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THE INNER LIFE OF SYRIA.

CHAPTER XXIII.

THE WEDDING OF THE WALI'S DAUGHTER —THE DAMASCUS
SWAMPS—MOHAMMED DUKHI'S CAMP—SAFETY OF LETTERS
AT BEYROUT—AN OFFICIAL VISIT—HOW I TORE OFF THE
DIAMONDS—THE MEZRABS—MOHAMMED AGHA, THE EKAW-
WASS-BASHI OF THE CONSULATE—THE FAMINE OF THE
WINTER 1870-71.

NovemBER 3RD.—Druze Shayhks—Hazimeh and Honaydeh—
came to visit us, and stayed in our house.

On the 7th poor “ Fuss,” one of my bull-terriers, died.

On the 14th I was invited to the Wali’s harfm, for the
wedding of his daughter with the son of Saib Effendi. It was
a great occasion, and a more splendid Eastern wedding I was
not likely to see again. It lasted five days and nights, the men
celebrating it in one house, and the women in another. The
Seraglio consisted of the Koranic maximum, four wives, and two
assistant wives, besides the Wali’s mother, sisters, aunts and
cousins, with all their slaves. The other great harfms were
likewise invited, and we mustered several hundred. It was a
grand sight. My friend and I were amongst the ¢ntimes, and
were treated en famille. The dresses were wonderful in richness
and gaudiness: diamonds blazed everywhere; but there was one
very remarkable usage which took my fancy. The best women
dressed in a plain Cashmere robe of negligé shape, and wore no

VYOL. II. B



2 The Inner Life of Syria.

ornaments, but loaded all their riches on one or two of their
slaves, as if to say, in school-girls’ parlance, “Now, girls! if
you want to see my things there they are. I have them, but
it is too great a bore to carry them myself; and you can inspect
and turn Mirjénih and Hassunah about as much as you like.”

Our amusements were those which I lave described a dozen
times. Some days we had native music, singing and dancing,
followed by tours de force by a German strolling mountebankess,
and her tiny son; this they thought very clever.

About twelve o’clock at night on the eve of the wedding, a
long procession of female relatives, friends, and slaves, wound into
the large hall where we, the invited, all sat around the walls.
Every woman in the procession bore branches of lights. The bride
was in the middle, supported as nsual on either side. She was a
beautiful girl of about fifteen or sixteen; her magnificent chest-
nut hair swept in two great tresses below her waist, knotted and
studded with pearls. She was dressed in velvet, couleur sang de
boeuf, encrusted with diamonds and pearls. She wore a velvet
fez, also half hidden by precious stones; diamond stars werc
glued to either cheek, the chin, and forehead, and they were
rather in the way of our kissing her, for they scratched the face.
She was a determined, spirited-looking girl, as well as beautiful,
and she had been crying bitterly because she did not want to
be married. She had never seen the happy man; she doated
upon her father, and she was happy at home. She used to ride as
well as any man, Turkish fashion, in izdr with veiled face, and I
suppose she thought that this tiresome marriage would spoil all
her girlish frolics. She came in with the procession, and sat on
the divan, receiving all our congratulations, looking rather like a
naughty child that would like to scream and kick.

On the marriage-day we were up betimes. The harim had
begged of me to wear an English ball-dress, that they might see
what it was; so I said—“I will do what you ask, but I know you
will be shocked.” “OH, no,” they replied ; “we are quite sure
we shall be delighted.” So I wore a white glacé silk skirt, a
turquoise blue tunic and corsage, the whole affair looped up and
trimmed with blush roses, and the same in my hair. They
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turned me round and round, and often asked me if I were not
cold; if it were true that strange men danced with us one
after another, and put their arms round our waists; and if we
did not feel dreadfully ashamed; and if we sat and ate and
drank with them? I described a European ball by interpreter,
for they spoke Turkish, which was greeted with choruses of
Méshallahs.

By my side, and more thorough-bred looking than anybody, like
an Oriental queen, was my English friend who resides at Damas-
cus, and the charming young wife of Signor Castelli, our Italian
Consul, whose foilettes were fresh from Italy. The marriage was a
simple but most touching ceremony. We were all assembled in
the great hall; the Wali entered, accompanied by the women of
the family ; the bride advanced weeping bitterly, and knelt and
kissed her father’s feet. The poor man, choking with emotion,
which he could hardly suppress, raised her and clasped a girdle of
diamonds round her waist, which was before ungirdled. It is
part of her dower. No one can unclasp it but her husband, and
this concludes the ceremony.

Shortly afterwards she was borne in a procession to the bride-
groom’s house ; her own father and his father received her at the
door. The young man then knelt and kissed his father’s feet, and
embraced his father-in-law ; he handed up his bride, still veiled,
to a bower-like throne, decorated in Christmas-tree fashion, where
she sat and received the kisses and congratulations of all the
women present. After about half an hour she was conducted to
a private room by a female relative, and he by a male relative.
The door was shut, and the band played a joyous strain. I asked
what was going to happen, and they told me that the bridegroom
was allowed to raise her veil, to unclasp her belt, and to speak a
few words to her, in the presence of both relatives. This is the
first time they have seen each other. What an age of reward or
punishment must be concentrated into that one moment for an
Eastern woman.

After this grande emotion they are conducted back. The
zuests do not retire until midnight, and then they are left to
themsclves.
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This marriage proved happy. I visited them two days after-
wards, according to custom, and two months later I saw that they
were really attached to each other; indeed, he would have been
very hard to please had it been otherwise. I must not forget to
say that when the Wali was entering the harfm the women ran
and fetched a shawl to cover me. The precaution was useless;
considering he had received part of his education in Paris.

November 19th.—We rode over to Jobar and Jeramaneh, to
meet Mr. Wright. On starting, as we meant to go further, we
had a small escort of free-lances, headed by Mohammed Agha,
brother of Da’as of Jayrad, who had volunteered for Palmyra.
Our object was to ride across the Ghutah and the Merj, or
Damascus plains, into the Wady el Ajam. The swamps marked
on the maps as a day’s journey from Damascus are, the Bahrat el
"Utaybah, the Bahrat el Hijanah, Bahrat Béls, and the Matkh
Brik. En route we passed through El Rasstleh, where are the
ruins of a Christian church, fourteen and a half steps, a cross on
a corner stone, and an inscription on a column, which ran thus:—

DDNN
CONSTANTII
VICTORIOSISSIMI
AVE ET CONSTANTII
NOBILI CAESARIS
NP
MSSI PRAETOR.

It was Saturday, and Mr. Wright, having parochial duties,
reluctantly took leave of us here; we had our guns with us, and
we were able to get a shot at wild duck now and then.

Our escort soon perceived that we were riding far out into the
Desert, towards the direction where the dreaded Mohammed Dukhi
was known to camp, and they began those well-known feints of
making their horses curvet, prance, and wheel in circles, as if
they had suddenly become unmanageable. Every round became
so much larger, that they dropped out of sight one by one.
Mohammed Agha, the Jayradi, was cleverer; he pretended to
cast a shoe, and to stop to put it on. Towards sunset Captain
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Burton and I found ourselves left alone with our personal
attendants.

We reached the encampment of the Wuld Ali next day.
When first they saw the two dusky figures galloping across the
sand, they rode out to meet us with their lances couched, but as
soon as they were close enough to recognize the man they hail
as, “Ak-hu Sebbah,” they lowered their weapons, jumped off their
horses, and kissed our hands, galloped in with us, and held our
stirrups to alight. 1 need not say that we received all the hos-
pitality of Bedawi life. We, however, had one disappointment.
Mohammed Dukhi, the Chief of the tribe, was absent on a Ghazu,
but he had left his brother-in-law, Shaykh Salih et Tayyér in
charge, and we were his guests. The former rules some 5000
spears; he is a curious mixture of savagery and civilization, and
he has progressed far enough to become a freemason. Bedawin are
usually truth telling as the modern model Anglo-Saxon. This man
has learned all the falsehood and intrigue of City life, and his com-
posite character, for he fights bravely if required, makes him the
plague of the Damascenes. Shaykh Salih, on the other hand, is
an honest, open-hearted Arab. My husband’s object was to patch
up a peace between the Wuld Ali and the Mezrab tribes, and
Mohammed Dukhi, probably scenting the plan, rode off to the
next section of the Camp, and gave out that he was on a raid.
We visited the lakes, and they were all dried up, the only sign of
them was a piece of water in the sand about the size of a small
duck-pond. What, then, becomes of the Barada and the Awaj,
the said ancient Abana and Pharpar?* They have been partly
drawn off, and partly evaporated before reaching their basins at
"Utaybah and Hijanah.

We had a delightful ride after leaving one encampment for
another. The ground was as smooth as a billiard table; it was a
soft and breezy day, neither too hot nor too cold, rare in these
latitudes. Salih et Tayyar and his relatives accompanied us. As

# Captain Burton considers the identity of the Barada with the Abana “not
proven,” and that of the Awaj and the Pharpar doubtful in the extreme. Mr,
Porter speaks of a Wady Barbur, which has somo ‘similarity of name. There is a
Jebel Barbiir, but the name is not, that I know, given to any water.
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we mounted my husband whispered to me, “Let us show these
fellows that the English can ride; they think that nobody can ride
but themselves, and that nothing can beat those mares.” I looked
round, and saw their thorough-bred mares with very lean flanks,
and I did not know how it would be with our half-breds, but ours
had the advantage of being in first-rate condition, full of corn, and
mad with spirits, so I gave my usual answer to everything he says
or does, “ All right! wherever yon lead I'll follow.™

As soon as the “Yallah ” was uttered for starting we simply
laid our reins on our horses’ necks, and neither used spur nor
whip, nor spoke to them—they went as though we had long odds
on our ride. We reached the camp in one hour and a half.
Salih et Tayydr and his men came up an hour and a half later.
Neither we nor our horses had turned a hair; their mares were
broken down, and the men were not only scarlet and perspiring,
but they complained bitterly that their legs were skinned. «Ya
- Sitti!” said Salih et Tayyir, “ why, El Shaitan himself could
not follow you.” “I am so sorry,” I replied, “but our Kaddishes
(garrons) would go, and we wanted to ride with you.” This was
all the difference of food and condition, for there is no question of
the advantage of “blood ” that their mares had over our horses.

