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PREFACE

| VERY reader naturally desires to know a little

about the author whose work he is about to

study. To those who are not acquainted with

Mr. Levinsohn's romantic biography, a few

lines of introduction may be serviceable.

Mr. Levinsohn is a Russian Jew, and he was born in the

year 1855. He was diligently instructed in the religion 01

his parents, but he could find no soul-rest in the rites and

ceremonies of Judaism. Impelled by a strong passion for

peace with God, he left his native land, and, after suffering

almost incredible hardships, reached the shores of England

in the year 1871.

The story of his wanderings reads like a chapter of

romance ; for he suffered very great privations. At any

moment he might have been in affluence if he had con

sented to return to his home. But he was resolved to
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" travel through the whole world, if by thus doing he could

find satisfaction for his soul." Those who are interested in

the mysterious leadings of God's Spirit, as well as those who

find pleasure in true life stories, are referred to " The Story

of Isaac Levinsohn." * Suffice it now to say that by Divine

mercy he was led to receive Jesus as his Saviour, and in the

year 1872 he publicly professed faith in Christ. His friends

entreated, threatened, and employed every artifice in order

to induce him to return to the faith which he had aban

doned. He, however, stood firm, and was therefore cast

off by them all. Some of his former co-religionists even

attempted to murder him. He is, therefore, a sufferer of the

Lord Jesus, and now labours with much encouragement

on behalf of his brethren. The succeeding pages will be

read with deeper interest and profit when this is remembered.

His biography is a good commentary upon the following

chapters, and they should be read with it in hand.

1 Published by Alfred Holness, 14, Paternoster Row, London, E.G.,

at 1s.

 



 

PREFACE TO THE SECOND EDITION.

IE are thankful to God for the interest taken in

the publication of " The Story of My Wander

ings " already rendering another edition neces

sary. The personal expressions of pleasure

in the perusal of the volume received from

many servants of God have filled us with gratitude and

thankfulness, and we send forth the little volume again,

unaltered in any way, in the hope that it may still be

used—first, to awaken deeper interest in all that concerns

God's ancient and wonderful people, who are still " be

loved for the Fathers' sakes"; and, secondly, to direct

attention to the marvellous land which will yet hear the

lovely words, " Arise, shine, for thy light is come, and the

glory of the Lord is risen upon thee."

We venture to add a few words received from that earnest

worker, Mr. Gawin Kirkham, shortly after returning from

visiting the same scenes in Palestine. He says : " I have care

fully read the volume, ' The Story of My Wanderings,' and

have found myself singularly interested in the narrative.

... I went over the same ground, and in reading the

book I retraced my own footsteps very vividly. ... I am

recommending all my friends to obtain it, and they will

have the story of my wanderings also."

January, 1891.



PUBLISHER'S NOTE TO THE THIRD EDITION.

AT the request of many friends we have re-issued thrs

volume. It has been out of print for years, but is now

again sent forth with the earnest desire that the perusal

of the story of the author's wanderings in these wonderful

Bible Lands may prove helpful, instructive, and a blessing

to many new readers.

We desire to state that in future publications by this

writer, the name will be altered from Levinsohn to the Angli

cised form Levinson.

Nbr'emf'er, 1890.
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THE FOLLOWING PAGES TO THE

REV. ADOLPH SAPHIR, D.D.,

WHOM I VERY MUCH LOVE AND ADMIRE.

HIS PIETY, LEARNING, AND CLEAR EXPOSITIONS OF

GOD'S MOST HOLY WORD HAVE INFLUENCED MY LIFE AND

SHAPED MY CHARACTER.

HIS BURNING ZEAL FOR THE SALVATION OF ISRAEL HAS HEI.PF.l;

TO KINDLE A FLAME OF ENTHUSIASM IN MY HEART FOR MY

BRETHREN'S SALVATION, AND i PRAY FOR THE TIME

WHEN THE SAME FIRE SHALL BURN IN ALL

CHRISTIAN HEARTS—WHEN ALL THE

" LORD'S REMEMBRANCERS " SHALL

" PRAY FOR THE PEACE

OF JERUSALEM."



 

CHAPTER I.

TO THE "LAND OF MY FATHERS."

" For Zion's sake will I not hold my peace, and for Jerusalem's

sake I will not rest, until the righteousness thereof go forth as bright

ness, and the salvation thereof as a lamp that burneth."—ISAIAH

Ixii. I.

" The nations to thy glorious light,

O Zion, yet shall throng,

And all the list'ning islands wait

To catch the joyful song."

JONE but a Jew can fully realize how pleasur

able is the prospect of a visit to Jerusalem.

It was an unspeakable joy to me when,

charmed with the prospect of seeing with

my own eyes the land which had been

hallowed by the Saviour's earthly ministry, and of

preaching the gospel to my brethren in their own

country, I started for the land of my fathers. I was

filled with joy at the prospect of treading those holy

fields which are so venerable both to Jew and Christian,

and with eager delight I hastened from London to Paris.

Thence I continued my journey through beautiful scenery

to Rome. The train passed along through magnificent

landscapes. Vineyards, lakes, and snow-capped mountains

each in turn charmed and instructed my eager, watchful
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TO THE CITY OF ROME.

spirit. I drank in the inspiration of the prospect, and

watched with interest the labourers toiling in the fields

with their oxen ploughing beside them. Here and there

wearied men rested beneath the shadow of the vines,

and refreshed themselves with luscious fruits. Then

the train plunged into darkness as we rushed into the

Mont Cenis

tunnel.

For two days

and nights we

retained our

places in the

train. We were

very weary, but

we would not

permit our eye

lids to close in

slumber. In

the daytime we

watched the

rivers pouring

their varied co-

- J loured waters

into the blue

, Mediterranean
I

y Sea ; and at

J night-time the

calm lovely waters lay slumbering in the moonbeams. At

last our journey terminated in Rome. Rome, the ancient

city of Paganism ! Rome, the metropolis of modern

paganism that now assumes the name of Christianity !

Rome, from whence armies went forth to conquer the

world ! Rome, once the centre of civilization, but now

the slave of degradation and Popery ! From Rome the
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conquerors went forth to destroy the land of Israel ;

and to Rome the victorious general Titus brought the

ancient and precious vessels of our holy Temple. Yet

we say as we look upon its ruins, "How are the mighty

fallen !"

Of course we went to St. Peter's, the most famous church

in Christendom. This magnificent edifice stands upon the

supposed site of the Apostle Peter's burial. Without the

slightest shadow of proof, this is the devout belief of the

Romanists. It indeed covers the site of Nero's circus,

where multitudes of Christians were given to the lions,

and therefore should be a holy place to those who, like

them, call upon Jesus Christ, their Lord and ours. There

is much within St. Peter's that will repay our notice, such

as the works of Raphael and Michael Angelo. But from

a religious point of view we must say, with sadness and

pity, of the throngs of worshippers, "They have a zeal of

God, but not according to knowledge " (Rom. x. 2).

The famous bronze statue of St. Peter within the

cathedral represents him as sitting upon a throne of white

marble. The faithful kiss the . foot of this statue with

misplaced earnestness and devotion. It was pitiable to see

mothers bring their infants and press their tiny lips against

the metal. When we visited the cathedral, near the statue

sat an aged Cardinal upon his throne. Before him knelt

hundreds of • pilgrims waiting to receive his benediction.

He held a long, thin white rod in his hand ; and with this

touched one after another upon the head.

The supposed tomb of St. Peter is beneath the high

altar, which is placed directly underneath the dome. Bronze

gates, richly gilt, shut out the crowd from this supposed

sacred spot. Around it eighty-nine lamps continually burn.

From this centre we observed a vista of chapels filled with

magnificent monuments.
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From St. Peter's we turn now to the Vatican, which is

the most magnificent palace in the world. A visit to the

Sistine Chapel is one of the greatest delights that we have

ever experienced. In walking through the Eternal City,

objects of great interest constantly meet the eye, among

them a view of the Piazza Colonna. In the centre of the

city stands the column of Marcus Aurelius, which was

erected A.D. 174. The bronze statue of the Emperor was

thrown down in 663, and on the summit of the pillar a

statue of St. Peter now stands.

We next visit the fountain of Trevi, which is truly the

grandest in Rome. It was completed in 1762. The cen

tral figure is that of Oceanus on a car, and it is a truly

beautiful sight. Behind the car are the statues of Fertility

and Salubrity, and above the chariot are statues of the four

seasons. We were assured that the water is the best in

Rome, and our thirst was soon quenched with a fair supply

thereof, and thus refreshed we were prepared to walk about

to see more of the wonders of ancient Rome.

Not a little curiosity and interest was aroused when we

beheld Trajan's Column, erected A.D. 117. The height of

this pillar is not less than 147ft, and is composed of

thirty-two huge blocks of marble. On the summit stood a

statue of Trajan, now replaced by one of St. Peter.

When wearied by walking about the streets, we found a

place in which to rest in the famous Church of St. John

Lateran. This church claims to be the mother of all the

churches of the City of the world. Here the Pope is

crowned. St. John Lateran was assigned as a Papal resi

dence by the Emperor Constantine.

The Basilica here claims to possess many precious relics,

such as portions of the manger in which the infant Saviour

was cradled ; the shirt and seamless coat which are said to

have been made for Him by the Virgin ; and some of the
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loaves and fishes which were miraculously multiplied in

order to feed the multitude. The linen cloth with which

Christ is said to have dried the feet of His disciples, and

even Aaron's rod with which Moses smote the Red Sea,

are shown !

Among other objects of superstition is the " Scala

Santa, or Holy Staircase." This is said to have been
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trodden by the Lord Himself when on Hh> way to Pilate's

judgment hall. There are twenty-eight stairs of veined

white marble. These, we are told, were brought from

Jerusalem by the Empress Helena. No one is allowed to

ascend the staircase otherwise than upon the knees. It was

whilst making an ascent of this holy staircase that the text

flashed across the mind of Luther, " The just shall live by
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faith." He arose from his knees, and left Rome at once ;

and by Divine help he shook the world to its foundations

by means of the truth thus learned.

After considerable rest we visit the old ruins of the

marvellous Colosseum. Near it stands the triumphal arch

of Titus, which commemorates his triumph over the Jews.

We gaze at it, and are reminded of the captive Jews who

were brought to Rome with broken hearts to behold the

precious vessels of the holy Temple profaned in a Pagan

city. The carving on the right-hand side of the arch

represents the triumphal procession with Jews ; the silver

trumpets, the table of shew-bread, and the seven-branched

golden candlestick. Many pious- Jews in Rome will not

pass under it. The arch is to them an object of pain and

humiliation.

We have now seen enough of ancient and modern Rome,

and we hasten on to Naples. " See Naples and die ! "

says the proverb. Naples is probably the loveliest city in

the world. " The beautiful bay, reflecting the buildings in

its azure waters; the picturesque amphitheatre formed by

the verdant, villa-sprinkled hills that enclose the city ;

mighty Vesuvius on the right; the fair shores, sweeping

round on the one hand by Portici and Castellamere to

Copre, and on the other side by Pozzuoli and Misenum to

romantic Ischia."

We visit all the places of interest in the neighbourhood,

and of course take a trip to Mount Vesuvius. We walk

over the ruins of Pompeii, and observe the houses, signs,

&c., and we cannot but feel that the inhabitants of ancient

Pompeii must have been amongst the most degraded on the

earth. The burning mountain stands as a living sermon,

declaring that there is a Judge who will surely visit with

judgment and destruction all those who forget Him, and

who delight in iniquity.
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At last we were on the road to Brindisi. This town is

small and dirty, the people are lazy and wretchedly clad ;

marks of Popery are everywhere visible. We were glad to

get away as quickly as possible. A splendid voyage awaits

us to Alexandria. As soon as the fine Austrian Lloyd's

steamer came into harbour, we hastened on board, and

soon started upon our voyage to Egypt.

ALEXANDRIA.

After a most enjoyable voyage for three days on the

lovely blue Mediterranean, we were glad when the

pilot boat neared us to take us into harbour. We went

through the complicated channels of the Western Old

Port, which are beset with shoals and reefs. At last we

reached the harbour in perfect safety. The view of land

on right and left was most interesting. In the distance

we recognized the grand Pillar of Pompey, a splendid

monument which recalled a thousand memories. As we

landed, strange feelings of awe came over us, as we ex

claimed : " We are now in the land so famous in history !

The land distinguished for its civilization and powerful

monarchy, when the father of the faithful ' went forth from

Ur of the Chaldees to go into the land of Canaan ' "

(Gen. xi. 31). It was in great splendour when the

patriarch's sons were there in wretched slavery. It saw its

best and most brilliant times when David and Solomon

reigned over the chosen tribes. Egypt, home of some of

the grandest heroes with which the world has ever been

honoured ! the attraction of the Roman conquerors, the

desire of the Persian and Macedonian warriors. Egypt,

home of some of the finest philosophers ! Beautiful

Alexandria ! the cradle of Jewish civilization, the birth

place of the eloquent apostle Apollos, and reminding
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us of St. Louis of France, and of Saladin, the most deter

mined enemy of Richard Cceur de Lion ! Egypt, land of

saints, such as Athanasius and Origen, who delighted to

dwell there ! Land of the Pharaohs ! how inspiring, when

we recall the most thrilling event in the history of the infant

Saviour, when Joseph "arose and took the young Child and

\ s ^His mother

by night, and

departed into

Egypt, and

was there un

til the death

of Herod,

that it might

be fulfilled

which was

spoken of the

Lord by the

prophet, say

ing, 'Out of

Egypt have I

called My

Son.'"

Soon after

our arrival

we were

comfortably

MAIDENS CARRYING EARTHEN VESSELS. Settled ill the

hotel, and having rested and breakfasted, went out to

ramble about the streets of an Oriental city for the first time.

Curious indeed to us was the sight of many half-naked

Arabs and others, in costumes unfamiliar to a European.

There were garments and turbans of many colours. The

dervishes had on high light caps. The faces of the women
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were covered with veils, which concealed all but their

eyes. Maidens were carrying earthen vessels upon their

heads. Mothers carried their children on their shoulders,

reminding us of the descriptive prophecy of Isaiah xlix.

22: "Thus saith the Lord God, Behold, I will lift up

mine hand to the Gentiles, and set up my standard

to the people : and they shall bring thy sons in their arms,

and thy daughters shall be carried upon their shoulders."

Still more strange and interesting was it to see other women

tenderly carrying their offspring upon their sides, charmingly

reminding us of the words of Isaiah Ixvi. 12, "For thus

saith the Lord, Behold, I will extend peace to her like a

river, and the glory of the Gentiles like a flowing stream :

then shall ye suck, ye shall be borne upon her sides, and be

dandled upon her knees."

We visited Pompey's Pillar, which stands on a splendid

eminence. Obelisks and ruined fragments of ancient

idols lie scattered over the plain. These gods, made by

the hands of men in shapes most revolting and disgusting,

constrained us to remember the words, How are thy gods

fallen, O Egypt. "Against all the gods of Egypt I will

execute judgment : I am the Lord " (Exodus xii. 12).

Not having time to make acquaintance with Jews in

the ordinary way, I went to the synagogue during the

time of morning service. After witnessing the evident

want of earnestness in their devotional exercises, I entered

into conversation with an elderly man, with whom I remon

strated for the want of reverence in the house of prayer.

He pleaded guilty, but excused himself thus : " We

have no temple, and no sacrifices, and no priest," and

worship in this place could not be of such great importance

as in the ancient sanctuary. After some further conversa

tion, I reminded him of the words of Israel's greatest

Teacher and Prophet, " God is a Spirit : and they that
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worship Him must worship Him in spirit and in truth"

(John iv. 24).

After two days in Alexandria, we started for Cairo :

it is a journey of about four and a half hours by rail, a

distance of 130 miles. The ride is intensely interesting.

Objects of considerable curiosity constantly meet the eye.

Passing through the different stations, we found boys and

girls flocking with their earthen jars, offering the thirsty

traveller a refreshing draught of cold water. Men and

women thrust their oranges into the carriages for prices

which seemed to us ridiculously cheap; and half-naked

children and adults held out their dirty hands, and asked

for bachshish; and as I responded to the requests of

some, and gave them small gifts, I could not help exclaim

ing : " Here am I, a descendant of the race that once was

in slavery in this land, oppressed by these people ; but now

how different things are ! "

At last we arrived in Cairo. We found our way to a com

fortable hotel, and hastened to visit such places of interest

as Cairo offers. The narrow streets with their strange

irregularities told us that we were in a truly Oriental city.

The bazaars, mosques, the strange exteriors of the houses,

all help to impress upon the mind the strangeness of the

Arabic style. A visit to the Mosque of Sultan Hassam

is worth the trouble. Its lofty and beautifully orna

mented porch, the rich cornice of its towering walls, its

minaret, and the arches of its spacious court, are most

interesting and instructive. This mosque is considered by

the Caireens as superior to all others. It is said that when

the architect completed this edifice, the king ordered his

hand to be cut off, so that he might never be able to build

another like it.

After visiting the tombs of the Caliphs of Egypt, of the

Bahrite Mamlook Kings, the Baths, Pyramids, &c., we
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entered the Jewish synagogue. Here we found a number of

Jews, who were most willing to show us everything which

was accounted sacred by them. We freely conversed with

them on the "Hope of Israel;" they listened with re

spectful attention.

Our object being to reach Palestine as soon as possible,

we took train to Ismailia, and thence by boat we went

through the Suez Canal, and arrived in Port Said in time

for the boat to Jaffa.

The steamer for Jaffa was crowded with Jewish pilgrims,

who were on their way to the Holy Land. Many of these

were from Russia, Poland, Austria, Spain and Portugal.

Soon I found myself in conversation with some, with whom

I was delighted to be able freely to speak of Moses and the

prophets and, above all, of Christ—the Greater than Moses.

How charmed I was to find that some of these sons of

Abraham had already heard the Scriptures expounded by

our noble missionary, Dr. BenZion of Odessa. These Jews

seemed perfectly acquainted with the Messianic passages of

Scripture. It was most interesting to me to listen to some

of them as they rehearsed the story of the crucified Re

deemer, which they had learned from our dear missionary.

I distributed some portions of Scriptures and tracts; some

offered me payment for these gifts. Several shook hands

with me, repeating the old Jewish blessing : " The Lord

bless thee, and keep thee : the Lord make His face shine

upon thee, and be gracious unto thee : the Lord lift up

His countenance upon thee, and give thee peace."

At last the long-cherished hope was fulfilled. We arrived

in Jaffa, or Joppa. We called to mind the numerous legends,

historical facts, and, above all, the scriptural associations, so

tenderly engraven upon the heart, when, at our mother's knee,

we learned about the Land of Israel. And who can look

upon and walk through Palestine without thinking about
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Him whose is the earth and the fulness thereof? The city

of Jaffa stands close to the shore ; it is very picturesque

from a distance.

According to Pliny, this city was full of life and power

before the Flood. On the shore the sea view is delightful ;

numbers of small boats pass through the legendary spot

where stands the jagged reef, to one point of which it

is said the famous Andromeda was chained, whence she

was rescued by

Perseus.

In this loca

lity the tribe of

Dan distin

guished itself

by conquest

when, under

Joshua, the

land was taken

(Josh. xix. 46).

To this city

was brought

the wood from

Lebanon for the

building of the

first and second

temples for

Israel's tribes,
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glory of theand for the glory of the God of Israel

(2 Chron. ii. 16 ; Ezra iii. 7).

It was from hence that Jonah started on his unfortunate

voyage when he fled from the Lord and from the path of

duty. It was in this city that Dorcas lived as an angel of

mercy ministering unto the needy, a true disciple of Christ,

and living a noble life of charity.

It was here that Peter in the name of the Lord performed
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his great miracle when, in answer to his prayer, Dorcas

was raised from the dead. Here stands the house where

Simon the tanner lived. The supposed house is built of

large stones, the walls very thick. In every sense the mark

of many generations is upon the building. Narrow steps

lead up to the flat roof from whence Peter saw, in vision,

" Heaven opened, and a certain vessel descending unto him,

as it had been a great sheet, knit at the four corners, and let

down to the earth, wherein were all manner of four-footed

beasts of the earth, and wild beasts, and creeping things,

and fowls of the air" (Acts ix. 35 ; x. 1-34). The house is

new largely used by Mohammedans for prayer. Here

several followers of the Arabian prophet spread their praying-

rugs, on which with seemingly great earnestness they pros

trated themselves in prayer to Allah and the prophet.

Leaving this interesting traditional spot and turning to the

right, we come into contact with a busy crowd of pilgrims

from Russia who were hastening to Jerusalem, and with

others who were returning from the holy city.

A scene which I shall never forget was most touching,

when a company of Jews having just landed were so over

come with the thought of being for the first time in the

land of their fathers, that they fell on the ground as if in

ecstasies and most devoutly kissed the soil under them,

repeating Erets Israel! Erets Israel ! ("Land of Israel!

Land of Israel ! "). These poor fellows were surrounded

by a crowd of half-naked Arabs who howled and yelled like

savages ; some of them took special delight in jeering and

offering insults to the sons of Abraham.

A walk through the bazaar afforded considerable interest

and amusement, people from all nations were there; Bedouins

were making their purchases ; Jews were selling their goods

as if attending to the most sacred duties of life ; shopkeepers

were sitting on the ground, smoking cigarettes and pipes
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and drinking coffee, whilst their goods were inspected by

customers. Here I was delighted to meet with a young

man who conversed with Jews about the truth of Christianity.

Having joined the company in conversation, it was delightful

to find the readiness with which some of these Israelites

listened to the message of peace, and received Hebrew

tracts.

A visit to the Protestant school under the management

of Miss Arnot is interesting. Here Arab and Jewish

children receive a good education, and Gospel truths are

instilled into the minds of the young. This school is

especially for girls.

Considering that

the ordinary con

dition of Oriental

women is a state

of ignorance, su

perstition, and

degradation, I was

more than ever

proud of my

adopted country

when I found that

the school was

liberally supported by the English Christian public. God

bless the school and reward every subscriber for the interest

and help bestowed on behalf of the lamentably ignorant

daughters of Jaffa.

The scenery all around this ancient city is most charming.

Orange flowers and ripe fruit are to be seen on the same trees.

Their fragrance is wafted for several miles over the plains of

Sharon, and for a considerable distance over the sea. Walk

ing round the balconies of our hotel, a magnificent view of

the city and its neighbourhood presents itself. On one side
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we behold orange gardens in great loveliness, a fine view of

the environs of the city and the mountains of Judea. On

the other side we behold stalking camels laden with produce,

tied together by halter and tail ; while others were resting

on their knees, ready to receive the burdens they are to

carry over the sandy deserts.

Having rested in this city and seen everything of interest,

we made our preparations for the journey to Jerusalem.

A lively and interesting scene presented itself. Travellers

of various nationalities and their Arabian attendants, with

coloured flowing garments, some of them fully armed as if

going to war.

Everything was now ready for the start. The journey

continues to attract and to interest.

After a short ride, the traveller finds himself in the

country that reminds him of the ancient description,

" A land flowing with milk and honey." If the traveller

does not actually see milk and honey, he certainly beholds

other objects of delight and luxury. On the right are

the beautiful orange, lemon, pomegranate, and other fruit

gardens. After a curious view of the place which our

dragoman informed us is the spot of Dorcas's tomb, we pro

ceeded to the famous Plain of Sharon, celebrated from of

old for its exquisite fertility and beauty. While passing

through it, we gazed and admired with feelings of sacred

pleasure ; we gathered bunches of flowers, lilies, tulips, and

roses ; we thought of the Royal preacher who said, " I am

the Rose of Sharon." We thought of the poor downtrodden

sons and daughters of Jacob, who, alas ! are like a wilder

ness, but who "shall blossom abundantly, and rejoice even

with joy and singing ; the glory of Lebanon shall be given

unto it, and the excellency of Carmel and Sharon, they shall

see the glory of the Lord, and the excellency of our God "

(Tsa. xxxv. 1, 2). After going a Httle further on, we passed
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the old village, Hazar-Shual, which was, under Joshua, no

doubt, a prosperous town (Joshua xix. 3).

Near this village, Abraham's fountain is pointed out to us

by the dragoman, who, however, is careful to say that he is

not very sure that it really was the "Fountain ofAbraham /"

We proceed until we arrive at Beth Dagon—house of

Dagon (Joshua xv. 41).

With no little interest did we inspect well the village and

plains of YaZur, the memorable scene of Samson's feat with

the three hundred foxes and firebrands (Judges xv. 4, 5).

Weary with our long ride, we rested at Ramleh—l\\f

Arimathsea of the

New Testament.

Here Joseph re

sided, the disciple in

whose new tomb

the Lord was laid

(Matt, xxvii. 57).

Here were great

and bitter conflicts 1

between the Cru

saders and Moslems.

The mosque, once a

church built by the

Crusaders, still

stands as a monu

ment 01 tne conllict between the heroes of the Cross and

of the crescent.

From Ramleh we pass on to the Valley of Ajalon. With

an open Bible in hand we are forcibly reminded of the

marvellous triumph of Joshua, when the sun stood still in

Gibeon, and the moon in the Valley of Ajalon (Joshua x.

12-14).

