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rrEFACE

WHILE residing in Palestine, I was placed in circum-
stances which gave me unusual facilities for observmg the -
inner phases of Oriental Domestlc Life.

I mingled freely with the people, of all creeds and
classes, and daily became better acquainted with their
habits and modes of thought.

The women especially interested me, ang I gleaned many
facts concerning them, which have never hitherto been
published, and probably have never been collected.

The pleasure which my Notes and Journal afforded to
members of my home circle, on my return to England, led
me to think that possibly my countrymen would like to
gain a further insight into the mysteries of Eastern life.
Hence it was that I resolved to publish this volume.

In compiling it, I have avoided as much as possible
those subjects with which the public are already familiar.
Descriptions of well-known places are only given when
they are necessary to form an introduction or background
to those scenes of real life which I have attempted to
pourtray.



viii PREFACE.

To avoid complication, I speak of the people of Palestine
generally as Arabs; for though they are a mixed race, they
all call themselves “ Arabs,” or ¥ sons of the Arabs,” and
Arabic is their mother-tongue. I classify them only.ac-
cording to their creeds, but I may here mention, that the
Christians of the land are said to be of pure Syrian origin,
while the Moslems are chiefly descended from the Arabians
who settled in the towns and villages of Syria and Palestine
in the seventh and eighth centuries.

21, SoHO SQUARE, LONDON.
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CHAPTER L -

HE good byes and farewell greetings on board the
Rhine, at London Bridge, on the night of the 14th of
June, 1855, need not be recorded here. At midnight the tide
was favourable, the bell rang, the steam was up, lingering
friends hurried away, and I found myself alone with my
brother. He had been enjoying a few months’ leave of
absence in England, after having spent more than six
years in consular service in Syria; and I had gladly con-
sented to accompany him, on his return to his official
duties. 'We landed at Boulogne the next day, and arrived
at Marseilles, in time to embark by the Egyptus, on the
morning of the 21st of June. We passed through the
Straits of Bonifacio on the 22d, at mid-day; and on Sun-
day, the 24th, spent a few hours ashore at Malta. On
Thursday morning (the 28th) we landed at Alexandria,
and after seeing Said Pasha’s palace, Cleopatra’s needle,
and Pompey’s pillar, went on board the Zage, on the
evening of the 29th.

It was crowded with passengers, Greeks, Syrians, Turks,
and Jews, who were leaving Alexandria on account of the
outbreak of cholera there. The sunset gun flashed from
the fort as the steamer glided out of the harbour.

‘We remained on deck till a late hour, listening to the
animated songs of the Greek sailors, who were celebrating

B
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2 DOMESTIC LIFE IN PALESTINE.

the festival of their patron saint, Paul. The deck passen-

gers were trying to make themselves comfortable for the
night, and soon men, women, and children, Moslems, Chris-
tians, and Jews, wrapped up closely in carpets, cloaks, and
wadded quilts, looked like gigantic chrysalises crowded
together in the moonlight. '

‘We were in the cosy little deck saloon soon after dawn
on the following day; and, when the sailors came to wash
the decks, I was sorry to see the motley crowd of sleepers

" disturbed, and pushed hither and thither as they tried to
save themselves and their baggage from saturation.

We watched the sun rise out of the sea, which was sud-
denly changed from grey to gold, while the lead-coloured
sky was crimsoned ; but the land I was longing to see was
not in sight.

The next morning, July the 1st, I was roused by the
joyful news that we were approaching the shore, and was
soon on deck, looking with strange delight and emotion
over the blue sea to the coast of Palestine, stretching far
away north and south in low undulating lines. The
picturesque walled town of Yéfa (the ancient Joppa) was
immediately before me, with its white stone houses built
down to the water’s edge, and rising one above another on
a rounded hill sloping to the sea.

My brother said, “ Look far into the east, a little towards
the south, where the sun has just risen; those distant hills
which are now almost lost in bright mist are the hills of
Judea, ‘the hills round about Jerusalem, and from their
summits you will have the first view of the Holy City.
They are separated from these low coast hills by the broad
fertile plains of Sharen and Philistia.” He reminded me
how the pines and cedars of Lebanon were brought “n
Sflotes by sea to Joppa,” and thence carried up to Jerusalem,
for the building of the Temple.

This ancient port, with its bustling quay, its large con-
vents, tall minarets, palm-trees, and extensive gardens, is
the only cheerful and animated spot on the somewhat
monotonous coast, which runs in an almost unbroken line
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from the bold headland of Mount Carmel, about fifty miles
north, to the ruins of Gaza, forty miles south.

‘We were soon at anchor just outside & semicircular belt
of rocks, rome of which rose dark and high out of the
water, while others had sunk beneath its surface and were
only indicated by the dashing of the surf over them. This
rocky belt stands like a barrier in front of the town, and
forms a natural harbour of about fifty feet in width, but it
is only entered by small boats, and affords no protection in
bad weather. Tradition connects the names of Perseus
and Andromeda with these rugged rocks. Two Austrian
war steamers were at anchor near to us; they were waiting
the pleasure of the Archduke Maximilian and his suite,
who were then in Jerusalem. A few merchant vessels,
Greek and French, were also to be seen, and little Arab
boats were plying to and fro.

A quarantine boat, containing an officer and garde de
santé, was towed alongside, and baskets of delicious fruits
were taken on board, oranges, apricots, lemons, &c. A
beautiful branch of an orange-tree, covered with glossy
leaves and laden with ripe fruit, was handed to me. It
was a difficult matter to get into the little quarantine boat
destined to convey us to the shore, for the breeze was fresh,
and a heavy swell disturbed the sea, and the Arab sailors
in the towing boat would not touch the boat they were -
employed to tow, even to render necessary assistance, lest
they should be compromised and imprisoned in the quaran-
tine station. After many vain attempts, we, with two
Franciscan monks, and our baggage, were lowered clumsily
into the clumsy boat, and narrowly escaped a fall into
the sea; and when free from the Zage, we were dragged
along boisterously. The little towing boat was quite
hidden from us now and then, as it bounded over a wave,
leaving us on the other side of it. As we approached
the belt of rocks, I felt that it was impossible to escape
being dashed to pieces, and while steering through the
narrow pass I was silent with fear ; but the seeming danger
was soon over ; within the belt the water was smooth as a

B2



4 DOMESTIC LIFE IN PALESTINE.

lake, and once more I looked with delight on the scenes
around me. There are two openings in the line of rocks;
one towards the north and one due west. 'We had entered
at the latter ; I felt the boat grating on the rocks beneath us.

It was now half-past eight, and the quays were already
crowded with people, mostly in the brilliant native cos-
tumes ; but there were a few Franks in the usual Levantine
dress, which is white from head to foot. Flags were waving
from the consulates and from the convents, as well as from
the ships, for it was Sunday, and the place had quite a
holiday appearance.

‘We passed in front of the town, towards the quarantine
station, which is an isolated building, a little distance be-
yond the walls on the southern side.

Friendly voices from the shore welcomed my brother,
in Arabic, Italian, French, and English. When we arrived
opposite to our destination, the boat was dragged towards
the sands, and the garde de santé, who wore only a coarse
shirt and a girdle, jumped knee deep into the water, caught

- me in his strong arms, and ran splashing through the sandy
sea, and when we came to land still ran on, and would
not release me till he put me in charge of another garde, at
the foot of the rude steps, leading up the sandy cliff, to the
quarantine station. Then he hastened back to the boat for
‘my fellow-travellers, carrying them one after the other to
terra firma.

I had wondered how I should feel on first landing in
Palestine, but this proceeding quite took the romance out
of the event. I almost forgot I was in the Holy Land,
while fully realizing the fact of being a prisoner. As soon
as my brother and the monks joined me, we were led
up the steps, to a door, which admitted us to a square en-
closure, formed of low flat-roofed buildings of stone, in a
dilapidated state; in the eentre of the square, a wooden
shed covers a deep well, and tall, large-leaved, thriving
mulberry-trees throw a thick and welcome shade round it.
The station was unusually full, owing to the outbreak of
cholera in Egypt.
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Our fellow-travellers, the Franciscans, were quartered
on some ecclesiastical pilgrims, and lodged eight in one
room.

The only chamber unoccupied opened into & little court-
yard in the left-hand corner of the square, and that was
allotted to us. It was by no means a pleasant lodging, but
we determined to make the best of it. It was about
twelve feet square ; the floor was of stone ; the walls white-
washed ; and the door, which was formed of rough planks,
had no fastening inside; a casemented window, with half
the glass out, looked towards the north, and showed us the
blue sea, the rocky shore, and the southern wall of Yéfa
with its curious profile of flat-roofed houses, rising step by
step one above the other, with here and there a minaret or
a palm-tree, and groups of children were playing under the
trees near to us; so the prospect without somewhat com-
pensated for the desolate picture within,

There was nothing in the room but our luggage, our
garde de santé, with his long stick, thousands of flies, an
ant’s nest, and ourselves.

I sat in the narrow window seat, while my brother threw
himself on the portmanteaus and boxes; for some minutes
we could only laugh at each other, and at the ridiculous
position we were placed in; however, if we had not been
in excellent health and good spirits, it would have been a
serious matter.

Fortunately my brother was mo stranger there, so help
was at hand. Mr. Kayat, the English Consul (a native of
Syria), sent his dragoman, who soon provided us with mat-
ting, mattresses, and lehaffs (7. e. wadded quilts), and we
made a sort of impromptu divan.

Soon afterwards our kind friend, Mr. Graham, of Jeru-
salem, came to see us; he stood outside the window in the
presence of the garde, who watched us; and if our visitor
had touched our hands, he would have been obliged to share
our quarantine lodging. Mr. G. lent us some ‘of his tent
furniture, cooking utensils, &c., and made our abode more
comfortable,
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‘When we sent to the market for provisions, we had to put
the money in a cup of water to prevent infection, but we
certainly looked more wholesome than any of the dirty little
half-naked messengers who executed our commissions, and
by whose aid we obtained fowls, goat’s milk, coffee, rice,
fruit, and vegetables, at a very reasonable rate.

There were two rooms in addition to ours opening into
the courtyard; one was occupied by a party of Moslem
travellers, and the other by the Franciscan pilgrims. The
courtyard was in shade and cooler than the rooms, so with
one accord we all took breakfast there.

The Moslems, after pouring water over their hands
and feet, spread their carpets, prayed, and then sat round
a dish of rice, butter, and tomatoes, putting their hands
together into the dish. They ate rapidly and in silence,
then washed their hands, and smoked tchibouques and
nargbilés. The monks, who spoke French, Italian, and
Spanish, invited us to share some of their conserves and
syrups.

‘When the heat of the day had passed, we were allowed
to take a walk, accompanied by a garde, to prevent our
contact with human beings.