An incident occurred on our return, which I quote, anent the
safety of letters in Beyrout in 1871.

About twelve days before, I had written a letter of a somewhat
private nature from Damascus to my husband, who was in Beyrout,
detailing a local matter which I thought he ought to know. I
dropped it into the Damascus post. - He never received it. Riding
home from Mohammed Dukhi’s camp, at the edge of the Desert

is a Moslem village, where we stopped to drink coffee, I saw .

on the ground in the court-yard a dirty envelope that looked like
my own handwriting, with the Beyrout postmark upon it. I

picked it up, and found my own letter, all crumpled. It had

been opened, and read, and dropped out of somebody’s pocket.
The date showed it to be twelve days old. It had gone
by the Damascus post-office to Beyrout, as the stamp showed ; it
had been opened, and sent back to some one in Damascus. And
Providence was good enough to give me a warning: strange
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things do happen to those who trust in God. After that time
I never wrote to my husband, whilst in Syria, except with a kind
of cypher cf my own. It is very difficult to comment upon this
and other similar occurrences, without pointing too markedly at
the offenders; and a general remark would only have the effect of
hurting the feelings of, and casting a slur upon, & community of
innocent and honourable people. Such an act in a native would
be less reprehensible, because laws of honour are not ground into
him from the hour of his birth, and it would be still less so were
he silently encouraged by a smile or a shrug from a European.

I feel that I am talking a strange tongue to readers in
England, where such an act as opening or destroying private
letters would never be dreamt of amongst gentlemen; and which
would banish any woman from society. Still,in the Levant it does
occur; and any Europeans who are honest, fearless, and straight-
forward by compulsion or custom, but not by Nature’s gift,
become, after a long residence, much like Mohammed Dukhi.
At first they shudder at the felonious idea. By slow degrees the
atmosphere of intrigue infects them ; they see those around them
imitating the natives, and they end in an assimilation. The
moral of this is, that the average man or woman should not be
stationed too long in the Levant at a time. Three years out of
and one in Europe, is the best mixture. Be it understood that
this kind of person is happily the exception to the rule; but
in all large English communities abroad you may generally meet
one or two who keep all the rest on the qui vive unpleasantly. -
Besides, many are born, bred, and educated out of England, but
unfortunately inherit their English name from their parents, who
settled abroad. '

On the 22nd December we heard accidentally that an old friend
of the Consul-General’s, Mr. K——, had come on a visit. We
thought it in good taste to meet him, and invite him to Damascus
before his leaving Syria, and so went down to Beyrout. On
Christmas Eve I heard midnight mass at the Convent of the
Dames de Nazareth. All the young girls attended in white
dresses and veils, and sang very sweetly, and we went in a
body to Holy Communion. My husband and I ate our Christmas
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dinner with the Consul-General, and were introduced to Mr. K——.
M. Abcarius, the Consul-General’s Dragoman, told me an amus-
ing story about myself. A certain Jewish usurer of Damascus had
assured him that his wife met me at the wedding of the Wali’s
daughter; that I had torn her diamonds off her head, flung them
on the ground, and stamped upon them, saying they were made out
of the blood of the poor. He added that the story had gone the
round of Beyrout. I must confess to having been much amused.
What a pleasant person I must be to invite to a party. Small
untruths may sting, but when they rise to such heights they are
quite harmless. In England there is often a little fire to raise «
smoke, but in the East the smoke is but the breath of the calum-
niator. The usurer only hoped, by telling such a story whilst an
official visitor was there, to do my husband some injury. I diverted
myself by taxing the inventor with it next morning—he pretended
to rend his beard and bite his fingers with rage, and he tried
to lay the blame upon a brother usurer. I must explain to my
reader what did really occur. In the midst of our amusements
the wife wanted to go through her husband’s business affairs with
me, from beginning to end, and I already had heard them a dozen
times, till I knew them like my Pafer noster. I said to her,
“ What have we women to do with business? Let us be friends
and enjoy ourselves now; let us mind our ‘Bayt el Mooni’”
(meaning our domestic affairs; literally the store-room, in which
every Eastern woman keeps her stock of provisions for a year),
“and leave business to our husbands.” I congratulated myself
afterwards that I had not invited her to come and talk in my
room, for who then could have proved that we had not had a
“get-to” ?

The two men, whose names I suppress, put their heads to-
gether, and concocted long letters, in French and English, of
complaint against my husband, and this one had the audacity,
after rending his beard before me, to insert, “ et je laisse a part les
insultes que la femme du Consul a faites & la mienne.” This is
quite Eastern. There is a homely old proverb about a silken
purse; and my “diamond ” friend is of that stuff which will not
make a silken purse.
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Our fortnight at Andrea’s Hotel in Beyrout was happily
spent. It was like a little season to us; the society, comforts, and
civilization, the sight of the sea, and the sea-baths, were enjoyable,
to say nothing of the great hospitality we received. Invitations
came every day to breakfast at one house, lunch, dine, or sup and
pass the evening at others. Much of my time was spent in long
rides in the beautiful pine forests that spring up out of the sand.
The Comte Léon de Perthuis, and a band of young friends, used
to make parties, and great amusement they were. We used to
race, and come an occasional “ cropper ” on the soft ground.

On the 3rd, Mr. K——, having accepted our invitation, left
Beyrout for Damascus, via Ba’albak. I met him at Shtora, the
half-way house, and travelled with him in the diligence. At the
last station, E1 Hameh, we found the Wali’s carriage, and a troop
of soldiers as a guard of honour. Mr. K—— and I drove in it to
our house. The next morning was devoted to business at the
Consulate. Mr. K—— apparently found all just, straightforward,
and satisfactory, and he paid his official calls with my husband.
Business over, I accompanied him to visit Abd el Kadir, and also
to see something of Damascus.

On the Tth, we were fortunately able to show Mr. K—— our
best sight, the Haj, which I minutely described last year. It
occupied several hours in the morning, and later in the day I
took him to see the Great Mosque, Ali Beg’s house, the Gate on
the bazar roof, Melek es Said’s buildings, and the Khan of Assad
Pasha.

At night I gave a large soirée in his honour, knowing that
every one would like to meet an official visitor from England.
I asked all my friends and acquaintances. It was a new thing, as
soirées are not the custom, except among our handful of Europeans.
Mr. K—— was obliged to own that, in its way, it was unique: he
never saw such a party as the one I was able to assemble. To
begin with, the thirty-six races and creeds and tongues have a strik-
ing effect. Grey-beard Moslems of the Sayyid race twirling their
rosaries ; fierce-looking Druzes, and a rough Kurdish Chief and his
party ; a few sleek usurers, a Bedawi Shaykh sipping his coffee.
My particular care, however, was that every one of the fourteen
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castes of Christians should be represented ; the missionaries, all
the Consulates and their Staffs—in fact, everything appertaining
to public life or local authority, culminating in the various Church
dignitaries, Bishops and Patriarchs. The triple-roomed hall
which composes a Damascus sitting-room, with fountains in the
middle, lighted with coloured lamps; the bubble of the water
in the gardens; the sad, quaint music in the distance; the striking
costumes ; the hum of the narghilehs; the Kawwasses, in green, red,
blue, and gold, gliding about with trays of sherbets, sweets, and
coffee, and the suppressed guttural conversation which, no matter
how great the crowd, soothes instead of worrying the nerves, all
combined to make the quaintest scene. Every one was introduced
to Mr. K——, and each party had their little private conversation
with him. Every one spoke to him, he told me, in the warmest
and kindest manner of us—with one exception. Having, unfortu-
nately, sharp ears, I had no great difficulty in knowing that the
exception was a Polish converted Jew, who had lived in Damascus
for one fortnight.

The next morning we went up the mountains of Salahiyyeh,
to the bazar, to the house of SS. John and Thomas of Damascus,
to Straight Street, to the house of Ananias, and the scene of St.
Paul’s basket, and, in short, all that could give our visitor an
idea of the city. An amusing event occurred, which, small as it is,
serves as an illustration of what I have said concerning the know-
ledge an English gentleman, landing fresh from home, has of
Easterns. In the garden opposite ours there was a large wooden
door, or porte cochere, perpetually swinging on its hinges. We had
grown so used to it that, perhaps for want of sounds, we should
even have missed it, but it naturally kept Mr. K—— awake the
first night. The garden belonged to an old woman. I sent to
her to say that I should be obliged if she would bave her gate
fastened. She returned an answer that she could not, for it was
broken. I sent back telling her to try to mend it before night, and
the reply was that it had been broken for years, that it would cost
fifty piastres (ten francs), and she had not the money to spare.
Next night Mr. K—— slept well. At breakfast he remarked the
circumstance, and asked how I had managed about the door. “If
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- you will look out of the window,” I answered, “ you will see it in
our courtyard. I sent two Kawwasses to take it down yesterday
at sunset.” He put on that very long official face with which all
who are in the service of H.M.’s Government are fatally familiar.
“Qh! but you really must not treat the people like that. Sup-
posing that they knew these things at home?” “Suppose they
did,” I said, laughing. I had already ordered that after Mr.
K——'s departure the gate was to be replaced and mended at my
expense, that very day. Which do you think the old Kurdish
woman loved best of us two Giaours >—the one who, from some
high official motive which she could not understand, would let the
door break his rest, or the other, who took it down and slept, and put
it up in repair for her, as she could not have afforded to do? The
proof is, that the next time the old woman saw me, she ran out
exclaiming, “ O thou light of my eyes! thou sunbeam! come and
sit a little by the brook in my garden, and honour me by drinking
my homely coffee; and Allah grant that thou mayest break some-
thing else of mine, and live for ever! and may Allah send back
the great English Pasha to thy house, to bring me more good
luck.”