Passing through Latroon, Neopolis, Yalo, Beit Nuba, we
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come to Kirjath Jearim (Josh. ix. 17). This is one of the

most interesting spots on the road between Jaffa and Jeru

salem. Here was a stronghold of the Canaanites, and here

Baal was worshipped. There are also the well-preserved

ruins of the grand old church, which, in its time, was in the

possession of the Saracens, Crusaders, and early Christians.

Here was a landmark between Benjamin and Judah.

Here the Ark of Israel rested in the House of Abinadab,

until David took it to Zion (2 Sam. vi.). We go on,

gazing with wistful eyes, every movement bringing us nearer

and nearer to the old metropolis of the world, the City

of David, the Mount Zion of poetry and song. At

length we behold the Tower of David, and with reverence

and emotion we pass through the Jaffa Gate, and walE

in the streets of Jerusalem.

" Jerusalem, my happy home,

Name ever dear to me,

When shall my labours have an end

In joy, and peace, and thee ?

When shall these eyes thy heaven-built walls

And pearly gates behold ?

Thy bulwarks with salvation strong

And streets of shining gold ?

Jerusalem, my happy home,

My soul still pants for thee ;

Then shall my labours have an end,

When I thy joys shall see."



 

JERUSALEM AND THE GARDEN OF GETHSEMANE.



 

CHAPTER II.

JERUSALEM.

" Is this the city that men call The perfection of beauty, The joy of

the whole earth ?"—LAM. ii. 15. «

"The Lord hath afflicted His Zion,

The city He loved so well,

Where He deigned, like a crouching lion,

In glory and strength to dwell."

JORDS fail to describe the feelings of awe and

emotion which overwhelmed us when we first

realized that we truly walked in the streets of

Jerusalem. I could not help remembering the

prayers which in childhood I repeated in the

synagogue : Leshana Habaa Berushalaim (" Next year may

we be in Jerusalem "). I thought of my brethren according

to the flesh still yearning for the coming of the Messiah, and

for their restoration to their own land. My heart was full of

joy and also of sorrow—joy because unto me, who was once

as bigoted and fanatical as the rest of my poor brethren, the

Gospel of the grace of God had been manifested, and from

whose eyes the hand of God had removed the veil, enabling

me to behold the Messiah, Saviour, and King, and rejoice

in the blessing of salvation. But I was full of sorrow and

sadness when I thought of the children of Israel, who, alas !
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are still in darkness, ignorance, and superstition. I thought

of the pathetic words of the Redeemer : " O Jerusalem,

Jerusalem, which killest the prophets, and stonest them that

are sent unto thee, how often would I have gathered thy

children together, as a hen doth gather her brood under her

wings, and ye would not" (Matt xiii. 24). When we inquired

into the condition of the Jews in Jerusalem there was much

to encourage, for through missionary efforts there are many

Jews who have been converted to Christ, and who now, to

the best of their ability, spread the truth of the Gospel

amongst the nearly thirty thousand of their unbelieving

brethren in that city.

It was most delightful to learn from converts as well as

from unbelievers of the splendid influence exerted by the

Rev. W. Friedlaender, who has for several years laboured

in that city, and whose influence is powerfully felt over the

minds of both Israelites and Mohammedans. One rabbi

with whom I have had several conversations about Chris

tianity said, " If all Christians and missionaries were as

noble, unselfish, generous, and pious as Mr. Friedlaender,

the outlook of the rabbis in the holy city would be serious,

as it would be most difficult to check the progress of so

able and clever a man." I was charmed to hear this from

such a source. The Lord multiply the number of such

workers in His vineyard.

It was with unspeakable delight that I discovered several

of my own relatives, one of whom is a rabbi, residing in

the Jewish quarter. I was surprised by the friendly welcome

given to me, for I knew how great is the prejudice of Jews

towards those who embrace Christianity.

However, my Jewish friends and relatives asked the

reasons that prompted me to forsake the synagogue and

embrace the religion of the Nazarene. I was glad to find

myself in a position of self-defence, and had a splendid oppor
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tunity of preaching the Gospel to them, the "reason for the

hope that is within me." I pointed them to Christ Himself,

one of our own nation, who came unto His own, but, alas !

they received Him not. The aged rabbi, with considerable

interest and emotion, asked—at the same time addressing

me as " Rabbi Isaac "—" If Christians are so attached to

their Saviour, who was a Jew, and whose life was spent in

loving work for Israel, and who, when in the agonies of His

death, cried for forgiveness on His oppressors, why then do

not His followers, Christians all over the world, manifest a

similar spirit of love towards us ? Why is it that in every

Christian country our people are persecuted ? " With tears

flowing down his aged cheeks, he continued, " My own

house in Russia was burnt by Christians, my children were

subjected to cruel sufferings at their hands, my property

was burnt, and my family, with me, were left destitute on

the streets, with no friendly hand held out to help us.

The authorities, instead of giving us help in our misery and

destitution, only annoyed and persecuted us. There are

hundreds like myself here," said the aged rabbi, " who

have passed through such cruel sufferings for no other

reason than that they are Jews." I endeavoured to assure

him that these persecutors were not true followers of the

Prince of Peace. I told him of the loving hearts and

noble lives of Christians in England, who yearn for the

day of Israel's redemption. He seemed surprised on hear

ing this, and on leaving he said, " Tell your Christians

in England who love our nation, that the time must soon

come when the desire of their heart shall be granted, and

Israel shall be brought back by Jehovah, and shall be

redeemed for ever." In reply to this, I could not help

saying, " Come, Lord Jesus, come quickly."

Through visiting many homes I made friends with several

students in the Talmud Torah, where some hundreds of
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young men spend their whole time in studying the Talmud.

With these I conversed about Him of whom Moses and

the prophets have spoken and written. Many young men

were anxious to know fully what my real belief was. After

some conversation I asked them to accept some small books

which I had, as I could not take up too much of their time.

I was thus enabled to distribute several New Testaments

and a goodly number of portions of Scripture, such as the

Epistles to the Hebrews and Romans.

Having spent the first day in visiting Jewish synagogues

and homes, and in

walking through the

rough, rugged, and

uneven streets, I was

glad to find re- >

pose in the hotel.

On one side of the i

hotel stands Mount

Zion, and at the back

the majestic Mount

of Olives. We thus

rested the first night

in the city of David.

The next morning

at sunrise we began our wanderings round about Zion.

With an open Bible in hand—how precious the contents,

for how vividly Bible truths are illustrated on every hand !

—we read for our morning portion Psalm xlviii., and

walking round the walls of the once glorious city, the

Psalmist's description more than ever became blessedly

realistic : " Beautiful for situation, the joy of the whole earth

is Mount Zion, on the sides of the north, the city of the

great King. . . . Walk about Zion, and gp round about

her : tell the towers thereof."
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The walls enclosing the city are very thick, 38^ ft. in

height, and two and e-half miles in circumference. Starting

from the Jaffa Gate, 7/e began to count the towers, the first

of which is the Tovser of David. We continued to count

them until we reached thirty-four. Some parts of the city

wall at once impress us as being the old Jewish masonry.

The very names of the gates are interesting to the Bible

student, because of their thrilling historical associations.

I There are seven of

them, all standing on

the ancient sites. We

began with the Yafa

Gate, and passed the

Zion Gate, the Dung

I Gate, the Golden

Gate, St. Stephen's

Gate, Herod's Gate,

and the Damascus

Gate. The Damascus

Gate at once struck

us as the finest and

most handsome, con

sisting of two towers,

| commanding a mag-

WALLS OF JERUSALEM. nificent view. From

St. Stephen's Gate I proceeded on the pathway leading to the

very spot where the first martyr gave his life in testimony to

the truth of the Gospel of his Master and Saviour. With

great interest I inspected the Golden Gate. This place

has for many ages been walled up. Gazing upon this gate

we were reminded of the forcible words of Ezekiel xliv. 1, 2 :

"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
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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." To this gate the Mohammedans

look with great fear, as they believe that on a Friday a great

prince, a Christian conqueror, will enter the Golden Gate

and take Jerusalem from the followers of Mohammed.

Having walked round the city, marked the gates, and

counted the towers thereof, we descended into the Valley of

Gihon. It was here that one of the most memorable scenes

took place, when Solomon was crowned and proclaimed

king in the stead of his father David. We were reminded of

David's words to Bathsheba : " Assuredly Solomon thy son

shall reign after me, and he shall sit upon my throne in my

stead. . . . The king also said unto them, Take with you

the servants of your lord, and cause Solomon my son to ride

upon mine own mule, and bring him down to Gihon. . . .

So Zadok the priest and Nathan the prophet . . . went

down, and caused Solomon to ride upon king David's mule,

and brought him to Gihon. And Zadok the priest took

an. horn of oil out of the tabernacle, and anointed Solomon.

And they blew the trumpet ; and all the people said, God

save king Solomon" (1 Kings i. 30, 33, 38, 39). And it

was no doubt here beside the pool that David's son was

anointed. It was here that the glorious prediction of

Immanuel's birth was uttered (Isa. vii. 14). Here was the

place where Manasseh, after much affliction and repentance

on his restoration, built a wall of great height (2 Chron.

xxxiii. 14).

It was here that the proud captain of the Assyrians, Rub-

shakeh, at the head of his bloodthirsty army, stood, and in

language so profane insulted the Jews and blasphemed their

God. With feelings of reverence, we walked about to take

particular note of the lower and upper pools of Gihon.

Many sacred incidents from the Old and New Testaments
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forced themselves on our minds. The more we turned over

many sacred pages in the grand old Bible, the traveller's

most precious companion, the more we were constrained to

say, with peculiar delight—

" Holy Bible, Book Divine,

Precious treasure, thou art mine."

From Gihon, we

passed on to the

valley of Hinnom.

Herewas the scene

of many abomina

tions. Near by on

the hill overlook

ing, on the eastern

end, high places

were built for

Moloch. Here the

cursed custom of

human sacrifices

was practised.

Here continued

the abominable

pagan practices

begunby Solomon .

Here also were the

fires through

which Ahab and

Manasseh caused

their own sons to

pass. It was from

the awful scenes

here that the word Ge-hinnom was first taken by the Jews to

symbolize the eternal torments of Hell.
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The scenery around is most impressive. Tombs hewn in

the rocks are very numerous, and it is said that here robbers

hid themselves, and lepers made their hiding-places. In the

time of David it "was known as the valley of the shadow of

death (Psa. xxiii.).

From here we passed on to the field of blood, the well-

known Aceldama (Matt, xxvii. and Acts i.).

We walked over the hill, known also by the name of the

Hill of Evil Counsel. Tradition says, it was here that

Caiaphas, with the Jews, took counsel how they might take

Jesus and put Him to death.

As we walked over the field of blood and the Hill of Evil

Counsel, we could not help thinking of the awful deeds per

petrated here. The lesson, " Be sure your sin will find you

out," became more than ever impressed upon our minds.

Having spent several hours visiting Jews, my aged friend,

a rabbi from Kovno, Russia, asked me if I would go with

him to the wailing-place to mourn over the desolation of

Jerusalem, and to pray for Israel's restoration to her former

glory. " I will go with you," I replied, " and pray very

earnestly that God may hasten the day when Judah will

return to the Lord." Being Friday afternoon, the time when

many Jews assemble for prayer at the wall of the ancient

Temple, I joined the company of Israelites. It was, indeed,

a most memorable and a painful sight. Here were Jews from

among all nations, in their peculiar Oriental costumes, some

dressed also in their Talith (praying garments). Their atti

tude and prayers were most heartrending. As loud as they

possib% could they read the 22nd Psalm. The wall before

which the assembly prayed, and against which their heads

reposed, is very thick and high. Its length is 1sSft., and it

is 6oft. in height. We counted over twenty rows of stones,

some soft, long and sft. thick. The lamentations here

were most pathetic. Women, dressed in white, cried aloud.
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Their shrieks were appalling as they repeated, over and

over again, "My God, my God, why hast Thou forsaken

me? Why art Thou so far from helping me, and from

the words of my roaring ? O my God, L cry in the day

time, but Thou nearest not; and in the night-season, and

am not silent." The men also were weeping as if in most

terrible grief, and rehearsed psalms, litanies, and prayers
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for the dead. Most of these earnestly pressed their lips

against the stones and kissed them. Some of these stones

are in some parts smooth through such passionate kissing.

Two holes, which my friend pointed out, are seenj*and he

informed me of the belief of the mourners that these holes

led to the Holy of Holies, and many offer their heart-

piercing prayers through these holes, believing that prayers

offered in them must go direct to God. Through these two
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holes, the prayers offered by Jews all over the world must

pass. How touching it was to see some of the stones wet

with tears ! As I listened to their pathetic prayers I remem

bered what the 'rabbins have said in the Talmud—that

" Since the destruction of the Temple, the gates of prayer

have been closed, and only the gates of tears are open."

We also thought of another saying of the rabbins : " He

that mourns over Jerusalem shall see it in its joy, and he

that does not mourn over Jerusalem shall not see it in its

joy." Who can listen to their prayers and litanies without

being filled with compassion towards the afflicted race ? The

rabbi in sad tones repeated :—

For the place that lies desolate. We sit in solitude and mourn.

For the place that is destroyed. We sit in solitude and mourn.

For the walls that are overthrown. We sit in solitude and mourn.

For the majesty that is departed. We sit in solitude and mourn.

For our great men that lie dead. We sit in solitude and mourn.

For the precious stones that are buried. We sit in solitude and mourn.

For the priests who have stumbled. We sit in solitude and mourn.

For our kings who have despised him. We sit in solitude and mourn.

The most touching and heartrending wailing over Jeru

salem is to be witnessed at the homes of the pious Jews.

At midnight they wrap themselves in their prayer garments,

put ashes on their heads, and prostrate themselves on the

ground. Then in melancholy tones they rehearse :—

A voice of woe from Ramah's hoary tower,

A voice of wail from Zion's sainted hill;

Alas ! my diadem and queenly dower,

The youthful honours I remember still.

TJark is to me the solitary bower

Who did of old a throne of splendour fill.

I was surnamed Jehovah's fairest bride ;

But now am forced, forlorn and disconsolate,

His heavy wrath and vengeance to abide ;

My joys are flown, my heart is desolate
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Come weep, ye daughters, at my faltering side,

For no one draweth near my sorrows to abate. •

Degraded from peerless eminence,

Victim of pride and wanton vanity—

My beating heart in trembling violence

Strikes at her cage of hopeless misery.

Juclah laments in tearful penitence,

A widow mourning in captivity.

I was in Solyma a radiant queen,

A golden cloud in the mount of God :

But now by infidels despoiled, I ween,

No poorer pilgrim o'er the desert trod.

Wrenched from the bosom all my babes have been,

The murdered elders steeped the spoil in blood.

Doth no one lay my wretchedness at heart ?

And no one check the swiftly rolling tear?

And no one soothe the soul-empiercing smart?

And no one say, ' ' The heathen shall not dare

Call him my husband " ? Oh, the poisoned dart,

The cruel mockings I am bound to bear !

Father of Mercies, come return with grace

To Zion's dwellings beautified again.

Let Israel's eye behold Thy dwelling place

Restored ; then list the hallelujah's strain.

The hymning voices of a ransomed race,

Greeting the rising wall of that eternal fane.

After this several psalms were read, and prayers offered.

Rising from the ground, they said, " Shake thyself from the

dust ; arise and sit down, O Jerusalem. Loose thyself from

the bands of thy neck, O captive daughter of Zion." The

prayer that the Jews offer on these occasions is mgst in

teresting. It no doubt has reference to Isaiah vii. 14 :—

In mercy, Lord, Thy people's prayer attend :

Grant this desire to mourning Israel.

O shield of Abraham, our Redeemer send,

And call His glorious name Immanuel.
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The rabbi having ended his devotions, I asked him

several questions about the Redeemer for whose coming he

prayed. I reminded him that the Redeemer has already

come whose name is Immanuel, and that He will come

again to gather to Himself all who have believed, that

believers shall reign with Him, and that glorious will be the

state of all who now trust Him. I found the great difficulty

with this rabbi was the doctrine of the Trinity. That

Christ should be the Son of God was incomprehensible to

him. I reminded him of predictions that Messiah must be

the Redeemer, and that a person holding such an office must

be Divine, We also read together Psalm ii. 7-12 ; Ixxii. 17.

We had an earnest and warm discussion upon Proverbs xxx. 4.

" Who hath ascended up into heaven, or descended ? Who

hath gathered the wind in His fists ? Who hath bound the

waters in a garment ? Who hath established all the ends of

the earth ? What is His namel and what is His Son's name, if

thou canst tell ? " We spent several hours conversing about

redeeming love, and as I left him I presented him with some

Hebrew tracts, which I pray may be a means of blessing to

him.

I then took a walk in the valley of Jehoshaphat. Here

I met with a young man, who was holding in his hand a

bag containing his Talith and phylacteries. Having greeted

one another with the Hebrew shalom alechem ("Peace be

unto you"), I inquired where he was going. He an

swered, to the great synagogue to pray. I offered to go

with him, and he seemed willing to accept my company.

We at once entered into a warm conversation about Chris

tianity. " Christians," he said, " are idolaters. They pray to

Jesus, the Nazarene." "Perfectly true," I said, "Christians

pray to Jesus, but I deny that praying to Him constitutes

idolatry." I asked him to produce his Prayer-book, and

pointed out to him a prayer therein, where the Jews offer a
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prayer to Jesus, the Prince of the Presence of God, to be

Mediator between Israel and God. He read the passage

over and over again. " But this is notJesus," he said, "but

fehoshuah." I reminded him that Jesus is only the Greek

translation of the Hebrew name Jehoshuah. He seemed

perplexed and somewhat defeated with his own weapon.

He then asked me if I would see him later in the day, which

promise I was glad to fulfil. I also presented him with a

Hebrew New Testament. We then took a walk together

to Aceldama. There we sat down, and read the 22nd

Psalm. I asked him what these words meant : " The

assembly of the wicked have inclosed me : they pierced my

hands and my feet. I may tell all my bones : they look

and stare upon me. They part my garments among them,

and cast lots upon my vesture." His reply was that these

words refered to the afflictions of the psalmist, Jeremiah,

and of the nation Israel. I pointed out to him that these

words could not possibly apply to those he mentioned. I

then read to him Matthew xxvii., and pointed him to the

bleeding Saviour, in whom the above words were fulfilled ;

and I also referred him to Isaiah liii.

It is often said that Jews live to make money, and that

they worship Mammon. Although this is true of many in

Europe, the charge certainly cannot be brought against the

Jews of Palestine. Most of the Jewish inhabitants of the

Holy Land are very poor. Many of them have left Europe,

where they lived in comfort and luxury, and have given up

all for the sake of spending the remainder of their lives in

prayer and fasting. Many Jews fast regularly on Mondays

and Thursdays. Some appoint for themselves other special

fast days, which they spend in devotion and in mortifying

the flesh, believing that this will be accepted as an atone

ment for their sins. Besides these special days of fasting,

the Jewish inhabitants in Palestine observe the regular fast
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days, such as the Fast of Gedaliah, in memory of the dread

ful murder recorded in 2 Kings xxv. 25. The Fast com

memorating the fall of Jerusalem by Nebuchadnezzar is also

kept by all as a day of sorrow and lamentation. They

also keep the Fast of Esther in memory of the troubles

endured as described in the Book of Esther. The 25th of

June is kept as a day of fasting, since on that day Moses
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destroyed the tables of the law, and also on that day

Antiochus Epiphanes burnt the book of the law, and placed

an image in the sanctuary of the Most High. Beholding

the thousands of Israelites in Jerusalem, and ail over

Palestine, and struck with their poverty, we inqu1re, How

can they live ? And the answer is only by the halukah

(alms) sent to them by their co-religionists in Europe. The

lives of many are, therefore, wretched; widows, and father

4
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less, often suffer starvation, and the cries of the hungry

are frequently heard. What wonderful opportunities conse

quently are there for the benevolent disciples of Christ to

go about doing good ! After walking about for several hours

in the morning, we again retired to the Mount of Olives.

Here we were interested in watching a shepherd go before

his flock, and the sheep following him. Our dragoman con

versed with the shepherd for s<>me little time, and then we

parted. Late in the afternoon, when walking in the Valley

of Hinnom, we were agreeably surprised to meet with the

same shepherd, but this time without his flock. We asked

him why he still rambled about, seeing that he must surely

have been weary, having been with his flock all the day. He

answered that he was looking about, if possible, to take his

flock to different pastures on the morrow. We could not

help adniiring the kind-hearted thoughtfulness of the

shepherd for his flock. We thought of Psalm xxiii. 1. We

also thought of the Shepherd of Israel, who never slumbers

nor sleeps. And as we thought of the Shepherd of our

souls, we delightfully sang—

Jesus, my Shepherd, Brother, Friend,

My Prophet, Priest, and King ;

My Way, my Life, my Truth, my End,

Accept the praise I bring.

From the Hill of Evil Counsel we looked with interest

on the Valley of Jehoshaphat. The place seemed very

attractive, the spot presenting a beautiful appearance, shaded

with lovely fruit trees. Gladly we rambled about in this

valley, and thought of the words of the prophet Joel (chap, iii.)

—" I will also gather all nations, and will bring them down

into the valley of Jehoshaphat, and will plead with them

there for My people, and for My heritage Israel, whom they

have scattered among the nations and parted My land. . . .
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Let the heathen be wakened, and come up to the valley of

Jehoshaphat: for there will I sit to judge all the heathen

round about." Here we frequently saw Jews, Mohammedans,

and Roman Catholics walking about, reading their respective

books of creeds. Here I have several times met with Jews

reading their Hebrew Bibles, and in conversation with them

they solemnly assured me that they daily expect the Messiah

to appear in that valley, and from that place He will proclaim

Israel's freedom and judgment upon their oppressors. Jews,

Roman Catholics,

and Mohammedans

look forward for the

world's greatest con

flict to take place in

this valley, and be

lieve that here will be

the scene of the last

judgment. In this

lonely place, we are

impressed with a

group of rock-hewn

sepulchres situated in

the narrow ravine.
„,. ABSALOM'S PILLAR.
These monuments

are objects of interest and of veneration. The tombs

are those of Jehoshaphat, St. James, and Zacharias. I

thought of the lives of the men for whom these sepulchres

were hewn, and whose acts yet live, although they have

been dead for thousands of years. The most conspicuous

of all is the tomb and pillar of Absalom. Here I opened

my Bible, and thought of David's son, who was so unworthy

a son of the sweet Psalmist of Israel. The monument

is old and impressive, being probably that which Absalom

himself erected. We thought of 2 Sam. xviii. 18: "Now
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Absalom in his lifetime had taken and reared up for him

self a pillar, which is in the king's dale : for he said, I

have no son to keep my name in remembrance : and he

called the pillar after his own name : and it is called unto

this day, Absalom's place."

One afternoon, as I walked here, I noticed an aged Jew

with several children sitting opposite the monument. The

venerable man expounded to them several portions of

Scripture, and also quoted paragraphs from the Talmud. I

also sat down near them and listened to the words of the

teacher. The subject of exposition was, The Wickedness of

Absalom. Every now and then the aged rabbi with the

young children near him spat in detestation, and also

pronounced curses. After a considerable time they rose

from the ground and threw stones at the monument as an

expression of abhorrence. I began a lengthy conversation

with the aged Israelite, and I asked him what was the fate

of a Jew who died ? He answered " that after death every

departed one must pass through the punishment of hell

according to the deeds done in the flesh." I asked him if

Judaism gave hope for the most ungodly Israelite. "Yes,"

he replied ; " however bad the life of a Jew, he will be

purified in the fires of hell ; but no hope can be held out to

those Jews who are baptized in the Christian faith." " How

long must an unbaptized Jewish sinner suffer in the fires of

hell until he can enter into Paradise?" "Most likely," he

replied, "several years." " Surely," I said, "if an ungodly

Jew is assured of salvation after punishment in hell, Absalom,

according to your creed, must now be in Paradise and

purified. Why then do you curse at the mention of his

name, and throw stones at the monument ? "

I reminded the aged Hebrew of a passage in the Talmud,

where it said, " All Israelites are apostates." And yet, though

Israel sinned and rebelled against God, before whom they
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are apostates, God does not utterly consume them, or deal

with them according to their deserts, but exhibits to them

His tenderness and long-suffering. And yet you Jews,

although objects of so much forgiveness and Divine mercy,

will not forgive Absalom. I presented him with a Hebrew

copy of the New Testament. I was surprised and delighted

in the way that the book was accepted. Before parting, we

sat down and read the story of the Redeemer's agony and

death together. We parted like old friends, and the aged

Jew pronounced upon me the old Jewish benediction, " The

Lord bless thee as Ephraim and Manasseh," &c.

I then examined the Pyramid of Zacharias. Here the

children of Israel from Babylon spread out their hands to

pray in a low and subdued voice. What a pathetic scene

this must have been ! From thence we passed on to

En-Rogel. Here is Joab's Well, around which strange his

torical incidents cluster. No doubt it was here that in

ancient times the border line was drawn between Judah and

Benjamin. Walking about at En-Rogel, we were reminded

of Adonijah, David's darling son, making a feast in this place

and usurping the kingdom (1 Kings i.). With strange feelings

we walked through the village of Siloam. Little children,

women, and old men crowded round, all shouting as loud

as their lungs would allow them, "Bachshish ! bachshish !"