We gladly descended the steps of our prison, and reached
the broad sands ; the sun was going down, tinging the sea
and the sky, and the white walls of Yifa, with a red
glow. We walked along the shore towards the south,
with drifted sand hills, more or less covered with vege-
tation on our left, and the waves of the sea approaching
us on our right. We saw the skeleton of a camel half-
sunk in the sand, and found many shells, and dorsal
bones of cuttle fish. About a mile from the quarantine
station the beach was entirely composed of shells, most
of them broken. The rocks, which form natural jetties, or
rise up out of the beach, seem to be a sort of conglomerate
of sand and shells, in every stage of hardness; for though
these rocks were to appearance all alike, some masses were
as firm and hard as marble; but other parts crumbled easily,

1 the imbedded shells separated from the sand with very
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little difficulty. 'When the sun had quite disappeared, the
garde turned homewards, and we obediently followed. The
town was already illuminated, and lights were reflected
on the quiet water from the ships at anchor. The stars
shone brightly, for night succeeds day very rapidly in this
latitude, and there is scarcely any evening twilight.

The boy who acted as our cook and waiter had pre-
pared our evening meal, of which we gladly partook,
seated on a reed mat, under the mulberry-trees, and
lighted by a lantern placed on a large block of stone.
Red ants, three-quarters of an inch long, were swarming
around ; and cats came running out of the darkness, eager
to share our meal.

Many pilgrims and Bedouins were sleeping on the
ground, in the open air; and mattresses were spread on
the flat roofs or terraces of the buildings around.

No female servants are employed in the establishment,
and there were no women among our fellow-prisoners.
‘While my brother strolled in the starlight, smoking, I pre-
pared our room as comfortably as possible under the cir-
cumstances ; and even from our discomforts we extracted
amusement, and at the same time learnt some useful lessons
in the distinction of the real and fancied necessaries of
civilized life.

The next day, the quarantine doctor (a Frenchman) sent
word that he would visit us, to ascertain the state of our
healths. '

Presently he appeared in the little courtyard, with three
official attendants ; they stood opposite our doorway, care-
fully avoiding contact with ourselves and the other inmates
of the quarantine. He greeted us with a profusion of com-
pliments on our healthful appearance, and congratulated
us on having obtained the best room in the station, and
especially on having it entirely to ourselves! He left us
with stately bows, and said, kissing his hand, “I shall
have the pleasure to give you pratigue to-morrow.”

On July the 3d, at half-past seven, we were set at
liberty, and gladly mounted the steps at the back of the
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quarantine station, traversed the extensive burial-ground,
and passed the Government store-house, a large building
outside the town, where a crowd of camels were waiting to
be relieved of their burdens, and women veiled and shrouded
in white drapery, were standing in groups, with baskets of
mulberries and grapes balanced on their heads. On our
left hand were the moated and battlemented walls of Yifa,
and on the other gardens of orange and lemon-trees, palms
and pomegranates, which threw a chequered shade upon
the sandy ground. We soon came to the broad road,
just outside the town-gate, where camels and peasants,
mules and muleteers, were congregated, and a bustling
market of fruit and vegetables was being held. Booths
-and tents, sheltering turbaned and tarbouched smokers,
were pitched under tall trees; and the itinerant vendors
of coffee, sherbet, and glowing charcoal (ready to light the
hundreds of pipes and narghilés around), seemed to be in
great request.

In passing under the archway into the town, we had
to walk carefully, to avoid getting entangled in the camel-
ropes. I was glad to find shelter from the burning sun in
the bazaars, which are long arcades, shaded overhead with
cloth or matting, with little open shops on each side. In
many of them were shoemakers, cutting out yellow morocco
slippers, or heavy red leather boots ; and tailors, marking
out graceful patterns for gold embroidery, &c.; pipe-makers,
modelling red clay bowls for tchibouques,—all seated on
their heels, on little platforms, about two feet from the
ground ; while, in another part of the bazaar, the silks of
Aleppo and Damascus, the cottons of Manchester, and
veils of Constantinople and Switzerland (squares of soft
muslin, of showy patterns and many colours, called
manadil), were exposed for sale, the shopkeepers gravely
smoking, seated at their ease among the gay wares. The
barbers’ shops and the coffee houses were much larger and
more frequented than any of the others. I met no women
in the bazaars; men and boys do all the marketing in
the towns of the Holy Land.
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We descended a narrow, ruinous street of stairs, to the
English consulate, which was at that time close to the sea-
side. We were kindly welcomed, and led across a court
to a square and vaulted stone chamber, with a deep raised
recess in a rudely-built casemented balcony, looking on to
the sea. A cosily-cushioned divan and a Turkey carpet
made this a most pleasant retreat; and there, freed from
the restraints of quarantine, I soon felt quite at home with
Mrs. Kayat (an Arab), who, with Eastern hospitality, said,
“This house is yours ; order all things as you will.”

Her young sister Furhah, who spoke English pretty well
(thanks to the American Mission-school of Beirout), wore
a white muslin dress, open to the waist, and exposing a
thin net shirt, which did not conceal her neck and bosom ;
and through the semi-transparent skirt her full Turkish
trousers of blue silk could be seen. Their mother was
dressed in a black velvet jacket, seamed with silver, and a
soft white silk skirt,

A number of gentlemen were in the body of the room, a
step below us; they, as well as the ladies, were smoking
narghilés. Strong coffee, without milk, and in tiny cups
without handles, held in silver filagree stands (exactly of
the size and shape of common egg cups), were handed
round ; after partaking of which, it is customary to incline
the head slightly, raising the hand to the forehead, and
thus to salute the host or hostess, who, in return, does the
same to the guests.

An Arab breakfast was prepared, and a large pa.rty
assembled to partake of it, including three beautiful little
girls, the Consul's children, in a pretty costume, half
European and half Oriental. A large dish of rice, boiled
in butter, with pieces of fried meat imbedded in it, formed
the staple dish. Vegetable marrows, filled with rhincemeat
and spices in place of the seeds which had been scooped
out; some excellent fish; minced meat and rice, rolled up
in vine leaves, and dressed like small sausages ; a happy
mélange of meat, tomatoes, pine seeds, butter, and eggs ;
followed by roast fowl and a good salad; and a dessert,
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composed of all the fruits that the gardens of Yafa could
furnish, gave me a very favourable impression of the
summer resources of a town on the coast of Palestine.

At about mid-day, after this meal, nearly every one of
the family sought rest, lounging on the divans or mos-
quito-curtained beds, to smoke or to sleep.

‘When the sultry hour of noon had passed, Mrs. Kayat
invited me to go with her to see her cousin, Sit Leah, and
her newly born infant son. The ladies were soon ready
for the walk, for the universal out-door dress is very
simple : it consists of a coloured muslin veil, about a yard
square, thrown over the head and face, a scarf or shawl
girdle is fastened round the waist, and then a fine calico
sheet, about two yards or more square, is put on like a
cloak, but drawn up high over the head, and folded
neatly on the forehead, brought under the chin, crossed
over the breast, and, overlapping down the front, hides the
dress entirely. It is tucked into the girdle in front, so as
to lift it about three inches from the ground ; at the back
it is allowed to fall quite smoothly in a straight line to the
heels. The hands are kept inside and hold the sheet, so
that only the coloured mask of muslin over the face is -
visible. No individual could be recognised in this dis-
guise, except by some peculiarity in the manner of walking
or singularity of figure. Yellow or red shoes, turned up at
the toes, complete the costume.

My readers may easily imitate this costume with a
sheet, and a coloured silk handkerchief for a veil, and
thus form a good idea of the general out-door appearance
of the women in the chief towns of Palestine. It must
be remembered, however, that not a vestige of crinoline
is to be seen, and full soft trousers with sometimes a
skirt over them, a jacket, and a shirt, is all that is worn
under the 7zzar or sheet®* The three shrouded ladies led
me out, and a kawass (not unnecessarily) went before to

* Is this the kind of sheet referred to in Judges xiv. 12—18, where
Samson says, “If you find out my riddle I will give you thirty sheets, and
thirty changes of garments”?
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clear the way; for in the narrow streets of stairs, with
their tortuous turnings and broken steps, it is well to have
notice of the coming of a frisky horse, a heavily laden
mule, or a ponderous camel.

At the arched entrances of some of the large houses
I noticed fragments of granite columns, marble bases,
carved capitals and cornices, which had probably been
transported from the ruins of Ascilon ; they are used as
stepping-stones for mounting and dismounting.

‘We entered a low doorway, and found ourselves in a
courtyard, where a group of negresses were busy washing,
They took me by surprise by seizing my hands, kissing
them, and pressing them to their ebony foreheads. I soon
learnt to be on my guard, and to draw my hand away
firmly but courteously, in time to elude the embrace ; for I
observed that this is the way the act of submission is
expected to be received; the refusal to accept the kiss
shows that you do not wish the individual who proffers it,
to humble himself before you

However, under certain circumstances, the case is dif-
ferent ; for instance, if a person asks forgiveness of you,
or protection, or any favour, your refusal to allow him to
kiss your hand or your feet is a sign that his request is not
granted.

Priests always exact this homage, and it is very readily
paid to them; but laymen, who invariably allow if, gene-
rally gain the sobriguet of “ Khours” (priest).

We ascended a stone staircase to a terrace leading to
two rooms. We entered the first, a pretty little square
whitewashed room, draped with pink and white muslin.
In one corner was a bed, made on the floor, and a narrow
mattress, about a yard wide, ran round the other sides of
the room ; cushions covered with damask were leaning
against the walls, and thus a comfortable lounge was
formed ; a Turkey carpet concealed the stone floor. Several
ladies were seated, @ la Turque, on the divan, smoking
narghilds, the long flexible tubes of which radiated from
the group of large red Bohemian glass bottles, which stood



12 DOMESTIC LIFE IN PALESTINE.

bubbling and sparkling in the centre of the room. On the
low bed a young mother was reclining; her dark wavy
hair unbraided, escaped over the embroidered pillow ; her
red tarbouche was decorated with folds of blue crape and
everlasting flowers, her pale hands rested on the crimson -
silk wadded quilt, and her striped Aleppo yellow and white
silk dress contrasted well with the dark brilliancy of her
fever-bright face and eyes. I took her hand in mine, and
she said, “ Welcome, my sister ; my lips must be silent, but
my heart is speaking to your heart.” She lifted up a tiny
blue velvet lehaff (quilt), embroidered with silver thread,
and revealed a baby boy of a few days old. I took him in
my arms. The ladies with one accord said, “ May you soon
have the joy of holding in your arms new offspring of your
father's house ! may your brother soon be married, and
blest with many sons !”

The infant I held in my arms was so bound in swaddling
clothes that it was perfectly firm and solid, and looked
like a mummy. It had & band under its chin and across
its forehead, and a little quilted silk cap on its head, with
tiny coins of gold sewn to it; the outer covering of this
little figure was of crimson and white striped silk; no
sign of arms or legs, hands or feet, could be seen.

Leah’s sister-in-law (whose head was much decorated
with jewelry and artificial flowers) took the child from me
and placed it in a swing cradle, draped with pink and white
muslin, and everlasting flowers. She covered the little
creature with such heavy quilts that it seemed in danger
of suffocation ; then she closed the curtains round it, till
there was no aperture left at which a mosquito could enter.

After sherbet and coffee had been handed round by a
black servant, I was led to the next room, where I found
my brother with Habib Nasir, the husband of Leah, the
proud father of a firstborn son. I congratulated him, and
his reply was a wish that I might soon have to congratu-
late my brother on a similar occasion. (This is the cus-
tomary answer.)