At 3 a.m. on the 9th January (1871), a mounted escort, with
torches, and the Pasha’s carriage, came to convey Mr. K—— and
myself to the gare of the diligence, and we reached Beyrout that
evening. Mr. K resumed his visit to his friend. On the
11th the Consul-General gave a dance, which we much enjoyed,
and on the 14th Mr. K took his departure from Syria.

On the 16th arrived Mr. F. R. Hogg, Postmaster-General of
Calcutta, who had been robbed by the Bedawin in the Desert
from Baghdad to Damascus—a very rare event in Captain
Burton’s time. He remained a few days, and joined our riding
parties. On the 22nd January I wanted to return to Damascus,
although hardly able to travel. A hurt in my upper lip had
swollen s0 much that it made me unfit for exertion. The
weather was intolerably cold, with deep snow, and a bitter, driving
wind. I went to the gare at 3 a.m., and found no place vacant
except the box-seat, exposed and uncomfortable. I knew that it
would be intolerable, with my pain, for fourteen hours, especially
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in the mountains; byt as I had pledged my word to be home
that night I took it. After an hour I turned round and said,
“Will any one take ten shillings to change places with me ? ” My
“gporting offer ” was accepted by the son of a Pasha; but though
he took the money first, he only remained one hour outside, and
then saying it was more than he could bear, he came in again.

I found that my favourite bull-terrier, “ Fidget,” had died
during my absence, of the same disease as his sister, a kind of
staggers. I wished—when too late—that I had taken him with
me for change of air.

On the 2nd of February we went to breakfast with Omar Beg
and his charming wife, who had now come down from the Desert
of Karyatayn, and had taken a house in Damascus. e passed a
most agreeable morning looking over the collection of Palmyrene
tesseree made for her father, M. Mordtmann. We also visited
the stables, and measured the thorough-bred Arab mare before
spoken of.

On the 4th we attended a most interesting council of war at
the house of the Mezrabs. Mohammed Dukhi had, with charac-
teristic futility, changed his mind, and come down to Damascus to
return our visit. This meeting was to settle a dispute between
the tribes of Mezrab and Wuld Ali. The two Chiefs were present,
with several followers. There had been a fight, and Ed Dukhi
had robbed the Mezrabs of camels, horses, and everything.
Captain Burton wanted, if possible, to obtain a part restoration,
but Ed Dukhi was too slippery, and though everything was pro-
mised nothing was done. One point of honour, however, he
religiously kept: when the time came to cat bread and salt
together, he sprang into his saddle and rode away. By that
we knew that he did not mean friendship with the Mezrabs. We
met afterwards at the Consulate, where all business was driven
out of his head by the sight of a blue-cyed, fair-haired daughter of
Erin. It was tried a third time, but my husband understood by
the Shaykh’s manner that he was supported by the local Govern-
ment. This was impolitic on the part of the authorities, as
Ed Dukhi owed them no allegiance, and the Mezrabs had been
faithful allies. The latter were once offered £10,000 to allow
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a certain renegade, O’Reilly, who called himself Hasan Beg, a
free passage, in order to raise the Desert against the Turkish
Government. The Mezrabs returned the blank cheque, and gave
the Government warning, and Hasan Beg and his followers were
captured. I cannot forgive this man of fighting name for kissing
the Pasha’s boots when he was arrested, as the Bedawin assured
me he did to beg his life; and as I was not present, I will
give him the benefit of a doubt.

On the 12th I bought a new Rahwan, a strong Kurdish pony,
beautifully made, with a broad forehead and wide muzzle, and
slit ears, that which did seventy-two miles in eight hours. The
Rahwanji trains by putting two iron bracelets, with bells attached,
above the fetlocks. In this case the Rahwan was perfect, and the
man came only to train me to a new style of riding. You must
sit still in the saddle, with knees high and advanced, and with a
low hand draw in the reins, till the Rahwan carries his head
high.

On the 16th of February our fine old Afghan Kawwass, Moham-
med Agha, had a party, to which he invited me. I must say a few
words about this man, who was the treasure of the British Consulate
of Damascus. He first distinguished himself at Mooltan, when
aged about twenty, in Nicholson’s Horse, when he was called
Mohammed Ali Khan, and where he was severely wounded.
During the Russian war he accompanied Colonel F. Walpole to
the Crimea, where he first met Captain Burton, and was again
wounded at Balaklava. At its close he accompanied an English
officer to Salonika, and saved his life, but was severely wounded a
third time. He made his home in Damascus about twenty years
ago, and became Kawwass of the Consulate. In the time of Mr.
Rogers, Captain Burton’s predecessor, his camp at Tell es Sala-
hiyyeh was attacked, and all his people fled from him except
Mohammed, who for the fourth time was severely wounded. He
served through the Abyssinian campaign, and returned to Damas-
cus, where he served Captain Burton. He was his right-hand
man during that time. Those two could speak three languages
that nobody else understood: Afghanani, Hindostani, and Punjaubi.
He fought and was dangerously hurt, for the fifth time, at Naza-
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reth, when my husband, Mr. Tyrwhitt-Drake, he, and three
servants, had to defend our camp against some 150 furious Greek-
Syrians. On 23rd of October, 1873, after Mr. Vice-Consul Green
had succeeded my husband, an assassin, Abdullah el Kakari, shot
him down at the door of the Consulate, wounded for the sixth
time. Mohammed caught him, and, with one arm broken by a
bullet, held him down till assistance came.

One day after we left, a Shaykh, in a Court of justice, stood
up and publicly cursed our Royalty in Mohammed’s presence.
The pious man supposed British influence to be at a low ebb.
The Kawwass forcibly stopped his mouth with his fist ; the Court
raised a hubbub, but the old brave drew himself up, laid his hand
on his revolver, and cried out to the President of the Court,
“If you permit that man to curse my Queen, I'll shoot him dead
before your face.” The Shaykh and the Kawwass were both con-
demned to prison ; but, of course, Mohammed’s sentence could not
be carried out. This Kakari even threatened to kill the Consul
the moment he came out, and was confined in a rickety prison,
whence he could escape whenever he liked. Why is he not sent
to the Hellespont? Mohammed was a brave and chivalrous
Moslem. He threw in his lot with the English in the East.
Every Englishman who met him knew his courage, ability, and
faithfulness, and all will join us in mourning his loss. He has
often been the one trusty companion of solitary explorers among
the wild hordes of Central Asia. His last journey was to accom-
pany Consul-General Richard Wood and Mr. Green to Ba’albak,
where he died of fever on 6th July, 1874. He was brought back
to Damascus by his fellow Kawwasses and relations, and buried
in the City he had chosen for his home. This brave man
never recovered the Wahabi’s shot, and felt keenly the neglect of
the British Government. A

As I am quoting from my journal of 1869-'70-'71 in 1874,
I must remark that in noticing his life and announcing his
death, the Damascus correspondent of a London paper said,
“He keenly felt the neglect of these he had served;” and also,
“he was wounded in defending Burton and Drake at Nazareth.”
The writer, I am sure, never intended to cast a reflection upon us:
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ncvertheless he has done so. At Nazareth “Burton and Drake”
did not st down and allow Mohammed to fight for them, but all
three, with three servants, defended themselves, and were wounded.
Mohammed received a stone in a tender place, and was ill long
after the others had recovered. With regard to the first statement,
if meant for us, I can only say that during our time Mohammed
was treated more like a friend than a Kawwass. My husband
made him Kawwass-Bashi, with an extra badge of honour, and
increased his pay. When he was sick after Nazareth, during two
months the doctor attended him once or twice a day, and we paid
all the expenses of his illness. When my husband applied for
a fine to be levied on the Greeks who attacked us, he made
Mohammed’s share treble that of the other servants. Ever since
we left, the kindest letters have passed between us. It is true
that we were unable to obtain a pension for him, as he requested
us, but this was no fault of ours. I trust that somebody who
carries more weight will urge it upon the Governmrent to make
an allowance to his wife and children, and to prove, at least,
that England knows how to value fidelity and bravery.

To resume my journal. I went to Mohammed’s party (16th
February, 1871). It consisted, on both sides, of gorgeous dresses
and trinkets, and the usual physical comforts. At the men’s side
this was interspersed with rude native plays, mostly impromptu,
and games, such as imitations of different animals. All these
assemblies, with their coloured lanterns throwing a mysterious
light on the quaint, wild figures, form a scene of which one never
tires, and each time it seems a fresh pleasure.

On the 17th February, Ali Beg Ahmadi and some Druzes
arrived, and we rode to Burzeh and Mizzeh. We used to pass the
evenings listening to them reciting poetry, stories of Ali or of
Antar, their war parties, their victories, their love stories—all in
that low, musical, guttural utterance which will ever live on
my brain, and sough in the ear of my imagination as a luxurious
lullaby.

On the 25th March, Mr. C. F. Tyrwhitt-Drake arrived from
England. One of our native visitors had been praising himself,
with that Eastern vanity which is so delightfully refreshing and
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amusing, because it is so free from guile. He would say, “Did you
ever see & man so handsome as me, so big and tall, so strong, so
clever, and such a good rider, or who can fight or shoot like
me? I am famous amongst my own people.” ¢ Well,” I replied,
laughingly, “ you are here, but I assure you, you would be quite a
little man amongst most Englishmen. For instance, there is one
coming to-night, and you shall judge.” Mr. Tyrwhitt-Drake
was about six feet four inches. When he arrived, my friend gazed
up at him with big, black, wondering eyes, and when nobody was
looking, slid up to me and whispered—* Mashallah, ya Sitti, but
he is as big as a camel!” His boasting ended abruptly. Next
day we made a pic-nic to Abraham’s Sanctuary and the Forty
Sleepers on Jebel Kaysan.

About this time my husband also arrived, with his fingers and
toes frost-bitten, having been seventeen days out in the northern
Desert, taking Homs and Hamah en route. He was for some days
unable to bear a shoe. I kept the affected places constantly
saturated with arnica and water on a rag, and they shortly re-
covered. |

On the 17th March we were agreeably surprised by the -
arrival of Lord Stafford and Mr. Mitford, and we devoted the
next few days to showing them the principal things at Damascus.

