the wonder is that many infants survive the ordeal ;
and yet one sees innumerable fine specimens of hu-
manity especially among the lower classes, where the
ignorance of the women is beyond conception.

Being anxious to learn the customs in use before
and after the birth of a child, I attended personally.
My presence was considered a strong proof that all
would go well with expectant mother and child,
especially as a male child was much desired. Three
girls had come in succession ; now, as luck would have
it, a boy was born. The usual demonstrations of wel-
come took place when I went to visit a Moorish family,
and I was ushered into the mother’s room, accompanied
by musicians, women holding lighted candles. I found
the room full of women, relatives and friends of the
invalid, who was seated on a low stool,! covered with a
blanket. One woman sat on the ground in front of
her and another behind; her business was to support
the invalid’s back. The woman on the floor, I learned,
was the midwife. During a rigour the assembly sing
songs of invocation to saints to implore their assistance
in the present emergency, or dirge-like chants, and
incense is continually burnt. Inquiring the contents

1 Of.«Exodus i. 16,
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of a basin which I'noticed were now and again given
in a spoon to the woman, I was informed that it con-
tained a mixture of oil, cummin seed, and honey, with
the idea that this mixture accelerated the birth. I
also saw some broth given. A basin of water which a
living saint had blessed and dipped his finger in was
also exhibited, and oil from a sanctuary was used to
anoint the woman. The room was dreadfully stuffy,
and the buzz of conversation from surrounding friends
more than trying; but I was determined to see every-
thing, and put up with the personal inconvenience.
Amid silence, except for the poor woman’s wailings
as she asks every one to forgive her, especially Allah,
and assures every one that death would release her, the
midwife announces the birth of a son.

‘“Zahrits,” the joy-cry of the women, springs from
every throat. The news is communicated to the father,
who may possibly be with friends in a neighbour’s
house, or in an office, if he possesses one. In high
families the announcement in those days was signalised
by the firing of many flint-Jocks; to-day that custom is
abolished to a very great extent. The child is wrapped
up immediately and handed to a woman, and all
attention is given to the mother. Should no compli-
cations arise, she is lifted on to her bed, and a basin
of broth or whipped egg is given to her. In case of
twins, the advent of the second child is hidden as long
as possible, fearing the evil eye. In very rare cases of
triplets the woman is regarded almost with sanctity.

Considering the primitive methods used in compli-
cations, also rare, it is a wonder so few lives are sacri-
ficed. The child is now taken by the midwife and
thoroughly cleansed with cloths, then smeared over
with a concoction of henna and oil. It is next rolled
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in old linen, over which is put a piece of native blanket
(haik) ; over that a cord of linen or silk is wound round
from shoulders to feet. On the head is put first a strip
of linen, coming across the temples and fastened low
behind the head, to keep the brain from being dis-
lodged! Over that comes a cotton handkerchief tied
under the chin, and a piece of blanket that has been
left loose for the purpose completes the covering of
the head. Next, the eyes receive attention, cleansed
first of all with rags, and then khol is freely applied
with a native pencil to the eyelids. Eyebrows are
simulated in the same manner, the mouth is cleansed
with oil, and walnut juice in which a copper coin is
placed is applied several times, and the grotesque little
image is placed at its mother’s side after receiving the
homage of the assembled company. Soiled linen is
removed as becomes necessary, but the cloths put
on at birth were not removed, in those days, until the
eighth or name day. To-day more attention is paid
to cleanliness in and about Tangier, but no doubt these
conditions exist in many places in the interior from
sheer ignorance. Infant mortality is very high there,
but much less in Tangier than it was over thirty years
ago.

Next day the room is dressed in readiness to receive
visitors who come to offer congratulations. The bed
is draped in silk and net or muslin curtains; a piece
of net or muslin is drawn across the lower part of the
bedstead from head to foot to screen the new mother
from view, as sometimes she does not feel equal to the
strain. The honours of the tea-tray are presided over
by a near relative or personal friend. The tea-tray is
quite an institution in rich and poor families alike, and
no visit is complete until the sweet, much-scented
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beverage is tasted. . These visits continue for a period
of seven days. On the evening of the seventh the
mother is taken to the hammam (vapour bath). If
one is installed in the house, then no necessity arises
for hiring a public one. To the accompaniment of
derbouga or tom-toms, a kind of drum, incense, and
many lighted candles, the young mother and specially
invited friends reach the bath, and all the time she
is there the musicians entertain whatever other guests
may be present.