In Siloam " bachshish " seemed to be more often and

earnestly repeated than any word. Here I looked round,

and asked if any traces could be seen of that " Tower of

Siloam'' (Luke xiii. 4). A young Arab promised to take

me to the very spot if I would give him bachshish. At

the Pool of Siloam we were reminded of the poor blind

man whom Christ sent to this place (John ix. 7). We

thought also of Nehemiah iii. 15. Here, doubtless, was the

" King's Garden," spoken of as near the Pool of Siloam.

Turning to the left, we came to the Fountain of the Virgin,
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" The waters of Shiloah that go softly."—ISAIAH viii. 6.

lieneath Moriah's rocky side

A gentle fountain springs ;

Silent and soft its waters glide,

Like the peace the Spirit brings.

The thirsty Arab stoops to drink

Of the cool and quiet wave ;

And the thirsty spirit stops to think

Of Him who came to save.

Siloam is the fountain's name,

It means, " One sent from God ; '

And thus the Holy Saviour's fame

It gently spreads abroad.

O grant that I, like this sweet well,

May Jesus* Image bear,

And spend my life, my all, to tell

How full His mercies are.
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over twenty feet deep. Here several women of Siloam

came to draw water. A Mohammedan washed his hands

and feet, and engaged in prayer. Seeing that I was in

terested in the place, he kindly informed me why, at special

times in the day, the water flows and stops. The cause of

it is, according to the belief of his countrymen, that a

dragon lives in the rock. When awake he stops the foun

tain by drinking the water, and when he is asleep it

flows. From here I walked among the graves of the Jews'

Cemetery.

Here several Jewish young men and maidens were

prostrate on the graves of their departed loved ones, cry

ing bitterly. Several aged rnen and women were sitting

on the tombstones, reading the special prayers for and

to the dead. Their shrieks and cries were almost heart

rending. I noted the prayers of one poor mourner over

the grave of his father : " Dear, holy, and precious father,

can you be satisfiad to rest with Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob,

and yet let me suffer hunger, loneliness, and destitution?

Yours is now the home of the blest, mine is the lot of the

broken-hearted, desolate, and sorrowful. O, my precious

father, intercede for me before the great throne, so that God

may send me food, raiment, and comfort. O, my sweet

father, pray to God that He may forgive my sins. Dear,

sweet father, I am still waiting for the Hope of Israel, and

am longing for the coming of the Messiah, the Great

Redeemer of Israel." Here I conversed with several sons

and daughters of Israel, who told me that they had come to

Jerusalem to die, which is the desire of very many, as the

Jews are anxious to be there when the Messiah comes to

raise the dead.

It is believed that the dead buried in this place on the

day of resurrection will, on hearing the sound of the great

trumpet, at once rise and find themselves in the presence of
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the Messiah, and those who are buried in other countries, on

hearing the sound of the trumpet, will have the unutterable

inconvenience of rolling under the earth until they roll into

the land of Israel. Then will they rise and join the company

of the redeemed. I told some of them of the fact that He

for whose coming they looked forward, and prayed, had

already come, and redemption was now within the reach of

all who, by faith, received Him, who is the Life of all that

believe. Oh ! that the veil may soon be removed from the

poor suffering sons of Jacob. Oh ! that Christians may

realize their responsibility to carry the glad tidings of the

Gospel to Israel's land !

Having spent many hours walking about and riding on a

mule over hills and valleys, we returned to our hotel, where, to

our surprise, a number of Jews were waiting to see us, all of

whom, however, had one object, and that was begging. As

M. Rothschild, of Paris, was at the time staying at a neigh

bouring hotel, I advised them to pay him a visit, assuring

them that he was much more able to help them than I was.

Their cries were, however, so piteous, and certainly their

faces seemed to tell of much suffering and starvation, that

I gladly gave them enough to purchase a loaf each, and

their gratitude was most touching. They eagerly kissed

my hand, and invoked all the blessings of Jacob on my

head. This was a splendid opportunity, of which I gladly

availed myself, of distributing portions of Scripture, par

ticularly the Epistles to the Hebrews and Romans. They

accepted them most willingly. Having rested, we resumed

our walks about Zion. This time we went to the summit of

the Mount of Olives. Who can think and walk on Olivet

without calling to mind some of the most thrilling events that

the world has ever known ? Our company was small, con

sisting only of those to whom the gospel is a living

reality. It was therefore with sacred emotion that we
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reverently ascended this mountain, calling to mind that

here walked the Incarnate Redeemer, and here, often, our

Lord found retirement from the crowded and busy city

where He laboured and toiled for the good of others.

Having ascended to a considerable height, the view of Jeru

salem was most magnificent. We sat down under a large

old olive tree, and while enjoying its refreshing shade, we

were reminded that it was on Olivet that the disciples came

to their great Teacher and Master, privately asking for

more information and explanation of His strange and

mysterious prophecies concerning the destruction of the

Temple, the signs of His coming, and the end of the

world. We looked down, and, beholding Jerusalem as she

can only be seen from Olivet, we thought that perhaps it

was under this very tree, or somewhere near, that the

blessed company sat, while the Son of God unfolded to

them His wonderful sayings. Here their dark understand

ings were enlightened, as they listened to His words. At

this spot warnings were uttered concerning troubles that

would convulse the world. Here were heard words that

were sweeter than music to the ears that heard them—

words that stimulated noble enthusiasm, and gave blessed

encouragement : " Heaven and earth shall pass away, but

My words shall not pass away."

We sat here some time, reading the very words uttered

by the Master. We thought of our blessed Lord, who often

communed with His Father on Olivet. Here we conducted

a small but a blessed prayer-meeting. We felt, " Truly this

is none other than the gate of heaven." And as we gazed

on the city, and thought of nearly thirty thousand Jews still

ignorant of the blessings of salvation, we earnestly pleaded

their own prayer : " In mercy, Lord, Thy people's prayer

attend ; grant this desire to mourning Israel. O, shield of

Abraham, our Redeemer send, and call His glorious name

Immanuel."
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With unspeakable delight we lingered about the Mount

of Olives. Whichever way we looked we beheld spots

of sacred and blessed associations. Bethany, which our

blessed Lord often loved to visit, was behind us. Before

us, we had a view of the Dead Sea and Jordan and

the plains of Jericho. Across the valley and waters of

Jordan were the mountains of Moab, Gilead, and Judea.

The Frank Mountain is the highest ; and its appearance

.,-_,
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is like a sugar-loaf. Beholding the majestic mountains,

especially of Moab, we remembered the words of Psalm

cviii. 9 : " Moab is my washpot ; over Edom will I cast out

my shoe ; over Philistia will I triumph." The variety of

scenery is truly most enchanting. With great interest we

stood looking on the magnificent mountains. Although

too far to be able to distinguish the particular peaks, yet

it was with delight that we looked on the summit of
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Abarim ; doubtless the eye rested on Bethpeor-Pisgah,

the top of Nebo. Standing on the summit of Olivet,

we were reminded of the sublime predictions of Zech. xiv.

4 ; Matt. xxvi. 30 ; Mark xiv. 26 ; John viii. The brook

Kidron being so near, we descended into it. We remem

bered that over this brook passed King David with his

faithful followers when they fled from Absalom. We were

also reminded that over this brook passed our blessed Lord

with His disciples in the hours of His trouble (John

xviii. 1). What hallowed recollections !

Silently we now traced our steps to the tombs of the

prophets. Here we read chapters of the books that were

written by inspired penmen, whose mortal remains rested

in this place.

A visit to the tomb of the Virgin is of no little

interest. Here crowds of pilgrims often come. Our

Catholic friends expressed their pleasure at being able to

offer prayer here, and, not satisfied with their devotion

at the Virgin's tomb, some continued to pray at the

shrines of the blessed Virgin's father and mother. The

shrine of St. Joseph is also pointed out. Here also are

places specially consecrated for prayer, which are used by

Greeks, Abyssinians, Armenians, and Muslims. It was

with reverent delight that we entered the Garden of Geth-

semane. We silently watched and prayed and praised.

We felt that we walked on holy ground. It was here

that the Son of God prayed, " Abba, Father, all things are

possible unto Thee. Take away this cup from Me. Never

theless, not what I will, but what Thou wilt " (Mark xiv.

36). As we walked on this ground we were almost over

come with emotion, for we remembered our blessed Lord's

anguish of mind when, with the prospect of the bitter cup

for us, " He fell on the ground" (Mark xiv. 35). Here we

read the accounts of all the evangelists. How real and
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thrilling the Saviour's agony in the garden ! For surely it

was here that the Captain of our salvation was made perfect

through suffering. This we felt to be an appropriate place

in which to worship God, and did so with a holy joy. Here

we sang, as never before, that precious hymn—

Gethsemane, can I forget,

Or here Thy conflict see,

Thine agony and bloody svreat,

And not remember Thee !

 

VIEW IN THE GAKUEN OF GETHSEMANE.

When to the Cross T turn my eyes,

And rest on Calvary,

O Lamb of God, my Sacrifice !

I must remember Thee !

As we lingered here we were constrained to say, " Take

off thy shoes from off thy feet, for the place whereon thou

standest is holy ground."
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An aged Hebrew Christian friend, who walked about

with me on Olivet, called my attention to the hard, rugged,

immovable stones on the Mount of Olives. Does not this

mount, with its isolation, tombs, and other objects making

it look wild and dead, remind you of our Jewish nation ?—

spiritually dead, and desolate, and barren ! Yes ! So it

seems ; but looking at charming Gethsemane, where the

flowers are so beautiful and fragrant, my aged friend said,

" See, the lovely garden is part of Olivet. The only

difference is that this plot of ground is cultivated ; busy

hands always attend to the requirements of this place, and

anxious hearts are constantly brooding over this place.

Hence its fertility and fragrance." And when the hearts

of God's people will be filled with anxiety for the now

spiritually dead Israel, it shall truly come to pass, "The

mountains and the hills shall break forth before you into

singing, and all the trees of the field shall clap their hands "

(Isa. Iv. 12).

After visiting the tombs of the kings and of the judges,

we returned to the Damascus Gate, and with consider

able interest we learned that we were now at the Grotto

of Jeremiah. It was here, according to tradition, that Jere

miah wrote his Lamentations, and afterwards was buried.

Walking about close to this place, we saw Jews dejected

and poor, and with,.«iv. Bible in hand I asked one

aged Israelite, who was" posing by, "Why are you look

ing so cast down?" He then asked me if I was a Ben

Israel. "Yes," I replied, "I am an Israelite." Seeing that

I had my Bible in hand, he desired me to turn to the book

of Jeremiah's Lamentations (Lam. i.). He most feelingly

repeated, " Zion spreadeth forth her hands, and there is

none to comfort her. The Lord hath commanded, con

cerning Jacob, that his adversaries should be round about

him." The aged Jew then said, " Is not this enough to
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make us dejected and to mourn ? Is not this enough to

break our hearts? We are waiting and waiting, and it is

like waiting in vain. And yet we cling, and must cling, to

His promises." I asked him when he thought Israel would

cease to mourn and be troubled ; to which he replied,

"When Judah will return to God." I told him that

there are about a hundred thousand Israelites who, like

himself, had waited, and were perplexed, and who, after

much prayerful consideration, had carefully searched the

Scriptures, and had come to the conclusion that it would be

in vain to wait any longer, and that they declared their belief

that Israel's Messiah had already come, and salvation, com

fort, and peace are to be enjoyed through faith in Him.

"But," replied the poor fellow, "the Talmud does not say

so, and I cannot believe that He has already come un'ess I

can find it in the Talmud." I told him that I was the rich

possessor of a precious little Talmud, written by Jews, men

of great talents, powers, and distinguished for their true

piety. All these testified that the Messiah had come. He

asked me if I could sell him such a Talmud ; I freely

offered it to him. He had never seen such a thing before.

It was a Hebrew New Testament, which he accepted with

gratitude, promising to read the contents earnestly. May

the Spirit of God reveal unto that poor son of Abraham the

true Messiah and Saviour !

On Sunday morning we attended the English service

of the Protestant Church, where a goodly number of

Hebrew Christians worshipped. Here I met with several

Jewish converts, some of whom visited me later in the

day. One young man, a native of Russia, spent several

hours with me. I was pleased to learn from him

that he was a native of Kovno, my own native place in

Russia. It was delightful to me to hear from him the

simple story of his conversion. When he arrived in Jeru
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salem he intended to give himself entirely to the study of

the Talmud, and his hope was to live and die a student

of the Talmud Torah. After living several months in

Jerusalem, he came into contact with the Rev. H. Fried-

laender, from whom he received a New Testament, which

he read with curiosity and with interest. Mr. Friedlaender,

having taken a deep interest in his spiritual welfare, was

the means of leading him to Christ. The kindness of

Mr. Friedleander overcame his strong Jewish prejudices,

and he blessed God for having ever met that servant of

Christ, who became unto him a spiritual father. This

young man, with several others, all of whom had been

led to Christ through the influence of the same missionary,

subsequently visited me. They all seemed to possess the

warmest friendship and affection for their spiritual parent,

who has left Palestine through ill-health, and gone to Eng

land. They said, " If on your return you should see him,

tell him we never forget to pray for him, and are longing

to see him and his family once more in the city of David,

where many Jews will yet be brought to Jesus Christ, and

will bless God for the blessings of salvation." They left me,

warmly shaking hands with me, and saying, " Bless God, the

gospel is sufficiently powerful to subdue the stubborn hearts

of fanatical Jews. And Jesus is able and willing to save

unto the uttermost them that come unto God by Him."

The tomb of David, King of Israel ! What thoughts

of sacredness cluster round this memorable place ! We

stood almost motionless and speechless as we cast our eyes

on the pages of our Bible, I Kings xi. 43 ; xiv. 31 ; Neh.

iii. 15. We thought of the Apostle Peter (to whom this

tomb furnished an illustration), when he said, " His sepul

chre is with us unto this day." The mind is truly solemnized

as we stand in the Neby Daud, and remembered that here

lies the author of the sweet Psalms, which have charmed
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the hearts of Jews and Gentiles. And as we gazed upon

this spot, we could not but recall the life of David. We

thought of the lessons we had learned in childhood, \\ hen,

at a dear mother's knee, we heard of the son of Jesse, the

hero of the armies of Saul, and of his combat with Goliath.

We thought of David as a sinner and as a saint, and

endeavoured to learn such lessons as can be derived from

such a life as his. We thought of the rabbis who have cast

a halo of infallibility on the Bethlehemite shepherd when

they de

clared in

the Tal

mud, "He

ihat says

David

committed

sin is in

1 error. . . .

David had

no evil in

clinations

ruling in

his mem

bers, for it

is written, ' And my heart is wounded within me.' " The

cause of his punishment, according to the Talmud, is

very singular indeed. It declares that David was punished

by God because he read the law in an intoning voice,

although Psa. cxix. 54 says, " Thy statutes have been my

songs." The view of the tomb, as we saw it, reminded us

also of the Talmudic description of David's death, which

relates how cleverly the Angel of Death overcame this

saint over whom for a long time he was powerless.

It says David was daily engaged in the study of the lawi
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and when his days were numbered, and the Angel of Death

was to call him away from the earth, he found the Psalmist

studying the law. As long as he pursued his studies in holy

things, he could not lay hand on him. David, with un

flinching zeal and determination, did not for a moment

interrupt his studies, consequently the Angel of Death felt

himself defeated. At last he resorted to a trick. Finding

himself in distress, unable to fulfil his mission of death, he

exclaimed, "What shall I do?" Time goes on quickly,

and he is still studying his books. Behind David's study

was a splendid orchard. The Angel of Death got up

into one of its trees, and made a great noise between its

branches. This so surprised David that he left his study

and went into the orchard to see what caused it. He

endeavoured to climb the tree from which the noise pro

ceeded, and as he began to climb, one of the branches

broke. He fell, and was dead. Thus, as the tradition says,

the Angel of Death triumphed !

Numerous legends cluster round this place. Some are

of Mohammedan origin ; others of Jewish authority.

We now turned to the adjoining Ccenaculum, that being

the chamber of the Lord's Supper. The room is perfectly

plain ; we greatly admired its simplicity. The places where,

it is said, the table stood, and where our blessed Lord sat,

were pointed out to us. How could we look over this room

without being interested ? It is divided into two parts, by

two columns placed in the middle. One part is used for

the celebration of mass, and the other is used by Muslims

for prayer. On the wall separating David's tomb from the

chamber of the Lord's Supper many prayers have been

written, most of which are earnest requests to David to

intercede on behalf of the souls of the applicants.

A walk through the Via Dolorosa is not only of great

interest, but of solemnity and awe. From the Serai, the

S
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Pasha's residence, near St. Stephen's Gate, we started, and

continued to the Church of the Holy Sepulchre. As we

passed through the Via Dolorosa, we were struck with the

narrowness of the streets and its rough pavements. As we

traversed these sacred streets we were highly interested with

the picturesqueness of some parts. The zigzags all added

charm to our observations of the holy places which the

Master trod, and which now we walked on, with delight

remembering the story of His redeeming love.

It is very interesting to notice the different stations of the

cross—Pilate's judgment hall.

The Holy Steps, which were removed to Rome, we saw

in that city when visiting St. John Lateran. The place

from which the steps were removed was shown to us. We

looked on the place of the binding of the cross upon Christ's

shoulders with peculiar interest. We also beheld the so-

called Ecce Homo Arch. This arch is declared to have

been connected with the judgment hall (John xix. 5).

We passed on and found ourselves at the place where,

it is said, Christ sank under the cross. Here they com

pelled Simon, a Cyrenian, to carry the burden (Mark xv. 21).

At the next station we beheld the supposed impression of

Christ's shoulders as He leant for support. A little further

and we were brought to the house of St. Veronica, who is

Raid to have wiped the Redeemer's brow, and on whose

handkerchief the imprint of the Saviour's features was left.

Near this is the Russian Hospital. It stands, as is sup

posed, on the very spot where the suffering Redeemer,

turning to the weeping women, said : " Daughters of Jeru

salem, weep not for Me, but weep for yourselves, and for your

children" (Luke xxiii. 28).

Through Christian Street, we entered the Church of the

Holy Sepulchre. As we came near it, we could not help

feeling interested as we realized that near this took place
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events by which the world has been revolutionized. We

were reminded of Matthew xxvii. 39 ; we also thought espe

cially of John xix. 38-42, and of Mark xv. 46.

First of all we entered the court. It was early on a

Sunday morning. The court was full of beggars, sellers

of flowers, crucifixes, and a variety of ornaments generally

precious to Catholic worshippers. Here we were reminded

of the days when, at the Temple of the Lord, the making

of money was .of greater importance to some than the

worship of God. Here the pious Catholics on Sunday

morning seem more anxious to sell a bunch of flowers

or a crucifix, than to pray in the holy place with the crowd

of their co-religionists.

We entered the church by the principal door, and came

to the Unction Stone. On this stone the body of our

Lord is said to have been anointed when He was taken

from the cross. ' Large lamps hung over and surrounded

this holy stone. Before this stone tens of thousands of

Christian pilgrims prostrate themselves, and kiss it as if it

were a duty. Going on a few steps we beheld Mary's

station. This spot, we were told, is the place where the

mother watched the body of her Divine Son anointed. We

entered the Rctunda, and as the morning sun shone, every

thing looked lovely. The dome, sixty-five feet in diameter,

is splendidly decorated with mosaics, and is supported by

eighteen square pillars.

In the middle of this Rotunda stands the Holy Sepulchre.

It is the centre of attraction and admiration to pilgrims

from almost all nationalities. Their devotion certainly had

the appearance of intense earnestness and fervour.

From this spot we proceeded to the chapel of the Copts.

Here divine service was being conducted. I remembered

that, previous to my leaving England for my mission to the

land of my fathers, I had heard and read of the advocacy
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by Episcopalians of the desirability of uniting the Coptic

Church to the Establishment of the English Church, but

as I witnessed the idolatrous worship worthy of a pagan

temple I could not but hope that the advocates of this

longed-for union may never have their desires fulfilled.

We then went into the chapel of the Syrians. Here we

were provided with candles, as Jhe place is very dark.
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There are several tombs, chief in interest being those of

Nicodemus and Joseph of Arimathea. A service was being

conducted, but as we were tired and sickened by witnessing

the idolatrous worship of the Copts, we would not spend

any more time in this place. Therefore we returned again

to the famous Rotunda.

We entered the place marked as most sacred. This open

court, with marble slabs radiating from the central stone,
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is the place where the risen Lord stood when saying to

Mary Magdalene, " Woman, why weepest thou ? " (John

xx. 15, 1 6). When we had viewed this, we passed on to

the column of scourging. It was to this column, we were

told, that the Man of Sorrows was bound by order of Pilate,

when He was scourged.

With considerable interest we entered the sacristy. Here

we were shown objects of true historical interest. The

memorials of the brave Godfrey de Bouillon we examined

carefully. We saw Godfrey's favourite sword, with which he

obtained his most glorious victories. From thence we pro

ceeded to the altar under which are the two holes in the

stone. This sacred place is called " The bonds of Christ."

Close to this we found ourselves in a chamber known as

the prison of Christ, where, we were informed, He was im

prisoned previous to His crucifixion. A few steps further

and we found ourselves at the chapel of the division of the

vestments (Mark xv. 24). Again we moved on, and we

found ourselves at the chapel of the crown of thorns. Here

we were shown a column where, we were told, the crown of

thorns was put on His head (John xix. 2, 3).

Again we passed on, under the leadership of our patient

dragoman, and we arrived at Calvary (Luke xxiii. 33).

Here we came to an altar under which we saw a hole

through a marble slab to the solid rock. This is the place

where, we were told, the Redeemer's cross was stationed.

Two other sockets, one on the right and the other on the

left, were shown us, and we were informed that these are

the spots in which were planted the crosses of the two

malefactors crucif1ed on each side of Christ. We put our

hands into these sockets, but did not feel any the better for

it. This chapel, although known by the name of Calvary, is

also called the Chapel of Golgotha. Here, we were told, our

first parent «as buried, and the legend says that when the
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Redeemer of the world shed His blood for human trans

gression, it was destined that the blood should fall on the

head of the first sinner.

Our eyes now turned to the rent in the rock. This is

said to have been made when the Man of Sorrows was slain

on the cross, when the earth did quake and the rocks rent

(Matt, xxvii. 51,52). After visiting almost every corner and

spot of reverence, we again entered the great sanctuary,

where the patriarch officiated at divine service. An audience

of some thousands took part. In the procession, of great

ceremony and solemnity, I was much struck and surprised

by beholding the patriarch, in the performance of his most

solemn duties, with two Turkish armed guards to protect

him. These Mohammedan soldiers continued with the

patriarch throughout the services. I inquired why the pre

sence of these enemies of the cross was needful, and was

informed that it was absolutely necessary to have these

guards in order to protect the patriarch from the insults

and violence of the other Christian communities who

worship in the same church. The members of different

Christian churches look upon each other with hatred, and

were it not for the interference of Turkish armed soldiers,

quarrelling, fighting, and bloodshed would be the scene in

this holy place every time these Christians assembled to

worship. Alas ! how sad the thought that these are the

so-called disciples of the Prince of Peace. And is it to be

wondered at that the 30,000 Jews in Jerusalem, sur

rounded as they are by the gross idolatry of the Greek

and Latin Churches, should look upon such a system of

religion with contempt ? What caricatures of Christi

anity ! How needful, therefore, that true representatives

of the followers of Christ should reside in the midst

of the multitudes here, so that the noble example of true

Christian life should be seen by the Jews and Mohamme
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dans, and also that there should be sound teaching and

preaching, and the distribution of good Christian literature,

especially of the Scriptures. I am confident that such work,

done by consecrated workers, would, by the blessing of God,

prove a wondrous mercy to thousands in the land. We

should not rest, nor cease to pray that the time may soon

come when evangelical truth shall be proclaimed by earnest

men, who shall so labour to spread the truth that, by the

blessing of God, Christ only may be the acknowledged

Head and Lord of all.

Is it- not time that believers everywhere should lift up

their eyes, and turn towards the land of Israel ? " Ye that

make mention of the Lord keep not silence, and give Him

no rest, till He establish, and till He make Jerusalem a

praise in the earth."

We spent several hours in visiting the various places

where the orientals are most active in their commercial

pursuits. The first attractive view is the market-place

outside the Jaffa Gate, near the citadel of David. Here

crowds of Arabs were selling and purchasing articles of

every imaginable description. The women of Bethlehem,

with their large silver-coined necklaces, and most grace

fully attired, were sitting promiscuously on the ground,

some with smiles offering their goods, or asking for bach-

shish, the smallest offering being accepted with a very

cheerful " kattercherreck " (thanks) and a kiss on the

hand, together with a profusion of blessings, with which

orientals are very free.

Maidens with water-pots on their heads, and men with

long water-skins, walked along singing earnestly their street

cry, "Ho, every one that thirsteth, come and drink !" \Ve

availed ourselves of the kind offer, and drank, but, to our

surprise, found that it was not free. The water-carrier's

hand was held out for a long time for a liberal bachshish.
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The commercial customs of the orientals in the market

places are most amusing. Everything seemed in a state of

confusion. Purchasers and sellers appeared by their attitude

as if to be on the verge of a desperate fight. We waited and

watched with anxiety, and with some fear. The dragoman,

however, assured us that it was all right, this being the usual

mode of these people in transacting business. One says,

" Your article is no good ; " the other declares it to be the

best ; then a lively quarrel ensues about the price. Soon,

however, everything is amicably settled.