In each of the rooms there were modern Greek pictures
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of sacred subjects, rude imitations of ancient Byzantine art,
proclaiming that Habib was a member of the Greek Church.

I returned to the consulate to prepare for our journey
towards Jerusalem, Mr. Graham and Mr. H , & wanderer
from the Crimea (then the seat of war), who had just arrived
by Austrian steamer, having arranged to travel with us.
When our luggage was in the care of the muleteers, and
our horses were ready, we took a slight collation of goat’s
milk, cheese, fruit, sweetened starch, and native wines, in
Mzrs, Kayat’s room, seated on the cushioned floor, round a
low table inlaid with mother of pearL

After taking leave of our kind host and his family, we
mounted at their door, their blessings and good wishes
ringing in our ears: “Go in peace, and return to us in
safety; return speedily; peace be with you,” &c. The
children and servants echoed the words till we were out of
sight. An old man, in a coat of many colours, shaped like
a sack, and with a curious mosaic-looking vandyked pattern
on the back of it, led my horse up the steep streets of
stairs, through the crowded bazaars, and out of the town
gate, which we had entered in the morning. It is in the
middle of the east wall, and is the only land gate. I
must here remind my younger readers that wheeled car-
riages are not used in Palestine; I never saw even such a
thing as a wheelbarrow there ; in fact, the roads are so bad
that such conveyances would be useless ; so people always
travel on camels, or mules, or donkeys, or on horses, as we
did. It was now about six o’clock, and just outside the
gate the inhabitants of Yafa were enjoying their pipes in
the shade of the city, for the sun was going down towards
the sea ; others were riding and galloping along the broad
sandy road, which led us to a pleasant bridle path between
hedges of a gigantic kind of cactus (the opuntia), the large,
fleshy, thick-jointed stems of which were fringed with
yellow flowers, promising a rich harvest of prickly pears;
these formidable hedgerows rising from two to eight, and
sometimes even ten or twelve feet in height, were wreathed
with graceful creepers, the briony, the clematis, and the
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wild vine twining their tendrils together. Our Crimean
friend suggested that such a cactus hedge would prove an
impenetrable barrier to advancing cavalry. This pleasant
sandy path led us for three or four miles between beautiful
fruit gardens, where the palm-tree, laden with golden fruit,
towered high above all other trees; oranges, lemons, pis-
tachios, apricots, almonds, and mulberries were ripening ;
the pomegranate-tree showed its thick clusters of scarlet
flowers; and acacias, locust-trees, tamarisks, silvery olives,
and broad-leaved fig-trees flourished. It was about half-
past six when we reached the open country beyond the
extensive and well-cultivated gardens of Yéfa. The sun
was going down behind us, over the sea ; the far away hills
towards which we were journeying (east by south) were
crowned with glowing red, while purple night shadows
were rising rapidly ; we passed through fields of mallows
and gardens of cucumbers, with tents or little stone lodges
for the gardeners scattered here and there.

The sun went down ; vultures and kites were sweepmg
through the air; and as the darkness increased, our little
party, consisting of six muleteers, our servants, and our-
selves, assembled together to keep in close company for the
rest of the way.

‘We could distinguish parties of field labourers and
oxen at rest by the road-side, and sometimes we came
to a rude threshing-floor, where, by the light of a
bonfire of weeds and thorns, we saw Rembrandt-like
groups of rough-looking, half-clad peasants, some of them
sleeping, and others lighting their long pipes with the
fragrant embers. Our muleteers were singing monotonous
and plaintive songs, only interrupted now and then when
the jogging mules disarranged their burdens by jolting
against each other, and the drivers would cry out, “ A¢-wa /
Ai-wal” an interjection of very flexible signification, which
answers nearly to our “ Now then/” when used deprecatinoly,
or to “ All right,” or “ Go on,” under more favourable circum-
stances.

We rode on in the darkness over an undulating plain,
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occasionally passing a well, a tomb, a little sleeping
village, or a grove of ancient olive-trees, and reached
Ramleh at half-past nine.

We had been invited to pass the night at the house of
one of the principal Christian Arabs of the town, and soon
met his servants and lantern-bearers, who had been watch-
ing for us. They led the way up a flight of stone steps to
a small square court, round which lofty stone chambers
were built.

Our host then conducted us to the guest-chamber, “a
large upper room, furnished” with divans and cushioned
window-seats.

His wife—a handsome and stately-looking woman, in
rich Oriental costume—came to salute and welcome us.
She took me to a long vaulted stone chamber, where two
mattresses were spread-on the floor ; one was for me, and
the other for two negresses who were appointed to attend
me. Supper was spread for our party in an arched recess
of the court, by two Abyssinian men-servants, who waited
on us with intelligence and alacrity.

Presently, two awkward but good-natured-looking, black,
woolly-headed, tall, white-robed, shoeless girls, led me to
my room. They poured hot and eold water alternately over
my feet and hands, and did all they could to make me com-
fortable. After a few hours’ rest, I rose by the light of the
moon, which streamed in at the wide, unglazed, arched
window. : '

The hinges, locks, and door-handles throughout the
house were of beautiful design, somewhat resembling
Italian work of the sixteenth century.

By the time the muleteers were roused, and our horses
were in readiness for the journey, the sun had risen, and
we hastened away. The market-places were already busy
with buyers and sellers. The gardens of Ramleh are
extensive and fertile; the date-palm, especially, flourishes
there. The soil is sandy.*

* ¢« Ramleh” is the Arabic word for sandy ; Arab names of places are
very frequently descriptive.
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Just outside the town, under a clump of tamarisk-trees,
sat a group of dirty-looking Arabs, in picturesque rags.
As we passed, they rose from their stony seats, and ad-
vanced towards us, holding out little tin cups for alms. I
then perceived that the poor creatures were lepers! Their
faces were so disfigured, that they scarcely looked human ;
the eyelids and lips of some were quite destroyed, while
the faces of others were swollen into frightful masses. It
was the saddest sight I ever saw.

The families afflicted with this terrible and hereditary
disease intermarry, and sometimes the immediate offspring
are free from any appearance of it, but it is sure to revive
in the succeeding generation; some of them appear quite
healthy till they are nineteen or twenty, but they feel them-
selves to be a doomed race, and live quite apart from the
rest of the world, subsisting almost entirely on charity—for
often their fingers rot off and render their hands useless.

In return for the few piastres we gave them, they cried,
in hoarse whispers, “ May it return to you tenfold !"—
“Peace be with you!” We passed through fertile fields and
orchards, overtaking peasants leading oxen or laden camels,
or shepherd boys guiding flocks of goats to pasture land.
Though the sun was low, and sent our shadows in long
lines behind us, yet the rays were fierce with light and
heat ; the fields of sesame (called simsim in Arabic) looked
very pretty. It is a tall bright green plant, with upright
stems, garnished with blossoms, somewhat like the fox-
glove, white, shaded with pink; the seeds yield a very
fine oil, almost equal to olive. Blue chicory, yellow
flax, the hardy goat’s beard and convolvulus, of many
tints, large and small, bordered the road. 'We soon reached
an uncultivated part of the undulating plain, where the
ground was burnt up and cracked into deep wide fissures,
and where large blocks of stone, like cromlechs, cast their
shadows. I watched numbers of green lizards and strange
reptiles, running rapidly in and out of the cracks, and under
and over the rocks, pausing sometimes, opening their eyes
of fire to the sun, and nodding their large heads quaintly.
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Wild ducks were flapping their wings above our heads.
Camels every now and then passed in strings of three or
four together, their drivers bending and touching their fore-
heads gracefully, as we passed; some of the peasants wore
scarcely any clothing; flocks of goats and cattle were
browsing on the scanty burnt-up pasture, and the shepherd
boys were piping on rude instruments made of cane or reed.
At half-past eight o'clock, we were in the shelter of the
hills, and paused for a few moments at the entrance of
a woody and rocky valley, called Wady-'Aly ; some Arabs
brought us a supply of good water, in leather bottles ; Mr.
Finn, H.B.M. consul at Jerusalem, had sent his kawass there
to meet and welcome us and to lead the way, for in the hill
country a skilful pilot is required ; wild fig-trees, dwarf oaks,
and thorns, grew among the rocks, and thousands of larks,
disturbed by our approach, rose high into the air, but they

did not sing the sweet song of the larks of our corn-fields.
We passed over steep hills, wild and rocky, with trea-
cherous stones slipping from under the feet of the often
stumbling horses ; sometimes the passes were so narrow
that we had to ride singly, watching the leader carefully in
his ins and outs among bushes and rocks. On the summits
of many of the rounded hills there are ruins and large hewn
stones, which have given rise to much discussion among
Biblical topographists. We saw traces of terraces, and of
former careful cultivation everywhere, but the winter tor-
rents have been allowed to sweep away the protecting stones,
and the rich red loam is washed down, so that in many
places large masses of bare limestone are exposed; but
wherever the earth rests, however scantily, there is vegeta-
tion; and dwarf. trees, shrubs, and aromatic herbs, thorns
and thistles, prove the natural fertility of the soil; even
out of the small handfuls of earth washed into the holes
and crevices of the rocks, tiny flowers spring, especially
the wild pink and crane’s-bill. 'We took zigzag paths up
the faces of hills which looked almost perpendicular;
_sometimes we gained a height commanding views of the
Great Sea and the plain of Sharon on one side, and the hills

C
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which concealed the city of Jerusalem on the other; then
again we were in a narrow valley, or closed in by & seem-
ingly impassable amphitheatre of hills ; here and there our
road was along ledges, so narrow (with & rocky ravine below,
and a hill rising abruptly like a wall above), that we took
the precaution of sending our leader to the end of the pass,
to see that the way was clear, and to keep it so till we
could traverse it. Eagles and vultures swept through the
air. The sky was intensely blue, and the sun very power-
ful ; sparrows and finches were twittering among the trees.

At about ten o'clock we dismounted by a little tell, or
mound, in the centre of a triangular space, where three valleys
meet. Here there is a well of sweet and excellent water,
and round it olives, figs, locust-trees, and evergreen oaks
grow ; a party of Bedouins were watering their camels at
the stone trough connected with the well ; under the plea-
sant tree-shadows we rested ; and on a bank of wild thyme
and sweet marjoram we spread our simple provisions—“a
basket of summer frust” a few thin cakes of flour, and
some new wine, At the entrance to an extensive cavern,
in the base of a hill opposite to us, a group of peasants
were sleeping ; the cave, like many smaller ones which we
had seen, had been fashioned originally by nature, but man
had at some period or other smoothed the inner wall, and
made a dwelling there.

When we remounted, we passed through a partially
cultivated district; groves of olive-trees bordered the dry
bed of a winter torrent, and patches of vines and vegetables
and stubble-fields appeared on the terraces, till we came
to higher and steeper hills in the neighbourhood of Ajalon,
covered with sage and wild lavender. The heat was sensibly
increasing till about noon, when a pleasant breeze arose;
this is generally the case in the hill country in the summer
time, the breeze rises at -about twelve, lasts for an hour or
two, and cools the air. 'We came into a cultivated region
again, announcing a village near, and soon saw the white
walls of the square castle-like houses of Abii Ghaush, on

hillside, and the fine ruins of an ancient Christian church
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to which a Franciscan convent was formerly attached. We
dismounted at its large arched entrance, the groined roof
and clerestory, supported by tall massive columns, are in
good preservation. This building is now used as a stable
and khan, but has often served the purpose of a fortress ; it
is very long since it echoed the litanies of the Franciscans,
for they were expelled about the middle of the thirteenth
century, when the sultan of Egypt conquered Jerusalem.