Purification terminated, the return journey is made
with the same ceremonies. During the mother’s
absence the bed has been arranged with clean linen,
and in some houses even the curtains of the bedstead
and doorways are replaced by new ones, the mother
being also attired in everything new. A supper is
offered to all, and the cook remains at work all night
to be ready for the early breakfast to the male guests
when they assemble on the morrow at 8 .. for the
naming of the child. To these guests invitations have
been conveyed by two male relatives, friends or secre-
taries as the case may be. All being assembled at
the house appointed, congratulations and invocations
are offered and pronounced, and by preference the
nearest relative slaughters a ram by cutting its throat,
pronouncing the name of the child as the knife is
thrust into the animal. Prayer is then offered, and
all return to the guest-chamber, as the above ceremony
has taken place at the principal entrance to the house.
Tea, native biscuits, and cakes are now served to the
guests, and after three or four courses of meat and
chickens the meal ends with coffee. During the meal,
male musicians perform on instruments consisting of
violins, guitars, and tambourines; others keep time
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with hand-clapping, and sometimes a brass tray with
a few cups and saucers on it is tapped with the fingers
to keep time with the rest of the musical company.

Meantime the sheep is dressed, put on a wooden
table with high rims, and covered with a cloth and
a coloured silk handkerchief. A negress hoists the
table on to her head and goes into the house amid
female musicians, ‘“zahrits,” and the invocations by
which all are informed of the name bestowed on the
child. The negress wends her way to the mother’s
room, where she receives,a ‘‘gratification,” and then
deposits her load in the kitchen, where the meat is
prepared for the women’s féte to be held in the after-
noon. Invitations to this féte have been issued with
due ceremony in the following manner. Two pro-
fessional negresses are summoned, or, if preferred, one
and a personal slave of the house are commanded to
call at certain residences in the name of the lady by
whom they are sent to request the presence of one or
more members of the family, or at least a representative,
on a certain date. The invitation is always accepted,
and good wishes returned for the completion of the
auspicious event. In cases where excuses have to be
made, a person is deputed to offer a gift in kind or
money to the hostess, equal to that given by her
when she was an honoured guest on a similar occasion.
The give-and-take system 1is vigorously enforced,
especially on the occasion of marriages. 1 have
known a few very rare cases where people have asked
the law to intervene when the debtor has omitted her
contribution! To-day in Tangier it is not insisted
upon, but all the same it is expected.

After the lady guests have been entertained by
female musicians and dancers, regaled with tea and
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cakes followed by a sumptuous dinner, they are invited
to see baby’s first .bath. The mother, gorgeously
attired, sits on her bed. A large basin is brought on
a brass tray; the water is lukewarm with a sprig of
scented herb in it. The henna and oil stained gar-
ments, or rather the apology for these, are removed.
The infant is well wiped all over with a towel, and
then a pretence at bathing is made. Soap seldom
figured in the accessories at that time, and any damp-
ing of the head was carefully avoided. To-day soap
and flannel are mostly used, even by those who object
to daily ablutions for babies, and it is surprising the
great number who to-day adopt the bath from birth.
The number of sensible women who favour this
necessary custom increases tremendously.

The bath finished, baby is dressed in brand-new
clothes, a miniature costume of the country. It is
again swaddled, then shown to the guests, who bless
the little mite, and each throw a piece of silver into
the bath water. This money is the perquisite of the
midwife.