Standing in this market-place near the city gate we are

reminded of Genesis xxiii. 10, xxxiv. 24; Psalm cxxii. 2.

A walk through the bazaar in the city is even more inte

resting. Mohammedans, Christians, and Jews have their

respective quarters, and transact their business in their own

way. The shopkeepers mostly sit on the ground smoking

cigarettes or pipes. Little children run to and fro, and

every European is accosted with a request for bachshish.

The streets are very narrow, and often crowded. As there are

no side-walks men, women, children, horses, camels, and

mules with their burdens, half-starved dogs, all leisurely go

ahead the best way possible. Now and then a donkey with

a load of rubbish will knock against the European in his best

suit of light clothes, leaving stains, of course. The dragoman

abuses the donkey-driver for his carelessness, to which he

replies, "I have not done it, but my donkey." And then

he asks for bachshish ! Presently we hear the call for

prayer from the minaret. We listen with some interest as

the cry seems earnest, "La Allah ilia Allah, Mohammed

rusool Allah " (" There is no God but God, and Mohammed

is His apostle "). Many shopkeepers will now leave their

shops, and go to the mosque, and prostrate themselves and

say their prayers. According to the Koran this duty must

be performed five times every day. After visiting most
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of the city within the walls, the sun in all his strength

above us, we retired to our favourite Mount of Olives, and

seeing a large olive tree, we lay down, and slept under

its refreshing shade. We then went to the Mohamme

dan cemetery, where a large number of Muslim women

come to hold fellowship with the dead. These ignorant

Mohammedan women believe that their departed dead

visit the places of their burial, and converse with their

relations. The women, therefore, communicate all sorts of

domestic news. Every imaginable concern of family life is

made known to the spirits visiting the graves every Friday,

the Mohammedan Sabbath.

We now turned with peculiar interest and delight to

Mount Moriah. Here, on the summit, stands the celebrated

Mosque of Omar. Having obtained permission to visit

this place, in company with a Kawas from the English

Consul, we were introduced to a young sheik, who most

politely undertook to show us every part of that sacred

place. Before entering we were requested to take off our

boots or shoes, cloth shoes being supplied to us to walk

over the noble sanctuary.

Looking over the spacious ground, we were reminded

that it was most likely here that Abraham offered Isaac

(Gen. xxii.). It was here that David, beholding the angel

of the Lord having a drawn sword in his hand stretched

out over Jerusalem, clothed himself and the elders of Israel

in sackcloth and ashes, fell upon their faces and cried unto

the Lord, and stayed the hand of the destroying angel

(1 Chron. xxi. 17). It was here also that Solomon built the

temple unto Jehovah (2 Chron. iii. 1). Doubtless it was

here that our blessed Lord uttered the sublime words in the

last day, that great day of the feast (John vii. 37). It was

here, too, that the veil in the temple was rent from top to

bottom when in His awful agony on the cross the Son of
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God gave up the ghost (Matt, xxvii. 50, 51); and it is

toward this place that the Jews, in all countries where they

are dispersed, turn their faces when in prayer, as did

Solomon (2 Chron. vi. 20). As we looked on the majestic

Mosque of Omar, we thought of the awful scenes that took

place here when the Temple of the Lord was burnt. We

also thought of the Crusaders, who once used this splendid

edifice as their cathedral ; and of brave Saladin, who, with

unspeakable determination and courage, recaptured it, and

restored it to the worshippers of Islam. Being led by the

young Mohammedan priest, we were brought to some

pillars standing near one another. Passing the narrow

space between two of these, we were told by the young

priest that an entrance to Paradise would be granted us.

The interior of the noble sanctuary is somewhat plain, but

charming. No images are to be seen anywhere, nor

pictures of any description. The grand old pulpit, from

which the great Khalif preached, still stands, and is vene

rated by every Moslem. It is very charming to view

the fifty-six stained-glass windows of delightful brilliancy

and beauty. The pavement, of marble mosaic, adds

greatly to the beautiful appearance of the edifice. All the

splendour of this wonderful place grows into insignificance,

however, when we turn to the Holy Rock under the dome.

This rock is nearly 6oft. long and about 45 ft. wide. This

Holy Rock, we are told by Mohammedans and Jews, hovers

without any support. On it Abraham, Elijah, David, Solo

mon, Jesus, and Mohammed prayed.

A mysterious slab of jasper is pointed out to us. Into

this jasper slab Mohammed is said to have driven nineteen

golden nails, one of which falls out at every epoch. There

are now only three and a half of these significant nails

remaining. When these are gone, then will be the end of

the world.
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- With no little interest we examined the " Fountain of the

Leaf." This fountain is of great depth, and is said to be the

sacred way to Paradise. The young priest reverently told

us that a friend of Omar by accident let his pitcher fall into

the cistern below. Anxious to get it out he descended ; to

his great surprise he found a gate there which opened into

lovely gardens. A leaf which he plucked he brought back.

This leaf never faded, because it was a leaf from Paradise.

With some amusement we listened to the young priest when

he showed us the shield of Mohammed's uncle, Moham

med's sacred footprints, the prophet's holy banner, and also

some sacred hairs from the prophet's beard. After passing

from place to place, we entered the Mosque of El-Aksa.

Here we were shown the tombs of Aaron's sons. We

were also shown the praying-place of Moses. A stone is

also pointed out to us which is said to bear the footprints

of Christ. Descending further down, over thirty steps, we

are brought to the supposed cradle of Christ.

It is a small vaulted chamber. Here, we were told, the

infant Messiah was circumcised, and here, we were informed,

dwelt aged Simeon, and here the blessed Virgin received

his hospitality when visiting him.

With feelings of reverence and unspeakable pleasure we

descended and found ourselves in a vast succession of

pillared and vaulted avenues, bearing unmistakable marks

of the Jewish masonry of the first Temple. Here were the

stables of Solomon, and the rings to which the royal horses

were fastened are still visible. Again we opened our Bibles,

and were reminded of 1 Kings iv. 26. Then we wended

our way to the small mosque, known as Solomon's Throne.

Our attention was now drawn westward, where is a little

chapel with a white dome. It was here, we were told, that

Solomon, having finished his work of erecting the Temple,

gave thanks to the God of his fathers, and it was here, we
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were informed, that Solomon was found dead. Numberless

legends cluster round every part of this site and its buildings,

but certain it is that the Temple of Israel stood here, and

that some part trodden by our feet must have been where

the Shekinah rested between the cherubim, and where God

communed with His saints from the mercy-seat.

After spending considerable time in walking over these

holy places, I paid a lengthy visit to my friend, the Jewish

rabbi. Having described to him what I had seen on

Moriah, the pious rabbi, with bowed head, wept and said,

" Alas, alas ! how is the Shekinah departed from us, and we

sit and weep and mourn." The rabbi also remonstrated

with me for having so defiantly disregarded the Talmudic

law, which prohibits Israelites treading the sacred site of

the Temple.

I anxiously inquired why the Talmud prohibits Israelites

visiting that place, to which he answered that the site of the

Temple is holy, and without blood. None were allowed to

enter the sanctuary because of the present condition of

Israel, there being no priesthood, and therefore no sacrifices,

and consequently no blood with which to enter. It is,

therefore, Israel's solemn duty to abstain from entering any

part of the holy place. He also informed me most solemnly

that at present there is no certainty as to the spot where the

Holy of Holies was. No Israelite may visit the place, as

perchance he may tread on the spot where only the High

Priest was allowed to enter. I called his attention to the

fact that God is a spirit, and they that worship Him must

do so in spirit, and that every place is holy ground where

saints worship God. " How can this be so," he asked,

"seeing that we are without sacrificial blood?" I called

his attention to the fact that the blood has been shed about

two thousand years ago in sacrifices according to the pre

dictions of Isaiah liii. Again and again he remonstrated with
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me, because of no sacrifice according to the Mosaic law.

Again and again I prayerfully and earnestly reminded him

that

Not all the blood of beasts,

On Jewish altars slain,

Could give the guilty conscience peace,

Or wash away the stain.

But Christ, the heavenly Lamb,

Took all our guilt away ;

A sacrifice of nobler name,

And richer blood than they.

 



CHAPTER III.

BETHLEHEM, JORDAN, JERICHO.

" For the Lord will have mercy on Jacob, and will yet choose Israel,

ind set them in their own land."—ISA. xiv. I.

O Zion, when thy Saviour came

In grace and love to thee,

No beauty in thy royal Lord

Thy faithless eye could see.

1 ERUSALEM and all its suburbs became fami

liar to me, and as we had rambled over the

surrounding mountains and valleys, we turned

towards Bethlehem, and yearned to stand on

the banks of the memorable River Jordan.

All arrangements for the journey having been made, we

patiently awaited the arrival of our caravan.

We rose at four o'clock in the morning, and had a good

walk on Olivet. Ibrahim, our dragoman, the muleteer and

animals, arrived, and at six o'clock we took to our saddles,

and started on our long-anticipated journey. A company

of young Arabs for several minutes ran after us crying for

bachshish. We granted their requests, and showers of

blessings were poured on our, heads by the Mohammedans.
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We passed by the Jaffa Gate, and descended into the

Valley of Gihon, which was already familiar to us. We

passed the Valley of Rephaim, and here we were re

minded of Joshua xv. 8. As we proceeded our thoughts

turned to the son of Jesse, who defeated the Philistines

in this place. As we still mused over this Scriptural and

historical incident we were informed that before us was the

Well of the Magi.

Here tradition says thnt the wise men, when they departed

from Herod, knew not where to go, and after wandering

about weary and

worn with fatigue,

they found this well.

Here they stooped

to draw water, and

1- suddenly they be

held the star re

flected in the well.

£f They then con-

•^ tinued their journey

until they came to

the place where the

infant Redeemer

was born. Having

THE POOLS OF GIHON. a good view of the

landscape here, we thought that most likely this well was

the fountain of Nephtoah (Josh. xv. 9).

With much interest we passed on until we found ourselves

at the Convent of Elijah. We are told that here the prophet

rested when fleeing to Beersheba from Jezebel. A smooth

piece of rock is shown, which tradition says the prophet

rested on, and the marks are supposed to be visible which

were impressed on the hard rock by his body as he lay

asleep; and we thought of 1 Kings xix. 4.
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With delight we continued our journey through the

country, and to the Tomb of Rachel.

From childhood we had heard so much of the pathetic

story of " Mother Rachel," that we were overcome with

feelings of tenderness and awe when our wish from child

hood was fulfilled, and our eyes gazed on the tomb so sacred

to every Jewish mind. We remembered how we offered

many prayers to Mother Rachel with tears streaming down

our cheeks, expressive of deep emotion which can only be

understood by pious

Jews. Here we sat down

and rested, and read the

pathetic story.

" And they journeyed

from Bethel ; and there

was but a little way to

come to Ephrath : and

Rachel travailed, and '

she had hard labour. }

And it came to pass, -

when she was in hard;3

labour, that the midwife

said unto her, Fear not ;

thou shalt have this son

also. And it came to TOMB OF RACHEL'

pass, as her soul was in departing (for she died), that she

called his name Ben-oni : but his father called him Benjamin.

And Rachel died, and was buried in the way to Ephrath,

which t's Bethlehem. And Jacob set a pillar upon her grave :

that is the pillar of Rachel's grave unto this day " (Gen.

xxxv. 16-20).

Turning to the west of this tomb, we beheld a beautiful-

looking village, Beth-falah, probably the Zelah of Joshua

xviii. 28. It was doubtless here Saul and Jonathan were
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buried. Looking at this place, we were interested as we

read 1 Sam. ix. 10, and also 2 Sam. xxi. 14.

We mounted our mules, and continued our journey to

Bethlehem. What delightful narratives we were here re

minded of! On approaching the town, we met groups of Beth-

lehemite women, who greeted us with many smiles and hearty

salaams. We then viewed David's Well. We thought of the

Sweet Singer of Israel, when, famishing with thirst, he said,

" Oh that one would give me drink of the water of the well of

Bethlehem, that is at the gate ! And the three [men] brake

through the host of the Philistines, and drew water out of

the well of Bethlehem, that was by the gate, and took it, and

brought it to David : but David would not drink of it, but

poured it out to the Lord. And said, My God forbid it me,

that I should do this thing ; shall I drink the blood of these

men that have put their lives in jeopardy?" (1 Chron. xi.

17-19).

The views of the fields near Bethlehem were very pic

turesque. As we gazed on the green fields and looked at

the women and men at work, we beheld living illustrations

of Ruth gleaning after the reapers, when Boaz, seeing her,

loved her, and took her to wife. Everything round here

was charming. " The little hills rejoice on every side. The

pastures are clothed with flocks ; the valleys also are covered

over with corn ; they shout for joy, they also sing " (Psa. Ixv.

12, 13)- ,

We now passed through the gate and entered the city of

Bethlehem. What associations cluster round this place !

Fiction cannot equal in interest the marvellous events that

have taken place here. Beth-Lachem, House of Bread ! We

thought of Ibzan, Israel's judge, with his thirty sons (Judg.

xii. 8-10). We were also reminded of the itinerant Levite

(Judg. xvii. 7-9). We also read here of Jesse, David, the

Philistines, Saul, and Jonathan (1 Sam. xvi., xvii., and xx.).
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Here we were charmed as we read through the book of

Ruth. The whole story was as a living panorama spread before

us. It was when looking to this place that Micah made the

wonderful prophecy, " Thou Bethlehem Ephratah, though

thou be little among the thousands of Judah, jrf out of thee

shall He come forth unto Me that is to be ruler in Israel ;

whose goings forth have been from of old, from everlasting "

(Micah v. 2). The city has about 8,000 inhabitants ; almost

all of whom belong either to the Roman or Greek Churches.

The busy streets and market-place are full of life and noise.

This is the

market town

of the Be

douins, and

many sons of

Ishmael are

seen with

their spears,

swords, and

gu ns—true

representa

tives of Esau !

How unlike

Jacob, the SCENE NEAR BETHLEHEM.

perfect man, delighting to sit in the tent in peace and

meditate upon the wonderful works of the God of his

fathers, Abraham and Isaac ! The chief place of interest

here is the Church of the Nativity.

The spacious nave is the oldest monument of Christian

architecture. Here, in A.D. not, Baldwin was crowned

king. In one of the caverns St. Jerome dwelt, and

wrote many of his theological works. This church is

especially used by the Roman Catholics, and the Greeks

and Armenians. The space allotted to each section is
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minutely measured off. The different parts of this great

edifice call more to mind the ancient heathen temples than

a place of worship of the humble Nazarene. Some of the

images of the Virgin and Joseph, of other saints, are

decked with costly jewels. To our surprise, we found

armed Turkish soldiers guarding the various chapels ; and

as we were the only visitors in the church, we inquired

why so many guards were required. If their presence

was intended to watch our movements, I did not feel in

any way flattered, as I could not think that our move

ments exhibited justification for suspicion. We found,

however, that these soldiers were not there to watch

us, but that they were always stationed in the sanctuary,

their presence being necessary, as otherwise the different

communities would rob each other's property. On many

occasions the Greeks have stolen the eyes of the Virgin and

St. Joseph, some of these having been most costly and

•precious jewels set in the images. Our dragoman solemnly

said, " What an awful sin it is to steal the eyes and teeth of

the Mother of God ! "

We then entered the Grotto of the Nativity, which is a

large cave in the rock. Turning on one side we beheld a

recess, and then gazed on a silver star on the pavement, on

the spot where the Lord was born. Above this star there

are sixteen silver lamps always burning.

From this place we turned to the Chapel of the Manger.

Here, Ibrahim informed us, the wooden manger was found,

which precious relic we saw when in Rome in the Church of

St. Maria Maggiore. Another object of interest was the

altar of the Magi, the supposed spot where the Eastern wise

men worshipped and presented gifts. For a few minutes we

looked over the Chapel of St. Joseph, the spot where Joseph

retired at the time of Christ's birth. Here the angel is said

to have appeared unto him, commanding him to flee with
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the Child and mother to Egypt. After visiting the Altar

of the Innocents, where the victims of the cruel massacre

are said to have been buried, we paid a visit to the Milk

Grotto.

This is curiously interesting. Tradition affirms that before

the flight to Egypt, the Virgin and her Divine Infant hid

themselves here. Small cakes mixed with the dust of the

rock are eagerly purchased by superstitious women, who

reverently eat them. For fivepence we purchased half a

dozen cakes. Although the great edifice is full of altars,

legends, &c., yet we cannot but believe that the Church of

the Nativity most probably stands on the real place where

the Son of the Most High was born. Doubtless the caves

in the hill-side adjacent to the inn were used for the cattle,

particularly when the inn was crowded, and that in such a

cave Christ was born.

It is, at any rate, a tradition of most ancient Christian

antiquity, and was accepted about a hundred years after the

occurrence by Justin Martyr. St. Jerome also was a firm

believer in it, and many others of high authority.

The idolatrous altars and associations, however, fill the

heart with contempt as we realize that the sacred and

humble place is profaned by gross idolatry, alas ! by the

name of Christian worship. We left, and were soon intro

duced to a sturdy, rou^h-looking Bedouin, whose com

pany was necessary for the safety of our further journey

to the Dead Sea, Jordan, and Jericho. That a rough-

looking savage was to be our guide did not inspire us

with confidence. Ibrahim, however, assured us that this

Bedouin belonged to the powerful tribe inhabiting the

mountains on our way, and was a perfect guarantee for our

safety. We therefore tried as much as possible to appear

men of courage, and fearless pilgrims. As we left the

city and looked again on the lovely landscape, we thought
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of the shepherds who heard the music of the angelic choir,

and we sang as we rode along—

Hark ! the herald angels sing

Glory to the new-born King ;

Peace on earth, and mercy mild,

God and sinners reconciled.

Thankful and glad for having visited Bethlehem, and

realized that for the f1rst time in our lives we were on

the soil somewhere near the spot where the Redeemer

was born, we continued our journey to the Jordan,

so familiar to every Bible student. The landscapes all

round Bethlehem are most charming. For the first hour

from the city the eye constantly rests on objects of beauty,

majesty, and even wonder. Soon, however, we leave the

lovely fields and orchards, and pass into rough, rugged, and

somewhat dangerous territory. On, on we go, and now

everything that meets the eye is unutterably wild. Now

and then a fierce-looking Arab, riding on a camel, with a

long spear at his side, salutes us with a salaam, and our

Bedouin guide and Ibrahim quickly respond, " Uvalekom

salaam " (" And unto you be peace ").

The heat of the sun is more and more intense, and the

air grows more oppressive ; and, for our encouragement, we

are informed by Ibrahim that we shall find the atmosphere

and journey more inconvenient the farther we go.

The journey became a constant ascent and descent

of perilous mountain paths. Some parts are so precipitous

that we frequently expected to fall. Ibrahim, however, en

courages us. " Don't fear, M. Englishman ; English are

brave, and fear not." What else could we do, but muster

up courage and exhibit the fearlessness of a native of

Russia ? We at last arrived at Mar Saba, a convent of

marvellous architectural skill. This convent stands on
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the edge of the gorge of Kedron. It occupies the moun

tainous cliff between the two channels, and looks down a

precipice of six hundred feet in depth. Many portions

of this edifice are cut out of the mountain side. Irregular

masses of walls, towers, chambers, and chapels, are perched
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upon rock terraces that cling to the side of the precipices,

and are supported by huge flying buttresses.

In the exterior construction of the convent every advan

tage has been taken of natural caves ; some artificial ones

are hewn out of the mountains. Here none can enter

without a special permit from the patriarch in Jerusalem,

but as we were favoured with the desired " permit," we

boldly rang the bell, and intimated our desire to remain
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there the night. The massive gate, the only entrance, was

soon after opened to us. A monk conducted us to our

room. Bedouins and ladies are not permitted to enter the

convent. The monks number about sixty, all of whom are

under vows of humility, chastity, and poverty. Being of

the Greek order, they wear conspicuous high black caps.

Their conversation is very pleasant, but, alas ! exhibits

their great ignorance. After refreshing ourselves and rest

ing after the

journey, a

monk con

ducted us

through the

convent. Its

i position and

[architecture,

| and the wild

and majestic

scenery, are

beyond de

scription. No

word-painting

of . the most

e 1 o q u e n t

speaker or

writer could possibly describe this place—doubtless the

most wonderful in the world. The obliging monk took

special delight in describing to us the sacredness of the

place and the religious duties of its inmates. After a good

night's rest, we rose at four o'clock in the morning, and

prepared for our journey to the Dead Sea and Jordan.

The journey became more and more weary and fatiguing.

The road is rough, and the whole task exhausting; but it

richly repays the undertaking, although to the nervous
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traveller there would possibly be few journeys in the world

more trying. While we pass through scenery weird and

wild, and are very near the edge of an awful chasm, we are

thankful for the sure-footedness of the mules on which we

ride. We cross Kedron, and we then have a long and

tedious ascent. The view from the top is most inspiring,

so we rested a little before reaching the summit, that we

might be fresher and more able to appreciate the scenery.

We soon reached the top, when a magnificent view burst

upon our sight as we beheld the great wilderness of Engedi.

Our eye rested on this wilderness, and we were reminded of

David's refuge from Saul, and then finding Saul in a cave

(1 Sam. xxiii. 29, and xxiv.). Starting on another descent,

every step seems dangerous, yet the cheerfulness of Ibra

him and the song of our Bedouin break the monotony of

the journey.

We passed through the Valley of Fire, on the wild winding

roads. Our attention is called to the minaret on the summit

of the mountain, and there, we are informed by our Bedouin,

is the tomb of Moses.

Having replied that we could not believe in this Moslem

tradition, our Bedouin became very earnest, and swore by

the beard of the Prophet that the remains of Moses indeed

rest there, and that thither the faithful Moslems annually go

on a pilgrimage.

Our eyes next rest on most interesting scenery. Close

by we gaze upon the Dead Sea, and not very far off is

the Jordan. The atmosphere being wonderfully clear, we

beheld objects over an area of about one hundred miles.

How interesting to look across, and behold the plain of

Moab and its mountains ! We were reminded of Deut.

xxxiv., "And Moses went up from the plains of Moab

unto the mountain of Nebo, to the top of Pisgah, that is

over against Jericho." As the majestic view was before
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us, we opened again our Bibles and read the strange and

wonderful life of Moses. We were thrilled as we read,

" So Moses the servant of the Lord died there in the land

of Moab, according to the word of the Lord. And He

buried him in a valley in the land of Moab, over against

Bethpeor : but no man knoweth of his sepulchre unto this

day." We look on Moab and its mountains, and are awed
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with the picturesqueness of the view. Mrs. Alexander's

poem seems more realistic than ever before—

By Nebo's lonely mountain,

On this side Jordan s wave,

In a vale of the land of Moab,

There lies a lonely grave.

* • » »

O ! lonely grave in Moab's land,

O ! dark Bethpeor's hill,

Speak to these curious hearts of ours,

And teach them to be still.

•"
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With such feelings we continued until we found ourselves

at the world's wonder—the Dead Sea.

What thoughts are associated with this place ! Why is it

called the Dead Sea? If no other answer were given, the

surroundings here would justify the name. The sea has no

living thing in it. The soil for about an hour and a half or

two hours' travel from it is barren. A most unnatural gloom

overhangs the entire region—no living thing in the water,

and only now and then some birds flying across. Here we

bathe, and enjoy our swim in the intensely salt water. In

endeavouring to swim, the splashing of the water finds its

way into our mouths and eyes. And what a strange sensa

tion we had after bathing in this memorable sea ! We rest and

refresh ourselves with some bread and wine, and then walk

round for a little while. By the side of the sea we think of

Lot, to whom the surrounding country was an attraction,

and of the fact that he settled in this region. We think

of the five cities on the plains, and of their inhabitants that

sinned against God, and of the destruction that overtook

them. We here read with great interest Genesis xix. Round

about the eye rests upon the extraordinary salt hills and salt

pillars, and we are reminded of Lot's wife. Here Numbers

xxxiv. 2-12 is no longer a dry description of Holy Writ.

This sea was a border-line of Judah (Josh. xv. 1-5).

How thrilling a picture the prophetic words of Ezekiel

xlvii. 6-12 are, as we read them by the side of the

mysterious cave, to which, doubtless, the prophet referred.

The solemnity of our meditation was interrupted, while

we watched some members of our party trying to swim in

the strangely buoyant water. Our bathers could not pos

sibly prevent their feet from flying upwards, although they

tried hard to keep them under water. The tormenting heat

of the sun made it somewhat too uncomfortable to remain

here much longer. We therefore took again to our accus-
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tomed saddles, and our good-natured mules soon enabled

us to turn our backs to the Dead Sea. Our previous bathing

in the intensely salt sea made us feel rather uncomfortable.

Our skin seemed as if irritated with Pharaoh's third plague

Under the circumstances we hurried as fast as our animals

could go until we arrived at the Jordan.