A cousin of the robber chief, the celebrated Ab@i Ghaush,
is now sheikh of the village, and it is his policy to be very
polite to Frank travellers.

We rested for a little while on the step of the church door ;
a group of women were drawing water from a well, we
watched them as they walked one after the other towards
the village, with the replenished jars poised perfectly on
their heads. Herds of cattle and flocks of goats on the
surrounding hills, richly cultivated orchards and vineyards,
and a few palm-trees, proclaimed this little village rich and
flourishing ; it is now called “ Kuryet el-Enab,” wvillage of
grapes (the ancient Kirjath-Jearim probably).

A few hills more or less difficult were traversed, one,
which seemed only fit for goats and conies to ramble over,
we descended on foot, sliding over slabs of stone as smooth
as polished marble, and leaping from rock to rock, over
thorns and briars, till I was tired, and glad to mount again.
Then we came to a pleasant terraced road, made on the
slope of a hill, looking down into a fertile valley, where
an Arab village has risen on the site of an ancient Roman

colony, the record of which is preserved in the modern
name Kol6nieh ; traces of an amphitheatre and fortifications
were pointed out to me. We crossed to the opposite side
of the valley, and pursued our way along a rocky ledge,
till we came to a spring of living water, gushing from a
rock above into a trough, which overflowed constantly, the
water finding its way through ducts into the valley below.
Maiden-hair, delicate creepers, and ferns, grew around, and
thousands of birds congregated there — it is called the
Fountain of birds. 'We, as well as our horses, enjoyed the
c2
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deliciously cool water. We rode on again, and soon crossed
an ancient Roman bridge, built over a water-course ; there
are the remains of a Jewish city by this stream, and local
tradition says that David took from its bed the pebble
which gave the death-blow to Goliath ; large stones, care-
fully hewn and bevelled, are scattered in heaps, and half
concealed by hawthorn bushes, wild rose-trees, fruit-laden
blackberry brambles, and tall thistles; others appear among
rough unhewn stones, in the low walls which mark the
boundaries of the vineyards and orchards near at hand.
No doubt these large stones were once portions of stately
palaces and strongholds, erected by skilful Hebrew builders
long ago. Amos said, “Ye have built houses of hewn
stone, but ye shall not dwell in them; ye have planted
pleasant vineyards, but ye shall not drink wine in them.”

The Arabs have a proverb in common use, which says,
“The Jews built ; the Greeks planted ; and the Turks de-
stroy.” It is true that in nearly every town or village
or deserted ruin in Judea, some traces of the massive archi-
tecture of the Jews (whose forefathers had served their
toilsome apprenticeship in Egypt, among pyramids and"
temples), are discovered, sometimes serving as the founda-
tion of Roman citadels and theatres, which in their turn
have fallen to give place to the Moorish arch or minaret, and
the mud-built hovel of the peasant; while all the ancient
olive-trees, which stand in regular and equidistant rows,
forming avenues in all directions, are said to have been
planted by the Greeks, and present a striking contrast to
the wild wood-like picturesqueness of younger olive planta-
tions now fruitful and flourishing, as well as to the still
more ancient trees now falling to decay.

Presently Mr. Graham said, “ Now, Miss Rogers, prepare
yourself for a treat; when we reach the summit of this
hill, our eyes shall behold the city of the Great King.” I
quickened my pace, forgot my fatigue, and was soon on the
hill-top, pausing to look around me, requiring no guide
_ to point out the long low line of battlemented wall,
with a few domes and minarets rising above it, crown-
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ing the table-land of a hill which stood in the midst
of hills, and I knew that I was looking on Jerusalem,
“builded as a city,” and “the mountains round about her.”
The afternoon sun was shining from behind us, brightening
the white walls of the city; the grey green tints of Olivet,
which rises just beyond, and the long chain of the far-
away mountains of Moab, seen here and there through
openings in the Judeean hills. The Mount of Olives
“which is before Jerusalem on the east,” says Zecariah, is
separated by slight depressions into three distinct parts,
on the central and highest point a white walled Moslem
village stands, with olive and mulberry-trees clustering
round it; near the summit of the northern hill, a little
isolated square stone tower is conspicuous, and when Mr.
G. pointed it out, he invited me to pay him a visit there,
for it was his summer retreat, and was commonly called
“Graham Castle,” by Europeans in Jerusalem.

We descended into a long, narrow, stony valley; but
the view from the hill-top we were leaving was already
photographed on my brain, and I have never lost the
impression. Though I have seen Jerusalem under more
beautiful aspects, and from more favourable points of view,
the first sight had its peculiar charm.

We left the Yafa road, and made our way towards the
Talibeyeh, where Mr. Finn, the English consul, encamps in
summer time ; it is about a mile west of the city. We rapidly
approached a low rough stone wall, inclosing a large tract
of partially cultivated land, on a gradually sloping hill,
looking towards Jerusalem; on the highest part of the
ground a small square stone building stood, with seven or
eight tents pitched near to it, among rocks, young trees
and shrubs. This I found was the consular encampment,
and gladly 1 dismounted there, at four o'clock, P.M.
welcomed by the Consul and his family.

The stone house consists simply of one lofty double
vaulted chamber, which serves for dining and general sitting-
room, with verandah-sheltered seats outside it, looking
_ towards the east ; an arched recess (or lewan, as it is called in
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Arabic and Turkish) looks towards the west, and conse-
quently is in shade in the morning; kitchens and offices
occupy the third and fourth sides. It was built by Jewish
labourers, of a red and yellowish stone, from a quarry on
the estate, and is not plastered either inside or out.

Mrs. Finn led me across a rough path, among little
patches of mnewly cultivated red earth, where melons,
cucumbers, and vegetable marrows, were flourishing; and
young castor-oil trees, palms, and oleanders, were springing
up between large masses of rock; in their shelter the
sweet basil, pinks, roses, as well as many English seedlings,
were being coaxed into existence, making a cheerful though
wild looking garden round the pretty Egyptian tent pre-
pared for me, the ropes of which were attached to some
vigorous olive trees, of two or three years’ growth. I found
my boxes, &c. already there, for the muleteers had arrived
an hour or two before us. The blue tent lining appliquéd
with black and scarlet borders, in patterns of good design,
on the white canvas, the crimson cloth carpet, and simple
tent furniture, looked bright and cheerful ; while the views
of the Bethlehem plain, Mount Zion, and Jerusalem, from
the tent door, delighted me.

‘We passed the evening pleasantly with Mr. and Mrs. Finn,
talking over our journey, and planning future ones; their
children were eager to show me their treasures, and to take
me to all the memorable spots in the neighbourhood they
knew so well, for they were born in, and had scarcely ever
been out of sight of Jerusalem. “I will take you to Olivet,
and to the top of Mount Scopus, and then you can see the
river Jordan and the Dead Sea,” said Skander, the eldest
boy; and little Constance added, “Mamma, may I take
‘Miss Rogers to see Judas’s tree, and the Garden of Gethse-
mane, and may we go to Bethlehem and to Solomon’s
Pools?”

These children, who had grown up amid such scenes,
and who had learnt to speak Arabic simultaneously with
English, interested me exceedingly, evincing in all they
said and did the effect of the influences around them. I
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showed to Constance an engraving of an English sea-side
view, and she immediately said, pointing to a castle, “There’s
the tower of David; and again, pointing to the bathing
machines, exclaimed, “These are the tombs of the kings,
and there is the Dead Sea,” the only sea which she had
ever seen. After tea, the little ones were led by their
pleasant looking Armenian nurse, Em Issa, to the nursery
tent, and Skander, wishing me good night, added, “ Do not
be afraid if you hear the jackals crying and barking, they
will not come to our tents ; but we hear them every night,
and they wake the dogs, and the horses, and the donkey,
and then sometimes they all make a noise together.” At
an early hour, Helwé, a woman of Bethlehem, brought in
the lanterns which were to light us to our several tents;
Mzs. F. led me to mine, and showed me how to secure it;
while her niece warned me to look well at my clothes, and
shake them before putting them on in the morning, to get
rid of ants or spiders, or perhaps a scorpion, which might
creep into them at night. I watched the lanterns as they
dispersed over the grounds to the different tents, and soon
fell asleep amid the scenes and sounds that were so strange
to me. It was difficult to realise the fact that I had left
London only three weeks before.



CHAPTER IL

N the early morning, childish voices called me to come

to breakfast in the lewan, on the shady side of the
house. The sun was shining brightly over the city
and the hills, but the western walls and slopes were still

in shade.
After breakfast, we went to the sitting-room, which was

almost as simply furnished as a hermitage, with rustic
tables, camp stools, matting, and a few rough shelves for
books and toys.

I sat on the doorstep, and looked over a rocky, thorny
slope to a ridge which I was told marked the course
of the valley of Hinnom, beyond which rose the western
wall of Jerusalem, the turreted and massive-looking tower
of David, and the Y4fa gate breaking its monotony.

The Anglican church and consulate, with its pointed
facade and strikingly modern appearance, the large white-
domed Armenian convent, a minaret, a few palm-trees,
pines, and cypresses, was all I could see of the Holy City,
for it slopes eastward.

On my right hand was the plain of Rephaim : it spreads
southwards towards a rounded hill, which is crowned by the
convent of Mar Elias ; long lines of camels, troops of horse-
men, flocks of goats, vegetable-laden asses, and groups of
peasant women, with baskets or bundles on their heads, were
coming and going all day, along the broad road which crosses
this plain, and vultures and eagles swept through the air.

In the afternoon I rode out with my brother. We went
down into the stony valley of the Convent of the Cross,
passing the white-walled newly-restored Greek convent,
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and made our way, among rocks and thorns, to the valley
of Hinnom, well planted with olives, figs, and pome-
granates ; we ascended the hill leading to the Yafa gate,
meeting many people on foot and on herseback, who
were just starting for a stroll before sunset. We passed
under the deep pointed archway, through the vaulted
chamber in the great gate, along by the wall and deep
moat of the citadel or tower of David, and then turned
down a narrow passage, leading to the consulate, which
adjoined the English church; here we dismounted; and
I felt a strange joy when, for the first time, my feet stood
within thy gates, O Jerusalem !