CHAPTER VIII

THE SOCIAL SIDE OF MOORISH LIFE

I HAVE assisted personally at many Moorish banquets.
At first the difficulty of manipulating the food was very
great, as only fingers are used, and the couscous, a
granular food made of semolina, the native dish of the
country, baffles me to this day. The manner of pro-
cedure is this. Round, low wooden tables are brought
in, and about these eight or ten guests take their seats
on divans or cushions. Then a slave brings a brass
hand-basin and jug containing lukewarm water; the
right hand is held over the basin, water being poured
on it, the towel is taken from the slave, and when the
hand is dried you pass the towel to your neighbour,
until the cleansing process has been accomplished by
all at the table. A dish of chicken or meat is placed
in the centre of the table and uncovered, while one of
the guests will take loaves of bread and break them
up into pieces, passing them round until each guest
has at least two pieces or more in front of her. Then
a sippet is broken off, and saying “ Bismillah” (in
the name of God), dip into the dish, and commence
eating. If the hostess is present she, in a dexterous
manner, parts the chicken. You can then help yourself.
Sometimes a choice bit is placed before you by some
one. It is bad form to refuse that particular morsel.
It is not etiquette to touch anything at meal times
with the left hand except the glass of drinking-water.
73
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When change of dishes takes place, all rest the right
hand on the table. This is also done when the meal
is ended. The hand-basin is again passed round, and
this time soap is produced and both hands are washed.
The finger and thumb, touched with a little soap, are
used to cleanse the teeth, and a little water taken in
the palm of the hand to rinse the mouth three times.
Your neighbour does the same, and so on. The Moors
do not restrain themselves from making audible gut-
tural sounds after meals, which rather shocks those
uninitiated to this rather unpleasant custom.

Black coffee generally ends a meal, and orange-
flower water is added, or cinnamon. This is quite a
matter of taste in different families.

For years the people considered me quite an
authority on their different ailments, particularly those
of infants. My medical knowledge was very meagre,
and I am particularly indebted to many medical men
who lived in or visited Tangier for affording me in-
valuable advice. I was able to increase my little
pharmacy, and have the satisfaction that many an
infant had possibly had its sufferings assuaged by
timely aid. Men and women from all parts flocked to
me once it became known I had a medicine chest, and
by practice I gained a certain amount of knowledge.
With the advent of medical missions, I endeavoured
to persuade the people to patronise them, feeling sure
they would obtain much better advice than I could
offer them. At first this method was very difficult,
and many a bottle of medicine or box of pills was
brought to me to assure the owner that it contained
no poison, as they had been told that the object of the
Christians was to annihilate all Mohammedans. I
have often been present when with pestle and mortar
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they have broken up pills, and shown me with an air
of triumph that the black stuff inside was assuredly
injurious. I have known them give a part of the liquid
medicine to a dog and watch the effect. Naturally I
refer to the time of the first establishment of dis-
pensary ; to-day medical aid is more sought after, but
the want of public support prevents more good being
done.

The native, even of the higher class, generally
expects to be treated gratis, though there are many
conscientious enough to pay a doctor’s fee for home
attendance together with the chemist’s bills. As to
vaccination, no trouble was experienced when I first
introduced its use over twenty-five years ago. A
foundling, a female child, had been brought to the
house. 1 was not quite sure if I could ask the medical
attendant to vaccinate. It suddenly occurred to me that
by procuring lymph I might be able to produce the
desired effect myself. The Shareef was most enthusi-
astic over my proposition, and wrote to the then
Moorish Consul at Gibraltar for vaccine lymph, which
duly arrived between two pieces of glass. As luck
would have it, the operation was successful, but how
I trembled, how sick I felt, and mentally wished I had
not suggested doing it. Seeing the happy results, the
Shareef suggested that other children should be pre-
sented for the operation. It was sufficient for him to
make the proposition, for people to bring me children
of all ages that had escaped the scourge; for smallpox
was rife in those days in Tangier, and epidemics of
frequent occurrence. I soon gained my nerve, and
have sent away forty to seventy patients with the
requisite scratches on their arms. They returned
voluntarily on the eighth day to know if the results
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were satisfactory. People from all parts came, some
making two and three days’ journey. The Sus people
are particularly susceptible to smallpox if, on arriving
in Tangier, they come in contact with a sufferer. The
malady is unknown in Sus. Many a greybeard has
solicited the preventive immediately on arrival here.
At Wazan, Fez, Mequinez, Zarhoun, Beni Hassan, and
other places I have operated on hundreds of men,
women, and children, and often I have had letters
asking me to forward vaccine lymph to outlying
districts, they sending men to receive instructions on
the method of procedure. At Fez, I was on a visit,
and some children of my hostess being particularly
healthy chicks I experimented with the father’s per-
mission. The mother was not to be informed. As I
pretended to be brushing off a mosquito, the children
were not impressed by my operation, sweets having
distracted them. A few days later the mother was
distressed, thinking the children had contracted the
dread disease, and when I told her what was the real
cause, she expressed herself more than grateful, especially
for not telling her beforehand, as she was so nervous.
During the remainder of my visit I think that over six
hundred children and women came to me. Unfortu-
nately I could not satisfy all. On subsequent visits
crowds came, and I think they are now convinced that
the missionaries are quite capable of doing the same
good offices, minus the baraka, or blessing, which I
was supposed to possess from Sidi el Hadj Abdeslam,
their spiritual leader.