This had been an unhappy winter, owing to the famine. It
was, rather, a scarcity which might have been averted. All the
wheat and corn had been bought up cheap, and sold dear; the
ovens, save one, were closed to oblige men to buy bread from
that one. Corn was locked up in the face of the patient,
starving, dying multitude. Crowds round the Serai called down
the vengeance of heaven, and alternately begged for mercy;
round bakers’ shops were starved, pinched, and hunger-stricken
wretches. Bakers were so poor that they had to buy a bag of
flour, half-ground barley and wheat sweepings, bake it secretly,
and sell it, before they could afford another. The animals were
walking skeletons. This went on till it rose to the price required
by a few whose fortunes were made, and they are now flonrish-
ing, as the wicked seem always to do. I could not find it in
my heart to scold un Italiun peasant for what he said to me the
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other day: I was lecturing him for leading a bad life, and
asking him how he could expect Providence to help him whilst
he continued to offend Him—he answered me so naively, “ Ah!
signora benedetta, il diavolo & tanto ricco.” No thunder and
lightning came down on this occasion to crush the oppressors
and open the barns. I used to save all the money I could, and,
telling a Kawwass and men to accompany me with trays, I used
to order a couple of sovereigns worth of bread, and distribute
it in the most destitute part of Salahiyyeh. Your heart would
have bled had you seen the ravenous hunger of the people. who
would jump upon our men, tear the trays down, and those who
loved each other best would tear the bread out of one another’s
mouths. I have sat by crying, because I felt it a mockery to
bring so little; and had I sold all we possessed I could not have
appeased our village for a single day. I wonder if those who
literally murdered the poor, those who kept the granaries full,
and saw unmoved the vitals of the multitude withering for want
of bread, ever think of it from their high and prosperous stations!
—1I suppose not. I often think of those strange words of the
Bible, “ He that hath much, more shall be added unto him; and
he that hath only a little, that little shall also be taken away.”

VOL. II. c
e
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CHAPTER XXIV.
OUR HAJ TO JERUSALEM.

IN March, 1871, Captain Burton desired me to meet him at
Jerusalem by sea, as he was going by land. When I reached
Beyrout to embark for Jaffa, the sea was running high, and there
were hurricanes of rain and wind, thunder and lightning. The
sky was dark, with the wind veering all round the compass; all
advised me to wait for another steamer. My little Syrian girl
was with me, and as she had'never yet been on board a ship,
and seeing a boat capsize with two men passengers who were
attempting to embark alongside my steamer, I preferred seeing
them rescued to doing likewise.

My stay afforded me one pleasure, 1f not two. Cook’s party
had arrived, and I lived as much as I could with them, lunching
and dining every day at their table d’hdte. There appeared to be
about 180, and they afforded me ‘nfinite amusement and instruc-
tion. They come like locusts into a town, and it is hard work for
habitués to find board and lodging during their stay. The natives
used to say, “Ma hum Sayyshin: Hum Kukiyyeh” (“These are
not travellers : these are Cookii”); yet too much cannot be said
in praise of Mr. Cook and his institution. It enables thousands,
who would otherwise stay at home, to enjoy léducation d'un
voyage ; and travel is a necessity for the “narrow insular mind.”
It will open up countries now hardly accessible; a party of
“Cook’s” will not be plundered or maltreated, where an in-
dividual would hardly be able to enter. It will grow instead
of falling off, and every year will see a fresh development.
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* But the “ caravans” are menageries of curious human bipeds.

Surely the enterprising Mr. Cook must advertise for his in-
congruous assemblage, and then pick and choose the queerest.
He must also have a hard time. Some quarrel with him because
it rains, others because they tumble off their horses, and all have
their grievances. One was that they were called at half-past
5 am. and at 6 the tents were struck. One lady was known as
the “ Sphynx.” It appears that her bower falling at the stroke of
6 disclosed the poor thing in a light toilette, whence ensued a
serious quarrel. I took a great interest in her. She wore an
enormous brown mushroom hat, the size of a little table, caked all
over with bunches of brown ribbon. Riding was a great exertion
to her, and her “friends” said that she had always four men in
attendance, two at each side of her saddle. Then there was a rich
vulgarian, who had inveigled a poor gentleman into being his
travelling companion, and who kept up the following specimen of
conversation at the public dinner-table :—

“ You wine, indeed! I dare say! Who brought you out, I
should like to know, at no end of expense? You, who never
dreamt of seeing these back countries!” Every line ending with
“no end of expense,” several times repeated, like declining brays.
I longed to drop a little caustic into Dives, but I was afraid of
poor Lazarus being paid out for it afterwards. All that I saw
would fill a chapter, but it would be unfair to write one; there
were doubtless nice, quiet, well-behaved people amongst them, only
these had no attraction for me. To be quite fair, if we took 180
people of different temperaments, characters, and habits from any
part of the world and jumbled them together, we might feel per-
fectly certain that when those unaccustomed to travel felt hungry
or thirsty, hot or cold, tired or sleepy, and other hardships
attendant upon out-of-door life, the worst part of their character
would rise to the surface, and when skimmed off, that better
things would lie underneath. If I were a young person about
to be married, I should try to organize a travelling expedition
with the object of my affections, and if possible with all my future
family-in-law. Taken in time, it would be useful to many a young
couple, for whom the honeymoon comes too late. I have often
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been forced to imagine, “How I shall pity that man’s wife if ever
he marries,” and wice versi. Mr. Cook is obliged, with a large
caravan, to make certain rules which must be kept with military
precision. Every now and then some one who is unused to any
kind of restraint resents, and quarrels about it. Mr. Cook takes
it all so quietly and good-humouredly, never notices or speaks of
it, nor loses his temper, but goes quietly on his way, carrying out
the programme, as a nurse should act towards a fractious child.
I have often thought, What a knowledge of human nature he
must have acquired, and what curious experiences he must have
had!

My second pleasure was receiving some very pretty and com-
plimentary verses, to which I have always intended giving a
prominent place, because pretty compliments are so rare. Not
knowing at the time from whom I had the honour of receiving
them, I thought it best to send my husband’s thanks. Captain
Burton afterwards became acquainted with the author, who has
written and published several interesting poems. These are the
lines in question :—

A MADAME BURTON.

Madame, tout le monde & I'envi vous admire ;
L’Arabe croit revoir la reine de Palmyre,

Qui seule brava Rome et la remplit d’effroi.

La légende nous peint sur un blanc palefroi

Les amantes des preux du “ Roman de la rose,”
Mais sous ce ciel riant ou 'homme est si morose.
Faisant pilir 'éclat des Dadmes du Manoir,

Vous passez le Liban sur un haut coursier noir ;
A votre vue, alors, I'enfant de ’Arabie,

S’ecrie, en son extase: ¢ Allah! c'est Zénobie !”

Pour moi, dont le cceur tendre est navré chaque jour
De I'état de la femme esclave en ce sejour,
Je me plais & trouver en vous sous cette zone
La fille libre d'Eve en superbe amazone ;
Et comme on vante en vous, l'esprit et le savoir,
Madame, accordez-mot le plaisir de vous voir.
(Signed)  D’AmsLEoON.
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The next steamer was an Egyptian, bound for Jaffa, Port Sa’id,
and Alexandria, and though I have passed the best part of four-
teen years in ships, going from one country to another, I can give
this one the proud distinction of being the worst. She was very
small, very dirty and odoriferous, with half-made beds and unclean
sheets, no stewardess, and no accommodation. She nearly rolled
round in the water, which did not comfort the deck passengers
and the cattle with which they were intermingled. The cabins
were scarcely big enough to turn in. It was no fault of the
captain, or of anybody employed on board, who made up in
civility and kindness for what we lacked in comfort. The weather
was not much better; however, it was impossible to delay any
longer, and one:can bear almost anything for twenty-four hours.
We had a horrible night, and felt very sea-sick. Mohammed
Agha went as a deck-passenger, which he affirmed was far
pleasanter than my first-class cabin, and I longed to be a drover,
and to lie down amongst the cattle.

Jaffa is a peculiar place for landing, as they know who have
been there. The surf is tremendous. There is a natural break-
water, formed by a reef of rocks, against which the sea lashes
with fury. The passage is extremely narrow, and the mistake of
a yard dashes the boat on the rocks. The sailors have to shoot
through a gap with such precision, that if there is the least bad
weather you may ply between Beyrout and Port Sa’id for a week.
Once inside the rocks you are quite safe. There was a doubt
whether we could land, or whether I must be carried on to Port
Sa’id, another twenty-four hours’ sail ; but at about mid-day I was
delighted to see fourteen boats coming off. The rollers were big ;
my poor little girl clung to me in a fright, but behaved very well.
It was an ugly experience for the first sea voyage.

In going over Bible lands with the Bible, I may remark, for
those who know only the translation used by the Church of
England, that I have read and used both Catholic and Protestant
with equal care.

The English Bible authorized by the Roman Catholic Church,
commonly called the Douay, is a translation from the Latin Vul-
gate, of which the Old Testament, with the exception of Psalms,
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Wisdom, Ecclesiasticus, Baruch, and the I. and II. Maccabees, was
translated from the original Hebrew by St. Jerome; and the
Psalms, or Psalter, and the New Testament, are older Latin
versions than St. Jerome, but more or less carefully revised by
him. His work of translating and revising occupied thirty years
of his life, from about A.p. 390 to 420, when he died where
he had lived, at Bethlehem, on the spot where our Saviour was
born.

The Protestant English Bible is, it must be admitted, far
superior as regards the purity and elevation of its style; in fact,
no book can compare with it. But it must be remembered that
what the Douay and Rhenish translators aimed at was an exact
reproduction of the Latin Vulgate, and that they expressly dis-
claimed any attempt to remove its difficulties, or to clear up its
obscurities; they preferred to leave the very words of the Latin
translation from the Hebrew in all ‘passages which had no exact
English equivalent.