At once we hastened to the supposed part of the river

where our Lord was baptized. Here we bathe, and with
 

JOKUAN.

what refreshment and delight ! Afterwards, we sit for a

considerable time to rest. Here we made the acquaintance

of a traveller. After some conversation, with my Bible in

hand, our thoughts naturally are directed to the historical

and Scriptural associations of the spot. My German-

speaking companion informs me that he is a Protestant,

and takes care to impress upon me the fact of his dis

belief in all superstitions and mere legends of Christians,
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Moslems, and Jews. I am delighted to know I am in the

company of a Protestant. Soon, however, I discovered that

the name Protestant with him implied something very dif

ferent to that which I had expected.

In conversation I asked, " How did you enjoy bathing in

this memorable river?"

"Very much indeed," he replied; and after some little

hesitation, added : " By the bye, do we not read about the

Jordan in the Bible?"

" Yes, certainly we do ! " I answered. " Do you not re

member reading of the great Jewish Baptist, and how it is

written that there ' went out to him Jerusalem and all Judea

and all the region round about Jordan, and were baptized of

him in Jordan'?"

"Certainly! certainly! I remember all about it," was

his reply, and I was astonished when he further remarked,

"Was not Mr. Spurgeon a strong man to have baptized all

these in one day ? "

I could not help laughing heartily at this statement. I

endeavoured to assure him that those mentioned were not

baptized by the well-known pastor, but it was all no use ; my

companion declared that / could not be correct in my

knowledge of history, as he was certain that Mr. Spurgeon

was the great Baptist spoken of in the Scripture. I tried hard

to convince him that he was wrong, and that Mr. Spurgeon

had moreover never yet even seen the river Jordan. "Oh!"

said he, " I don't mean the one you mean." I assured him

that Mr. Spurgeon was still alive, and that I had the honour of

knowing him and members of his family, and had been a

student in the College of which he is President ; but for a

long time all my speaking seemed of no avail. I read to

him Matthew iii., Mark i., and spoke to him about John the

Baptist. My friend, however, was incredulous; he could

not accept the name of John or Peter, as he had no recollec

tion of them ; but the former name was well known to him.
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I found afterwards the cause of this gentleman's error. Al

though nominally a Protestant, yet to him the meaning of the

word implied only protesting against every religion ! There

fore, alas ! his ignorance. Yet the association of the name

of the beloved pastor of the Metropolitan Tabernacle was still

a mystery to me, and the cause of it, I was anxious to dis

cover. I learned, however, that my fellow-traveller had in

years past read his sermons in German, and, being igno

rant of Scripture truth, through never having read the Word

of God, he had evidently, in a confused manner, associated

the wonderful events of two thousand years ago with circum

stances connected with the life of the President of the

Pastor's College in the present day.

After some rest we walked about, and innumerable inci

dents from Old and New Testament Scriptures occurred to

our memory of narratives we had learned from infancy.

We thought of Jacob, who, with his staff, crossed Jordan.

How realistic here, when thinking of Israel crossing this

river ! We thought of David and Absalom, and others

whose names are so closely connected with this Jordan.

We thought of Elijah, who—a master of Israel with burning

zeal—took hold of his mantle and smote the rushing river

and crossed it (2 Kings ii.). We thought also of Elisha, who,

with his master's mantle, also smote the river and made a

dry passage for himself. We thought, too, of the great

Syrian captain, who was cured by washing in Jordan

(2 Kings v.). We also read and thought of Matthew iii.

5, 6, 13, 17, and many other passages which have made this

Jordan so memorable.

Leaving the Jordan we resumed our journey, and pro

ceeded on the way towards Jericho. A good hour's ride

brought us to the Valley of Achor. The memories of

Joshua and Israel after their defeat at Ai were very forcibly

brought to mind as we thought that here Achan and his
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miserable family were stoned to death. We read the stern

words of Joshua, "Why hast thou troubled us? the Lord

shall trouble thee this day. And all Israel stoned him with

stones. Wherefore the name of that place was called The

Valley of Achor"—i.e., trouble (Josh. vii. 24-26).

Onward we went, and we came to Er-Riha, a small

village, the houses consisting of miserable mud hovels.

This village is a picture of wretchedness and abomina

tion. The people, like their homes, are filthy. The awful

stench was enough

to produce pesti

lence for miles

round. And yet,

filth seems to be a

second nature to the

people in Er-Riha.

Although the place

is so wretched and

the people danger

ous thieves, we de

termined to have a

good view of the

spot.

Here was the site

of the ancient Gilgal, and it was here that the stones

were piled up in memory of Israel's triumph ! And

here the tribes of Israel pitched their tents the first

night that they entered the promised land ; and here took

place the solemn renewal of God's covenant in the observ

ances of the Passover and Circumcision. Joshua at this

place also beheld the captain of the Lord's host with a

drawn sword in his hand. The Tabernacle rested here until

it was removed to Shiloh. Here was the cradle of Israel's

national life, and here Saul was made King. It was here
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that the brave warriors and friends of David assembled to

re-establish him on his kingly throne, on his return from

exile. Here lived Elijah, Elisha, and others, and here also

was the school of the prophets.

As we beheld the filthy mud hovels, and their inhabitants,

it made us feel the necessity of being on our guard, as the

people are mostly corrupt rogues. As we gazed upon the

landscapes all around us, we read carefully Joshua iv. 5;

1 Samuel x. 8; 2 Samuel xix. 40-43 ; Hosea iv. 15, ix. 15 ;

Amos iv. 4; 2 Kings ii. r, iv. 38. Here a company of young

men and some old women came offering us water. If they

had even threatened to kill us, as the alternative of drink

ing the water out of their water-pots, I am not sure

which we should have chosen. We refused to drink the

water, but offered them bachshish, thinking that it

would satisfy them. They took the bachshish given, and

continued following us, demanding more. We were

annoyed, and asked Ibrahim and our Bedouin guide to

rid us of this company of dirty followers, feeling certain

that they were dangerous company. All at once our

Bedouin, with a voice as of a wild beast, declared most

passionately that unless they returned to their homes, and

ceased following us, by the head of the prophet he would

shoot and kill them, and walk over their carcasses. Evi

dently they believed in the earnestness of the man, and they

blessed and thanked us for our gifts. Very soon afterwards

we saw them no more . We next found ourselves at the

site of ancient Jericho. After inspecting the site we hastened

on to the modern city.

The country around is the most lovely and fertile that

we ever saw. So far as the land itself and its fertility is

concerned, it seems as if the primeval curse has not touched

this place. The soil is marvellously productive. Fountains

of water pour forth their streams over the picturesque plain
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Here we remain for the rest of the afternoon and evening,

and slept a night in an inn kept by a Russian. How strange

were our feelings ; a night spent in Jericho ! Our inn is

beautifully situated. Splendid orchards were planted round

the house. Close by runs a stream of water from the

mountains behind. Being very thirsty we gladly drank of

the stream, and how delightful it was to realize that this

water ran from the brook Cherith. Sitting on the balcony

of the inn, the view of the surrounding country was un

speakably charm

ing. The situation

of the village and

plain was magnifi

cent. Shepherds

were leading their

flocks, Bedouins ;

were singing war

songs, girls were

dancing in a most

frantic manner for

bachshish. With

the slightest effort

the soil here be

comes like a most

fruitful garden,

and yet how truly the curse still rests upon Jericho. " Cursed

be the man before the Lord, that riseth up and buildeth

this city Jericho : he shall lay the foundation thereof in his

firstborn, and in his youngest son shall he set up the gates

of it " (Joshua vi. 26 ; see also 1 Kings xvi. 34). As the

sun was now gradually setting, we undertook a walk round

Jericho. How interesting was the view of the Sultan's

Spring, probably the very spring which was heal'd by

Elisha.
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Here we read with renewed interest the sacred page,

" And the men of the city said unto Elisha, Behold, I pray

thee, the situation of this city is pleasant, as my lord seeth :

but the water is naught, and the ground barren. And he

said, Bring me a new cruse, and put salt therein. And

they brought it to him. And he went forth unto the spring

of the waters, and cast the salt in there, and said, Thus

saith the Lord, I have healed these waters ; there shall not be

from thence any more death or barren land. So the waters

were healed unto this day, according to the saying of

Elisha which he spake" (2 Kings ii. 19-22). Near the

spring is the spot, we are informed, where stood the inn of

Rahab the harlot. From thence a magnificent view is to

be had of the mountains of Gilead and Moab. It was

here that David's servants were shaved by Hanun, son of

Nahash. ..." Hanun took David's servants and shaved

them. . . . Then there" went certain, and told David how

the men were served, and he sent to meet them, for the

men were greatly ashamed. And the king said, Tarry at

Jericho until your beards be grown, and then return"

(1 Chronicles xix. 4, 5). Here King Herod died an awful,

well-deserved death. How appalling was the tyrant's death,

and how truly do we learn that judgment overtakes all evil

doers ! Walking back to our inn for the night, we beheld

the supposed Mountain of Temptation.

We thought of the humiliation of our Blessed Lord

when tempted by Satan. We read, " Again, the devil

taketh Him up into an exceeding high mountain, and

sheweth Him all the kingdoms of the world, and the

glory of them " (Matt. iv. 8).

We returned to our inn, and after walking round the

orchards we retired for the night. Having slept well,

after so many hours' travelling, we rose at four o'clock

in the morning, and soon were ready to start. The road
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was much better now than hitherto, and we were glad to be

able to accomplish the journey with greater ease and com

fort, though a continual journey of ascent. The sun began

to afflict us as on previous days. No shelter was to be had,

and the fresh water in our skin bottles being exhausted

made this part of the journey very unpleasant. At length

we arrived at the supposed Khan where the Good Samaritan

rested, with the rescued man. Here for a short time we

stayed, and refreshed ourselves with coffee. We pressed

on our way homewards. At the Khan we joined a large

company of Russian pilgrims who were going our way : and

being able to converse with them freely, the time passed

pleasantly, until we arrived at the quiet village of Bethany.

Here we dismounted, and walked through the narrow

rugged streets. [ Boys and girls, and old men and women, fol

lowed us, asking for bachshish, and we granted their earnest

requests. They freely gave us a load of blessings, which

we took with us to the tomb of Lazarus. Here we were

provided with candles, and a good-natured old Arab woman

conducted us to where Lazarus was buried. From thence we

went to the house of Martha and Mary, which ancient ruin

was in splendid condition. Into this ruined house we

entered, and how thrilling was the story as we read it aloud

to our English and Russian companions (John xi.). We

also had a memorable prayer-meeting. Never before had

we joined with Russian-Greek Catholics in prayer. An

old priest with his company poured out their hearts in

thanksgiving for bringing them safe from their long journey,

and prayed that God's grace would be given them to be

true and willing servants, as were Martha and Mary, and we

heartily prayed with them. Then we returned to Jerusalem,

most probably by the road along which Christ travelled

on the remarkable day when Hosannas pierced the sky as

the Son of God drew near the City of David. As we rode,
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some on mules and some on asses, we met groups of pilgrims,

and looking towards the city, with its splendid dome of the

Mosque of Omar and the towers and minarets, we were

almost overcome with emotion as we thought of the Son of

God, and the greetings that welcomed Him when approach

ing the city: "Hosanna to the Son of David; blessed is He

that cometh in the name of the Lord."

Blessed is He that cometh in the name of the Lord ;

Joyfully let us meet Him !

Lovingly let us greet Him !

Blessed is He that cometh in the name of the Lord !

Hosanna ! Hosanna ! Hosanna in the highest !

Hosanna ! Hosanna ! Hosanna in the highest !

Echo His wondrous praises in the sweetest accord !

Lo ! every valley ringeth !

Tidings of joy He bringeth ;

Blessed is He that cometh in the name of the Lord.

 



CHAPTER IV.

BETHEL, SHECHEM, AND SAMARIA.

"O mountains of Israel, ye shall shoot forth your branches, and yield

your fruit to My people of Israel."—EZEK. xxxvi. 8.

O Saviour gone to God's right hand,

Yet the same Saviour still,

Graved on Thy heart is this Thy land

And every fragrant hill.

—M. CHEYNE.

JHE end of my sojourn in Jerusalem had now

come. I was reluctant to leave the city of

David ! I rose up early in the morning, and

hastened to take my farewell walk round the

holy city. I ascended the Mount of Olives,

and walked round the city walls. I visited the Great Syna

gogue, and for the last time witnessed the morning service.

I called on some of my Jewish friends, with whom I con

versed about the truths of Christianity, and with whom I

left some tracts. I felt it delightful to realize that I was

witnessing for Christ in the city of Jerusalem. Having

paid farewell visits to some of my missionary brethren, I

retired to my hotel, and rested for a few hours.
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All the necessary arrangements being now complete for

the journey before us, at last my dragoman appeared and in

formed me that all was ready for departure. A number

of Jews assembled to wish me God-speed. I was charmed

with their expressions of kindness, and I thanked God. My

muleteers, with tent and luggage, having gone on before, we

mounted our horses and started on our journey, taking the

route leading to the Tombs of the Kings. Every now and

then we turned round to have once more a view of the

Holy City, and every time we turned round we could

not help feeling overcome with emotion. Reluctantly

we continued our journey, and with no little interest

found ourselves in the interesting and ancient Ramah.

Here we rested a short time, and most delightfully re

freshed our minds by reading some portions of Holy Writ.

We read Joshua xviii., and thought of the great com

mander dividing the country amongst the tribes. We

thought of the noble Deborah who judged Israel (Judg.

iv. 5). We also thought of King Saul, when surrounded

with royal servants, spear in hand, under a tree in Ramah

(1 Sam. xxii. 6). And as we thought this once was the

renowned city of Benjamin, full of life and interest, we

remembered the striking events of 1 Kings xv. 17-22, and

2 Chron. xvi. 1-2. WThat awful scenes took place round

about here! (see Isa. x. 28-32). What woe filled the land !

(see Jer. xxx. 15).

The sun was now setting on the western horizon, and

gradually the moon was making her majestic appearance.

What a magnificent light it was ! We passed on our way,

and with no little interest we beheld the ancient village

of Beeroth.

Here our dragoman told us the principal tradition be

lieved by many. It is that in this village Mary and Joseph

first discovered that the Holy Child was missing, when
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returning to Nazareth from Jerusalem. The journey from

here by the lovely moonlight night was charming. The

atmosphere, as we passed on, sparkled with the sweet light

of glow-worms, and the myriads of fire-flies presenting a

view unutterably majestic, such as I never witnessed in my

life. Surrounded by such lovely scenery we continued our

journey until we arrived at Bethel.

Here we found our tent already pitched, and a good hot

dinner awaiting us. Having enjoyed our dinner, we were

prepared to under

take a gentle ramble

round this place.

Marvellously beau

tiful was the view of

the sun and moon

facing each other,

giving light and

loveliness to every

thing. Indeed, it

was a night never

to be forgotten.

Having enjoyed our

ramble, we retired

into our tent, and

turning over the

pages of our Bible—our best and sweetest companion—

many Bible chapters were like a lovely panorama before

us. And as we prayerfully perused the sacred volume,

we felt indeed that it was none other than the gate of

heaven to us. As I sat in the tent, I remembered that

it was somewhere near here that the father of the faith

ful had his tent and rested (Gen. xii. 8). It was here that

Abraham called upon the name of the Lord (Gen. xiii. 3, 4).

I thought also of Jacob on the memorable night when,
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somewhere near where my tent was pitched, the patriarch

slept with a stone as his pillow (Gen. xxviii. and xxxv. 15).

I thought also of Samuel, who year after year visited this

place and performed his duties as judge over Israel (1 Sam.

vii. 1 6). It was here also that under Rehoboam sacrifices

were offered unto the calves set up on high by him in

defiance of God ; and feasts were kept contrary to the

will and pleasure of Jehovah (1 Kings xiii. 32, 33). It

was to this place that Elijah and Elisha repaired. Here

was the school of the prophets (2 Kings ii. 3). To what

a condition this place must have sunk when the stern words

of the prophet Amos were uttered concerning it (Amos v. 5,

and vii.). This was a magnificent royal residence under

Jeroboam, and full of wickedness. What a change came

over it when it was purified from its abominations under

Josiah ! Bethel was, moreover, one of the great strongholds

under the Maccabees.

After a good night's rest we rose at four o'clock in the

morning, and once more took to our saddles and were

again pursuing our journey. And as we passed the

miserable village, with its hardly 500 inhabitants, we re

membered the thrilling events when there came forth two

she bears out of the wood, and tare forty and two children,

little children, who said to Elisha, " Go up, thou bald head."

As we gave a last glance at this poverty-stricken village, and

remembered its ancient greatness, how impressive were the

prophetic words : " For thus saith the Lord God ; The city

that went out by a thousand shall leave an hundred. . . . But

seek not Bethel. . . . Bethel shall come to nought." The

journey from here was somewhat fatiguing, and the road

rough. The more we continued, the more did we realize

the inconvenience of the burning sun, which made us feel

most uncomfortable. After several hours' journey we

longed for rest, but where to escape the fierce sun we



PLAINS OF SAMARIA.

could not see. With no little delight we entered the Plains

of Samaria.

How refreshing ! The numerous olive, fig, and other

fruit-trees delighted us. Here we could find plenty of

shade. The slight north breeze was unutterably exhilarating.

Having been on our saddles from soon after four o'clock

in the morning, we were glad when at twelve o'clock

we dismounted

and rested in a

grove of olive-

trees. We were so

exhausted that we

laid ourselves

down under the

; cool shadow and

slept for about

three hours. Sweet

indeed was the

: refreshing sleep.

I We then had some

luncheon, and

lingered a little

onger under the

shadow of the

trees. Then we

realized fully the

meaning of " I sat down under His shadow with great

delight," &c. (Song ii. 3). We were now revived, and

prepared once more to mount our good Arab steeds, and

start on our way to Shiloh.

As we neared the spot and viewed the ruins and old

broken column, what strange associations we remembered !

What busy scenes took place here when . . . "they cast

lots before the Lord in Shiloh ! " (Josh, xviii.) How graphic
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to our minds was Judges xxi. 21 ! Here was the Tabernacle

pitched at the close of the life of Joshua. To this place

was brought the Ark of the Lord from Gilgal. And here

it remained until it was taken by the Philistines, when Eli

died and the glory departed from Shiloh. Ichabod was

distinctly seen and realized as we gazed upon the ruins.

Again and again we opened our sacred Book. We thought

of Hannah, and Samuel, and the prophet Ahijah. Very

tender memories clustered round this miserable, dreary, and

forlorn spot !

We started for

Shechem, but a con

siderable distance

was yet before us.

Meanwhile, a lovely

stretch of land met

our view. The great ^|

plain with the moun

tains of Samaria pre

sented a beautiful

view. Mount Gerizim

in his stately grandeur

reminded us of so

many Biblical and

historical associa

tions. The fertility of the surrounding country made us

feel that Jacob was surely wise in settling with his family

in such a beautiful spot. With much pleasure we passed

on to Jacob's Well. Spot of blessed memories. We re

membered John iv., . . . "Now Jacob's well was there.

Jesus, therefore, being wearied with His journey, sat thus

on the well." We read the full story of Christ's conversa

tion with the woman of Samaria. The view all round, the

corn-fields, &c., we thought, must have been somewhat the
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same as it was in the time of our blessed Lord, and we could

understand what it was that prompted Him to say, " Say not

ye, There are yet four months and then cometh harvest?

Behold I say unto you, Lift up your eyes, and look on the

fields, for they are white already to harvest." And as we

thought on the well, and the name it bears, we refreshed

our minds with thoughts of Him who was greater than

Jacob, through whom we were blessed with the well of

water which giveth everlasting life. Leaving this interesting

spot we had a good view of the tomb of Joseph, then we

passed on to Nablus, or ancient Shechem. Being weary,

after many hours' travelling we were once more glad to find

ourselves in

the tent

already

pitched.

After hav

ing a hot

dinner pre

pared by

the cook I

had from Jerusalem—a bright, smart young fellow whom I

engaged to accompany me through the country— I was

abundantly refreshed. Thus another night I spent under

the canopy of heaven, patriarch-like, dwelling in a tent.

The night at Shechem will ever be memorable. Evening

was spent most profitably in rambling round the city.

Passing the mosque, it was interesting to notice the Moham

medans flocking together for evening prayers. The people

here seemed unkindly disposed. Now and then we were

jeered at by the street prowlers, and one or two youths,

as " Nazarene ! " We accordingly thought it better to

leave the city, and to return to our tent outside the gate,

as we did not think it safe to ramble about in the dark in
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the town noted for the fanaticism of its inhabitants.

We were now weary, and yet, because the place of our

encampment was so interesting, we read our Bibles as

long as possible before giving ourselves over to the

slumbers of the night. How realistic was Genesis xii., as

we remembered that it was here that the father of the

faithful received the wonderful promise ! " And Abram
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passed through the land unto the place of Sichem. . . .

And the Lord appeared unto Abram and said, Unto thy

seed will I give this land." What an exercise of faith !

The Canaanites then possessed the land, yet the father ot

the faithful believed the promise, knowing that what is im

possible with man is a blessed possibility with God. Here

we also thought of Jacob returning from a long exile,

with many Divine promises already fulfilled, and some yet
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to come to pass (Gen. xxxiii. 18-20). We here thought

of the terrible tragedy of Simeon and Levi, and the fall

of the city into their hands, and the awful slaughter of the

male inhabitants (Gen. xxxiv.). Here many refugees found

shelter when this was the appointed city of refuge (Joshua

xx. 7). Here also Joseph came by the request of his father

to look after his brethren, when, to his disappointment,

they had departed (Gen. xxxvii.). Somewhere near here,

too, the brethren sold him to a company of Ishmaelites !

The night was now advanced. Weary, and anxious to rest,

we retired to our tent beds, but to our weary bodies there

was no rest that night.

Like all Turkish towns, the streets are full of half-starved

dogs, and those wretched animals in Shechem delight to

bark at strangers. Their .noise was so great that during the

whole night we did not have any sleep. We then realized

how comforting it was to know that our dwelling was a

moveable tent, and we determined next time to have it

pitched where no dogs would destroy our rest.

Hearing the constant howling of these dogs, we were

reminded of the description of the Psalmist concerning his

enemies—" They return at evening, they make a noise like

a dog, and go round about the city " (Psalm lix. 6).

The night was spent in this manner, and we were thank

ful when morning came, and after partaking of some break

fast, we again visited the city, although we were not greatly

struck with anything therein.

The city of Shechem contains over 12,000 inhabitants.

The want of cleanliness convinced us that the populace

was composed mostly of degraded Greek and Roman

Catholics, and of Mohammedans ! Strange that cleanliness

and godliness are so conspicuous by their absence amongst

them.

Having seen the mosque the previous evening, we
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thought it worth while to have another view by daylight.

The architecture looked somewhat ancient. Its history is

not a little interesting. In the time of the Crusaders it was

a church belonging to the Knights of St. John, that

sanctuary having been dedicated to the apostle of that

name. It is strange that the church, once hallowed as the

place where the Cross was erected, should now be the

sanctuary over which the Crescent sways ! Near to this

mosque stands another small one of reverence and impor

tance to the inhabitants. This small mosque is said to

stand on the site where the almost broken-hearted Jacob

sat when his cruel sons discovered him, and spread before

him the bloody coat of his darling Joseph. Here I was

delighted to meet with a Jew, with whom I had a profitable

conversation about the expectation of Israel. With a sigh

this poor Israelite said, " I am now too weary to wait.

Our learned men have declared over and over again that

the Messiah would come at certain periods, and we have

earnestly and most prayerfully waited, yet Israel's hope

is not realized." Seeing the earnestness of the man, my

heart was touched, and I said : " I am also an Israelite,

who have, like yourself, waited and longed, hoped, yearned,

and sighed after the promised Messiah ; but, blessed be

the Holy One of Israel, I have found the Messiah, the son

of David, even according to the divine predictions of the

Scriptures." The conversation became so warm, friendly,

and truly touching, that I gave up sight-seeing, and re

turned with him to my tent, where we spent a good time

in reading several portions of Scripture, and I endeavoured

to show him from Moses and the Prophets that Jesus is the

Christ. I presented him with a Hebrew copy of the New

Testament, which he gratefully accepted. On leaving me

he thanked me for my friendliness, and promised to read

the book carefully.
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The Jew having left me, I again took a good walk

through the city.

How delightful it was to read the Scriptural accounts of

events so thrilling which took place in this city ! Nothing

could be more instructive than to walk about with an open

Bible in hand and read 1 Kings xii. Here the Samaritans,

after their return from captivity, made their centre of

worship. But above all interesting events it was delightful

to remember that here the Redeemer of the world paid

a most blessed and memorable visit. Here into this city
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came the woman of Samaria, and testified of Christ, who

told her all things that ever she did, and through her

instrumentality many believed on Him (John iv. 39-42).

We also met and conversed with some of the Samaritans,

who took pleasure in telling us of their condition and

history. With no little interest they showed us the Pen

tateuch said to have been written in the time of Moses,

but afterwards we were informed that the copy shown us

was one of a later date, as the genuine one is rarely shown.

Having seen almost everything of interest in Shechem, we

returned to our tent and prepared for our onward journey.



CITY OF SAMARIA. 105

Having taken once more to our saddles, our tent was soon

taken up, and our caravan moved onwards. We ascended

a short distance up Mount Gerizim, but as it was now be

coming very hot, we retraced our steps, and took the direct

route towards Samaria.

