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A Zin of Milk for Caila
E v e r d e n e  D e  J  o n g

Lulua's face was beaming as she came into the mejlis, her tiny 
burden in her arms. “ See, Khatoon, what I have gained while you 
were away in your country? She is a sister for Khalid.”

“ Blessed, blessed indeed are you, Lulua. M ay God let you keep her. 
How old is she?”

“ She has entered her fourth month, Khatoon, may God spare your 
life.’ ’

“ Her fourth month? Surely not. But Lulua, she is very small and 
thin. You must feed her m ore.“

“ She doesn’t eat. I know she is thin, but then you see she is not 
really my own. I have picked her up off the street.”

We settled ourselves com fortably on the cushions and Lulua told her 
story.

Lulua’s Story
You see, it was like this. It was the night o f the big wedding of 

our neighbor’s daughter and all the women of the house had gone to 
make merry. M y  head ached so I stayed at home lying on m y mat. 
M y, how m y head was aching. I could hear the beating o f the drums 
and the laughing and singing and clapping o f hands as they danced, 
but I didn’t care for anything, God keep you safe. All I wanted to do 
was close m y eyes and cover my head with m y abba.

Suddenly Salim came running in. He was so excited he frightened 
me. “ Oh m y aunt, sister o f m y mother, they have found a baby in the 
street. A t least, may God keep you, I think it is a baby. It sounded 
like a baby, but all I could see was the gunny sack sticking out o f the 
big coolie basket. It was lying there in the corner by the cemetery on 
top o f the heap o f refuse from the houses. I think . . . ”

“ Run quickly,” I cried. “ D on 't wait. Go now and bring the baby 
to me. I want it. Go, Salim, go.”
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Lulua and Her Baby

“ But^they have taken the baby away already. The women of the 
household o f Jasim found it and took it to their house."

“ G o there, then, and tell them I must have the baby. I must, I 
must. Quickly, go, go !”

Salim ran out and all was quiet again in the courtyard. Nothing 
had changed, yet everything had changed, God give you peace. The 
drums were beating, the women were singing, the girls were dancing, 
m y head was aching, but I forgot it all thinking o f the baby I wanted. 
I thought o f all the children I had lost, o f Bedreeya so pretty, and 
Salim and Muhammed. And how I tore m y hair and beat m y breast 
and rent m y clothes and then when Nooreeya died I came to Khatoon 
and she com forted me. And I thought o f how I always waited so long for 
another baby and they all died, and now here was a baby from the 
street and I wanted her. I couldn’t wait. There was no patience in 
me. Salim delayed and delayed and didn’t come. W hy didn’t he 
com e? I tried to lift m y head; I would go myself to the house o f Jasim. 
And then the door opened.

They came in very quietly, those women following Salim. I could 
hardly see them for the blackness o f  their abbas in the shadows. But I 
knew one o f them had something in her arms. Mariam gave me the 
baby and I hugged it to me and kissed it and cried over it and repeated 
again and again, “ M y  dear little one, oh, m y dear little one."

“ But Lulua,”  they said, “ You cannot take care o f this baby. You 
are always sick and your head always aches, and there are already lots 
o f children in your house.”

“ W hat difference?”  I asked them. “ Besides, the pain in m y head is 
not nearly as bad as the ache in m y heart, and I must have the baby to 
keep and to  love." So they let me keep her.
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The next day a woman came and wanted to buy her. Fifty rupees 
she said she would give me. W hat would I do with fifty rupees? It 
would buy me a nice crepe dress which I would wear and it would get 
dirty. “ N o ," I said, "M ay  God give you peace, I won’t sell the baby.”

And here she is, Khatoon. I named her Laila (night) after Laila 
who works in the hospital and gives me the medicine for m y head. I 
wash her and I dress her and I feed her. There isn’t much milk to give 
her because our goat doesn’t give much milk right now. W e have a big 
family too with m y sister’s sons and their wives and the children. Be
sides, whether she is thin or whether she is fat, it is from God and who 
can gainsay God?

Yes, Lulua was right. Everything is in the hands o f God, but he is 
not the kind o f a God who wants babies to starve. He has given us 
milk to feed them, I reminded her. And I went to get a tin o f milk for 
Laila.