The Protestant Bible excludes, as apocryphal, Tobias, Judith,
Wisdom, Ecclesiasticus, Baruch, and 1. and II. Maccabees; whilst
the Catholic Church admits them as being of equal authority with
the rest.

To those who are interested in tradition, I would recommend
reading with discretion the Apocryphal New Testament, which
contains thirty books, at different times attributed to the evan-
gelists and the apostles. Some of them are found in the works of
Jerome and the early fathers of the Church, such as Origen
(210 A.p.). These sub-scriptural works, however, have never been
invested with canonical authority by either Catholics or Pro-
testants, nor are they intended to be received as canons of faith.

Still, they have been used for the instruction and edification of
the laity, and I, for one, knew and believed much of their contents
before I was out of the nursery, though I had never heard of the
Apocryphal New Testament.

It must be remembered that L. IL. 1II. IV. Kings in the
Catholic translation of the Bible are called in the authorized
version L. IL. Samuel and I. IL. Kings; that L. II. Paralipomenon
are called I. II. Chronicles; and I. IL. Esdras are called Ezra and
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Nehemiah. The Canticle of Canticles is known as Solomon’s Song;
and the names Osee, Abdias, Micheas, Sophonias, and Aggeus are
spelt Hosea, Obadiah, Micah, Zephaniah, and Haggai.

Tobias, Judith, Wisdom, Ecclesiasticus, Baruch, and the Books
of the Maccabees are counted apocryphal.

As I hope to be read both by Catholics and Protestants, I
have quoted from the books of the Old and New Testaments, by
both their Catholic and Protestant names, and have so headed all
my texts where the names differ. I must request Catholics to
take their Bibles, as, in deference to what I can but consider
prejudice, I have not used what a writer in the Pall Mall Gazetts
is pleased to call “that emasculated version of the Scriptures
called the Douay Bible.”

The order of the books of the New Testament is the same,
except the last; we say the Apocalypse of St. John the Apostle
for « Revelations.”

I earnestly wish that we Catholics should all receive the
same Bible education as Protestants do, and that we should know
by heart chapter and verse for every single circumstance, as well
as being versed in the substance of the Bible through epistles,
gospels, church offices, and sacred history. I hope it may become
the rule of every new school or college. Foreign Catholics are
often utterly ignorant of the words of Scripture. It should be
the base of every Christian education of all denominations.

Many of my co-religionists will say that this is a Protestant
sentiment. It is a yearning for the rudiments of religious and
historical education. I will give one example of what I mean. A
highly educated gentleman, professing the Moslem religion, said
to me after I married, “You were brought up in a convent?”
“Yes.” “Of course, then, you know your Bible well ?” ¢« Oh
yes,” I answered, thinking I was speaking the truth. «Well,
then,” he said, “ will you tell me what it means ¢ to baptize for
the dead ?’” My countenance fell, and I was very much con-
fused, for I had never even heard of it. I then began to read
both Bibles assiduously, and the Apocrypha besides, and all the
ancient plays and traditions, and the early Fathers. Being an
old friend of my husband’s, he found for me the desired infor-
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mation. The Marcionites were heretics, who lived at Sinope,
AD. 150. Marcion came to Rome, and believed in principles
similar to the Manicheans. When a man died, one of the
Marcionites sat in his coffin, and another asked him if he were
willing to be baptized, and he answered, “Yes,” upon which he
was baptized. These heretics quoted Paul, 1 Corinthians xv. 29:
“Else what shall they do which are baptized, for the dead, if the
dead rise not at all? why are they then baptized for the dead ?”
in support of this practice; but it is clear from this text that
they did not originate it; it was objected that the act was foolish
and useless, since if it was valid a person might be baptized for
a Jew or a Greek, and so effect his conversion without the will
of the recipient. The same friend found a portrait for me of
Marcionites baptizing for the dead, from a book on the Inquisi-
tion, printed at Madrid in 1845.

Jaffa (Joppe) is a pretty, fez-shaped town, set upon a hill-
side. From the ship it looks as though a child had built it
with a pack of cards. The country is verdant with palm, cactus,
and orange groves. There is a bright little German colony,
separate from the town, which contains a small, unpretentious
hotel, very clean and comfortable—the best I have seen in Syria—
with good dinner and beds. The people look like the lower order
of Bedawin of our part of the country, and bear the same relation
as the common tramp to the real gipsy; all is untidy, dirty, and
pell-mell.  The acting Consul (Kayadh) came to visit me, and
the authorities were extremely civil. The women of the Bedawin
Fellahin—who are mostly in rags — wear, in lieu of the face
kerchief of our district, nose bags covered with cowries, coins, and
beads. This peculiar ornament is sometimes triangular, and
sometimes oblong.

Jaffa owns a triple marble arch, with a fountain in each,
covered with carvings and inscriptions. It was built by the
Governor, Abu Nabu. All the roofs are domed, like our Khans.
The natives believe that this town existed before the deluge, and
that Noah built the ark here; that Jaffa being destroyed by the
flood, was restored by Japhet, who gave it a name.*

®* My husband reminds me that at Joppa Perseus slew the dragon which
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The hall where Napoleon I. (1799) poisoned his men who
were dying of the plague, rather than abandon them to native
cruelty, is in the Armenian Orthodox Convent; at the same time,
and for the same reason, he put to death 4000 Albanian prisoners
of war. It was a horrible alternative. The house of Simon the
Tanner, near the sea, close to the light-house, was once covered by
a little Church, now a Mosque.* I will adopt the plan of giving the
Bible text chapter or verse in small print with my descriptions,
that those who want to recall the passage to memory may have
no trouble; those well-versed in Scripture may pass them over. I
always kept my Bible in my saddle-pocket, and found the greatest
delight in reading the chapter upon the spot where the events
referred to took place. Here St. Peter brought Tabitha to life.t

We remained twenty-four hours at Jaffa, and after hiring
horses, we rode on to Ramleh. The gardens about this town, and
for some distance beyond it, are exceedingly blooming. We
passed through orange trees, citrons, and pomegranates. In
about ten minutes we arrived at a fountain, overhung by syca-
mores and cypresses ; it is also of marble, and built by the same
Abu Nabu. Close to the fountain lies a garden, in which, it is
said, was the house of Tabitha (Dorcas).

We soon entered the plain of Sharon. Here Samson burnt
the harvest of the Philistines, by turning out 300 foxes with
fiery torches tied to their tails.t The first village we passed was
Yazur, containing a Wely with nine domes, where Imdm Ali
is buried. Here we left the road to Gaza on the right, and
afterwards the route to Lydda on the left. The chief villages
we saw were Sakiyeh and Bayt Dejjan and Maktalah, so called
because it used to be a great place for brigands. The last village
was Sarafand (Moslem), close to Ramleh. Near here, according
threatened Andromeds, daughter of Cepheus; the place is noted on Etruscan
urns by palm trees. The skeleton was exhibited at Rome, and its dimensions are
given by many writers (Pliny ix. 4, Mela i. 11, and Strabo i. and xvi.). Captain
Burton believes the dragon of 8t. George, which M. Clermont-Ganneau connects
with Dagon, the fish-god of Lydda, to be a direct descendant from the classical
monster. In Syria three distinct places, one of them already mentioned, near
Beyrout, are shown where the fight took place, and where the skeleton is buried.

What a fine fortune a single vertebra would yield !
® Acts x. t Read Acts ix. 36-43, $ Judges xv. 1-6.
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to some, was Geth, or Gath, a Philistine stronghold, the country
of Goliath ; others identify Geth with a village called Geath,
thirty-six miles from Jaffa, on a hill north-east of the Sharon
plain. .

The whole ride was green and pretty, and the country was
covered with a carpet of beautiful wild flowers; we could look
down upon the sea, and we saw all around a fine tract of
grass meadow land, cultivation, and groves of oranges and
other fruit trees. We loitered long in the plain of Sharon,
which is sixty miles long by twenty-four broad, undulating
and fertile, and we crossed it from west to south-east. We reached
Ramleh early, and went straight to the Terra Santa Monastery of
Spanish and Italian Franciscans. The monk who acted as porter
received me at the door somewhat stiffly, but when he knew what
I was, he altered his manner, and ran to call his Superior. The
truth is, every evening people arrive and ask for hospitality, and
are not all so polite as they might be, and therefore the good
Fathers are not expansive until they know with whom they have
to deal. They put my Syrian girl and me into a clean bed-
room, with embroidered muslin curtains and chintz tops.

Ramleh is the ancient Arimathes, the country of Joseph and
Nicodemus, who had the honour of burying our Saviour. It once
boasted a Castle, walls with twelve gates, and large markets; now
it is a dirty village of 4,000 inhabitants, chiefly Moslem. Close
to it the Crusaders fought that great battle in which fell the
Comtes de Blois and de Bourgogne, and when Comtes de Bourges
and Conrad were taken prisoners. Baldwin alone escaped by
hiding in the long grass, and thus reached the City, where he was
saved by an Arab Emir. Ramleh, for a time, was the head-
quarters of our Cceur de Lion. The Crusaders built a Church
dedicated to St. John the Baptist: it is now a Mosque, calied
Jéimia Khiyib ed Din. We visited it, and the “ White Mosque ”
(Jamia el Abiad), and we went to the top of the tower, 113 steps
high, dedicated to the Forty Martyrs. We enjoyed a beautiful
view: firstly of the ruins beneath us, which may have been the
Templar monastery, or an old Khan; of the village and olive
groves, of the plain, and of the distant sea, with an Eastern sun-
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set. We also visited the Convent Chapel, which covers the house
of Nicodemus. At night the Monastery was full, and we were
served by the Monks. When I saw the company assembled in
the refectory for supper, I did not wonder at the porter receiving
me with such caution. They snorted and grunted and spat, and
used their forks for strange purposes. Indeed, if I had not been
hungry I could not have eaten, though pretty well seasoned to
living with all kinds of people.