The country round here was charming ; the lovely fields

are decked with verdure. The songs of the reapers, men,

women and children, on every hand greeted our ears. The

best view which presented itself to us was that as we

descended Mount Gerizim. Majestic hills, delightful

valleys full of fruitfulness, babbling brooks, splendid fruit

gardens, reminded us of what Eden must have been. The

vision before us was truly poetic, and we were almost sorry

as we realized that all these lovely scenes would vanish

from our eyes as our Arab steeds carried us onwards.

Passing through a stretch of country so full of loveliness,

here and there quaint and yet somewhat pleasant villages,

we beheld the city of Samaria, standing conspicuously on a

hill. We ascended, and found the ancient city was now

nothing more than a small dirty village. Here, as else

where, some of the inhabitants came out with outstretched

hands asking for bachshish. Their appearance did not

inspire us with confidence in their honesty. We therefore

gave them bachshish and left them. Passing through the

village, once so full of grandeur and power, we remem

bered the words of the prophet, which have been so truly

fulfilled (Hosea xiii. 15, 16) : " Though he be fruitful

among his brethren, an east wind shall come, the wind

shall come up from the wilderness, and his spring shall

become dry and his fountain shall be dried up. He shall

spoil the treasure of all pleasant vessels. Samaria shall

become desolate, for she hath rebelled against her God :

they shall fall by the sword."

How truly also have the words of Micah been fulfilled :

8
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"I will make Samaria as an heap of the field, and as

plantings of a vineyard : and I will pour down the stones

thereof into the valley : and I will discover the foundations

thereof. And all the graven images thereof shall be beaten

to pieces, and all the hires thereof shall be burned with the

fire " (Micah i. 6, 7).

This city was once in a flourishing condition, and was

the capital of the

ten tribes' before

the Captivity. Here

Ahab distinguished

himself in his de

fiance of Jehovah,

Und built the

| Temple of Baal

|(1 Kings xvi. 32,

33), which was

afterwards justly

• destroyed by the

indignant Jehu.

With no little

interest we read

the tragic story of

the siege of Sa

maria and all the

events that took

place (2 Kings

vi.). And as we turned over the pages of our sacred Book,

how interesting it was to read the story : " Then Philip

went down to the city of Samaria and preached Christ

unto them, and the people with one accord gave heed unto

the things which Philip spake, hearing and seeing the

miracles which he did. For unclean spirits, crying with loud

voice, came out of many that were possessed with them.
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And many taken with palsies and that were lame were

healed. And there was great joy in that city " (Acts

viii. 5, 6, 7).

Passing through the miserable village, some ancient and

historical sites were pointed out to us, such as Herod's

Temple and Ahab's Palace. The Mosque, once a church

of the Order of the Knights of St. John, contains the sup

posed tomb of St. John. In consequence of the great

heat oppressing us, and the undesired company of some of

the inhabitants, we earnestly pressed onwards, and then we

dismounted and spread our rugs under a grove of olives,

where bread and wine refreshed us. Then we slept, and

the sleep, like the repast, was most refreshing and enjoy

able. "• •

It may be when the cock croweth,

And night's dark hour dieth slowly,

When the day star shineth brightly

Before the dawn of the roseate morn,

He may come. Therefore watch and be ready,

At the sound of His voice. From heaven

He cometl1 to greet thee ; changed, glorified,

Raptured ! At the dawn He may meet thee.

 



CHAPTER V.

DOTHAN AND ESDRAELON.

" It shall come to pass that at evening time it shall be light."—ZECH.

xiv. 7.

Light of the lonely pilgrim's heart,

Star of the coming day !

Arise, and with Thy blessed beams

Chase all our griefs away.

 
ET us go to Dolhan," said Joseph's brethren,

" Let us go to Dothan," said I to Ibrahim,

" and view well the country that so attracted

the Hebrew shepherds as a suitable place to

pasture their flocks." Our request was at

once granted by the good-natured dragoman, who delighted

to chat, whilst reciting to us the beautiful story of Genesis

xxxvii.

Here we met a splendid flock gently following their shep

herd, and as he played on a musical reed we could imagine

Jacob's sons leading their flocks over the same fields.

And we also thought of the Good Shepherd leading His

flocks in beautiful pastures. Every now and then our

dragoman would please us by singing the well-known hymn,

" We are marching on with shield," &c. Our horses and

108
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mules having carried us so well, we dismounted and led our

weary animals leisurely until we arrived at the Ruins of

Dothan, where we sat down for a short time and rested.

Our most pleasant companion, the Bible, not only interested

but charmed and refreshed our minds as we read the story

of Elisha—how he was pursued by the army of the king of

Syria. Very realistic to us was the story of the army of

Ben-hadad suddenly becoming blind. "And it was told

him, saying, Behold, he is in Dothan. Therefore sent he

hither horses, and chariots, and a treat host : and they

came by night, and

compassed the city

about. . . . And his

servant said unto

him, Alas, my mas

ter ! how shall we

do ? And he an- ;§

swered, Fear not : 5Jj

. . . Elisha prayed

unto the Lord, and

said, Smite this

people, I pray Thee,

with blindness. And

He smote them with

blindness according to the word of Elisha" (2 Kings vi.).

Having rested under the shadow of a beautiful grove ot

trees, we again took to our saddles and hastened onwards.

We descended a rocky and slippery path, and passed

through the famous territory of the old robbers. We

were glad to learn that the country has thus far improved

that the robbers are no longer there. This feeling of safety

enabled us to go ahead, until we arrived at the village of

Jenin.

We were not a little pleased to find our tent already

 

SHEPHERD.



no ATJENIN.

pitched, and muleteers ready to take our horses from us.

My young servant, with a smiling Nubian face and bright

eyes, greeted me eagerly. He sought for the pleasure

of pouring water from a can over my hands, and another

bright young fellow waited to offer me a towel. Then,

with an outpour of salaams, I was informed that dinner

was ready on my table in the tent. The dinner was
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enjoyed, and, feeling well rested and much refreshed, we

turned to our Bibles. We thought of Joshua, to whom

this pait of the country was so well known. We thought

of the tribe of Issachar, who took delight in cultivating the

soil, and we felt as if the land here still exhibited rich

fertility through the then persevering cultivation (Joshua

xix. 21).
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A little ramble through the village brought out several

of the inhabitants, who most freely pronounced their bene

dictions upon us ; which were not all free, as every one

who favoured us with a blessing would not leave us unless

bachshish were given. We therefore gave them some of

the insignificant coins we had, which delighted them ;

and, with many showers of blessings, we returned to our

tent, where a good night's sleep was most enjoyable. Early

in the morning we heard the cries and yells of our mule

teers. We suddenly rose, and to our great surprise we

found they were quarrelling. Some difference arose among

them as to who should conduct one of the donkeys that

did not seem very well. The dispute was soon settled when

Ibrahim took his cane and struck several times, as hard

as he could, over the shoulders of an old attendant, who

cried like a child, as if in the greatest trouble. Ibrahim

declared that, the muleteer, being the eldest, and the

donkey being an old one, the two aged donkeys should

keep company. I remonstrated with the dragoman for

his seeming cruelty, but he assured me that he did not hit

him as hard as he had done others. I comforted the poor

old suffering man by giving him a few piasters as bachshish.

He soon wiped away his tears from his black face with his

sleeves. His weeping was now quickly turned into singing,

and over and over again he thanked me for the bachshish I

gave him. To my surprise he said he would gladly receive

a thrashing from Ibrahim several times a day if he could

only be certain to have my pity with bachshish. We now

started once more on our journey onwards. Soon after we

left Engannim, one of the boundaries between Samaria and

Galilee, we found ourselves on the plain of Esdraelon, or

Jezreel. Turning in the northern direction, the eye rests

on the mountains of Lebanon. Looking southwards, we

behold the mountains of Samaria. The view is imposing
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but the plain not so very inviting, as weeds and thistles

take the place of what might be produced if it were culti

vated. The place is doubtless the Valley of Megiddo of

Zechariah xii. n.

This place is the Armageddon of Revelation xvi. 16.

As we traversed this plain, we thought of the many awful

battles that were fought here. What scenes of horror were

witnessed here ! Here Barak with his mighty army gave

battle to Sisera. Here Josiah fought Necho (2 Chronicles

xxxv.). We thought of Judges iv. 3. And who can pass

over here without thinking of Judges vi., 1 Samuel xxix.,

xxxi., and 1 Kings xx. 26 ?

Onward we went, and we found ourselves at the wretched

village of Zerin, and as we leisurely rode along we read

1 Kings xxi. with great interest. We were struck with the

forcible Scriptural truths. Here we thought of Elijah the

prophet, and of wicked Jezebel with her painted face. We

thought of Ahab's palace, that once graced this place.

Gazing round the fields we remembered the vineyards of

Naboth. It was here that Jehu, who drove furiously, killed

Jehoram. Here also Ahaziah perished. A very humble

and interesting sight met our view. From the distance we

beheld a shepherd carrying a lamb on his arm, the flock

following. Presently the fellah sat down under a tree with

the lamb on his knee, fondling it like a mother would her

child. I inquired, why such care and tenderness towards

that particular one ?

To this he answered that the poor thing had wandered

away from him and the flock, and that, having been looking

after the lambs for some time, he found it, and so delighted

was he that he had found the lost one that he carried it in

his arms and tenderly fondled it. I thought of the Good

Shepherd delighting to save the lost and bring back the

wandering ones. Viewing this in the land of Israel, my
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heart was full of sadness. As I thought of the people who

once were the flock of Jehovah, but, alas ! gone astray, I

could not help but pray unto the Great Shepherd, the

Messiah, " Give ear, O Shepherd of Israel, thou that leadest

Joseph like a flock. . . . Turn us again, O Lord God of

Hosts, cause Thy face to shine, and we shall be saved."

"Hamda-le-

lah ! " (Praise to

the Lord !), cried

aloud my cheerful

muleteer, as we

came near the

village of Shu-

nem. Our water-

bottles were now

empty, and our

thirst was great.

It was refreshing

to eat oranges,

which quenched

our thirst. The

muleteers, how

ever, were not

allowed the"

luxury of oranges.

They were there

fore delighted

when they rea

lized that in Shunem they would have enough water to

drink and to spare.

The neighbourhood here is delightful. Beautiful groves

of lemon and citron trees met our gaze. But what charmed

us most was a splendid well of water. Here a spectacle

presented itself which delighted us much. We were only
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sorry that we had no artist in our company who could use

his pencil to advantage.

Women and maidens from east, west, north, and south,

came with pitchers for water, and merrily filled their pots,

afterwards carrying them on their heads. Some of them

had most lovely features, but they were spoiled with the

tattoo marks on their faces. All sorts of objects were

stamped on their foreheads, chins, &c. And yet they seemed

proud of their looks, doubtless considering these marks as

adding to their attractions. Not being able to converse

freely with them,

we contented our

selves with saying

only the few words

which we had

learned in the

country, " Sifteh

id'dee Moie

he'fwch "— " Lady,

give me fresh

water." Myrequest

was at oncegranted,

and a fine young

EASTERN WOMEN AT A WELL. damsel held OUt

her pitcher for me to drink, which I did heartily. She

then poured some on my hands, and I offered her bachshish

with kattershereck—"thanks." Smilingly she took my

thanks, and pretended to be unwilling to accept the bach

shish. Still, she seemed delighted to go home richer for

showing kindness to a Nazarene. Here we remained for

a little while watching these Arab maidens and women.

Shepherds also came with their flocks to be refreshed. We

were reminded of many Bible incidents. We thought of

Abraham's servant refreshed with the water of the pitcher of
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Rebekah. Such a scene as this it must certainly have been.

" Let me, I pray thee, drink a little water of thy pitcher, and

she said, Drink my Lord, and she hasted and let down her

pitcher upon her hand and gave him drink." And as we

gazed upon the shepherds watering some of their flocks, we

were reminded of Moses and others.

Charmed with these scenes, we now thought it well to

rest under a grove of trees for several hours, the heat

making it unwise to travel further till sunset.

We spread our rugs and laid down, and soon slept, and

the sleep was most refreshing. When we awoke we found

that several of the villagers had made themselves perfectly

at home, as if belonging to our party. Our oranges and figs

being unpacked, they had helped themselves, and heartily

eaten of everything. Our muleteers were so friendly with

them that I thought it best not to say anything, but let them

enjoy themselves. Seeing, however, that our good things

were fast vanishing, I asked them if they thought that I

was a prophet, and that, in case of my provisions being ex

hausted, I could, by miracle, supply myself with my needs ?

"No, no," answered they. "You are not a prophet."

"' How do you know that I am not one ? " To my surprise

they answered, " Because you don't look like a prophet."

We remained here until late in the afternoon, during

which time we conversed freely with them about their con

dition and views of Christianity. One of them, evidently

the only one who could read and write Arabic, seemed

proud to show his skill in using our pencil and note-books,

wherein he wrote verses from the Koran, particularly those

referring to Jesus of Nazareth.

"Do you Mohammedans believe in Jesus?" "Yes,"

was the reply ; and he wrote in my note-book in Arabic,

"Jesus, the Son of Mary, from the Holy Ghost." Another

passage the old Shunammite scribe" took delight in entering
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in my note-book was, " You shall never be sorry as long as

you trust in God.'1 I was surprised and delighted to find

the readiness with which they listened to Gospel truth, as I

spoke to them wilh the help of my good-natured dragoman.

It was, indeed, one of the most enjoyable afternoons

I ever remember spending • when in the midst of the

Shunammites, we sang some English hymns, spoke of Jesus,

the Saviour of all men, and the possibility that through the

grace of God both Jews and Gentiles might become mem

bers of the royal family of God. How delightful the sacred

page was to us that afternoon !

The children of Issachar were fortunate to possess such

a fine land as is seen round Shunem (Joshua xix. 18).

The luxuriant cornfields were very beautiful. As we sat

under the grove of trees in peace, we thought of the

warlike scenes when the Philistines gathered themselves

together and came and pitched in Shunem. How it

frightened Saul! (1 Sam. xxviii. 4-6). It was here that

Elisha was constrained to make his abode. " And it fell

on a day, that Elisha passed to Shunem, where was a great

woman, and she constrained him to eat bread. And so it

was that as oft as he passed by he turned in thither to eat

bread " (2 Kings iv. 8).

Here the prophet resided for a time, and performed his

great miracle—raising the dead son of the Shunammite to life.

As the heat of the sun was now moderating, we started,

wishing good-bye to the kind-hearted villagers, whose con

versation for several hours had so interested us. Once in

our saddles, we went onwards until we arrived at the ancient

city of Nain. Here we noticed the remains of old ruins,

and some of the tombs in the rocks. We perused the very

interesting description of the wonderful miracle of the Son

of God in raising the widow's son.

How realistic the Gospel narrative was to us as we read :
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"And it came to pass the day after that He went into a

city called Nain ; and many of His disciples went with Him,

and much people. Now, when He came nigh to the gate

of the city, behold there was a dead man carried out, the

only son of his mother, and she was a widow ; and much

people of the city was with her. And when the Lord saw

her, He had compassion on her, and said unio her, Weep

not. And He came and touched the bier, and they that

bare him stood still. And He said, Young man, I .say

unto thee, Arise. And he that was dead sat up and

began to speak. And he delivered him to his mother.

And there came a fear on all, and they glorified God,

saying that a great prophet is risen up among us, and that

God hath visited His people" (Luke vii. 11-16).

Looking round the isolated place, with the rubbish of old

ruins, I thought of the condition of Israel—alas ! spiritually

dead, forsaken, destitute, and forlorn ; and I could not help

but pray : Oh for that day when dead Israel shall be raised

to life by Him who is Prophet, Priest, and King, and when

all Israel shall know and recognize that the once-rejected

Nazarene is now the expected Redeemer, who as God-man

hath visited His people.

Come, Lord Jesus, come quickly !

Long Thine exiles have been pining,

Far from rest, and home, and Thee :

But, in heavenly vesture shining,

Soon they shall Thy glory see.

With that " blessed hope " before us,

Let no harp remain unstrung ;

Let the mighty ransomed chorus

Onward roll from tongue to tongue.
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ENDOR AND NAZARETH.

" I have put My words in thy mouth, and I have covered thee in th»

shadow of Mine hand."—ISA. li. 16.

Over whose acres walked those blessed feet

Which, eighteen hundred years ago, were nailed,

For our advantage, on the bitter cross.

\ FTER spending a short time in Nain, we were

much tempted to have a view of Endor, a

name so interesting to Bible students. We

therefore instructed our servants to prepare

for us coffee on the ground whereon once

stood a city of Manasseh. Thus our servants preceded us,

and the dragoman and myself followed. After a ride of

about one hour we arrived at Endor. At first we thought

there was nothing worth seeing, but the historical associa

tions made it delightful to linger here for a short time.

Here took place some most thrilling events in the history of

Israel. Doubtless it was' the scene of the great triumph

over Sisera and Jabin, and their awful death (Psalm Ixxxiii.

9, 1°)-

We rambled round this wretched village for some little

time. The few Arabs we met were dirty and savage in appear
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ance. They did not, however, interfere with us. It was with

considerable interest that we found ourselves at the memo

rable cave where Saul, in his great trouble and dire extremity,

consulted the witch previous to his last battle. We then spent

a short time reading about the events that took place here ;

we found 1 Samuel xxviii. most interesting. "Then said Saul

unto his servants, Seek me a woman that hath a familiar

spirit, that I may go to her, and inquire of her. And his

servants said to him, Behold there is a woman that hath a

familiar spirit at En-dor. And Saul disguised himself, and

put on other raiment, and he went, and two men with him,

and they came to the woman by night ; and he said, I pray

thee, divine unto me by the familiar spirit, and bring me

him up, whom I shall name unto thee. And the woman

said unto him, Behold, thou knowest what Saul hath done,

how he hath cut off those that have familiar spirits. . .

And Saul sware to her by the Lord. . . . Then said the

woman, Whom shall I bring up unto thee ? And he said,

Bring me up Samuel. . . . And Saul perceived that it was

Samuel, and he stooped with his face to the ground, and

bowed himself. And Samuel said to Saul, Why hast thou

disquieted me, to bring me up ? And Saul answered, I am

sore distressed. . . . Then said Samuel, Wherefore then

dost thou ask of me, seeing the Lord is departed from thee,

and is become thine enemy ? "

Having rested a little, we started for Nazareth. The

ride was very enjoyable. Mount Tabor stands a mountain

amidst mountains in splendid majesty. All the charm of

the road was now 'fast losing its attractiveness to us, as we

realized that we were about to find ourselves in the town

where the " Man of Sorrows " was brought up. No place

charmed us more since we left Jerusalem than did Nazareth.

The beautiful landscapes we passed through inspired us with

admiraiion and delight, but our first view of Nazareth sur-
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passed them all. Every spot in this city seemed most inte

resting and sacred. We felt that doubtless no village, town,

or city was more familiar to our Divine Saviour than was

this place.

As we gazed around and beheld the neighbouring moun

tains, we thought of Him who trod these very hills as He

went about publishing good tidings of peace ! What sacred

associations !

Our tent was pitched, and we started through the streets,

full of European pilgrims, with its five thousand inhabi

tants, mostly Roman and Greek Catholics. The city is

shut in by hills that cluster round it, protecting the inhabi

tants from the bleak winds. The limestone houses in the

dazzling sun presented a beautiful appearance. The narrow

and uneven streets—like all Oriental towns—reminded me

that there is plenty of scope for European engineering skill.

The bazaars or shops are unique in their size. We gratified

our curiosity by visiting a cafe1, where coffee was supplied

us. We returned to our tent, and found great pleasure in

reading the Gospel narratives. Here Joseph and Mary

came with the infant Saviour after the death of Herod

(Matt ii. 23). Thus the residence of the Holy Family in

this place fulfilled the prediction, also one previously ful

filled concerning Samson who was a deliverer of his people

(Judges xiii. 5): "The child shall be a Nazarite unto

God. . . . He shall begin to deliver Israel." This was

true of a greater than Samson when he began to deliver!

(Mark i. 24).

It was indeed most interesting to ramble about and

read the sacred page concerning this place—particularly

interesting because its fame in history became associated

with the life of the Son of God. Insignificant and almost

unworthy of the historian's pen is the city apart from Jesus

of Nazareth,

9



A RESTLESS NIGHT.

" Can any good come out of Nazareth ? " was only a

natural question ; but the presence of the Divine Redeemer

said, " Come and see." The result is that we hear, "Here

after ye shall see heaven open, and the angels of God as

cending and descending" (John i. 46-51).

We spent a night in our tent, anxious to sleep, but

tormented by insects. Though weary and worn, we were

unable to obtain rest, and the whole night was a wretched

and painful one.

At four o'clock

the heat became

great, and we

dressed and took a

walk. After walk

ing about for half an

hour, the heat be

came overpowering,

and we were obliged

to return to our

tent.

Again and again

we tried to rest in

our tent, but the

abominable insects

made our sojourn in

Nazareth painful.

Later on in the afternoon we ventured out into the streets

of the city. Several hundreds of French pilgrims lounged

about. Their tents presented the appearance of an Eng

lish country fair. The natives were running about here

and there, escorting Europeans and asking for bachshish,

which seemed their only means of obtaining a livelihood.

Thus tormented within the tent by insects, and in the streets

by a crowd of miserable beggars, it made us almost sorry
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to have come to this most uncomfortable, though interesting

Nazareth. We were obliged to give more bachshish in this

town than at any place since we left Jerusalem.

One of the most interesting and delightful scenes was at

the Fountain of Mary, the only source of water supplying

the whole of Nazareth. Here we remained for over three

hours, watching the inhabitants coming for water. Here

the thirsty Bedouin delights to stop and drink the water.

Old and young come here to quench their thirst, but the

more picturesque scene is to see the maidens and women of

every age and grade come with their pitchers and fill them,

and gracefully carry them home on their heads.

Here we saw some of the handsomest women we have

ever seen. The men are fine and noble in their bearing.

All seemed good-humoured. Round this fountain is the

centre of life in Nazareth. Shepherds leading their flocks

delight to stop here. The wayworn pilgrim is charmed to

rest for a while and slake his thirst. To this fountain

doubtless the "Man of Sorrows" often came to refresh

Himself. To this place also, no doubt, came Mary every

day with her pitcher to take water to her humble home.

As we spent the hours in watching these interesting scenes,

we imagined seeing Joseph, Mary, and Jesus Himself.

And as we frequently drank draughts of water, and

watched many pilgrims and inhabitants delighting to quench

their thirst, we remembered the fountain of living water of

which whosoever dririketh shall never thirst ! The heat

growing less, we extended our rambles. How interesting

it was to realize, as we walked about the streets, that it

was here that the angel " Gabriel was sent from God unto a

city of Galilee named Nazareth, to a virgin espoused to a

man whose name was Joseph, of the house of David"

(Luke i. 26, 27). From this once insignificant village went

Joseph and Mary to Bethlehem to be taxed (ii. 4, 5). It
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was in a synagogue in this place, too, that He was accus

tomed on the Sabbath day to read publicly (iv. 16). As we

thought of the life of Christ, how many acts of benevolence

must have been witnessed here ! And yet how ungratefully

was He treated, when His own townsmen sought to kill

Him ! There are many spots here visited by tourists, but

all are associated with gross superstition, such as the Work

shop of Joseph in the Mohammedan quarter. This is the

property of Roman Catholics, and is much reverenced by

them, although only an insignif1cant portion of the wall is

claimed to be of the original building. The supposed table

round which the disciples, with their Divine Lord, met and

dined after the resurrection, is also shown.

We visited several other notable places in Nazareth.

With no little interest we went to the supposed synagogue

where Jesus taught. This place is the property of the

Greek Catholic community. When Ibrahim saw that I was

not overpleased with the above places, he suggested that

we should go to the Church of the Annunciation. Sacred

pictures adorn this edifice. Descending into the crypt by a

flight of beautiful marble steps, we find ourselves in the

Chapel of the Angels. We passed on, and entered the

Chapel of Annunciation. Here stands the holy altar with

the inscription : " Hie verbum caro factum est." And as

we gazed round here Ibrahim said, " How wonderful that in

this very place the Word was made flesh ! "

Soon afterwards we entered the Chapel of Joseph. Here

several pilgrims were at prayers, whose evident earnestness

and devotion caused us at once to withdraw from the place

and enter the Virgin's kitchen. Each of these places is

held in reverence by the Catholic world. We had now had

more than enough of sightseeing, but were induced to see

the Mount of Precipitation. It was, however, more than

we cared to walk. We therefore saddled our mules, and
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rode to it. When we arrived, and had observed the place,

it did not seem probable to us that it was the one men

tioned in the Gospel narrative, as several other places closer

to the city more nearly answer the description. We had

had enough of Nazareth, and evening was now drawing

near. We dreaded spending a second night in our tent,

and therefore determined to set out at once and remain

in our saddles the whole night, with the hope of spending

the following day in Tiberias. We accordingly mounted

our mules and started for the night's journey, although

we had no sleep the previous one, and no rest during the

day.