Scarcely had Lulua gone when Shereefa came hurriedly limping along 
the veranda. She was bubbling over with news and she was happy. 
I could see that. How good to see her happy for a change, she who 
seemed always to have a genius for a heavy heart and a long counten
ance. But why this effort to conceal her pleasure? Slowly, slowly 
now— don’t hurry her.

"W hat is the color of your howness, Khatoon?* How are you? 
How is the Sahib? How are the boys?”

"Praise the Lord, we are all well, Shereefa, how are you? And how 
is Faisal, and how is Muhammed and how is Lulua and all the people o f 
your house?”

"G od  give you health, Khatoon, the children are well.”  And then 
slyly, "K hatoon, have you heard the news?"

"W hat news, Shereefa?”
"G od  keep you safe, Khatoon, the old lady is dead.”
And then I understood. The old lady who had made life a misery for 

Shereefa, her daughter-in-law. The old lady who had forced her son to 
divorce two wives but hadn't quite succeeded in getting him to divorce 
Shereefa because she was too good a drudge about the house. The old 
lady who had a heart o f stone and made Shereefa work when she was 
so ill she could hardly stand on her two feet. The old lady whose 
tongue was sharp and whom everybody avoided. The old lady from 
whose wrath and envy Shereefa often came for com fort and strength 
to carry on, com fort she received when we read to her the story of 
Jesus and sang with her.

"K hatoon, you know Khatoon Jaeeda and you, too, have often told 
me that Jesus wouldn’t give me a burden too heavy to bear and that if 
I would be patient and listen to him speaking in m y heart He would 
show me the way. He is the only one who can give peace to m y heart. 
And now we will have peace in our home, too .”

*What is the color o f your howness? A literal translation of an Arab 
idiom. W e might translate, “ H ow are you doing?”
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Vacation Zhoughts
C h a r l o t t e  B. K e l l i e n

This past summer it was m y privilege to  spend two months in the 
hills o f South India, where “ every prospect pleases,”  and tired men 
and women find new strength and inspiration from the beauties of 
nature and association with fellow missionaries from stations through
out India and Ceylon. From these contacts we learn that each field 
has its own particular problem, each denomination its encouragements 
and hopes deferred, each convert his strength and his weakness, and 
we know that for all these problems the only solution lies in Christ 
and the message He sent us to proclaim.

One of the most impressive gatherings o f the summer was a Com 
munion Service in the chapel of the school for missionaries’ children, 
an institution beloved by all its students and its graduates, who are 
now scattered far and wide, in many walks o f life. This Sunday 
happened to fall during the early days o f the Olympic Games in Eng
land, an event which captured the imagination o f the youth of the 
world. The Indian pastor after describing the origin o f the Games, 
very skillfully drew a parallel between the passing on o f the Olympic 
Torch from hand to hand across Europe to London, and Paul’s state
ment to the Corinthians that he had delivered to them that which 
he had received from the Lord. W e know how zealous and faithful 
that great apostle was in transmitting the message entrusted to him; 
and in comparing Paul’s era and our own, it seems to me that we in 
this twentieth century should be able to do the “ greater things” of 
which Christ spoke because o f the accumulation o f spiritual wealth 
that has been handed on to us.

First o f all there is the Christian heritage received from our fore
fathers. H ow incomparably rich we are in our memories o f home—  
the sense o f family unity, the parental love that welcomed girls as well 
as boys, the strong ties between brothers and sisters, the educational 
opportunities open to both, the family altar and our church activities. 
These are things we take as a matter o f course, and it is only when 
we go to a non-Christian land that we fully realize from what source 
these blessings sprang, and how sad and barren life is without them, 
especially for women. Girl babies are not wanted in the East, and 
even when affection is felt for them by their parents, their position is 
an inferior one; they have little control over their future, and are often 
forced into an early marriage and responsibilities for which they are 
poorly prepared. Education for girls is now becoming more common 
everywhere, and we rejoice to see what their backward sex can do 
when they get a chance to develop their latent possibilities. Easy 
divorce makes a dark blot on home life in any country, and we Christian 
women should never cease to  be thankful for fathers and mothers who



ARAB IA CALLING 7

In the Hill Country o f South India

believed in the permanence of the marriage tie and in their duty to 
give their children a secure and sheltered childhood. Home to us is a 
place o f shared happiness and ideals, a complete circle, not segments, 
with one life for the father and sons and another narrow one for the 
women. These homes of ours are founded on Christian teaching, and 
it is only when Christ is the head o f the house that there is neither 
bond nor free, neither male nor female. This is our heritage as Chris
tian women. We are your representatives in Arabia, and need your 
prayers as we seek to hand on this gift o f liberty to others.