We started at 9.30 next morning. This day decidedly we
“left dull care” at home. We had delicious weather, and we
were exhilarated by our near approach to Jerusalem. We occu-
pied seven and a half hours on the road, loitering two and a half,
and riding five—reaching the Holy City at 5 p.m. We passed
two cafés on the road, impromptu gipsy sheds, where we found
good Turkish coffee and narghilehs; and here and there we were
tempted by shady olive groves, and by fields of marigolds,
poppies, daisies, and chamomiles, to dismount and sit awhile.
The country, after leaving the plain of Sharon, was hilly and
ridgy, and villages or houses dotted the surface at a distance
from the road. I will not mention every village, guard-house, or
well, but note down the principal objects of interest. Later we
passed Kubab (Koba of the Talmud), on the borders of the terri-
tory between the Israelites and the Philistines. To the east we
saw the village of Bayt Nuba, City of Nob, of the priests,* where
the high priest, Ahimelech, gave the bread of proposition, or
shew-bread, to David, because he had no other, and also the sword
of Goliath, and where David feigned madness before Acaish, king
of Gath. It is the same Nob where Saul, out of jealousy of
David, slew every living thing, even to the animals.}

We soon after passed a little hill and stream called El Latrin,
where the plain of Sharon ends, and the Highlands of Judea
commence. The hill is covered with ancient ruins. This is
supposed to have been the native place of Dismas, the penitent
thief. Once there was a Church, and also a Castle, which was a
lurking place for robbers. Ibrahim Pasha razed it to the ground,

* Read I. Kings or I. 8amuel xxi. 1-15.
+ Read I. Kings or I. Samuel xxii. 18, 19.
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and the church also disappeared. Close to El Latrin is Emmaus;
residents at Jerusalem have opined that Emmaus, also called
Nicopolis, Gofna, and El Latrin, were one locality, El Latrin
being the stronghold where Vespasian left 800 men to guard
Judea. At Emmaus are the ruins of an old church dedicated
to the seven Maccabees, who, with their mother, suffered martyr-
dom under Antiochus, B.c. 168.*

The next thing of interest is Dayr Ayyiab (Convent of Job),
an abandoned monastery ; and soon afterwards we reached Bab el
Wady (Gate of the Valley), where the first “shanty "-café is
situated, and where we stopped for half-an-hour. Shortly after-
wards we passed the ruined Mosque of Imém Ali, whose Wely we
saw close to Jaffa. The next place worth noticing was Karyath
el 'Inab (Village of Grapes), now Abu Gosh, from its ancient
Chief, a famous brigand, who used to black-mail travellers, till
Ibrahim Pasha put a stop to his doings in 1830. This is the
ancient Baalah of the tribe of Judah, Kariathiarim, Kariath-baal.
In the house of Abinadab was placed the Holy Ark, when the
Philistines gave it up, and it remained there twenty years, until
David transplanted it to Jerusalem, 1033 B.c.t There was once a
church here, dedicated to St. Jeremias; its convent was destroyed,
the monks were massacred, and the building is now a stable.

We see a high mountain called Suba, long thought to be
ancient Modin of the Maccabees, where Simon erected the sepul-
chre of his family. My dear and venerable confessor, Fray
Emmanuel Forner of our Terra Santa monastery of Damascus,

# II. Maoccabees (Protestant Apocrypha) vii.

Once for all, allow me to state that I make no pretensions to topographical
study, nor did I weigh the respective merits of disputed places. Those who wish
ampler information upon the subject will read the American Dr. Robinson, the
larger Dictionary of the Bible, and especially the journal and the various pub-
lications of the Palestine Exploration Fund—that Society which has done so much
honest, original, and valuable work upon what is popularly termed ¢ half-nothing.”
In my humble way, I must be content with the identifications of my ecclesiastical
informants, and local Moslem and Jewish teachers. Some of the former are modern,
many are ancient, and possibly despite all neologism they may in the end prove
true. I prefer to believe what the people living on the spot say, because I think
that, if a holy site were suddcily changed, the fact must be handed down from

father to son, like other frauds.
t I. Kings or I. Samuel wii. . 2; I Paralipomenon or I. Chronicles xiii. 5, 6, 7.
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found in 1866 a place six miles east of Lydda called Madysh,
where he says, St. Jerome places this town. It is situated on
a little hill, with a good view of the sea, from which would be
seen to advantage the pyramids that adorned the sepulchre, and
there are still the ruins of an ancient town, of which all the fine
stones and marbles have been transferred to Lydda. There were
mosaics, and wells cut in the rock, and a half-ruined rectangular
building which would repay excavation.*

We next rode up the steep ascent of Kastel, to one of the
principal heights of Judah, and to the north we saw Neby
Samwil, the ancient Ramathaim-sophim, the birth-place of the
Prophet S8amuel. Soon after we perceived Ain Karim, and St.
Jean dans les Montagnes, of which I shall have to speak later.
We then passed the torrent of Terebinth, where David took
the five stones to put in his sling, and killed Goliath in this
valley.t

We pussed by Liftah, the village whose fruit gardens are
watered by the Ain Liftah. This is supposed to be the Ain
Nephtoah of Holy Scripture, which gives its name to this settle-
ment on the borders of the tribes of Judah and Benjamin.}

I have said that in writing my pilgrimage I shall cling to all
the old traditions with regard to sites, and the legends or facts
which, according to us, have been handed down from father to
son, since history began, to the present day. I take what is
believed among the natives, and what is confirhed by the
Church.

Science and excavation will doubtless throw new lights on
our old traditions, which, like the kaleidoscope, will delight the
eye of many; but in these matters I hope and think the mass of
the world will hold to the ancient way. It grates upon my heart
to hear such asseverations as these:—*“ Emmaus; oh! Emmaus
changes its site every year.” “That the Sepulchre! how absurd to
suppose the Sepulchre could be so near to Calvary;” and no one
doubts the sites except the English. I have seen every kind of
Christian kneeling at our Saviour’s tomb, except my countrymen,

& 1. Maccabees xiii. 25-80; L. Kings or I. Samuel xvii. 40.
t I. Kings or 1. Bamuel xvii. { Joshua xv. 9.
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and they remain outside in the church, gazing at the chapel
which encloses it, and staring at the people kneeling three times
as they approach it, as if they were watching some wild Hindoo
practice, or the Da’aseh at Cairo.

Long before we reached Jerusalem we thought we were enter-
ing the Holy City, either on account of some old broken arch or
bit of wall; but it was only a prelude, during which we were wound
up to a pitch of expectation. This increased as we viewed east-
ward the Mount of Olives and the Valley of the Cross (Wady
Musallabah) to the right, where are the Greek Orthodux seminary,
the Convent of the Cross, and the Convent of St. Elias. To the
right, in the distance, we saw Bethlehem, and, like an immense
wall on the horizon, the Moab mountains.

At last I reached the crescent of a hill, upon which is a guard-
house, and I beheld Jerusalem beneath me. At the sight I reined
in my horse, with my face to the Sepulchre, and gazed upon
the City of my longing with silent emotion and prayer. Every
Christian bared his head. Every Moslem and Jew saluted. It is
the custom for Catholics at this spot to recite the Psalm “ Leeta-
tus sum in his” (“I rejoiced at the things that were said to me:
we shall go into the house of the Lord ). All present, though of
different faiths, now had a tie in common, and we all remained
gilent for several minutes.

Of all journeys, the most interesting to a Christian is a pil-
grimage to the Holy Land, to the Sepulchre of his Saviour. The
savant has a wide field for his researches, and the pious pilgrim
cannot take one step on this sacred soil without finding a monu-
ment, a sanctuary, or a site which he reveres. Jerusalem is
holy for the Jews, who, in the day when they were the chosen
people of God, had their temple here, and who still honour
the stones which remind them of what they were. She is holy
for the Christians, who were here redeemed. She is holy for
the Moslems for the sake of Omar’s Mosque enclosing the Dome
of the Rock, and for the midnight journey of Mohammed on
El Borik. Personally speaking, I am going there to follow
my Redeemer through His three different lives, to instruct my-
self, as well as I am able, at the Fountain Head, with the Book
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in my hand, and to draw therefrom strength and grace. I would
realize the scenes of His public life, instructing men and curing
maladies, and His three years’ mission for the sons of Adam: His
private and hidden life at Nazareth as the son of a carpenter, in
poverty, obscurity, and obedience to Mary and Joseph, with com-
mon joys and sorrows like ours, with labour, hunger, thirst, cold,
heat, fatigue, and privations such as we have—an eighteen years
retreat in the interior of His family, dating from His teaching the
Doctors in the Temple at twelve, to His commencing His public
career: and I would try to understand something of His inter-
course with His heavenly Father, the divinity which remained
with Him upon earth, and of which He so often conversed with
His disciples, and meant us to meditate upon. In one word,
I ask for no vision or extraordinary thing, but I would realize, in
a sensible manner, the invisible presence of my Saviour.

I feel almost unworthy to write upon a subject so full of
thrilling interest as that of Jerusalem, and I wish to do so with
purity of heart, with humility, with prayer and fasting.

The first buildings which met our sight were those of the
extensive Russian colony, growing and prospering as they do all
over Syria. They consist of Episcopal palace and Chapel, a Cathe-
dral and Hospice, Hospital, Doctors’ Quarters, Pharmacy, and
Convent of Russian Sisters. All was begun in 1860, and completed
in four years. We leave these buildings on our left as we ride
towards the Jaffa gate, also called Bab el Khalil, outside which
are stalls, horses, donkeys, and a motley crowd, including lines of
the most pitiful lepers. The Gates of Jerusalem are open from sun-
rise to sunset, except this, which is opened sooner and shut an hour
later. On Friday, the Moslem Sunday, all are shut from 11.30 a.m.
to 1 p.m., the Mosque hour, on account of a prediction that the
Christians will retake Jerusalem on a Friday, whilst the Moslems
are at prayer. We went to the Mediterranean Hotel, where we
had engaged rooms, but being a day late they had been let. A
little disappointed, I rode on to the Damascus Hotel, and was
afterwards exceedingly glad—I had come for a devotional pil-
grimage, and not to mix with the Frankish world. The Damascus
Hotel was comfortable, very quiet, central, and close to every-
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thing we wanted to see. In the evening, instead of being sur-
rounded by compatriots, which is sometimes a pleasure, but not
here, I was able to sit on a terrace and realize the dream of my
life—I believe, the dream of all our lives.