To-day my patients vary from fifteen hundred to
two thousand per annum. FEven if I wished to cease
receiving them, it is out of my power to do so. I
essayed the attempt, and, not being able to attend to
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all personally, instructed several women of my house-
hold as helpers, and people are now content as long
as the vaccine lymph is provided by me, and I see
the little patient. I have not limited myself to
Moors, and have patients of all nationalities, who
come here for the purpose. As a young girl when
at boarding-school I was so fascinated by seeing
the principal’s baby being vaccinated, that on the
eighth day after the doctor’s visit I examined the
punctures, and finding the lymph still exuding, I pro-
cured a darning-needle, and as it was half holiday, I
took the child into the orchard and inoculated myself.
The marks I have to this day. Little did I realise
that in after life I should be called upon to puncture
arms by thousands.

Among other things I am consulted in the artificial
nourishment of infants. Often a father has come to
me week after week to write down the proportions
of milk and barley water to be given, the value of
some patent food, or baked flour is sometimes de-
manded of me. The use of the feeding-bottle has
created the lazy mother even in Morocco, but at the
same time it has proved a blessing to the delicate one,
or to the motherless child. As in Europe, mothers
are fond of giving tastes of wrong food to their off-
spring. Coffee and green tea I have known given
when the infant is only a few weeks old. The custom
prevails when weaning children to have a pot of green
tea always on hand night and day. One can imagine
the poisonous concoction after it has stood a few hours,
and then the family wonder why the child is always
ill, attributing the trouble to the loss of the mother’s
milk. Tea is a panacea for all children’s ailments,
though I am glad to say that milk is much more used
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to-day in families where the tea was once considered
indispensable.

Children in Morocco suffer from appalling maladies
and malformations. Hernia is very prevalent. Oph-
thalmia is another scourge. Many a terrible case has
been brought to me when travelling in the interior out
of reach of any medical aid. If the case has not been
too far from the town where professional aid could
be obtained, they absolutely refuse to profit by it, pre-
ferring to visit daily some saint’s tomb, wear amulets,
or consult the wise men of the market-place. The
little patient dwindles away, and when there is a final
period to its suffering the family are quite resigned
and say, “It was written.”

As soon as possible after my second son’s birth we
removed to the residence I now occupy just outside
the town. It stands on a plateau named the Marshan.
Here T have passed many happy years of my life. The
Shareef was a devoted father, realising, he told me,
what it was to have paternal responsibility. He knew
little of his children by former marriages, and as for
nursing, amusing, or even kissing the children, that
was quite outside his general ideas, but with my boys it
was quite different. Ie was, in fact, too demonstrative
at times; he would walk off to the nursery, take the
child from his cot when fast asleep, because he looked
so sweet! Ile would sit on the floor by the hour and
amuse them, or walk about the garden with the child
in his arms. People who saw him looked on in as-
tonishment, for be it remembered that he was their
greatest saint in all Morocco, who was not considered
to occupy himself with the petty details of this world.
No one suspected the tender heart that beat under the
rather severe and very dignified exterior of one whose.
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CHAPTER IX

MY VISIT TO EUROPE AND A STRANGE
EXPERIENCE

In July 1877 the Shareef decided to visit France,
England, and Spain. We embarked with a suite of
eleven persons on one of Paquet’s boats for Marseilles.
It was the Shareef’s second visit to that city. The
former occasion was that on which he made the pilgrim-
age to Mecca, when a French man-of-war was placed at
his disposal for the double journey. My baby suffered
from teething convulsions, and his father occupied his
time day and night in visiting the little one and
amusing the elder boy. Fortunately the sea-air had
an excellent effect upon the child, and we arrived in
Marseilles with pleasant reminiscences of a successful
voyage, and regrets from the sailors at losing the little
Moor whom they had petted and spoilt for the last
few days.