In addition to our Christian background and training we who work 
in the Arabian Mission have inherited a rich tradition o f service and 
sacrifice, stretching back from our owji. pioneers to Paul, the first 
missionary to the gentiles. The example of those who started our 
Mission and carried on the work through those early years of opposi
tion and scorn should make us proud and humble. W e have learned 
from their experience; by their patient effort and their prayers doors 
have been opened to us, and we know that in many cases we are enter
ing into their labors. It required a burning faith to open mission 
work in a fanatical M oslem  land, and that flame must be no less 
bright today as we try to meet the problems o f a different and perhaps 
more difficult age. “ W ho is sufficient for these things? Now thanks 
be to God who always causeth us to triumph in Christ.’ ’ The God 
who gave our early missionaries power to triumph over physical dis
com fort in scorching heat, in loneliness, in hostile surroundings and
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in danger o f life itself can give us strength to do our part in the handing 
on o f the torch o f Truth. There may not be eighty thousand specta
tors to  cheer us in the race, but we can say with full assurance, “ It 
was from the Lord that I received what in turn I handed on to you .’ ’ 
A  torch from a grove on M ount Olympus and an unquenchable light 
from the Garden o f Gethsemane! W e thank G od for the privilege o f 
carrying that Light to the dark places o f the earth, and pray for young 
and eager successors to take the torch from the hands of those who 
have finished their course in the field they love and still serve through 
constant intercession.
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Zhe Knocker and the Door
B y D o r o t h y  V a n  E s s

A massive double door, with a heavy brass knocker in the shape o f 
a clenched fist. The large flat house front looks forbidding, with the 
barred and shuttered windows of the ground floor rooms, and the 
closely latticed panes o f the bay window in the second story. I lift the 
brass hand of the knocker and let it fall several times with reverberating 
blows. “ W ho is there?" calls a voice from inside. I reply and im
mediately I hear the pattering o f feet, a little black servant maid pulls 
the door open, and from within I hear several calls o f "W elcom e, wel
com e! Come in!" In m y early days I thought it absurd that the 
obvious reply o f " I t ’s I”  should be sufficient, but I have com e to 
realize that Arab women can recognize or identify every voice— 
friend, stranger, or someone on business.

So I go in through the dark hall way where formerly a watchman or 
doorkeeper always sat, and around the corner into a spacious vine-hung 
courtyard. A  merry faced Arab lady comes forward to greet me, 
dressed in the graceful flowing traditional Arab clothes, and behind 
her are two attractive young women in chic modern dress. These 
two are aunt and niece, but the tall slim aunt is actually younger than 
her plump short niece. I have known these girls ever since they were 
born, and their mothers and grandmothers before them, for this is my 
very special Arab family, whose intimate friendship has been m y great 
privilege since I came to Basrah as a bride, thirty-seven years ago. I 
have shared their joys and sorrows and they have shared mine.

W e sit for a while in a room opening out o f the courtyard, furnished 
in Arab style with mattresses and cushions all around the walls. I get 
news o f the absent members o f  the family connection— some in Kerbela, 
some in Teheran, and one young man cousin in New York. I drink 
three glasses o f strong delicious tea from the steaming samovar. Then 
the girls and I go into the next room, the one furnished in "Feringhi" 
(foreign) style with overstuffed chairs and sofas around the sides, 
and in the center a businesslike table with three straight chairs, ar
ranged especially for the English lessons I have com e to give them. 
Zenoba and Suffia have never been to school, which is unusual today for 
girls o f better class families in Iraq. But they belong to an old-fash
ioned strict sect o f Islam, and the older generation o f their particular 
family does not approve o f girls going outside their homes. They have 
assiduously studied the school books o f the boys o f the family and can 
read and write Arabic. They listen to  the radio, read all the books 
that come their way, and occasionally go, under strictest chaperonage, 
to the cinema or a lecture at the British Institute "Ladies’ D ay." 
They have been diligent and rewarding pupils in English and^I have 
found time to keep up their lessons as a labor o f love.