The sun is setting on the Mount of Olives, where our Saviour’s
feet last touched this earth ; the Mosque of Omar glitters its rosy
farewell ; the arch of Ecce Homo lies beneath us ; the cross of the
Sepulchre catches the ruddy glow ; out yonder are the mountains
of Moab, purple and red in the dying day, and we know that
between us and them, deep down, lies the Bahr Lut (the Dead
Sea).

This evening my husband arrived with the horses, and the
Sais and Habib, and we found a good place for stabling close by.
Mr. Tyrwhitt-Drake, who was with us, had an attack of asthma.
He told us that whenever he entered Jerusalem he felt ill, that
the whole time he was in it the atmosphere excited and irritated
his nerves, and that as soon as he left it he began to get better.
We thought, as he was so young, only four-and-twenty, that he
had outgrown his strength, and would get over it.

It would be useless for me to attempt the history of a place
so well-known as Jerusalem. I merely insert these few dates for
the convenience of my readers’ memory.

Jerusalem means “vision of,” or more literally, “he sees peace.”
Her ancient name was Salem, and she was founded by Melchisedec
(about a.m. 2023). Fifty years afterwards she was taken by the
posterity of Jebus, son of Canaan. She remained quiet for five
hundred years, until Israel was brought out of captivity (A.M.
2553). Joshua conquered the Promised Land, killing thirty-one
“ kings,” amongst whom was Adonisec, her King.

Until the reign of David, the Citadel remained in the posses-
sion of the Jebusites, but the Psalmist King took it, made it the
Capital, and here placed the Ark of the Covenant. Then David
sinned in taking the census of the people, and God sent the
plague. He therefore built, by the order of the Prophet Gad, an
altar on the threshing-floor of Araunah the Jebusite, which was
on Mount Mériah; and the pestilence ceased.* On this spot
Solomon built his great Temple.

* II. Kings, or 11. 8amuel, xxiv. 17-25.
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The Ten Tribes then separated themselves, and the remain-
ing two had to contend for three centuries against Egyptians,
Philistines, and Arabs, allied with the other ten, who eventu-
ally dispersed, B.c. 599, and 413 years after Solomon had
begun the foundations of the Temple. Nebuchadnezzar came to
destroy Jerusalem and the Temple; and in the eleventh year
of the reign of Sedecias, twenty-second king of David’s line, he
led the Jews captive to Babylon, which exile lasted seventy
years. Then Cyrus, king of Persia, gave them leave to rebuild
their Temple, which was accomplished in the tenth year of Darius’
reign (B.c. 511). From the time of the captivity the Jews had no
more kings, but the line of David was continued from Jechonias
to Jesus Christ.

Alexander the Great treated Jerusalem well: she then fell
into the power of Ptolemy Soter, and she owed a new life to the
protection of the Ptolemies and Seleucides of Asia, till the cruelty
of Antiochus Epiphanes deluged her with misfortunes. The
Maccabees gave her independence (B.c. 160), and, until Palestine
fell into the hands of Rome, she was governed by the Asmonean
princes. Pompey took Jerusalem B.c. 63; Herod ornamented
her, and restored the Temple, and near the end of his reign our
Saviour was born (A.M. 4000). Seventy years after the birth of
Christ, and thirty-seven after his death, the Romans destroyed
the City and burnt the Temple. v

In A.p. 136 Hadrian rebuilt it, and called the city Zlia Capi-
tolina; in 326 St. Helena and her son Constantine built the
Basilica, adorned the Sepulchre, and restored to Jerusalem her
ancient name ; in 614 Chosroes II. sacked the town and destroyed
the Basilica; in 637 it fell into the hands of Omar, who is
popularly believed to have built his celebrated mosque over
Araunah’s threshing-floor. The Dome of the Rock still keeps
his name, but it was rebuilt in A.H. (year of the Hegira) 68 by
the Khalif Abd el Melek bin Merwin. In the ninth century
Hartn el Rashid sent the keys of the Sepulchre to Charlemagne.
In 1099 the Crusaders took possession of the Holy Places, but
before another century had elapsed (1187) Salah ed Din (Saladin)

made his solemn entry into, and at the same time 100,000 Chris-
VOL. II. D
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tians left, Jerusalem. Frederic II. had possession of it for a short
time, but it relapsed into the hands of the Moslems, who hold
it still. '

Ancient Jerusalem was built on three mountains, but the
Jerusalem of to-day sits on five. Akkra is the lower town, Sion
is the highest, Mériah is the Holy Hill, Bezetha'is the new town,
and Ghareb looks towards the setting sun. The five mountains
are separated by four valleys, namely, the Tyropeson, Jehoshafat,
Hinnom, and Kedron. The City, which anciently contained
150,000 souls, now numbers at most 21,000, not including the
pilgrims and visitors.

Its high grey walls have seven gates, fiye open and two closed.
These are—

1. Bib el Khalil (the Hebron gate), which the English call
the Jaffa gate.

2. Béb el ’Amid (gate of the column), or Damascus gate. .

3. Bab el Usbat (gate of the tribes), called by Christians Bib
Sitti Mariam (gate of the Blessed Virgin Mary). In the time of
the Crusaders it was the gate of the valley of Jehoshafat, and by
the Israelites called the Flock, or sheep, gate. The English now
call it St. Stephen’s gate.

4. Bib el Moghéribeh (gate of the Moors), more anciently
known as the Dung gate.

5. Bib Neby Daoud (the gate of the Prophet David), the
English “Sion gate.”

6. (Shut.) Béib ed Dahabfyeh (the Golden gate), known as
the Eternal gate, and sometimes called Bib et Taubah- (gate of
Repentance).

7. (Shut.) Béb es Zdheri (gate of Blossoms), also known as
gate of Herod.

The Jewish and the Mohammedan quarters surround the
Hérém, which occupies the whole of Mériah; the Moslems also
spread themselves over Bezetha and part of Akkra, and the Jews
over Sion. The Armenian quarter occupies the rest of Sion, and
the Greek Christian quarter part of Sion and Akkra.

I would here recommend all persons with low-church tenden-
cies, with a limited religious faith, geologists, antiquaries, and
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archwologists, to skip over a few pages; to them I concede not
only the old 6000 years, but 66,000 times 6000 years, if they
please. Time does not affect our old facts: it only tells us that
we do nmot know how to count. I wish to write freely upon
religious subjects, and as I respect all other religions, I require
the same respect for mine. I warn off scoffers from mixing the
traditions and legends, which are of optional belief, so many of
which adorn my recital, with the grand basis of our faith, and
its practices. I have collected, and recite, not only the traditions
and legends of the Catholic Church, but those of all other
religious beliefs. I find that we have many points in common,
though Catholics generally do not know it, with the Moslems
and Jews. Whenever we have a tradition or legend, they have
a similar one with different actors and different names.

The next morning we were out early, and these words were
written on the spot:—“I am sitting under the Golden Gate of
the Temple, looking down upon the Valley of Kedron, which
is banked by strong and precipitous sides. The steeps are all
crowned with buildings or ruins; the opposite one (Mount of
Olives) by a mosque, and the one upon which I am sitting, by the
walls of Jerusalem, which rise behind me. The Garden of Geth-
gemane i8 on the opposite declivity, low down near the Kedron
ravine ; I can see also the Tomb of our Blessed Lady, from which
she is said to have risen after three days, like our Lord, and
she was assumed into heaven. The traditions of the Church
show us a place where the angel Gabriel came to announce to
our Lady her death, as he did her Immaculate Conception. Also,
we are shown the site of her death, where the Jews attacked
and insulted her fumeral, the spot where she was buried, and
the place where St. Thomas the Apostle saw her rising in glory to
heaven. There is nothing of all this at Ephesus, where some
pretend that she died, and where they have nothing to show
relative to her life or death. So we cling to the traditions of
her native place. )

“ From where Isit I can also see the tombs of Jehoshafat, Heze-
chiah, Absalom, and St. James the Less. There is the Valley of
Judgment ; it is already full of the tombs of Jews whose hearts
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yearn for their old Temple, and who have caused their bones to lie
as near it as permitted. The sky is glorious. The birds, insccts,
flowers, the balmy air and the sweet breath of spring, all contribute
to a sense of enjoyment. It is approaching Holy Week, and the
pilgrims of every race, colour, tongue, costume, and creed, arc
swarming beneath. All you who have been to Jerusalem, my
sister pilgrims, know the scene: but to you who do not know it,
how can I describe what I feel—what you will feel when you are
so happy as to make this pilgrimage? I will try, at the risk
of being called visionary, weak, and superstitious. I sit on a
mound, gazing on these holy places, and I think over them; and
then I kneel on the grass, and I pray and weep, and weep and
pray, not because I am sad, but because I cannot stay my tears.
All imaginable emotions crowd alternately upon my mind. I am
so thankful to God to be a living thing; I repass in my mind
the whole birth, life, passion, and death of our beloved Master;
the early history of Jerusalem, her great crime, the retribution
she is suffering, the scenes that have been enacted in her from
her beginning to her present time. Gratitude to our Saviour
for our redemption fills my heart with such devotion, such con-
fidence of mercy, such lucidity, and, if I may use the word,
such familiarity with heavenly subjects, which seems the halo of
grace thrown around the locality by our Saviour’s precious blood
having fallen upon the soil. I cannot tell you how strange it
is to sece, to think, and to pray by, nay touch, the very scenes and
monuments of which you learned at your mother’s knee, of which
you read every morning in your childish lesson, and in which you
were examined upon Sunday by your parish priest. You then
felt as if these things were some mystery of the other world, and
perhaps sometimes your little brain thought them dry and
useless. You did not understand how this thing could be, or -
what another passage could mean. You only knew that it was
. true, and that you must believe it, and learn it by heart.