Mr. Bartlett has made the streets of the Holy City so
familiar in his “ Walks about Jerusalem,” and “ Jerusalem
Revisited,” and Mr. Murray’s invaluable Hand-book gives
its topography and statistics so perfectly, that I will refer
my readers to those sources, and only give a slight account
of the city as I saw it,

My brother led me back to the open space in the front
of the citadel, where a daily market is held in the early
morning ; we passed a large open café, where soldiers and
groups of Moslems were smoking; and the Latin convent,
a large well-built stone edifice, with & long flat roof
which serves for a terrace, where a number of monks and
boys, in black robes, were walking in monotonous proces-
sion. The Anglican bishop’s town-house also overlooks this
market-place, out of which we turned into a bustling street,
paved with gradually descending shallow steps, so smooth
and worn, and so scattered with melon-parings and other
vegetable refuse that it was difficult to find a sure footing ;
on each side there were Arab shops, the owners of which
were folding up their gay wares, or stowing away baskets
of dried fruit or trays of pipes, preparatory to closing for
the night, for it was past the eleventh hour. We turned
up Christian Street (the first turning on the left), where,
besides the truly Oriental barbers’ shops, the coffee-houses,
pipe-makers, and bakers, there are several European
establishments, kept by Maltese and Italians, &c., pretty
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well supplied from London and Paris with ornamental
as well as useful and necessary articles of dress; though,
as may be anticipated, a large per-centage is charged. We
met crowds of Moslems, Spanish and German Jews,
Bedouins, Greeks, and monks of many orders, &c. I heard
my brother greeted and welcomed by name, in various
languages, by passers-by, for he was well known in the
city, where he had passed several years as canceliére in
the British Consulate. We made our way to the Church
of the Holy Sepulchre, and paused in the square courtyard
in front of it, to look at its beautiful facade. Two arched
doorways, side by side, with deep intricate mouldings en-
riched with ball flowers, are divided by a magnificent
cluster of five marble columns; the centre and outside
columns are green and the others white ; the capitals are
foliated, and richly carved; there are friezes across the
doorways from the spring of the arches; the one to the
right, over the door, which is bricked up, is of ornamental
scroll-work, with boys playfully introduced in arabesque
style; the frieze over the left door (which is the only
entrance to the church) is a well carved alto-relievo
picture of Christ’s Entrance into the City, and the Last
Supper, not exactly agreeing in character with the other

- friezee. 'We then went to the ruins of the Church of the

Knights of St. John, near at hand ; we passed under a wide
low Norman arch, rich with zigzag and dog-tooth mould-
ings, marble columns, and carved capitals; we climbed
over a dustheap, where vegetables and dead bodies of dogs
and cats were rotting, where flies and fleas were regaling
themselves, and half-naked, wretched-looking children were
playing and munching melon parings; we crossed a court-
yard, full of abominations, assailed by barking and snarl-
ing dogs, but tempted on by the strange beauty of this
neglected relic of ancient chivalry. We found three high
walls of the outer edifice standing, and within them there
were divisions which indicated three distinct compartments;
one is used as a tannery, and in the others we saw skeletons
of asses and horses, for, when animals die in the neigh-
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bourhood, their carcases are dragged into this desecrated
place to be devoured by dogs or vultures. We climbed over
burning lime and rubbish to a rather treacherous stone
stairway, which led us to a gallery above, corresponding
with the cloisters below, there are two large windows
with stone tracery, mullions, and mouldings of early
English character, in pretty good preservation.

Notwithstanding the offensive surroundings, I paid
several visits to these interesting ruins. The style, for the
most part, is like the Norman architecture of Sicily, while
other parts of the ruins remind me of our early English
style; the building altogether seems originally to have been
built to serve the purpose of a fortress as well as an eccle-
siastical retreat. It is said to have been founded in the
eleventh century, as a place of rest for pilgrims to the Holy
Sepulchre. It rapidly and continually grew in importance
till the middle of the thirteenth century, when Christian
influence was suddenly overthrown, and all its monuments
destroyed, or allowed gradually to decay, as in this in-
stance. Above the Norman door which we had entered, I
remarked a rich bas-relief of groups of figures, emblematic
designs, and monograms, quaintly carved; but this has
lately been so roughly used that it is now almost defaced,
and future travellers will be puzzled to find it ; for when I
revisited the spot in 1859 (four years afterwards) I found
the door blocked up, and the space in front of it closed in
and converted into a store or shop for the sale of glass .
beads and bracelets made at Hebron. We shook the dust
from our feet, and strolled a little way along the Via Dolo-
rosa, till we were warned by the deepening shadows, and
the evening cries from the minarets around, that the sun
had gone down. We hastened through the streets and
bazaars ; the little shops were nearly all deserted by their
owners, and shut up for the night.

Our horses were waiting at the gate, which was kept
open for us ; a few stragglers were hastily entering in, but
immediately that we had passed out the heavy doors were
closed, to be opened no more till sunrise.
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The stars were coming out as we rode homewards, across
the valley of Hinnom, and through an inclosed plantation
belonging to the Greek community, in the centre of which,
by a well, under the trees, sat a group of Arabs in a circle
on cushioned mats, singing lustily, and swaying their bodies
to and fro slowly, in time with the monotonous tune they
sang. A large lantern hanging from a tree branch above
lighted up the figures and their many-coloured garments,
producing striking effects of light and shade.

‘We were soon on the Talibeyeh grounds; an immense
number of vividly bright glow-worms bordered the rocky
path which led towards the house. I found that by
placing a few of them together, on a stone or cool place, I
could see to read by the green light which shone from their
lantern-like bodies.

The next morning we rode to the Valley of the Cross;
then, over hills covered with rocks, poterium spinosum, and
brambles, towards the little village of Lifta, near to which, .
in a beautiful olive grove on a terraced hillside, Bishop
Gobat and the Rev. H. Crawford had encamped with their
large families ; their tents were picturesquely distributed
under the shade of large trees.

There was no house on the grounds to serve as a retreat
or shelter in the heat of the day, as on the Talibeyeh, but
the trees under which Mrs. Gobat’s pretty drawing-room or
day tent was pitched, served almost as effectnally as a pro-
tection from the sun. Sofas, cushions, easy chairs, writing
tables and work tables, children with their dolls or lesson
books, made the place look quite homely and took away
the idea of the transitory nature of tent life. Mrs. Gobat
gave me a hearty welcome there, and introduced me to her
friends who came from the surrounding tents, and to the
children, who left their studies or their play to welcome us.
Quite a large party was soon assembled in the tent and on
the sofa under the opposite tree. After a luncheon of fruit
and bread, olives, and cheese, &c., Mrs. Gobat smoked a nar-
ghilé, evidently enjoying it, and I date the taste which I
acquired for tumbac from the experimental pipe which I
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smoked with her. Coffee, mulberry sherbet, and bon-bons
were handed round by Abyssinian servants in Arab style.
Mrs. G’s fine hearty-looking children, and the fair little
- Crawfords, seemed thoroughly to enjoy tent life. They
shewed me their swing in the mulberry tree, and their
attempts at architecture with the heaps of stones around.
They led me eagerly from tent to tent, the kitchens, pan-
tries, and school, and to the neat little bed tents, and then
pointed out some of the finest points of view—Neby Samuel,
the tomb of the “ Prophet Samuel” conspicuous on the
summit of a comical hill, rising abruptly in the distance
on one hand, and in another direction the wide-spreading
valley, with a little village and its surrounding fields, vine-
yards, and threshing floor. A beautiful white goat followed
us wherever we went. It was the goat which Mr. W. Holman
Hunt used as his model while finishing the well-known
picture of the scapegoat. Two had died in his service, but
. this one became quite tame, and would answer to his call ;
he gave it to these children when his picture was com-
pleted. The loud shrill ery of the cicalas was heard from
every alive tree, and I was assured that at night their noise
is loud enough to keep people unaccustomed to it awake.

I spent several pleasant days in this retreat on various
occasions ; such as a social dinner party at the Bishop’s,
when he presided at a long table under the trees, or a
cheerful tea party at the Crawfords), in their tents, partly
by the light of the moon, and partly by the light of lan-
terns hanging in the trees, or round the tent poles. In
these réunions, and at similar entertainments at Mr.
Finn’s, I made the acquaintance of most of the European
members of the Protestant community of Jerusalem. Some-
times we strolled about the grounds in little companies,
visiting the vineyards and the bright green sumach plan-
tations below, or the threshing floor above, and the few
scattered stone and mud hovels, roofed with tree-branches,
which were the homes of the peasant guardians of the
ground. In one of these little nooks we saw a stone hand-
mill and two women working it, grinding corn.
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The Europeans of Jerusalem, especially those who have
children, or who have been accustomed to temperate climes,
generally encamp thus from June to September, and select
a gite about a mile or more from the city, so that the
gentlemen can go into town every day, while the ladies and
children rarely do so except on Sunday. This is one of
the pleasantest phases in the life of the European resident
in Jerusalem, and it may be justly attributed to Mr. Finn,
for he was the first who ventured thus to trust himself and
his family in the open country, and his little stone house
on the Talibeyeh (of which he was the architect, while
Jews were its builders) was the first and for a long time the
only private dwelling-house outside the city, whereas now,
1861, buildings of importance and commodious dwelling-
houses are rapidly rising on the hills round about Jeru-
salem.

On Sunday, July 8th, we had a pleasant early ride into
town, and the chimes of the church bells welcomed us.
Flags were hoisted at all the consulates. Ladies and
children from distant encampments were alighting at the
doors of the Anglican church from sleek and gaily trapped
donkeys. The congregation consisted of about a hundred
Europeans, including children, and about half as many
Arab and Jewish converts. The transepts were occupied
by the children of the diocesan schools, all in simple
European dress, but it was easy to distinguish the bright
intelligent countenances of the Jewish children, the gentle
and amiable-looking little Abyssinians, black as ebony ; the
long-headed Copts ; the precocious and handsome Arabs;
and the pretty little Armenians, in spite of their un-
characteristic costumes.

The glare and heat were excessive, so I gladly accepted
shelter at Mr. Nicolayson's till the cool of the day, and we
rode to the Talibeyeh a little before sunset. Crowds of
Arabs in holiday costume were strolling on the Medan,
a large extent of table-land north-west of the city, where
the troops are exercised. It is the favourite promenade of
the citizens.
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The men’s dresses were picturesque and various in the
extreme, and of every tint and colour, from the sombre
robes of the processions of monks, to the gorgeously em-
broidered jackets of the Turkish officers and employés, the
high-pointed hats and long gabardines of the Jews, the
bright sashes and turbans of the Moslem gentlemen, and
the light braided suits and red tarbouches of the Christian
Arabs ; but the women, who kept in groups quite apart
from the men, sitting under the olive-trees or strolling into
the valley below, were all shrouded in sheets, and whether
Jewish, Christian, or Moslem, the only variety in their
dress depended on the colour of the veil or mask, and the
form or colour of the shoes; some of them being of
European fashion, while others were yellow or red and
pointed. The black slaves were shoeless, and thus could
be distinguished from their mistresses. A few of the ladies
carried gay parasols embroided with spangles.

By starlight we wandered to the high ground behind the
Talibeyeh ; we could see watch fires on many of the hills
around and on the Bethlehem plain, and heard in the
still night air echoes of the clear shrill voices of far-off
shepherds, who were “watching their flocks by might,” and
giving signals perhaps to their fellow watchers.

On Tuesday, 10th, I again rode into town, walked down
Christian Street and through the chief bazaars, now de-
scending a dirty crooked street of stairs, now passing under
narrow archways, dark and dusty, and through wide lofty
arcades or bazaars, where the butchers’ market, the bread,
fruit, grain, and leather markets were respectively held.