The next door at which I knock is that o f a pleasant, country house 
set in broad gardens on the river. The brass knocker here is in the 
shape o f a star and crescent, dating back to the days when Basrah 
was a province in the old Turkish Empire, but beside the door is also 
the button o f an electric bell. An Arab woman servant lets me in, and 
I go through several ante-rooms to an attractive sitting room, where
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two charming young sisters in deep mourning rush out to meet me. 
Lulwa and Leila have been well educated, both in schools and by 
private teachers, and besides their native Arabic, they speak and read 
English and French. They are just at the stage when they would 
benefit immeasurably by entering the Junior College in Beirut, and 
perhaps going on to the university, and they are ready for it both 
academically and socially. But even after the year o f strict seclusion 
imposed on them now by a recent double bereavement, it will be im
possible for them to hope for such an opportunity. They belong to a 
large, conservative family clan which would never hear o f allowing 
their girls to go away to school.

The entrance to the womens quarters o f a handsome Arab home. 
The door is o f wood and the arches o f decorated plaster.

Next, we shall go into a narrow, twisting back street in an old 
crowded section o f the city Here we stop at a door whose knocker is o f 
rough iron. W e tap it, as a matter o f form, but this door is ajar and 
we push it open ourselves and go around the "elbow " o f the entry way 
into a crowded courtyard. Tw o families live downstairs, but the 
bride whom we are com ing to see lives up the steep winding stair. She 
is one o f our former club girls, not the poorest o f the poor like many of 
our girls, but o f a com fortable lower middle class family. Awasha’s 
mother preferred to have her under her instruction one day a week, 
rather than have her go to a government day school where "she 
would have too much freedom, and learn bad manners.”  We are 
sorry that her girlhood should be cut short at sixteen, but her mother 
has told us that the parents o f the cousin to whom she has been un
officially betrothed for some time wished their son to marry young, 
hoping that it would keep him from the all too com m on vices o f young 
men-about-town, and insisted on the marriage.

N ow  we make our way to  one o f the large settlements o f mud-and- 
mat huts on the outskirts o f  town. Crowds o f our club children come
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running out o f the doorways and alleys when the word goes around 
that we are in the vicinity, and hail us with delight. The door that 
we are seeking is wide open and we go into the large crowded enclosure, 
w'here many families live in one or two rooms each, and where babies, 
chickens and goats are mixed indiscriminately with women cooking or 
washing clothes and dishes, big sisters setting out for the bazaar to 
do the day's marketing, and a general air o f confusion and sociability 
pervading the whole. Here is the little girl we have com e to see.

“ Fachria, we are so sorry that you have stopped coming to the club. 
W hat is the reason, and is there anything we can do about it?"

“ No, teacher, I can’t com e any more. M y sister is expecting a baby 
soon. She has been very sick and she has two other children to look 
after, and no one but me to help her with them and the house work. 
I have to go to the bazaar for her, and bring the water, too, for the 
washing and cooking.’ ’

W e feel sad that this eager child cannot be spared at least one morn
ing a week for the organized play, lessons, and sewing which she has so 
greatly enjoyed. We promise Fachria that we will bring her the un
finished cushion cover on which she has been at w'ork, and materials 
to complete it, and we will keep in touch with her.

Here, then, are some of the doors behind which Moslem girls and
women are immured— religious fanaticism, social prejudice and con
servatism, family tyranny, economic pressure.

The root o f it all, the canker which infects the whole social system,
is the terribly low moral level o f Islam.

I now quote from the chapter on “ The Family’ ’ in a book which my 
husband wrote in Arabic, based on lectures and discussion groups in 
our mission school for boys.

“ During my long residence in the M iddle East, I have observed one 
thing which even now' I cannot understand. Let a man behave as he 
chooses, let him incline to all kinds of evil, he is still accepted in the 
gatherings where respectable men meet, and he is himself still treated 
with honor, even though everybody knows of his evil conduct. But 
let a woman stray ever so little from the path of virtue, no matter 
how small is the stain, or even if it is only suspicion without proof, 
or slander, she is avoided, she is boycotted, or even worse. It is in
cluded in what is called ‘washing away of the disgrace.’