“And now you are here, your mind wanders back to that child-
hood, and then 1871 years farther. You, the little one of the
nursery, are a grown-up woman, and you find yourself in the same
town that bewildered your head in the days when you longed
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to run away and play; amongst the same people, who are living
the same life, saying and doing and thinking exactly the same
things they said, did, and thought, eighteen centuries ago. You
feel the whole force of the truths contained in the Bible, how
there is nothing extraordinary, difficult, or incongruous in any
sentence, whatever may have appeared in those young days. If
you opened your mouth you would speak in the same way, and
the sentences that had no meaning for you then, are explained by
nature itself; you touch the Tomb, and you ask yourself, ‘Is
this real, or am I dreaming?’ You walk about with swelling,
choking throat, and your eyes fill with tears against your will,
from happiness and °associations. Your one wish is to avoid
everything and every one, for they only jar upon your feelings.
Nor can you easily settle down to a calm enjoyment of these
things during a first visit to Jerusalem.”

Let us begin at the beginning, and go through those sad
events as they happened, taking each place in its proper time.

First, we rode to see the “Stone of the Colloquy,” on the road
to Bethany, so called because it is believed that when Martha
came to tell Jesus that her brother Lazarus was dead, the Saviour
sat upon this stone whilst He conversed with her. It is a little
table of rock about a yard long. We then went over a jagged
country to Bethany, a short hour from Jerusalem. It is the
village where our Lord used to sup with Martha and Mary,
where He raised Lazarus, and where He remained during the few
days before the “ Last Supper "—the Passover.* Bethany is now
but a few huts and broken walls in a sheltered spot. To see
the tomb of Lazarus, you descend a flight of twenty-seven steps
to a vestibule cut in the rock; then three steps more and a little
passage lead into a sepulchre, which is like a small, empty rock
chamber. {*The Moslems respect this tomb, believing that whoever
dishonours it will lose his children by death. The Canons of the
Sepulchre here kept a convent of Lazarists in olden times. About
forty yards to the south, they show the supposed house of Martha
and Mary. Of course we understood the site, for the hut there
now is not ancient enough; and a few minutes’ walk to the west

# Read John xi., Luke x. 38-42, Mark xiv. 3-9, xi. 12-14, 19-26.
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is the house of Simon the Leper, the scene of Magdalen’s
anointing the feet of our Saviour. We passed also a little field
where Christ withered the tree; it is marked by an excavation in
the rock, where there is always a fiz. One could not wonder at
our Lord choosing this retreat. Bethany faces a beautiful view.
It is in a green nook, happy in stillness. There are sloping hills
to the Dead Sea. One can picture Him staying here, looking
over the mountains of Moab, watching the sun set on Mount
Olivet, pondering over and preparing for the great work of man’s
salvation, longing for the hour of His ascension to His Father,
waiting just without that great City of His enemies until the
moment came.

The way by which we returned was that upon which Jesus
rode upon the ass in triumph on Palm Sunday (a.n. 33), down
the Mount of Olives, and in at the Golden Gate of the Temple.*
This gate is always kept shut on that account, according to
ancient prophecy, and you pass it by, saluting it, and entering the
town by the nearest to it.

Ezekiel (xliv.), relating his vision, said :—“Then he brought
me back the way of the gate of the outward sanctuary which
looketh towards the east; and it was shut. Then said the Lord
unto me: This gate shall be shut, it shall not be opened, and no
man shall enter in by it; because the Lord, the God of Israel,
hath entered in by it, therefore it shall be shut.”

We will now visit the next scene, the Cceenaculum, or the
room of the last supper.t On our road we will notice some spots
which are revered for their associations. We are now standing
in the Christian cemeteries. At the south of the American
cemetery there is a little spot of desolate land. It is the site of
a house where, when all was over, our Blessed Lady lived with
St. John, whom our Lord on His Cross consigned to her care.
Here she passed her last fifteen years; here she died at the
age of sixty-three, and was buried near the garden of Gethsemane
—as the body disappeared three days after burial, it is the pious
belief by our revelation and tradition that she was assumed into

# Mark xi. 7-11.
+ Read Mark xiv. 12-25; John xxii. 19-29;Acts i. 18-26, ii. 1-4.



Cenaculum. 39

heaven by our Divine Lord. St. Thomas is affirmed to have said -
that he saw her rising in glory to heaven, and that “she dropped
her girdle to him,” as Elijah did his mantle to Elisha.

Poor mother! who knew for thirty-three years what it was
to live with Jesus. A desolate, lonely age of fifteen years that
must, have been, passed in anxiety to rejoin him. How dreary
and sad she must have ever felt, excepting when the thoughts
of man’s redemption whispered to her that the time of her suffer-
ing was soon to end, and must not be counted in so great a cause.
How she must have dwelt on Simeon’s prophecy, “ And thy own
soul a sword shall pierce.” (Luke ii. 35.) How she must,
humanly speaking, have dwelt with sadness on the sufferings of
the beloved Son. Our Lord must have ordained that she should
pass those fifteen years in poverty, humility, and obscurity, as it
were in a kind of spiritual retreat, preparing for what was to
come—I mean her assumption and her coronation as Queen of
Heaven.

All that remains ¢n sits of this poor, small dwelling, are some
large stones, said to be the foundations: the Christians who pass
by salute it, and place something for a remembrance. The stones
are covered with flowers, pins, wafers, pebbles, and many other
things of the same value, which mean, “ I remembered the sorrow
of Jesus’ mother, when I passed her dwelling.” Now we can pass
on, for this is not what we came to see.

A little to the East you find a group of houses, surmounted
by a leaden cupola and a minaret; that is called Nabi Daoud
(Prophet David). On the southern side, a door admits you to a
yard and stable; and a few stairs ascend to a little paved court.
Turn to the door on your left, and you enter what was an ancient
Church, but is now converted into a Mosque. It is built on the
site of the ancient Supper-room. As some say that the present
room may be the actual site built up with other materials, I will
describe it. It is a long hall, with a groined roof, supported by
three columns, and it has three pointed arched windows on one
side, looking on the court. It is what one’s imagination pictures
the scene of the “Last Supper” to have been. Here our Lord
instituted for us the substance of the Holy Sacrifice of the Mass,
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and the Sacrament of the Blessed Eucharist. His last act before
His Passion commenced was to leave us this precious legacy.
Here took place the mystery of the union between God and man
in the Holy Communion. God ordained that Jesus should choose
a privileged people, whose faith could rise above the earth and
the senses.

It was in this hall that He washed His disciples’ feet; that He
promised them the Holy Ghost; that He told Judas that he was
about to betray Him, and Peter that he was about to deny Him.*

It was in this hall that Christ appeared to His disciples on
the day of His resurrection, and again eight days afterwards, when
He told Thomas to put his finger into His wounds, and gave us
this benediction, “ Blessed are they who have not seen and have
believed.” That is for you and me, reader, and I rejoice not to
have seen that I may believe; it appears to me the only thing
that we can do for our Blessed Saviour in return, the only thing
to please Him, and to prove our gratitude. It was in this hall
that Matthias was chosen an apostle in place of Judas; it was
here that the Holy Ghost came down upon the disciples in form
of fiery tongues; it was here that St. James lived as Bishop of
Jerusalem, that the Sacraments of Confirmation and Extreme
Unction and Holy Orders were instituted, and that St. Stephen
and six others were ordained deacons.t The building was the pro-
perty of the same Joseph of Arimathaa who had the honour of
burying Jesus.

We now can realize the scene of the Last Supper, the last say-
ings and counsels of the Master to His beloved twelve—each,
though they did not then understand, pregnant with an eternal
meaning ; His last affecting farewell of His beloved mother, and

# Read Matthew xxvi. 21.25, 81.85; John xxiv. 16, 17, 26, 36, 87, 38; John -

xxv. 7-18, 26, 27 ; John xiii. 4-15.

+ Acts vi. 1-6.

James iv. 14-16 (Extreme Unction):—* Is any sick among you ? let him call for
the elders of the church: and let them pray over him, anointing him with oil in the
name of the Lord: and the prayer of faith shall save the sick, and the Lord shall
raise him up; and if he have committed sins, they shall be forgiven him. Confess
your faults one to another, and pray one for another, that ye may be healed. The
effectual fervent prayer of a righteous man availeth much.”
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of those who were dear to Him on earth; after which, with the
chosen few, He went forth to the garden to pray.

I spent the greater part of the afternoon conversing upon
these things. The origin of a dislike to sitting down thirteen to
table began after the Last Supper; in old times it was a super-
stition that one would turn traitor, and in modern times it is said
that one will die.

I wish that a painter who knows the East would produce a
“Last Supper,” not with modern dinner-table, cloth, and plates,
as we have always seen it, and which destroys all pleasure
and devotion; but as it must have been, with our dear Lord
and His disciples sitting upon rugs, or mats with low cushions,
in a circle. Inthe middle stands a large round brass tray, the size
of a table, balanced upon a low stool, with platters and bowls.*
Holman Hunt, who has long lived at Jerusalem, and Frederic
Leighton, who has lately been to Damascus, and has brought back
Eastern nature and its truths with him, are the only great
artists equal to the work.

All that the four Evangelists have written shows how none
knew His own people so well as our Saviour. The Syrians acted
towards Him as they would if He were alive to-day. When He
was in trouble they slept; whenever there was a danger they
fled; Judas betrayed Him; Peter denied Him; Thomas dis-
believed in Him. Whenever He strictly “charged them to tell
no man,” they told. Every now and then, in addressing the
people, He could not help bursting forth into, “ Ye generation
of vipers.”

Which of us has not, at some time or other, suffered cruelly
from the unjust and groundless desertion of a trusted friend?
This must have been the most galling part of His passion. And
every time we suffer in this way we share with our Divine Master.
From Peter