The shopkeepers were crying to the passers-by, “Ho,
every one that hath mongey let him come and buy !” “Ho,
such a one, come and buy!” But some of them seemed
to be more disinterested, and-one of the fruiterers, offering
me preserves and fruit, said, “O lady, take of our fruit
without money and without price; it is yours, take all
that you will,” and he would gladly have laden our kawass
with the good things of his store, and then have claimed
double their value. In a street leading to one of the
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bazaars, a number of peasant women and girls from Bethany
and Siloam were selling vegetables and fruit. They did
not wear the white shroud of the townspeople ; their dresses
were chiefly of indigo-dyed linen, and made like long shirts,
girdled with red shawls or sashes ; their heads were covered
with coloured handkerchiefs or shawls, or white towels, so
arranged as to partially conceal their faces, which were very
dark and tattoed with blue stars and dots on the forehead
and round the lips; their dark eyes looked larger and
darker on account of the kohl on the eyelids, and the black
pigment on the eyebrows. They wore coloured glass brace-
lets (made at Hebron), silver anklets, and some of them
had necklaces of coins and silver rings. A very striking-
looking young Siloam girl said to me, taking hold of my
dress, “ Taste of the fruit of our gardens and our vineyards,
O sister!” My brother, by accident in passing a shrouded
yellow-booted figure in the.crowded street, slightly dis-
arranged the folds of her izzar, and he said, “ Your pardon,
Ya Sitti (“ O my lady!”). She answered, “ Say not ‘Ya
Sittr’ to me ; say it rather to the queen of heaven.” We
met a large number of people afflicted with ophthalmia,
and partial or entire loss of sight; but deformed persons
are comparatively rare in Palestine.

In one of the most bustling bazaars we saw a tall gaunt
Jew gesticulating in the midst of a crowd. He was
almost naked, for he only wore a ragged strip of sackeloth
round his loins, he carried in one hand a long stout staff,
and in the other a large stone, his vehement exclamations,
excited manner, and fiery eyes reminded me of the descrip-
tions of the prophets, as well as of the possessed of demons
in days of old. His hair was long end wild, and his beard
hung to his waist.

He cried out in Arabic, “The city shall be made deso-
late, fire shall consume it, because of its wickedness,” &c.
&c. and, notwithstanding his violent maledictions, and the
weapons he carried, the people around did not interfere
with him or molest him, except that a few boys mockingly
called to him, saying, “ Prophesy now, ok Jew ;” but he
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answered them only with an angry scowl. He was evi-.
dently mad (or majniin, as the Arabs say), and my
brother told me that he had for years been a tolerated
wanderer in the bazaars, and wherever he went, an idle
crowd followed him ; he lived on charity. The Orientals
invariably treat with kindness and consideration those who
are thus afflicted, believing them to be under the espe-
cial protection of God; it is imagined that they have
a greater knowledge of spiritual things in proportion to
their want of it concerning things of this life: in fact, in
the East, a “madman” and a “prophet” are almost syno-
nomous terms.

The poor fellow recognised my brother (who had some-
times uselessly given him clothing), and he blessed us
rather equivocally as we passed on; we entered the quiet,
picturesque, but narrow street, in which the Prussian
Consul resides; pointed arches, with groined and fretted
roofs, cross it here and there, and fine buttresses support
some of the houses, which are built of large, well-hewn,
bevelled stones, put together with lead instead of mortar ;
the deep arched entrances, canopied with dropping fret-
work, are good examples of the Moresque style; low
stone divans, or benches, just within the portals, were
occupied by stately-looking armed servants, or black slaves.
There are many alabaster tablets and friezes let into the
walls, over doors, or under oriel windows, or in arched
recesses, on which Arabic inscriptions and monograms are
elaborately carved in slight relief, and in some cases
illuminated in red, blue, and gold; the graceful Ori-
ental characters, with their flowing lines, are well adapted
for this sort of ornamentation, and are very extensively
used in the exterior as well as interior decorations of
Moresque buildings. Ancient carved capitals, near to the
doorways, served as stepping-stones; and in many places
horses were haltered to large perforated blocks, which pro-
jected from the walls.

We made our way along the Via Dolorosa, pausing,
sometimes, to allow a long line of donkeys, laden with

D
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stones or brushwood, to jog by, enveloped in & cloud of
dust; or a string of unwieldy camels, bearing melons to
" the market. We met the colonel of the Turkish cavalry,
and several officers; they kindly invited me to mount the
rude steps leading to a broad and elevated terrace of the
Seraglio, or Pasha's Palace. From this central and lofty
spot, I first gained a general idea of the city, and the sur-
rounding hills. The building on which I stood was partly
formed by the north wall of the Haram, or Great Mosque
enclosure ; and thus, looking towards the south, I over-
looked its entire area, which is almost equal in extent to
one-quarter of the whole city. In its centre the well-
known Kubbet-es-Sukhrah, or “ Dome of the Rock,” stands;
the beautiful cupola, resting on a circular base, crowns a
wide-spreading octagonal building, each side of which is
ornamented with six lofty arches, and the lower part is
- faced with bright enamelled tiles of many tints. This
building is on a large square platform, raised considerably
above the other parts of the inclosure, and is approached
from six points by broad flights of steps, which lead to
light and graceful entrances, divided by three or four
elaborately carved columns and pointed arches. There are
many little praying niches and stone canopies, supported
on columns, and alabaster pulpits on the platform, as well
as in the grass-grown enclosure below, where the white
stone walls and domes are relieved by the dark beauty of
the cypress and the silvery shade of olives, and some few
shrubs in flower. A beautiful grove of trees leads to the
Mosque-el-Aksa, which is in the southern part of the area,
where its long and gabled roof, large dome, and Saracenic
fagade are conspicuous.. Groups of white-turbaned Mos-
lems sitting in the tree-shade, solitary devotees at the
little shrines or niches, and the slow pacing of Turkish
sentries or black slave guardians of the Holy Place, gave
some animation to the otherwise picture-like stillness of
the scene. :
The contrast is very great between this bright spot on
Mount Moriah and the other part of the city, which is




DOMESTIC LIFE IN PALESTINE. 35

traversed by a valley and covered with irregular masses of
white-domed and terraced buildings, relieved here and
there by a tree, a church, or a minaret. The extreme
southern quarter is the most desolate, and is inhabited by
the Jews. The south-west portion is chiefly thronged by
Armenians, where their convent stands, white and con-
spicuous, and marks their quarter distinctly. The north-
west quarter (the highest) is more frequented by Franks;
and the Church of the Holy Sepulchre, the Latin convent,
the Protestant church, and various consulates, proclaim
it. The morth-east is the Moslem quarter. The patches
of open land within the city are, in some places, used as
drying-grounds for indigo-dyed linen; while others have
become public dust-heaps or dunghills. . I could trace the
battlemented walls of the city, now following the down-

ward sweep into the valley, and then rising in an irregular

line to crown the heights of Zion.

After we had lingered there for some time, fascinated
by the scenes around, the military governor led us to
a divan, where we took coffee and sherbet. He excused
himself for not taking refreshment with us, for it was
Ramadan, the month in which Moslems fast from sunrise
to sunset daily.

We then called on several European families,—English,
German, Greek, Russian, &c. The vaulted stone chambers
in which we were generally received were cool and plea-

sant even at midday, and so furnished as to combine-

Oriental and Western luxuries. In the deep arched re-
cesses and broad window-seats soft cushions were arranged
on divans, and loose muslin drapery floated from the open
windows, fanning the air; glowing Turkey carpets and
Egyptian matting covered the stone floors ; while the centre
table and its newspapers, the bookcases, the pictures,
the pianos, and little works of art or nicknacks, pro-
claimed that Europeans had made homes there; while
on the terraces, and under the columned corridors, English
flowers appeared among the native oleanders and jasmines,

aded by vine-covered trellises. But in these Europeanized

D2
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houses, European servants are very rare; and almost every-
where I saw that Abyssinian men-servants are sought in
preference to natives, for they are intelligent, attentive,
and faithful; and the hardy, but somewhat self-willed,
Bethlehem women are in great request as house-servants,
for they are clean and comparatively careful. I perceived
that the training and management of a staff of Oriental
attendants is one of the chief difficulties that European
ladies have to contend with.

July 15th was a very sultry day: we all retired early
to our tents, fatigued with the heat. About midnight, I
was aroused by the violent movement of my light tent
bedstead, and a loud murmuring noise. My first thought
was that an earthquake was disturbing the hills; then I
fancied that some wild beast was near; and, lastly, I came
to the conclusion (which proved to be the right one) that
" my tent was in danger of being earried away by a whirl-
wind : it had blown open in two places, and its yielding
walls beat against the light framework of my bedstead.
The noise of the flapping canvas, the tightening and strain- °
ing of the tent ropes, the rustling and snapping of the
young trees, and the continuous rocking, kept me awake
for a long while. I quite expected to be left shelterless, for
I was on the highest part of the grounds.

On the morning of July 16th, there was a general fixing
and repairing of tents, and a search for hammers and tent-
pegs; for all the canvas dwellings had been more or less
disturbed by the wild wind of the preceding night. At
sunrise, the air was soft and warm, but clouds were being
driven from the north in large masses, burnished by the
morning sun. A south-west wind had driven those clouds
from Egypt a day or two before ; and now, unbroken, they
were chased back again to their source, the mighty Nile.
‘We wandered through the grounds, replanting the uprooted
trees, and supporting the fallen ones ; for none had escaped
injury. Before breakfast, I rode with my brother to the
Convent of the Cross, in the lonely valley to which it gives
a name. The convent has been lately very thoroughly
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restored by the Greeks, t6 whom it now belongs; and an
excellent college has been established there for about forty
or fifty students. It was formerly the property of the
Georgians, and was founded by them in the fifth century,
on the very spot where grew the tree which furnished the
wood of the cross. This is, at least, the tradition which
our monkish attendant gravely told as he led us into
the church, a fine building, about seventy feet long, with a
groined roof supported by four massive piers. The walls
are covered with curious frescoes; and the altar-screen
contains a pictorial history of the sacred tree, from the
time it was planted by Abraham and Lot, till it was hewn
down and formed inte a cross, As sculpture is strictly
forbidden in the Georgian and Greek churches, all the
decorations depend on colour; but in some of the pictures
there was a compromise, the figures being cut out in thin
wood, and mounted on appropriate backgrounds. The
nimbus, in almost every instance, is formed of pure gold,
and stones and jewels are introduced in the adornment of
the dresses.