“ I am not able to judge about the unveiling o f women. That is a 
matter which concerns the people themselves. It is plain, however, 
that the veil must not be removed from the faces o f the women until 
the hearts o f the men are ready to see those faces. Iraq has made 
excellent progress in the education of its children, o f boys and girls, 
and we congratulate those who have produced this result. It is the 
men who need education.”

The one unanswerable argument for our religious teaching is the 
position of Christian woman, and the object lesson of Christian family 
life. In our schools, our club work and all our personal contacts we 
have endless opportunities to reach the Arab women and girls among 
whom we live.

“ Behold, I have set before thee an open door, and no man can shut 
it: for thou hast a little strength, and hast kept my word, and has not 
denied my name.”
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linforgetable Patients
C o r n e l i a  D a l e n b e r g

It was seven-thirty in the morning, time for the day shift to arrive 
at the women’s hospital. Tw o men stood waiting at the hospital 
entrance. “ Com e,”  they said, as I approached the building. “ There 
is a woman in difficulty.”

“ W here?"
“ In Sitra.”
"B ut you must bring her in. I cannot leave all the hospital work to 

go out that far. It would take most o f the morning.”
"W e cannot bring her in. She is bad. You must come. You have a 

car.”
So off we went. Sitra is a small island southeast o f Bahrain, con

nected by a wooden bridge built by the oil com pany which has storage 
tanks on the island and a long pier from which the oil is shipped. From 
the hospital to the bridge is about twelve miles. We crossed the bridge, 
followed the road that wound in and out o f the oil tank area, then 
across a sandy stretch to the date gardens and the Bahrani village. 
When we came to the end o f the road, the men took the medical bags 
and the pillowcase full o f sterile goods and basins and carried them 
on their heads. Near the huts stood a woman, waiting. "D o n ’t you 
know m e?” she called. "I am Zainab, who was in your hospital last 
winter, and m y son brought you bundles o f reeds which you used to 
make swab sticks for your hospital. Come this way. I knew you 
would come. I told them last night to get you but they would not 
listen to me. This way, to the summer huts in the date gardens. 
These are our winter homes."

She led me to an enclosure with several huts inside, and cows and 
chickens. As she stooped to enter one o f the huts she shooed the 
occupants away. I counted them as they passed by me like frightened 
sheep. There were fifteen o f them. When we stooped and went in, 
and when m y eyes became accustomed to the darkness, I saw a girl 
lying on a reed mat, pale, sweating, exhausted. They were right. 
They could not have brought her in. And she would have died without 
help. Her baby was born, all but the head. All night she had lain 
in this condition. The exhaustion o f the poor girl-mother, the amulets 
tied around her arms and legs, the Koran by her side and the smell 
o f herbs cooking in a small pot over a hole in the ground, all these 
things told the story o f her night o f agony and of the fruitless attempts 
o f her relatives to help her.

W e cleaned a place around her and got to work. Soon it was over. 
The girl closed her eyes with a grateful sigh. The frightened sheep, 
no longer so fearful, filed back in murmuring, “ El Hamdu Lillah” 
(Praise G od ).

"Stay and have coffee while we get you some fresh dates from the 
trees,”  they said. But Zainab had another idea. “ Come with m e,” 
she said, "while they gather the dates, and see our spring, Ein er Raha. 
W e walked along a clear, cool stream flowing through the date garden
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from the spring, and as we walked, men at work in the gardens called 
out, “ H ow is bint Ahmed? Was she able to help her?’ ’

“ O f course,”  Zainab threw back at them, "what did you expect? 
D id I not tell you last night but you would not listen to me. You 
would have let her die, you Baharina, so afraid.” After she had said 
this to several groups o f men and women, I asked, “ W hy do you say 
‘you Baharina?’ Are you not one yourself?” “ Certainly,”  she an
swered, “ but I have been in the hospital, and m y eyes have been 
opened.”