We had entered Nazareth with hallowed joy, but we cer

tainly were most thankful to leave it. During our sojourn

we had nothing else but misery and weariness, and if we

had remained longer, we should certainly have had Syrian

fever into the bargain. " Can any good come out ot

Nazareth ? " was a saying appropriate to the persons

we saw, and from whose presence we had no pleasure.

For hours before leaving old and young yelled for bach-

shish. They flocked before us, every one showing us

their little crucifixes as evidence that they were Chris

tians, thinking that the sight of crucifixes would induce

us to be more benevolent to them. Having distributed a

pocketful of insignificant Turkish coins, we started on our '

onward journey towards the north. The heat was great.

We could hardly bear our clothes on. We therefore con

tented ourselves by wearing our nightgowns, light shoes on

our feet, and blue spectacles to protect our eyes from the

glaring sun. Thus clad, we were most comfortable.

Every now and then a slight breeze refreshed us. We were

glad that it found no garments on us to oppose it in admin

istering refreshment to our weary bodies. When we left

Nazareth we sang " Here we suffer grief and pain," &c.,
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because our sojourn there was indeed grievous. Our poor

bodies exhibited pitiful objects through having been so much

tormented by the insects day and night. We then went

onwards until we arrived at the siiall Oriental-like dirty

village, Reineh.

Here we rested a short time. A little further on, after

resuming our journey, we ascended a hill, and found our

selves in the well-known village, Mesh :d, the ancient Gath-

ffepher, once a large town on the borders of Zebulun.

Here, according to

tradition and the in

formation of our dra

goman, was the birth

place of Jonah the

prophet (2 Kings xiv.

25). Having satisfied

ourselves by seeing

the birthplace of

Jonah, we went to

see his shrine, where

his ashes are said

to rest.

We now felt more

KEFR-KENNA (CANA IN GALILW). Comfortable, the

great heat of the sun was becoming less intense, and we

therefore, with better spirits and more vigour, spurred our

Arab steeds, who soon brought us to the village of Kefr-

Kenna, the ancient Cana of Galilee.

Here we again rested. Our servant made a fire and pre

pared coffee, and for a short time we interested ourselves

reading the Gospel narrative. It was here the Man of

Sorrows rejoiced in the joy of others ;—here the Son of

God made Himself known as the wonder-working Son of

Man.

 



CANA OF GALILEE. 127

"And the third day there was a marriage in Cana of

Galilee ; and the mother of Jesus was there : and both

Jesus was called, and His disciples, to the marriage. And

when they wanted wine, the mother of Jesus saith unto

Him, They have no wine. . . . And there were set there

six waterpots of stone. . . . Jesus saith unto them, Fill the

waterpots with water. And they filled them up to the brim.

And He saith unto them, Draw out now. . . . When the

ruler of the feast had tasted the water that was made wine.

. . . This beginning of miracles did Jesus in Cana of

Galilee."

Here also did the Lord of life exhibit His power in

healing the sick. How charming the associations of this

place !

It was when on a visit to this place that the nobleman

whose son was sick and at the point of death at Capernaum,

besought Him to go to the dying child to heal him. "And

Jesus saith unto him, Go thy way : thy son liveth. And

the man believed the word that Jesus had spoken unto him,

and he went his way. And as the man was going down his

servants met him, and told him, saying, Thy son liveth."

Here is a church of the Greek community, who are fortunate

enough to be the happy possessors of a real waterpot that

once contained the wine made by Christ ! Having seen so

much of the Greek Church in Holy Russia, and never having

had any respect, admiration, nor the slightest faith in the

statements of friars and monks, I was not inclined to take

the trouble of entering the Greek church here, even to see

the actual waterpot of Cana !

The breeze was now more than ever refreshing. We

passed through several villages. Now and then the inhabi

tants favoured us with their company, and their voices

sounded pleasantly with the accustomed word, bachshish.

The dirty villages seemed strange contrasts with the lovely
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land all round. Not a little were we charmed when we

came to the supposed Mount of Beatitudes.

The sun was now setting. It was a most magnificent

sight, when the moon, in all her splendour, came to meet

her brother sun, and now both appeared in such glory as I

have never seen in any other part of the world. As I gazed

upon the Mount of Beatitudes, standing about sixty feet above

the lonely plain, it seemed like a transfigured mount—on

one side the sunset, and on the opposite the moon. I was

tempted to ascend this lonely hill. We dismounted and

ascended.

The situation of this hill is most remarkable. Standing

on the summit, all the country of Galilee round it, a short

distance from the Galilean Sea, we remembered that this

landscape must have been very familiar to Jesus. How

often He must have been charmed to find repose here, or on

this summit find Himself in holy communion with His

Divine Father. Here great crowds assembled, being

attracted by the Healer and long-expected Messiah, and

followed Him as He led them up the Mount.

It must indeed have been a marvellous assembly — a

congregation of people from Galilee, and from Decapolis,

and from Jerusalem, and from Judea, and from beyond

Jordan. We gently walked about the summit of this

mount, which seemed like a splendid platform where an •

audience of some thousands could conveniently sit round

their Divine Teacher.

We saw Thee not when Thou didst come

To this poor world of sin and death,

Nor e'er beheld Thy cottage home

In that despised Nazareth ;

But we believe Thy footsteps trod

Its streets and plains, Thou Son of God,



CHAPTER VII.

GALILEE.

" Let the heavens rejoice, and let the earth be glad ; let the sea roa

and the fulness thereof."—PSA. xcvi. II.

Valleys and hills of sacred Palestine,

Dear land of heavenly thought and glorious deed ;

The centre and the glory of all realms,

The earthly home of God's incarnate Son—

Praise ye the Lord our God !

JAVING gratified our heart's desire of a night's

ramble on the Mount of Beatitudes, we read

by the glorious light of the moon and sun

the most marvellous sermons of the Greatest

Preacher (Matt. iv. 25, vi. 1 ; Luke v. 17-20).

What wonderful and awful scenes have taken place here

since Christ trod the hill ! It was here, or very near this

mount, that the Crusaders suffered their most crushing defeat

from the arms of Saladin. Here the battle decided that no

longer should the Crusaders be masters of the land of

Israel. From that day idolatry, under the garb of Chris

tianity, disappeared from the Holy Land. The Crescent

triumphs until the Cross shall be established, not by warriors

with bloody hands, but by the power of the Son of God,

the Prince of Peace and Righteousness.
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We now bade farewell to the Mount of Beatitudes, and

went onwards towards Tiberias and the Sea of Galilee. We

were very weary, and yet determined to proceed during the

whole of the night, so that we might spend the day in the

tent, protected from the terrible heat of the sun, and enjoy

our rest on the shore of the famous sea. Our beasts were

tired, poor creatures ! Our Arabs took no trouble in

looking after them when we dismounted, and had no

pity on them when burdened. During the whole of the

previous day the poor horses were exposed to the sun,

and now they carried their burdens the whole night. I felt

sorry for my poor horse, but what could I do? The poor

thing seemed for a while too weary to go any further, and,

with the determination of an English donkey, would not

move. I could not help showing compassion. I requested

all our servants to dismount for a few minutes' lounge about,

and allow our horses and mules a few minutes' rest. " Very

good.'' Said, the dragoman, complimented me on my

Christian charity. Suddenly a mule, heavily burdened

with the kitchen utensils and other things of great impor

tance to travellers, ran off. At once every Arab servant

yelled, shouted, and ran after the beast. The noise

seemed to frighten all the other animals, and there was

a sudden stampede of horses, donkeys, and mules. The

noise of the pursuers was so great that the stillness of

the night was disturbed. I became alarmed lest any

Bedouins should hear the noise, and, thinking that robbers

had invaded their territory, fall upon us with their swords

and spears. We did our best to await patiently the return

of our mutinous beasts. After much running, one or two

donkeys were captured, but they had lost their luggage

from their backs. The captives were soon secured, and

we waited for the others to be made prisoners. At

last the mule with the kitchen on his back fell down and
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could not get up. Thus secured, he was assisted to rise ;

then received his chastisement from his angry master.

Others were still chasing their horses, until at last our

efforts were crowned with success. My white horse was

brought to me after receiving the reward of a deserter, and

I was soon on the saddle, and determined not to rest again

that night until we reached the Sea of Tiberias.

On, on we went ; the rough, rocky road was most

exhausting. The Sea of Galilee suddenly came to our

vision. It seemed a distance of ten minutes' ride under the

hills before us. We counted the moments, but found that

ten minutes had gone more than ten times, and still the sea

seemed about a distance of ten minutes' ride. It was most

perplexing ! The scenery we now passed was grand-

majestic, but wild, rough, rugged, and lonely. The ride

was now becoming monotonous. For years past I had

longed for the day when my eyes would gaze upon the sea

on which the Lord walked. Now it came to pass !—I saw

it ! I looked upon it, and yearned to get to it, and the eye

seemed weary of looking upon the lake which so much

distressed us as we felt that we should never get to it. The

distance which seemed ten minutes' walk really took several

hours' ride. The moon was gone. Onward we went,

and about seven o'clock in the morning we arrived at

Tiberias; our tents not yet pitched. We dismounted—

could no longer wait—laid down our rugs, and prostrated

ourselves, covering ourselves with what we could lay

hands on to shield our heads from the sun, and soon we

slept. Hours passed, and on we slumbered until the

unutterable nuisance of flies began, and continued in

spite of our coverings. Once awake we could sleep no

more, but were kept hard at work to drive from us the

army of flies. We were now a little hungry—wanted

breakfast, but our muleteers were all asleep. The tent was



132 MYRIADS OF FLIES.

ready, bed made, but every servant asleep. I therefore had

compassion on them, and left them to enjoy their sleep,

and had a bath. It was very refreshing, but another

difficulty presented itself. My clothes, which I left on the

beach, were infested with myriads of insects. After a

considerable amount of trouble I was happily dressed in

my nightgown and sand shoes, and had on my blue

spectacles to protect my eyes from the sun. Then I
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entered my tent, but alas ! breakfast was not yet ready.

It was now late in the day, and my cook was asleep. I

had to wake my dragoman and complain of the neglect.

Soon he mustered them all. With his long cane he man

aged to wake them, and what excitement ! My young

cook soon came to me with a load of salaams, begging my

pardon, and swearing by the beard of the Prophet that such

neglect should not occur again. Swiftly he attended to his
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duties—so unlike his countrymen—and soon I had a good

repast before me. My tent was not comfortable. My cook

and a muleteer were sitting at my side, one on the right and

another on the left of me, each with a branch of palm

driving off the flies from me as I was enjoying my break

fast. Having finished, I retired, and walked by the sea

side. The associations of the place were interesting to

think about, but it was so hot that we had to seek shelter

in the tent. For hours we lay on a bed ; all power to rise

seemed gone ; life and vigour seemed as if for ever passed

away.

Late in the afternoon, however, as the sun was with

drawing his tormenting rays, we rose. Another bath in

the sea, and all was well. I felt as if I had just got up

after a long illness.

We now took a walk through the city, so famous to

Jewish history, the city where the most valuable and sacred

books of Judaism were written and published, the city that

became a second Jerusalem after the destruction of the

City of David.

The wretched and dirty condition of this place, like most

Oriental towns, did not inspire us with admiration. The

situation is most unhealthy ; the inhabitants look objects of

misery. The population is nearly six thousand, about five

thousand of whom are Jews, almost all of whom live

entirely on the Halukah or alms from their European

co-religionists.

Many of the Jews here are from Russia and Poland,

spending their time, like their brethren in Jerusalem,

reading the Talmud, fasting, and praying, still hoping for

Messiah's advent.

I took a walk to the only place of interest to me in and

about Tiberias. It was the Jewish cemetery, a place of

great sacredness to all Talmudical Jews. Rabbis who have
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been famous in Jewish history are buried there. Rabbi

Johachannan and the world-renowned Maimonides there

sleep the sleep of the just. Here Jews often come to weep

and pray over the graves of the righteous rabbis ; here with

broken hearts they cry for help, mercy, and often for the

coming of the Messiah. From here we visited several

synagogues. There are as many as seven, all of which

are constantly attended for worship and study of the

Talmud.

I conversed with several Israelites, who afterwards

visited me at my tent. I had much pleasure in conversing

with them about the claims of Jesus of Nazareth, of whom,

alas ! they knew nothing. We spent several hours, in our

tent, conversing about the Messiahship of Christ.

One or two seemed very reserved in their conversation,

and frequently asked questions, but would answer none.

Presently an animated discussion was opened, when one of

them demanded of me proofs that Jesus of Nazareth was

of the seed of David on the side of His mother. I was

charmed with the interest they showed. Not until late at

night did they leave, the most friendly accepting portions

of the New Testament Scriptures and Hebrew tracts.

Now weary again, I was glad to lie down, and heavy

sleep was upon me during the whole of the night.

How pleasant to me thy deep blue wave,

O sea of Galilee !

For the glorious One who came to save

Hath often stood by thee
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GENNESARETH.—C&SAREA PHILIPPI.

" A man shall be as a hiding-place from the wind ... as the shadow

of a great rock In a weary land."—ISA. xxxii. 2.

This earth to Him, the Lord of all,

No kindly welcome gave ;

In Israel's land the Saviour found

No shelter but the grave.

|AVING rested at Tiberias, we moved our tent

and started on our onward journey. The

territory we now traversed was full of Scrip

tural and historical interest. The scenery

was wild, yet our rambles on the shores of

the Sea of Galilee were delightful. For some time, feeling

that the ground was too sacred to be trodden by the

feet of beasts, we dismounted, and walked a considerable

distance.

The meditations we enjoyed at the very early hours in

the morning solemnized us, more particularly as we noticed

the volcanic aspect pervading the entire region. We felt

that it was an interesting neighbourhood, yet we were not

inspired with a sense of security, and, as the heat became

intense, we found the walk very exhausting. However, we

took to our saddles, and rode on as well as we could in

the tropical climate. Nature wisely dictated to us not to
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go too far, and not to exert ourselves too much in the tre

mendous heat. We therefore dismounted, and whilst we

were waiting for our servants to pitch our tent, wherein to

rest for a few hours, we found shelter under the shadow of

a rock. There we laid down and slept for a short time,

and sleep was most refreshing. When we woke we found

it comparatively cool, for the great rock spread its shadow

over us. We thought of Psalm xvii. 8, a prayer so natural

to a soul oppressed and in trouble, and also of Isaiah xxxii. 2.

While we rested here a company of Jews passed us who

were going on a pilgrimage to Safed to worship at the shrine

of Rabbi Simon. I rose from under the shadow, and we

rambled about, conversing on the hope of Israel. My

.heart almost melted as I listened to their earnest expres

sions of hope that Messiah must surely soon come and

deliver Israel from its present wretched condition. I

invited them to come under the shadow of the rock where

my rugs were spread, and offered them some refreshment.

They very willingly accepted my invitation, and came with

me. I instructed my muleteers and cook to make coffee,

but at once the Jews expressed the desire that I should not

give them coffee, as they could not conscientiously drink it

if prepared by the hands of Gentiles. I offered to make it

for them, but this also they refused. I gave them oranges,

which they gratefully accepted. We then entered into a

lengthy discussion concerning the claims of Christianity.

To this, however, they would not listen. The term Christi

anity to them seemed a sound of horror and detestation.

I fully sympathized with them when I found that they

were natives of Russia and Roumania, where they are so

bitterly oppressed. In the conversation I continued with

them, I took care to drop the word Christianity, which,

alas ! they understood not, but used the term Messiah,

which was acceptable to them. I distributed Hebrew

10
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tracts, which they were glad to receive. We read together

Isaiah iv., and I reminded them of Messiah's advent, whose

saving power gives deliverance from sin, and of the happi

ness of believers who rest under His shadow (Isaiah iv. 6).

These Israelites bade us a friendly farewell, and we con

tinued to rest. Our tent was now pitched, and we changed

our short abode, and after several hours' rest started for a

night journey. Our animals, Arabs, and ourselves, having

rested through the day, were now prepared for travelling in

right earnest. On every hand we could see nothing but

barrenness, mournful silence, and solitude. It was hard

to realize that for generations busy cities full of life

and prosperity existed here (Numbers xxxiv. 1 1 ; Joshua

xii. 3).

Round about here were the scenes of our blessed Lord's

most wonderful deeds. Here nine cities were the spheres of

Christ's mission of mercy. Who can traverse these shores

without thinking of ancient Capernaum, Chorazin, and the

two Bethsaidas ?

We thought of the Lord of glory cast out of His own

home at Nazareth, making His home in Capernaum, in the

borders of Zebulon and Nephthalim, and thus was fulfilled

the prediction of the prophet Isaiah, " The land of Zebulun,

and the land of Nephthalim, by the way of the sea, beyond

Jordan, Galilee of the Gentiles : The people which sat in

darkness saw great light; and to them which sat in the

region and shadow of death light is sprung up " (Isaiah ix.

1,2; Matthew iv. 15, 16).

We thought of the multitude that gathered round Him

of whom was said, " Never man spake like this man," and

His marvellous words (Matthew xiii.). What parables were

spoken here ! Those of the Sower, the Grain of Mustard

Seed, the Leaven, the Treasure hid in a Field, a Merchant

man seeking Goodly Pearls, a Net cast into the Sea. What
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wonderful words of life were these, spoken somewhere near

here !

We passed on and viewed well the Land of Gergesa.

We thought of the two possessed with devils coming out of

the tombs, and the Son of God casting out the devils and

causing them to enter into a herd of swine, who ran down

violently a steep place into the sea and were destroyed

(Matthew viii. 28-34).

We thought also of Christ walking on the sea and

rescuing His disciples (Matthew xiv. 25). It was now

becoming dark, and as it was cool we followed our drago

man earnestly and patiently. The road was sometimes very

slippery. Every now and then we were filled with conster

nation when we noticed the dangers before us. We were

at a considerable height, and the view of the sea growing

monotonous. Every now and then our horses would gently

carry us on the brink of an awful chasm. By the advice of

the dragoman we did not use the reins, but allowed our

animals to take us along, although the nearness to such

awful chasms made us full of fear and trembling. The

further we went the darker it became, yet we patiently

followed our dragoman. We were afraid, yet were silent,

and tried to exhibit the Englishman's courage, but we

wondered if we should see daylight again. Trying as this

was, a still greater trial overtook us. The muleteers, with

tent, kitchen, and other luggage, were a considerable

distance behind us. Our little company was therefore

reduced to four persons, consisting of our dragoman, one

muleteer, a German gentleman (who was my fellow-traveller),

and myself. If our servants, who were behind, had been

with us, we would have been a company of ten men and

some thirteen or fourteen beasts of burden. Had we kept

together, the journey would have been more cheerful and

less anxious. Thus the four of us pressed onward in the
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dark and lonely country of the Galileans, when all of a

sudden, when crossing a small streamlet, with a grove of

trees near us, we were startled by beholding three Bedouins,

armed with swords, guns, and spears, all at once coming

out from under the trees. They jumped up on their

horses, two of them getting before us, and one following

behind. The harsh words greeted us, " Friends or foes ? "

to which our frightened muleteer answered, " Friends ! "

" What countrymen are you ? " was the next question.

This was at once answered by the same muleteer. " We

are Arabs and Franks."

The rough Bedouin voices again shouted out, "Where

are you going to ? "

A.—To Banyas.

Q.—Where are you coming from ?

A.—From Tiberias.

Q.—Why do you travel by night ?

A.—Because it is too hot by day.

Q.—How far are you going to-night ?

A.—Until we get tired, and can go no further.

Q.—How long before you will be tired ?

A.—Not for some time yet.

The muleteer having answered these questions, at once

became silent, and the dragoman also was as dumb. My

European fellow-traveller and myself felt terribly afraid, yet

I said, " Trust in the Lord and be not afraid." For several

minutes in perfect silence we went on, the two armed

savages before us, and one behind. After a suspense of

several minutes the three wretched Bedouins struck up a

war song, the tones of which we had heard when going from

Jerusalem to Jordan, sung by the Bedouin guide we then

had. As soon as we heard their song we knew that they

meant no good. Yet what could we do ? Silently we went

on, when all at once the three savages left us and vanished.
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We then asked the dragoman if he thought we were in

danger. He did not answer us ; this did not reassure us.

On, on we went. How we longed for daylight ! Glad as

we were when the Bedouins vanished, yet we were uneasy,

because in the stillness of the night we could overhear them.

We knew that they followed us. Our muleteer was himself

afraid and cowardly. Our dragoman was dumb.

Thus we pressed on with fear and trembling until we

arrived at the extreme end of the Lake Gennesareth. Now

we descended into the calm valley. We tied our horses to

trees. The muleteer soon made a fire—coffee was also

made, and our little company, with anxious hearts, refreshed

themselves. Yet we watched, believing the Bedouins would

soon be upon us. Our dragoman had a six-chambered

revolver which, alas ! he could not use ; he tried hard to

fire, but could not, till at last by accident it went off. The

noise of the firearm in the perfect calm of the night was

most astounding : the echo and re-echo travelled. Still we

anxiously looked out ; fearing the Bedouins would surely

spring upon us. All our party were lying with our

faces towards the rocks before us. How terribly our

imagination tormented us ; every tree seemed before us

like the armed Bedouin. We certainly thought that that

would have been our last night on earth. We felt certain

that the Bedouins were not far off. No doubt the large

fire we had, and the firing-off of the dragoman's revolver,

made them more careful before attacking a small party of

four, who dared to make themselves conspicuous with so

large a fire and trying their firearms. Thus, we were in

bitter anxiety. Lying on the ground, I drank my coffee,

and, must confess half unconsciously, sang "Safe in the

arms of Jesus." Suddenly I was interrupted in my song.

We all heard a voice from the top of the rocky hill before

us; we gazed, but to our terror we beheld a Bedouin on
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horseback. He asked a question, which the muleteer

answered.

Q.—What are you singing ?

A.—A song of peace.

(?.—In what language is that song ?

A.—In the language of the Franks.

Q.—What is the meaning of it ?

The muleteer, who understood not a word of English,

hesitated for a few seconds, and then freely translated my

song ; and the following he gave as a translation of " Safe

in the arms of Jesus " :—

We are men of peace

For peace we live,

For peace we will die ;

For peace we will spend our treasures,

And for peace will spend our lives.

But if foes will come to disturb our peace,

We will desperately fight,

Until we will bathe in their blood

And tread on their carcasses.

I should think that the free translation of the hymn must

have made for a while a good effect. Doubtless the

intruders felt that we could not, if unprepared for an attack,

lay on the ground sipping coffee, fire a revolver, and sing so

emphatic a song of peace.

We still waited and watched, our hearts palpitating as we

never felt before. And suddenly we were overwhelmed

with joy when we heard the noise of ringing bells on horses

and mules ; we knew that the remainder of our party with

luggage were coming on. The dragoman and muleteer at

once sprang to their feet, and shouted with all their powers,

calling the servants with luggage, &c., to come quickly.

From the distance we heard the response, " We are coming,

we are coming. Peace be with you, and the mercy of God."



 

"THREE BEDOUINS ARMED."
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We now took again to our saddles, and the dragoman and

muleteer at once gathered courage and began to sing, and

those that were behind us also started their song ; thus the

noise of the singers broke the stillness of the night. We

ascended the rocky hill, rejoicing with joy unspeakable, and

thankful to God for so far having been delivered. Soon

our whole party were united. We were now a strong

caravan, and boldly passed onwards until we were weary

and exhausted. At last we were delighted to find our

selves at Banyas, or the ancient Caesarea Philippi. Here

our tents were soon pitched, and we slept for several hours,

and were refreshed. We then rose from our slumbers, and

took our rambles.

When we pause by the wayside, all weary and faint,

And would sit down discouraged, and full of complaint,

Oh sing ! and the wearisome care will have fled,

As we sing of the rest that is waiting ahead.

As the wanderer sings in some far-away land,

Of his own sweet, sweet home on a beautiful strand,

So we sing as we journey still onward to God,

Of the home that is ours, where the angels have trod.

 



CHAPTER IX.

CJESAREA PHILIPPI AND MOUNT HERMON.

'All Thy works shall praise Thee, O Lord, and Thy saints shall bless

Thee."—PSA. cxlv. 10.

Grey Lebanon, with all thy snows and streams,

Bright Hermon, with the day-spring on thy brow,

And silver streamlets leaping round thy feet,

Shout forth thy ceaseless praise.

AVING rambled about in Csesarea Philippi,

I was charmed with the delightful scenery.

We spent a pleasant night by the cool stream

flowing from the source of Jordan. I re

freshed myself several times by having a

bath. Everything around gave pleasure, and the eye

rested on splendid olive trees.

I walked through the village, which is composed of mud

hovels, the inhabitants apparently preferring to have their

houses filthy.

The historical associations of this place are full of

interest. Here stood the great Temple of Pan. This

lonely place once had splendour and majesty. Here also

Herod the Great built a temple over Jordan's spring in
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honour of Augustus Caesar. We observed some fine old

ruins. It was of some interest to us, as we gazed on the

supposed Place of Transfiguration, but as learned doctors

do not agree as to the precise spot, we did not attach the

interest we would have done had it been a spot undisputed.