In the centre of the church is a large square pavement
of mosaic, the finest I met with in Palestine ; quaint birds,
curious figures, and Christian symbols are represented,
and'in the lozenge-shaped spaces left by the intersecting
lines of the frame-work of these devices, most beautiful
designs are introduced. The tessers of which this pave-
ment is composed are about three-quarters of an inch
square, and are black, white, red, blue, and yellow. We

_ hastened back to breakfast ; the blue sky was flecked with
fieecy clouds fastly moving, and the mountains round us
were chequered with their shadows: one moment a hill
was crowned with sunlight, the next it was all in shade.
The flocks of goats browsing on the hillsides, and peasant
women making their way to the city, laden with vege-
tables, bowls of milk, and baskets of fowls, animated
the landscape. L. and the children returned with me to

: t_he convent, where I spent the whole day, drawing de-
llghtedly some of the curious mosaic pictures, &c. (I will
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refer those who take an interest in early Christian art to
No. 878 of the Builder, pubhshed Dec. 3, 1859, in which
some examples of these are given from my sketch-book.)
(mns1denng that these buildings were deserted and left in
ruins for two or three centuries, it is surprising that so
much of the ancient work remains in good preservation.
‘We were led to a cavern under the altar, and the identical
spot where the sacred tree grew was pointed out to us in a
damp and dark recess. 'We saw some workmen destroying
an ancient MS. written on parchment; they were using
fragments of it to make bags for their dry powdered
colours, and willingly gave me a few sheets. The garden
terrace of the convent is roofed with trellis-work covered
with vines, and the rich fruit hung above us in heavy
clusters. We strolled home on foot, gathering bright
blue borage, wild pinks, and geraniums. A red cloudy
sunset was followed by a calm moonlight night, only
disturbed by prowling jackals, noisy hyeenas, and wild
dogs without, and buzzing mosquitoes within.

In the morning I found the tent curtains saturated with
dew, and the garments which had been hanging there
during the night were too damp to be put on with safety.




CHAPTER IIL

N the meantime all my leisure hours were spent in
studying Arabic. The little ones at the Talibeyeh
were never tired of adding to my vocabulary, which I
practically applied whenever an opportunity arose, such as
during the visits of Arab guests or work-people, and in my
daily intercourse with the native attendants, whose voices
rapidly grew familiar to me. Some of the elder women-
servants were very demonstrative and affectionate, and
often when I uttered a request or gave directions in some
newly-acquired words, they would reward me (?) or testify
their delight by clasping me in their arms and kissing me.
I had been accustomed to hear Arabic spoken for 4 year or
more, so the sdunds were not strange to me. ‘

On the 17th of July, after a quiet day of study, I started
with my brother for Beit Lahm, ¢.e. Bethlehem, the sun was
going down, and purple shadows were swiftly rising in the
eastern sky. We made our way over a rocky, pathless slope,
and a few fields of sesame, till we reached the broad level
road which traverses the fertile plain of Rephaim, where the
Philistines were routed by David. This road is about a
mile in length, and is the only place remaining in the neigh-
bourhood of Jerusalem fit for a carriage drive, though in
many spots traces may be seen of ancient roads, telling of
the time when “King Solomon had four thousand stalls
for horsemen and chariots, and twelve thousand horsemen,
which he bestowed in the chariot cities and at Jerusalem.”

‘We passed over the plain quickly, the kawass galloping
before us, and soon came to a spot where no carriage could
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have served us; our horses stumbled over smooth slabs of
rock and loose stones, as we rose on to the rounded and
terraced hill on which stands the Convent of Mar Elias, or
Elijah, a massive building of grey masonry, in the midst of
olive groves and flourishing plantations. A moon of three
days old and her attendant star shone in the clear blue sky,
just above the silvered tree-tops. We paused on the hill
to rest our panting horses, and to look around us. South-
ward we could see the picturesque town of Bethlehem,
white and gleaming; between the hills to the east we
caught glimpses of the Dead Sea, and the Moab moun-
tains beyond ; turning to the north, we saw, brightened by
the moonlight, the southern wall of Jerusalem, and the
buildings on the brow of Mount Zion; and on the west
an olive grove bounded the view. The kawass brought me
some water, in a curious little two-handled cup of red
pottery, from the stone reservoir provided for travellers by
the good monks of Mar Elias.

‘We then descended abruptly into a valley, by a declivity
which would have terrified me a week or two before, but 1
had become accustomed to rough riding on the rude hills
round about Jerusalem. ‘We reascended, and swept round
hillsides covered with well-kept terraces of fig and olive-
trees ; the rude parapets supporting the rich earth were
garnished with hanging creepers and luxuriant foliage,
which threw dark but delicate shadows on the white lime-
stone. Here and there we saw rows of quaint-looking
ravens, perched on the rock ledges tier above tier, some of
them silent and motionless, others nodding their heads
together as if in consultation. A pleasant bridle-path
half way up the western boundary of a broad valley, led
us towards the white walls and flat-roofed houses of
Bethlehem. We passed under a pointed archway, and
between low, scattered buildings, till we entered a high-
walled gloomy street. Looking down on our left, we caught
glimpses through the open doors, of family groups, in lamp-
lit rooms built a few steps below the level of the road ;
cheerful-looking' women and children, and stern-browed
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men, strained their eyes, looking out of the light into the
darkness, to try to see us as we passed, the clattering of
our horses’ feet over the stones having broken the stillness
of the place. We came again to an open terrace, and could
see the hillside above and below dotted with houses on
the flat roofs of which many families were already sleeping ;
from the unglazed windows flickering lights were shining ;
clusters of trees grow here and there throughout the town ;
and the Church of the Nativity, surrounded by convent
buildings, rises like some baronial castle gloomily and
grandly on the steepest side of the hill.

‘We passed under a deep arched way, which led us into
the Convent Court, where we alighted, and were kindly
welcomed by the Latin recluses, who were expecting us.
The Spanish consul of Jerusalem and his wife were there ;
with them and the Superior, and a few well-educated
Spanish and Italian monks, we passed the evening plea-
santly in the divanned reception-room ; after an excellent
supper we were shown to our several apartments. The
Superior led me to a large, vaulted, gloomy chamber, in
which I felt quite lost, when the heavy door closed upon
me and I was alone. There were eight closely curtained
iron bedsteads in the room, and I peeped rather timidly into
every one. A small lamp of red clay, like a deep saucer,
with a lip on one side shaped to support the lighted wick,
stood in a little niche, but its feeble red glow was almost
lost in a stream of moonlight which fell from the grated,
unglazed window above the door, glancing on the walls and
the white curtains, and throwing a patch of chequered light
on the stone floor. I was a martyr to mosquitoes that
night, and as soon as daylight appeared through the grated
window, I rose, and wandered about the corridors, meeting
the monks on their way to morning prayer, and witnessing
the distribution of bread to the poor convent pensioners
who crowded to the gates; the women carried away their
provisions in the corners of their linen veils, but the men
and boys put their loaves of bread in the bosom of thelr
open shirts, their girdles supporting the burden.
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On meeting my brother, we went, guided by one of the
Latin monks, to the Church of the Nativity, built by the
Empress Helena, in A.D. 327. It is said to be the oldest
monument of Christian architecture in the world. The
shafts of the forty columns which support the fine archi-
trave and decaying roof are each of a single piece of marble
more than two feet in diameter, about sixteen feet in
height, and surmounted by elaborately carved capitals.
These may have formed a part of some more ancient
building ; it has been suggested that they were brought
from the ruins of the Temple at Jerusalem. The upper
part of these columns are frescoed with Greek and Byzan-

- tine figures of saints and martyrs, while lower down are
some curious sketches and monograms by crusaders perhaps,
or pilgrims of the middle ages. Above the columns and on
the walls there are remains of ancient mosaic pictures of
glass, and stone, and metal. I eould make out groups of
figures, views of cities, strange devices, and ornamental
borders. They had been recently discovered under plaster-
work, and were being ruthlessly scraped away, when an
English traveller put a stop to the destruction, by pointing
out to the Superior the value and interest of these relics.

Here the Greeks, Latins, and Armenians have their
several shrines and services, and they sometimes have very
fierce conflicts about them. 'We went down into the Grotto
of the Nativity (so well known through dioramic and other
pictures), with its silver lamps, its fumes of incense, silken
tapestries, and gilded saints. On the floor in front of the
altar a star marks the spot said by tradition to show the
very place where Christ was born ; but I was not moved
with mysterious awe ; it was not here that I realized the
scene in the manger; and surrounded as I was by priests
in their gorgeous robes, and pictures, and treasures, from
France, Italy, Spain, and Greece, I could scarcely even
believe that I was in Bethlehem. We visited the convent
schools ; in one room fourteen handsome, intelligent-looking
Bethlehem boys were learning Italian; they showed us
their exercises and translations, and sang a Latin hymn to




DOMESTIC LIFE IN PALESTINE. 43

the Virgin, giving a peculiarly Oriental twang to the last
sounds of every line. Another schoolroom which we en-
tered was crowded with younger boys, learning to read
and write Arabic, but they were dirty, disorderly, and
noisy, and we did not linger there.

After taking breakfast with the Latin Superior (who re-
lated to us stories of recent miracles wrought in the sacred
grotto, with earnestness and simplicity, as if he thoroughly
believed what he said, and wished us to benefit by it), we
hastened away, and walked through the steep streets and
passages, and among the scattered buildings of the town;
it is almost entirely peopled by Christian Arabs, of the
Latin, Greek, and Armenian Churches, and they number
altogether about three thousand two hundred.* They cul-
tivate their fields and terraced gardens with care, and send
large supplies of vegetables and fruit to Jerusalem every
day; but one of the principal occupations of the Beth-
lehemites, is the carving of various articles in mother-of-
pearl and olive-wood. We inquired for a young man, an
orphan, whom my brother knew to be one of the most
skilful carvers in the town.

The neighbours who guided us to his door said, “Be glad,
and enter in with joy, for this is to-day a house of rejoicing.”
We found the carver at his work, seated on the floor, he
rose up with evident delight to receive my brother, who
had formerly protected him, and helped to establish him
in business. He said, “ Welcome, oh, my master! thank
God that he has led you back to this land, to see the

* There was formerly a Mohammedan quarter in Bethlehem, but after
the insurrection of the people in 1834 it was destroyed, the houseless
Moslems fled and distributed themselves over the neighbouring country,
some settled in Moslem villages, and others took to tent life and have
ever since wandered about, like the Bedouins, except that they retain
their custom of observing religious forms and ceremonies, fasts and feasts,
more strictly’than nomadic tribes usually do; and during the month of
Ramadan, so careful are they to keep it punctually, that they select a spot
for their encampment within sight of Jerusalem, that they may see the flash
of the gun fired from the citadel at sunset, to announce the moment when
Moslems may break their fast,
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fruit of your goodness, the work of your hand; you have
built up my house, you have made me to rejoice, you have
given me a son!”