The Commissioner of Ports with a Professor of
Arabic came on board, in the name of the French
Government, to conduct us to the Grand Hotel, where
apartments, luxuriously furnished, had been reserved for
us. The Préfet’s secretary called directly we arrived
at the hotel, and the Moorish flag was hoisted. ~Then
the Moorish merchants resident in Marseilles came to
pay their homage to the Shareef, their spiritual leader.
Next day Monsieur le Préfet des Bouches de Rhone
called, and, accompanied by him, we made a round of

o
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visits to the principal sights of the city, including a
sugar factory, whence we beat a hasty retreat, the heat
being so intense. 'We visited the Palace at Longchamps,
the Prado promenade, the park, and many other places.
A call was made on the Préfet’s wife, and we inspected
the Prefecture ; then we went on board the Yan-Tse, an
enormous boat just built by the Messageries Company.
The Chinese domestics, by whom we were served with
refreshments in a most recherché style, called forth
much attention and admiration from the Shareef.
After visiting the whole of the vessel, we returned to
the hotel and sent all our servants to the ship, and a
real good time they had among the sailors. On the
fourth day we left for Lyons. It was the first experience
of railway travelling for our retainers. It was a study
to watch their faces at starting. Every movement of
the train caused them to clutch hold fast; when really
started they held on as for dear life. At the first
stoppage a fervent ¢ Ell Amdollilah” (thank God) was
ejaculated by all. In an hour or two all were settled
down, enjoying the scenery, and amusing themselves
counting the telegraph posts. The movements of the
signals puzzled them immensely. The Préfet and his
secretary made their adieux at the railway station.
The same ceremonies were observed at Lyons as at
Marseilles by the representatives of the French Govern-
ment. As we were leaving by the night train, all
possible sights were shown us, including some silk
factories, where I was fascinated by some very old
tapestries of priceless value.

Arriving in Paris at a very early hour of the morn-
ing, we were received by the first secretary and inter-
preter from the French Foreign Office, and conducted

to the Grand Hétel du Louvre. On the afternoon of
F
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arrival the Shareef called on Marshal Macmahon, the
President of the French Republic; and the Duc Decazés,
then Minister for Foreign Affairs, paid a visit to the
Shareef. Time was taken up in paying and receiving
visits. The second evening at the Opera, we saw a
representation of La Reine de Chypre. The President
most kindly placed his box at our disposition, the
honours of the same being paid by M. Gabeau, chief
interpreter to the French Army. The General, Marquis
d’Absac, came also to welcome us, as representing
Marshal Macmahon. A visit behind the scenes
amused the Shareef immensely; especially was he
struck by the ladies of the corps de lallet. 1 found
Paris charming, and left with regret at being unable to
make a longer visit to a city which had provided me
with so much real enjoyment.

Nothing of note occurred on our journey to
England. The arrangements were all most conducive
to our comfort and ease. The Channel crossing was
not too rough. Dover and then Victoria Station were
reached in due time. At the latter a member of the
Foreign Office met us, Dr. Leared (since dead), and
a few personal friends, and escorted us to Conduit
Street, where the British Government had retained
quarters for us. The season was at an end, and the
Court and every one of note out of town. TLord Derby
received the Shareef, and return visits were made by
proxy. Royal carriages were placed at our disposal,
and the sights of London were duly visited. Man-
chester, Macclesfield, and Birmingham invited us, but
no time was at our disposal for the journeys. The
Mayor of Brighton offered us a luncheon, but after-
wards my cousin’s husband, a medical man in that
town, took the entertainment on his hands, and we
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had tea with the authorities at the Aquarium instead.
We travelled to Brighton in a saloon placed at our
disposal by the L.B. and S.R.C., Mr. John Shaw con-
tributing much to ensure our comfort both going and
returning. The Directors of the Alexandra Palace
invited us to be their guests, and here the amusements
were very varied. A young elephant was christened
Shareef during his performance in the arena, to the
great amusement of my husband. A recherché dinner
was served in a private room, and the guests were
numerous. A splendid display of fireworks finished
up a charming but most tiring day.

I attended a service at my parish church, St. Mary’s,
Newington, to which the Shareef accompanied me,
and went into the choir while at my devotions. He
uncovered in the church, and did the same on visiting
Westminster Abbey and St. Paul’s Cathedral.® On
the whole, the Shareef was glad to have seen London;
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