It was also interesting and somewhat amusing to notice in

the village nearly every house having a booth constructed

of green branches raised on wooden pedestals. I inquired

the reason for these strange constructions, and was in

formed that these places were for the villagers to sleep in

during the summer to keep them above the swarms of

vermin and scorpions. We were delighted with views of

the different streams all flowing from the source of the

Jordan, where we spent many hours. We then made an

ascent of over 2,500 feet above the level of the sea, and

found ourselves at the strange and very marvellous ruins of

the ancient castle Subeibeh. The masonry and inscriptions

reveal great antiquity, doubtless from the period of the

Phoenicians.

This excursion having ended, we resumed our journey

across Mount Hermon. With delight I gazed upon the

prince of mountains, and rejoiced at having the privilege of

seeing and crossing the place around the name of which

cluster so many historical associations. Gazing upon the

imposing appearance of this majestic mount, we were

reminded of Judges iii. 3, and of the worshippers of Baal,

who sacrificed in " that high place."

On this mountain many of the tribes of Manasseh dwelt,

and went after the gods of the people, and thus sinned

against the God of Israel, and brought misery and ruin

upon themselves. It was in the temple on this mountain

that the heathen inhabitants from Lebanon and the region of

Pineas were accustomed to meet for worship.

As we passed on, it became dark ; we therefore continued

--
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the journey the whole night. The wind blew hard, and the

air was keen. I was dressed in all my European clothes, had

an overcoat, and above that my waterproof coat, and yet I

felt very cold. Our whole company seemed in considerable

 

MOUNT IIERMON.

trouble, and were shrivelled with the bitter wind. I was weary,

and a little careless in keeping up with my company. My

horse deceived me not a little in turning from the company,

and presently I found myself at a considerable distance

from my guide. I was full of fear—the light of the moon
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revealed to me my danger. The road appeared untrodden.

There was near me an awful chasm. What to do I did not

know. Of course I could not blame myself, and therefore

blamed my hitherto good horse. I would no longer trust

him, so I dismounted, and held the reins to prevent my

animal leaving me. I shouted as loud as possible,

" Dragoman ! dragoman ! come to my rescue at once !

Come, come, come, at once ! " I made myself hoarse,

hot, and tired. My party before me at a distance

heard my cries of distress, and some answered. My Ger

man fellow-traveller was good enough to send me the echo

of his voice, asking why I did not go right on, why I kept

back, why I went the wrong way, and reminded me that it

was a dangerous thing to travel in the East without taking

care to keep near the guide. I quickly silenced him by

asking him as politely as the circumstances allowed me to

keep his little German lectures for an occasion when they

would be more acceptable. My dragoman's voice, how

ever, soon consoled me, as I heard him say, ' ' Wait till I

come to you. Don't move till I come ! " I was sure to

take this last advice. Thus I waited in my dangerous con

dition, and delighted to realize my guide was coming to me,

and all would be well. Happy was I when again I felt

Ibrahim was at my side. He helped me on my saddle,

and soon we were on the right road, and our whole

company was now complete. Thus we spent the night.

Being very weary, we rested for about a couple of hours

before sunrise, refreshed ourselves with coffee, &c., and

as soon as the sun rose we again started. On, on we

went, until we neared the plains of Damascus. A lovely

and majestic view presented itself to the eye—the dew of

Hermon. Marvellous sight ! It was in appearance as

if all the clouds of the heavens were compressed, and,

like a great solid sheet, were lying on the ground. Pre



" THE DEW OF HERMON." 149

sently the sun, with all his strength, cast his rays upon

the entire landscape, and the great solid sheet, or "the

dew," began to rise very gradually. The heat of the sun

was now unbearable, yet there was nothing for us to do but

to proceed. Weary, parched, and with burning thirst, we

continued our journey, until we came near the acres of land

from which the dew had risen several feet by the influence

of the sun.

We dismounted, and walked under the great sheet, and

what charm ! Now we felt as if we could defy the sun,

from which we were beautifully protected. The drops of

the dew fell on us—refreshed us as we had never been

refreshed before. Our very garments were saturated with

moisture, which was to us most precious. We were

reminded of Psalm cxxxiii.

Having been well refreshed with the dew of Hermon, we

were strengthened, and enabled with delight to continue

our journey, like giants refreshed with wine, and meditated

upon Him whose is " the earth and the fulness thereof."

We thought of the condescending promise of God—"/ will

be as the dew unto Israel." Beautiful and precious emblem

of spiritual blessing and joy coming to us direct from Deity.

What condescension ! God Himself stooping to the wild

soil of the human heart, and melting it with His infinite

goodness.

How delightful to the weary pilgrim, amidst the various

vicissitudes in life, the heat and burden of which are often

found to be depressing. Yet the sweet influences of Divine

goodness attract and refresh—give strength and courage for

the continuance of life's journey.

As we walked along the plains of Damascus, we beheld

beautiful wild flowers in great variety. The eye is dazzled

with the scenery of loveliness. The fertility of the plains,

the fragrance of the myriads of flowers—all tell of the silent
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influence of Hermon's dew, saturating the soil, and pro

ducing life and loveliness. And is not the influence of

Divine grace marvellous? Many wild hearts that were as

a dreary wilderness have become as gardens full of perfume

and sweet fragrance. I knew many members of the house

of Israel, who, when first they came into contact with

missionaries and other Christian agencies, were full of

bitterness toward them, and often blasphemed at the name

so precious to every believer. The hearts of these men

were truly hard and barren. Yet, through the influence of

Divine grace, their hearts have been, as it were, saturated

with the dews of heaven, and are now the temples of the

Lord of Glory, and their lives are now spent in delightful

service for Christ and the world.

Oh, that the spirit of grace and supplication may be

poured out upon the seed of Abraham, and that the gentle

influence of the people of God may be extended to Israel

and through the mercy of the Gentile world, Israel shall

obtain mercy. Then will Jew and Gentile know Him,

whom to know is life eternal, and all men shall be complete

in One, Christ Jesus, through whom alone we can enjoy a

universal and blessed brotherhood. So delightful shall be

that happy communion of saints, that men shall be con

strained to admire and exclaim—" Behold, how good and

how pleasant it is for brethren to dwell together in unity !

It is like the precious ointment upon the head, that ran

down upon the beard, even Aaron's beard, and went down

to the skirts of his garment. As the dew of Hermon, and

as the dew that descended upon the mountains of Zion.

For there the Lord commanded the blessing, even life for

evermore."

The whole triumphant host

Give thanks to God on high :

' Hail I Father, Son and Holy Ghost ! "

They ever cry :

Hail t Abraham's God and mine t

I join the heavenly lays ;

All might and majesty are Thine,

And endless praise !



CHAPTER X.

DAMASCUS AND LEBANON.

"Thine eyes shall see the King in His beauty: they shall behold the

land that is very far off."—ISA. xxxiii. 17.

Thou blessed Heir of all the earth !

Ascend Thine ancient throne,

And bid the willing nations now

Thy peaceful sceptre own.

|VER memorable will the time of refreshing,

with the dew of Hermon, be to me. We were

now prepared for the rest of the journey.

Our eyes were now turned to the most ancient

city of the world. DAMASCUS WAS BEFORE

us ! What an inspiration ! Onward, was our watchword.

We passed the spot where Saul, on his errand of slaughter,

was met by the Prince of Mercy and Peace. We read the

wonderful description on the spot •—

" As he journeyed he came near Damascus ; and sud

denly there shined round about him a light from heaven,

and he fell to the earth, and heard a voice saying unto

him, Saul, Saul, why persecutest thou Me?" (Acts ix.).

 



 

THE GOOD SHEPHERD.
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Thus we pressed on. There were splendid groves and

gardens and lovely orchards. We were now near to the

most ancient city of the world, and we thought of Eliezer,

who was so fortunate as to find in this land a lovely

Rebekah for his master's son, Isaac, a name interesting to

me from my infancy.

Our interest was considerably increased as, from the

distance, we beheld a shepherd leading a large flock. We

hastened on until we found ourselves in the company of

the good shepherd. We entered into conversation through

the help of our dragoman, and with the prospect of bach-

shish the shepherd made himself most agreeable.

" Do your sheep know your voice ?" " Yes, oh yes," he

answered. To convince us of the truthfulness of his state

ment, we presently dismounted, and engaged in friendly

conversation ; then, all at once, the good-natured shepherd

called out for one of the sheep : to my agreeable surprise

the one called came out from the multitude of the flock,

and came to its master ; a few more words from the gentle

shepherd, and the animal laid itself down, like a child

would at its mother's knee. With peculiar delight I realized

the words of our blessed Lord : " I am the Good Shepherd,

and know My sheep, and am known of Mine " (John x.

14). " My sheep hear My voice, and I know them, and

they follow Me " (x. 27). Gratified with this Scriptural illus

tration, we again took to our saddles and went onwards,

still in the company of the shepherd.

And as we looked round, the plain of Damascus attracted

our admiration. All was verdure and loveliness, and from

the distance we could see the city with its mimirets. Sud

denly we were startled and greatly surprised when the flock

which hitherto followed the leader became disorderly.

Instead of following all at once many went before and

umay behind him, some on the right and left ; and the

II
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shepherd seemed in the centre with us. The secret of the

sudden commotion was soon explained : a gentle stream

running from Lebanon was before us, and the sheep, as

if by instinct knowing the necessity of crossing the stream,

and naturally afraid of the water, hasted to be in the

immediate presence of their kind leader. We came to

the stream; it was shallow. Many of the flock crossed,

when, turning round, I was surprised to see that only a

part of the flock had crossed the stream. I was anxious

to know what ' the shepherd's next move would be. I

did not wait long ; the shepherd calling several times, the

sheep on the other side looked up as if recognizing the

voice of a faithful friend—wistfully looked—but yet their

timidity did not inspire them with confidence to cross

the stream. The shepherd then returned to them ; they

all at once surrounded him. Slowly again he entered the

cool stream. A beautiful sight it was ! Yet all were not

over the water. Looking round we saw a goodly number

on the other side. Three times the shepherd repeated the

ciossing after the timid. Again looking round, still there

were some, though very few, behind. The shepherd several

times called for them ; yet not one of them put a foot into

the water. The dog was now sent after them, and certainly

he tried hard to bring them to their master. The sheep

ran from the dog and he ran after them, yet it was a failure.

The shepherd then took the best and the most gentle

course, and finding the sheep would not by themselves nor

by the medium of a dog come to him, he therefore re

turned to them. Soon all was well. Most pathetic was

the sight when the shepherd took a lamb in his arm, and

also one on his shoulder and tenderly carrying them, and

the other few by his side, thus all crossed—not one left

behind. Thus with a united flock we went onward until

the gates of Damascus were before us.
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We entered the city full of gardens, orchards, and vine

yards, and were refreshed and charmed by the rivers

Abanah and Pharpar. When we left the kind shepherd,

we gave him bachshish with pleasure; we received his

salaams, and soon after found ourselves in a very pleasant

hotel, and were delighted with the hospitality. It was

a hotel truly Oriental in its furnished apartments, and yet

it had some touches of Occidental comfort to make us feel

at home in it

We rested,

and refreshed

ourselves, and

aft er wards

took to our

ramble in the

city. We

visited the

great and cele

brated Mos

que, and great

indeed was the

pleasure it

gave us to

walk by the THE CITY OF DAMASCUS-

side of the rivers Pharpar and Abanah. An attendant

gave us shoes, and we gave him the pleasure of changing

our shoes for those we had on our weary feet. After

looking at the place of ablution where several followers

of the Prophet seemed to enjoy the ceremonial washing,

it was interesting to see men in prayer. As we walked

about, thrilling memories crowded our memory. A few

years ago it was certain death to a Christian or Jew who

entered this Mohammedan sanctuary ; now, for bachshish,

the most sacred places can be visited. A great crowd
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was present, sitting on the floor cross-legged ; their minis

ter, in the same posture, facing them all, with a small

desk before him, read and expounded the Koran to his

hearers. Strange, that during this service we could walk

about and take

notes of what

we saw, and is

not this a sign

of the times ?

In this city

we spent several

days. We in- :

tended to go to

Palmyra, but the

heat was so great :

that we decided

to cross Leba

non, and as soon

as possible to

leave the " land

of my fathers,"

and return to the

" land of my wife

and children."

Time and

space forbid us

to relate all that

we saw in Da-

mascus; we

therefore hasten through it, walk through the bazaars and

other numerous places, and with pleasure walk through the

street called Straight, which no doubt is straight enough for

Orientals, but to us " Franks " the street called straight is

somewhat crooked.

 

STRAIGHT STREET, DAMASCUS.
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During the few days here, I visited most of the Jewish

synagogues, made the acquaintance of some of my Jewish

brethren—some converts, others silent disciples, and some

open and fearless inquirers. All spoke most highly of the

Rev. Peter Sherman, a Jewish convert, once a missionary

in that city. It was most pleasurable to hear them speak

of that brother in terms of affection, and gratitude for the

spiritual good they had received from his wise and devoted

ministrations. Our sojourn here was now at an end. Our

arrangements being all completed again, we took our seats

in the carriage, and with peculiar interest we crossed the

mountains of Lebanon, and was struck by the contrast

of the beautiful snow and the burning sand

 



CHAPTER XL

HOME, SWEET HOME.

" From the rising of the sun unto the going clown of the same the

Lord's name is to be praised."—PSA. cxiii. 4.

Praise, praise ; <:* the name of Jehovah, our God,

Declare, oh declare ye His glories abroad ;

Proclaim ye His mercy from nation to nation,

Till the uttermost islands have heard his salvation.

|S fast as we could we hastened to Beyrout,

where we spent three days with great delight,

visiting places of interest. Most precious to

me was the meeting with Jews, who listened

to what I told them about the " one thing

needful.'' Before leaving that city I was favoured with

a visit from several of them, who came to bid me farewell

in the name of the God of Abraham. Having informed

them that the object of my visit to that land was to

establish a mission among the Jews, they said, " If, indeed,

what you have told us be true, may God crown your effort

with success. If, however, you are mistaken, and your

teaching is not true, may God frustrate your endeavours."

Thus I parted with my poor brethren, entered a small

boat, and soon was brought to a fine steamer, where I

159

 



160 HOME, SWEET HOME.

took my berth. Soon my luggage came from the hotel.

Good-bye to Beyrout ; good-bye to Syria.

The signal being given, the splendid vessel began her

voyage on the blue Mediterranean. My eyes rest on the

" land of my fathers," so dear to Jews, and now more than

ever precious to me. Onward we go, to reach " home,

sweet home," in dear old England.

So the journey ended, and the " mission to the land of

my -lathers " has been crowned with great success. A

mission has since been opened, and a servant of Christ

now labours in the land of Israel, with Joppa as head

quarters. Let the missionaries labour, and let the churches

pray for the peace of Jerusalem. " For if the casting

away of them be the reconciling of the world, what shall

the receiving of them be but life from the dead ? "

We pray that through the mercy of God much blessing

may result to many of my own people through the preach

ing of the Gospel in the Land of my Fathers.

The isles of the deep shall lift up their voice,

And nations afar shall hear and rejoice ;

The harp that was broken sweetly shall ring,

And Juclah return to her Saviour and King.

Go sound it abroad, the tidings proclaim,

Salvation is purchased through Him that was slain.
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for Old and Young." In cloth boards, 1s. 6d. each ; in cloth boards, gilt, 2S.

each. A superior edition in cloth, bevelled boards, gilt edges, at 2S. 6d. each.

The new volume is tastefully bound, forming a useful and attractive present.

"This handsome yearly volume contains much valuable teaching, and is a store

house of anecdote."—The Christian.

The following at as. 6d. and 3s. 6d. each. Just Published.

2. THE LIFE OF WILLIAM FAREL. Third Edition. By

FRANCES BEVAN, author of "John Wesley," &c. Eleven Illustrations. In

cloth boards, 2s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 3s. 6d., post free. Also, just published, a New

Edition of

3. THE STORY OF JOHN WESLEY. By FRANCES BEVAN.

A Fourth Edition, revised. Seven Original Illustrations. In cloth boards,

antique, 2S, 6d. ; gilt edges, 3s. 6d., post free. Also, a New Edition of

4. THE OLD HOUSE AND ITS LITTLE INMATES. By

the Author of " Ben and Kit," &c., &c., with a Frontispiece and Twelve

Illustrations. In cloth boards, antique, 2S. 6d. ; gilt edges, 3s. 6d., post free.

5. SEVEN TRUE STORIES. (Illustrated.) By FRANCES

BEVAN, author of " John Wesley." In cloth boards, antique, as. 6d. ; gilt

edges, 3s. 6d., post free.

6. THE GOOD SHEPHERD AND HIS LAMBS. With
Numerous Illustrations. In cloth boards, antique, 2s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 3s. 6d.,

7. "PFAITHFUL WORDS FOR OLD AND YOUNG."

Two VOLUMES IN ONE. In best cloth boards, a splendid Presentation

Volume. Price 2s. 6d,, post free.

The following at Is. 6d. and 2s. each.

1. TALKINGS IN THE TWILIGHT. A Book for Young

People. By "J. J. J." Illustrated with Seven Woodcuts. In cloth boards,

antique, 1S. 6d. ; gilt edges, &c., 2S., post free. Also, by the same,

2. ON BUILDING- HOUSES ; or, from the Sand to the

Rock. Illustrated. In cloth boards, 1s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 2s., post free. Also,

3. TfiE° VOYAGE AND ITS PERILS. Illustrated. A Book

for. the Young. In cloth boards, antique, 1s. od. ; gilt edges, 2s., post free.

Also, by the same,

4. ON LIGHT ; and from Darkness to Light. Illustrated.
In cloth boards, 1s. 6d. ; gilt edges, &c., 2S., post free.

5. "FAITHFUL WORDS FOR OLD AND YOUNG."

TEN DIFFERENT VOLUMES, beautifully Illustrated. In cloth boards, price

is. 6d. per Volume ; gilt edges, 2s., post free.

SPECIAL GIFT VOLUME.

LIGHT FROM THE LAND OF THE SPHINX.

With many Illustrations from the Monuments.

By H. FORBES WITHERBY.

PUBLISHED BY ALFRED HOLXESS, 14, PATERNOSTER Row, LONDON.

Crown quarto, 336 pages, with copious Index and Synopsis, whole cloth gilt, bevelled

boards, and gilt top, 12S. 6d.

" Cambridge, June 7, 1897.

"A most valuable and important aid to educated general readers towards their

understanding of the extent to which Egyptian exploration illustrates and confirms

the Scriptures. H. C. G. MOULE, M.A., Principal of Kidley Hall, Cambridge."



Gbe "(Soften (Bate" Series
OF

SHILLING BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG.
All well Illustrated with Neat Woodcuts, attractively bound in cloth boards,

price Is. each ; gilt edges, antique, Is. 6d.'each, post free.

1. ONLY A FLOWER CIRL ; or, The Story of how Truth Triumphs.

2. WHEN THE BLACKBIRD SINGS; or, Alone in the Storm.

3. THE GOLDEN THREAD ; or, The Power that Shapes our Ends.

4. BRIERSCATE; or, The Old Homestead.

6. ELLIE'S TRIALS AND TRIUMPHS. By the Author of "Daisy and Her

Fr1ends," &c.

6. FROM THE GREAT DEEP. A Story of the Far North of Scotland.

7. STEPPING STONES; or, Judith and the Lion.

8. THE CORNISH FISHER CIRL. A Story of Sunlight Bay.

9. HAZEL GLEN ; or, Ida's New Pupils.

10. ONLY A CIPSY. A Story of Caithness.

11. DAISY AND HER FRIENDS. The Story of an Orphan.

12. FRANCES GREY'S DECISION ; or, Incidents of a Seaside Holiday.

13. GOLDEN OPPORTUNITIES ; or, Elsies Visit to Uplands Farm.

14. MAY BEAUFORT ; or, The True Story of a Hymn.

15. FISHER DAN'S LITTLE FRIEND. A Tale of Shingle Bay.

16. IN AN ISLE OF THE SEA. A Shetland Story.

17. KITTY'S EARLY DAYS ; or, Light in a Dark Place.

18. HENRIK'S FOREST HOME; or, A Better Springtime Cometh.

19. BEN AND KIT. A Story of Two Poor Children in London.

20. WOOD COTTAGE ; or, Sheltered at Last.

21. A WAY OF ESCAPE ; or, Sunshine at Last.

22. THE HOMEWARD JOURNEY; or, Five "One Things."

23. CRACIE AND GRANT. A Story for the Young.

24. WINIFRED CAMERON.

25. ROSE, ROBIN, AND LITTLE MAY. A story of Country Life.

26. THE NARROW PATHWAY TO THE GOLDEN GATE. A Book for Young Pilgrims.

27. OLD FIPPENCE AND THE LITTLE STICK CIRL.

28. THE STORY OF ISAAC LEVINSOHN. As Told by Himself.

29. STORY OF CHRISTIANITY IN SCOTLAND. From the Earliest Period to

Present Time.

30. NOTHING LEFT FOR YOU TO DO. A Series of True Talcs for the Young.

31. ON COD'S WONDERFUL TREES. ByJ.J. J.

H Special OffCV. -An assortment of 12 different volumes, postage free for 10s.

^^^^^^-~^~~ Cash -with Order.

THREE SPECIAL VOLUMES.

A MARVEL OF MERCY. By the Rev. H. CODLING. The Life Story of Mr.

John Davis, late United States Naval Officer. With thrilling incidents connected

with his life. Containing many striking illustrations. Crown 8vo, with Frontis

piece, &c. ; 140 pp. In paper covers, Is*, post free, la. 2d. ; cloth, limp boards,

Is. 6d., post free ; cloth gilt, bevelled edges, 2s., post free.

THE STORY OF THE LIFE OF THOMAS JONES, a Norfolk

Island Prisoner. By A PRISON CHAPLAIN. Cloth limp, Is. ; cloth

boards, Is. 6d. ; cloth, gilt edges, 2s. All post free. This is a wonderful

account of the manner in which God's grace was revealed to a poor prisoner.

THE STORY OF JOHN MEDLEY, and Other Remarkable

Records. Fully illustrated with Portraits and other Engravings. Cloth

limp, Is* ; cloth boards, Is* 6d. ; cloth gilt, 2s* All post free. Crown 8vo,

128 pp., with four beautifully executed Portraits and other Illustrations.



"Better Xant>" Series

OF

SIXPENNY BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG.
Illustrated with Neat Woodcuts, ant bound la cloth boards, antique.

1. HARRY CHESTER'S STORY; or, A Mother's Words

Remembered.

2. REAL HEROES ; or, Tried, Trustful, and True.

3. A BROTHER'S LOVE. A Story of True Devotion in Days

of Danger.

4. FOR HIS SAKE. Lights and Shadows in Two Young Lives.

5. CHARLES ROBINSON AND HIS FRIENDS.

6. SUNLIGHT BAY ; or, The Fisher Girl's Story.

7. THE ROBIN OF THE CHINE. A Story of the Isle of Wight.

8. KITTY'S EARLY DAYS.

9. THE QUEEN'S MESSAGE, and Other Stories.

10. NELLIE ON THE UNSAFE ROCK, and Other Stories.

11. THE HIGHLAND FERRY, and Other Stories.

12. THE RAILING OF THE ROCK.

13. JIM, THE SLAVE BOY, and Other Stories.

14. ON THE EDGE OF THE CLIFF, and Other Stones.

15. PRAYING MOSES, and Other Stories.

16. ANNIE GALE AND OLD DAN, and Other Stories.

17. THE LITTLE STOWAWAY, and Other Stories.

A Selection of 12 Different Books from above List will be sent post or carriage

free for 5s. 6d.

Several new volumes have just been added to this interesting and useful series.

SIXPENNY BOOKS SUITABLE FOR BOTH YOUNG AND OLD.

Well Illustrated, and entitled "MEMOIRS Op MIGHTY

Hound In cloth boards, antique.

There are 13 Kinds now ready, as undernoted :—

1. C. H. 8PUROEON. The Man and his Message.

2. JAMES HANNINQTON. A Hero and a Martyr.

3. ROBERT and JAMES HALDANE. Two Worthy Workers of Bygo11l

Days.

4. JOHN G. PATON. The Story of a Noble Life.

5. JOHN KNOX. The Galley Slave who Broke a Nation's Fetters.

6. ALEXANDER MACKAY. The Christian Hero of Uganda.

7. GEORGE WHITEFIELD. The Man who was Faithful and Fearless.

8. DAVID LIVINGSTONE. The Factory Boy who became a Great Missionary

9. JOHN BUNYAN. A Tale of Two Hundred Years Ago.

10. JOHN WESLEY. A Leader in spite of Himself.

11. ROBERT MOFFAT. The Gardener's Boy who was Crowned.

12. WILLIAM CAREY. Opening the Door that Never will be Closed.

13. MARTIN LUTHER. The Miner's Son who Found a Treasure.

In cloth boards, antique, price SIXPENCE each. A full set of the 13 Volumes free

by post for 6s.

F^c- Particular attention is sought to above New Series, su1table tor both old

and young. Each biography is written in a very striking and interesting style.

Tht-y are beautifully printed in very readable type, and are well Illustrated with

suitable Wooilcnls. Sunday School Teachers and others will f1nd this a valuable Series.

LOXDOM: ALFRED HOLNKSS, 14, PATERNOSTICR Row.

GLASGOW: R. L. AI.I.AX & SOX, 143, S.U'CHIEIIALL STKEKT.





 



 