Water Carriers Filling Their Containers

W e sat down on the edge o f the pool. H ow quiet and restful it was, 
and how beautiful the cool, clear water was! Surely this spring was the 
cleanest and purest thing on all the island o f Sitra, I thought, and 
I said so. Zainab agreed. “ This spring,” she said, “ is the gift o f 
Allah. Its water gives life to all o f these gardens and they are our 
life. It is like your hospital in Bahrain. They give life to m any.” 
Oh Zainab, I thought, what an opening you have given me. And you 
led me to this place. W hat a place and what an opportunity! I had a 
Gospel o f John in m y purse and it seemed to be the most natural thing 
in the world to read to her and talk about the water o f life. The 
hospital work could wait. This was Zainab’s day.

Bint Ahmed was taken to this island the following day for after
care and treatment, but I am sure I shall visit these friends in Sitra
again, and Zainab will com e to us and bring others.

* * *
One day in M ay just as the sun was setting, again two men came to 

the hospital, asking for the Khatoon. She had gone, so they came to 
the house. W e could tell by their dress that they were Baharina 
gardeners, and by the look on their faces we knew what they were
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going to say. This time it was to the village called Ali. The same 
story— woman bad, could not be brought in. But they finally were 
convinced that it was absolutely necessary to bring her in, and they 
left, promising that they would, if the women were willing. A t mid
night they came. The doctor was called, an operation was performed 
and Tayooba ’s life was saved.

Tayooba and her mother stayed in the hospital for thirty-seven days, 
and we came to know them very well. Others from Ali came to visit 
them. Tayooba became friendly and talkative, and how she loved 
lying on that wide open hospital veranda. When the time came for 
them to go back to their home, she said, “ I do not want to go. I 
would like to stay here and live. Please com e to Ali and visit us.”

Some time after that I went to see them. Ali is a small village 
about ten miles from the Mission Hospital. It is a Baharina settlement 
right in the midst o f the mounds for which this island is famous, but 
o f the origin o f these mysterious mounds the villagers know nothing. 
They make pottery, tend gardens, and produce one o f Bahrain’s 
building materials known as “ nura,”  a fine white powder used to 
make the final coating on inside and outside walls. The stone o f which 
“ nura” is made is burned in large kilns built in the side o f some of the 
larger mounds. A t the foot o f one o f these mounds is a patch o f green 
date garden with a few palm leaf huts, and in one o f these huts I found 
Tayooba. W e had a happy time together, and they asked about all 
their friends in the hospital.

These Baharina women will not forget those weeks they spent with
us, nor shall we forget our friends in Ali.

* * *
Hajjia Fatimah is an elderly woman with twinkling brown eyes and 

wavy hair colored with henna to within about a half inch of the middle 
parting where the hair is white. She has made the long pilgrimage to 
M ecca two times, and the shorter pilgrimage to Kerbela and N ejef at 
least twelve times. M any Bahrain women have been to M ecca, but 
very few are called Hajjia. Fatimah rates this title perhaps because 
she is a “ M ulaya,” a Koran reader. Every day o f the week she goes 
out from house to house with her Koran, here to read over a sick baby, 
there to  read a bad spirit out o f a girl, then to a house o f mourning for a 
“ Tazia”  and then perhaps to the “ M atim ”  for a public reading.

She is also called “ M uallim a” (Teacher). The first part o f her 
mornings before she goes out to read, she has a Koran class for about 
twelve to fifteen small boys and girls. They sit on the ground or on 
flat date baskets with their koran stands, made of two crossed pieces 
o f wood, in front o f them, all reading aloud in high-pitched voices. 
H ajjia sits on a mat near them with her Nargileh in front o f her, and 
has a puff at the pipe every few minutes while she listens to them. 
Some o f the children stay with her long enough to learn the whole 
Koran, but most o f them stay for a few months only, ("D a lil”  as she 
calls this preparatory period) and then go on to the public schools.

One day H ajjia fell over her doorstep and broke her leg. She had 
brought healing to many with her readings, but for this she had no cure. 
Her nephew Abbas brought her to the American Hospital. The leg 
was X-rayed and put into a cast. A t first she could think o f nothing 
but her pain, but gradually she became more com fortable and accus
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tomed to the cast, and she began to take an interest in things around 
her. Being a well-known woman in the Bahrani section o f the town, 
she had many visitors who would sit with her for hours smoking their 
nargilehs and drinking sweet tea and coffee. H ajjia looked like a 
queen among them, sitting up on her high hospital bed propped up by 
huge, fat, hard cushions brought from her home. On her bedside 
table were herbs, various bottles containing native medicines and 
scent, and small pots of Arab ointment. Her Koran was always beside 
her on the bed. One day Mrs. Harrison visited her, found her inter
ested in books, and left her some Elsie Anna W ood illustrated books 
and a Gospel portion. A light went on in H ajjia ’s life that day. She 
did not know it then, and perhaps does not know it now, but that was 
the day that her Saviour Jesus Christ spoke to her and said, “ Come 
unto m e.”  There were many visits after that, because a strong friend
ship grew up between her and us, and before she left the hospital it 
seemed to me that her face had lost its hard look and some of the 
things she had read and heard the missionaries and Um Sarah tell 
about had taken root in her heart. She walks as well as ever now, and 
brings us patients from her neighborhood.

* * *
Esma is a young girl about twenty years old, who lost her mother 

when she was eight. She had had one year o f school and had learned to 
read, but after her mother died she had to keep house for her father. 
He died when she was thirteen, and she went to  live with a married 
brother. She was handy with the needle, and soon learned the new and 
fancy patterns in cross-stitch that all the government schools were 
doing. The wives o f sheikhs and wealthy merchants began to send 
her their work. D ay and night they kept her busy with machine and 
hand work. Sheikha Latifa must have a white voile “ thob ’ ’ with an 
all-over design o f blue stars in fine cross-stitch. A  thob is a voluminous 
garment, and an all-over design means weeks of work. Sheikha Nura 
sends in a bundle o f materials and wants gold embroidery on the 
borders o f her dresses. Sheikha Thajiba needs a new outfit before 
the feast day. Pink rosebuds in cross-stitch all over a blue net thob. 
The children too must have new clothes for feast day. Little hoods with 
geometrical cross-stitch borders, dresses with gold borders and tassels, 
head scarves in dainty white designs.

Large orders were filled but not paid for. Some day the money would 
come, but it worried nobody but Esma. Finally the work became too 
heavy a burden. She began to cough and had fever every day. She 
knew she could not go on this way and one afternoon she came to the 
hospital burning with fever and said, “ I want to come here to stay. 
Please keep me here.”  Tests were made and she was sent for a fluro- 
scope examination, and the report was positive tuberculosis. Esma 
knows her sewing days are over. She is a deeply religious girl, spread
ing her prayer rug beside her bed and saying her Moslem prayers 
regularly, but also comes to  our early morning staff prayers. There 
is a hunger and wistfulness in her big, bright black eyes. One cannot 
pass by her without stopping to talk to her. She has one o f our books, 
The New Life in simple Arabic. Our prayer is that while she is here 
she may find the way into new life.



Personalia
In October the Arabian Mission will celebrate its sixtieth 

anniversary. Plans are being made for a ten-day meeting of 
all of the missionaries. They will meet in Kuwait to com
memorate the founding of the Mission, having services of 
thanksgiving for the work accomplished and making plans 
for the work of the future. Mr. William T. Hakken, President 
of the Board of Foreign Missions and Miss Ruth Ransom, 
Secretary, will attend these meetings.

Mrs. John Van Ess arrived from England August 15. 
She will spend some time with her daughter, Mrs. William 
D. Brewer, in Alexandria, Va.

Miss Joan Olthoff was married to Mr. John Buckley of 
the Kuwait Oil Company on June 16. They are spending 
some time in England with his family before taking up their 
permanent residence in Kuwait. She expects to continue her 
interest in the Mission by doing volunteer work.

Mr. G. Jacob, Holler, Jr. arrived from Basrah August 9 
having finished his short term of service. He expects to 
become a full time missionary of the Arabian Mission when 
he returns from furlough. He is visiting his family in Albany, 
N. Y. and in the autumn will continue his work in New 
Brunswick Seminary.

Miss Ruth Jackson has been vacationing in Kodaikanal. 
Although it was not her turn, she chose to go this year instead 
of next so that she might be with her sister, Rachel, whom 
she never sees otherwise. Miss Cornelia Dalenberg was 
there, too, as well as the Dykstras. Miss Ruth Jackson is 
the contributing editor of Arabia Calling, taking the place 
of Dr. Storm who was responsible for sending material until 
his furlough
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