My brother replied, laughingly, “You speak in riddles
darkly, make your words plain, oh, my friend.” The carver
took up a handful of tools, saying, “ Oh, my protector, you
gave me these tools,—these tools brought me gold,—the gold
brought me a wife, and my wife brought me a son, on the
night of the new moon!” (He had once been in my
brother’s service, and during that time showed decided
taste for carving, which my brother encouraged by giving
him a little instruction in the art, and some English tools).
Round the room, and hanging on the white-washed walls,
were a number of small inlaid mother-of-pearl table-tops,
about half a yard square, intended for the stands or stools,
on which coffee and preserves are placed in Oriental esta-
blishments ; carved rosaries, crucifixes, cups, and crosses,
of olive-wood, decorated the place; and the carver showed
us, with especial pride, some large flat shells, on which
he had sculptured pictures of sacred subjects and holy
places; and some beads carved in bitumen, from the shores
of the Dead Sea. During the past Easter he had reaped a
goodly harvest, for the pilgrims eagerly buy these objects,
and, when they are blessed by the priests, preserve them as
relics. The English travellers, too, had bought a great
number of paper knives, bracelets, &c., made at my brother’s
suggestion,—the original sketches for which, the carver had
preserved with loving care, and with new expressions of
gratitude he showed them to me saying, “Peace be on his
hands.” While speaking, he was especially bright and
intelligent-looking, his long dark blue and red striped
coat, his crimson girdle, and red and yellow shawl head-
dress, twisted into turban-form, became him well ; he in-
vited me to see his wife and child ; I delightedly rose and
followed him across a little square courtyard, partly sheltered
by matting, supported by planks and tree branches, and
partly by a vine, which travelled over a rude trellis work ;
in one corner of this court, were a large number of oyster-
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shells (from the Red Sea), some of them a quarter of a
yard in diameter ; lumps of bitumen, from the wilderness
of ’Ain Jidy; and pieces of rock, from Jerusalem, of red
and yellow tints (the carver pointed these out to me
as his stock of raw material) ; a pile of fine melons, and a
row of water jars, stood on one side, while a bleating
sound drew my attention to the other, where a fatted lamb
stood munching mulberry-leaves. Into this central court
the four rooms of the house opened ; but as it is built on a
hillside, the shop floor is a step or two below the level of
the court, while the room opposite to it is raised consider-
ably. 'We mounted a few steps, and my host left me at the
open door of this upper chamber, within which, seated on
a mat, was a pretty-looking woman, with a round, childish,
cheerful face; perfectly unembarrassed by my unexpected
appearance ; she rose, and after placing her hand on her
breast, and then carrying it to her forehead, she said, “ Be
welcome, and be pleased to rest here.” This was the
carver's wife; and an elder woman, whom I afterwards
found to be her mother, placed some pillows for me on a
small carpet, and then took a little swaddled figure from a
curtained rocking cradle of red painted wood ; she placed
it on the skirts of my dress, saying, “Behold the gift of
God” I took the little creature in my arms, his body was
stiff and unyielding, so tightly was it swathed with white
and purple linen ; his hands and feet were quite confined,
and his head was bound with a small soft red shawl, which
passed under his chin and across his forehead in small
folds, to this a mouldering relic of St. Joseph, in a crystal
case, was attached. His mother wore a long blue linen
shirt, rather scanty, and opening in front to the waist,
a straight short pelisse or jacket, of crimson and white
striped silk, and a shawl girdle; a long thick white linen
veil hung over her head and shoulders, and partly con-
cealed her stiff tarbouche or cap, which was ornamented
"with a row of small gold coins, and a few bunches of ever-
lasting flowers. The elder woman wore a heavy shirt or
smock of blue linen, the wide hanging open sleeves of which
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exposed a tattooed and braceleted arm. Her long white
linen veil fell from her head over her shoulders, in graceful
folds to her feet, which were naked. In such a veil as this,
Ruth, the young Moabitish widow, who three thousand years
ago gleaned in the fertile fields of the broad valley below,
may have carried away the six measures of barley, which her
kinsman, Boaz, the then mighty man of wealth of Beth-
lehem-Judah, had graciously given to her, saying, “ Bring
the veil that thou hast upon thee, and hold it; and when she
held <t, he measured sixz measures of barley, and laid 1t on
her, and she went tnto the city.”—Ruth iii. 15.

I asked the young mother her name; she answered,
“Miriam is my name ;” but her mother said, “ Not so, she
is no longer Miriam, but ‘Um Yousef’ (mother of Joseph),
for a son is born unto her, whose name is Joseph.”

It is the universal custom in the East, for a mother to
take the name of her first-born son, with the prefix of “ Um "
Mother, such as Um Elias, Mother of Elias; or Um Elia,
Mother of Eli, (whence perhaps came such names as Fmma,
FEmily, and Amelia,) and on the same principle the father’s
name is changed as soon as he has a son, whose name he
adopts, with the prefix of “Adz” (Father); and it is a
source of great distress and disappointment to parents if
they are, for want of a son, obliged to retain their respective
names.

The little mummy-like figure in my arms began to show
signs of life, by uttering a feeble sound, in the universal
language of babyhood ; the mother took it from me, and
before holding it to her bosom, she reverently kissed a small
silken bag, embroidered with gold, and then pressed it to
her forehead. In answer to my look of inquiry, she ex-
plained, partly by words, and partly by signs, that the little
bag, which hung from her neck, contained a piece of crumb-
ling white stone, from a grotto near to Bethlehem, sanctified
by the milk of the Blessed Virgin, which once overflowed
there, and mothers eagerly procure it, to place in their
bosoms as a charm,

The room in which we sat was very simply furnished ; it
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was nearly square,—the floor was of stone, and the walls
were whitewashed ; on a broad high shelf running round
three sides of it, many articles of native crockery and
earthenware, drinking-cups, jars, lamps, &c. were ranged.
A mat of reeds, a carpet about as large as a hearth-rug,
and several pillows or cushions were on the floor; a large
red box, with brass hinges and ornaments, served as the
wardrobe of the family; the red cradle, a large metal basin
and ewer, and a few small coffee-cups, on a low stool or
stand, of inlaid mother-of-pearl and dark wood, garnished
the room ; in a deep arched recess, opposite to the door, a
number of mattresses and wadded quilts were neatly piled
up; for in genuine Arab houses no bedsteads are used, and
consequently no rooms are set apart expressly for bedrooms;
mattresses are spread anywhere, in the various rooms and
courts, or on the terraces, according to the season, or to the
convenience of the moment ; and the beds and bedding are
rolled up and put away during the day, in recesses made
for them. Thus, with a pretty good stock of mattresses
and lehaffs, a large number of guests may be entertained
any night at a moment’s notice. The room was well venti-
lated by two large square openings, near the ceiling, oppo-
site to each other, one being just over the door, and the
other over the recess for the mattresses* I took a cup of

® This sort of bed could easily have been carried away by the sick man
of Caperndum, to whom Christ said, (as recorded in the second chapter of
Mark), “Arise, and take up thy bed and go thy way into thine house ;” and if
the houses of Caperndum were built like most of the houses of the present
day in the towns of Palestine, the uncovering of the roof referred to in the
fourth verse of the same chapter, admits of an easy explanation. Theinner
court of the house is usually more .spacious than any of the surrounding
rooms, and often there are platforms or benches of stone on each side,
spread with carpets and cushions, used as divans during the day and
18 eleeping places at night. To such a court Christ may have retreated
when the crowd increased; we may imagine him there, with the
wondering people round him, and the crafty and scornful scribes seated
near on the divan ; all sheltered from the hot sun by some kind of matting
or canvas, supported on a trellis work of tree-branches and planks, more or
less sooure. When the sick man was carried by his friends to the house
where Christ was preaching, “they could not come nigh to him for the
Press,” 80 they very naturally went on to the terrace or house-top, and
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coffee and some sugar-plums, and then said “ Good bye,” or
rather “God be with you,” to Miriam; the elder woman
led me back across the court, pointing to a kitchen on
one side, and to the well-filled store-room on the other;
she drew her long white veil across the lower part of her
face, as we entered the workshop ; she kissed my brother’s
hands, and then served us with coffee and preserves. Our
servants now arrived with the horses, and we left the work-
shop of the Bethlehem carver; his parting words, “The
peace of God be with you, oh, my protector;” and the
answer which my brother gave, “Geod’s blessing be upon
you and upon your house,” reminded me of the salutations
exchanged by Boaz and the reapers, long ago, in ene of the
fields at the foot of the hill we were descending, where we
could see oxen treading out the corn on the numerous
threshing floors. 'We approached the particular spot which
local tradition connects with the names of Ruth and Boaz;
but it was enough for me that they had met somewhere
in that broad and fertile valley, and that the town of
Bethlehem (though changed), was the very town in which
Ruth rejoiced over her first-born son ; where the sorrows
of Naomi were turned into joy, and “the women, her neigh-
bours, rejoiced with her.” We stood in the midst of little
groups of men, women, and children; some were attend-
ing to the mules and oxen on the threshing floor; others
were gleaning and weeding in the neighbouring fields; and
the noisiest and most active were busyloading some kneeling
camels with sacks of grain; assisted by the contemplation
of this busy scene, and the remembrance of the incidents
of the morning, I could fully realize the beautiful story of
Ruth. We crossed a field of Indian corn, to pause for a
moment under the shade of the clump of trees, said to mark

“ uncovered the roof ” of the court, that is, they removed the matting which
sheltered it, and then they “ broke up” the trellis work and let down the
bed whereon the sick of the palsy lay, if an ordinary house-top had been
broken up, the wooden beams, and the masses of earth and stone of which
it is composed would in falling have endangered the lives of those below,—
M. E. R.
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the spot where the shepherds were keeping watch over
their flocks by night, when the “ good tidings" were pro-
claimed. The place is now called the “ Shepherds’ Garden,”
and is in the keeping of the Monks of Bethlehem. We rose
on to the hillside again; and peeped into the Milk Grotto,
in which tradition says that Mary rested on the eve of her
flight into Egypt. It is a cave in a very white limestone
rock, and has been undergoing excavation for centuries, on
account of the before-mentioned supposed virtue of the
stone. Fragments of it are treasured in all parts of Syria,
and in many countries of Europe. I have often seen it
used successfully ; it seems to me, that the mere fact of
not being provided with this relic will, in nervous subjects,
occasion a deficiency of milk, and in such cases herbs and
other medicines, wise women and doctors, are resorted to
in vain ; but directly a portion of this crumbling stone can
be procured, through the hands of a priest, tranquillity is
restored, and favourable results follow. In this way many
so-called miracles may be accounted for.

We rode on southwards towards Urtds, passing over
terraced hills, where the vines and olives and fig-trees
grew luxuriantly, and little white stone watch-towers
peered out here and there in commanding positions, from
the midst of the thick foliage ; while near to the winding
bridle-path we saw now and then a cottage or hut made
of rough unhewn stones, and roofed with tree-branches,
standing in a garden of cucumbers, or tomatoes, or a choice
~ vineyard. One of these rude dwellings was being clumsily
repaired by a group of boys who had been gathering stones
and sticks for the purpose, and were shouting merrily
over their work. From another of these little huts there
came forth, as if by magic (for it did not look capable of
containing them), five young Bethlehem girls; three of
them were very pretty brilliant brunettes, the others rather
fair; all looked strong and hearty, with rich colour and
large clear eyes. They advanced half-shyly, half-daringly,
topeep at us as we passed. Their simply-made loose purple
linen dresses girdled below the waist negligently; their

E
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long wide sleeves, revealing bronzed and braceleted arms;
their coarse white linen veils thrown back from their fore-
heads and hanging over their shoulders, and their naked feet,
were in perfect harmony with the pastoral scenes around.

I was very thirsty, so I called to one of them, saying,
“ Bring water, O my sister!” Immediately a red and black
two-handled porous earthenware vase of antique form was
handed to me, and when I had drank of the cool, taste-
less water it contained, the girls around said, “ May God
make it refreshing to you, O lady!” and, prompted by
my brother, I gave the customary answer, “ God preserve
you!”

‘We inquired whence came the delicious water, and they
answered, “ From the well over against the town;” so per-
haps we had tasted of the very water which David sighed
for when he said, “Oh! that one would give me of the
water of the well at Bethlehem, that is at the gate” We
gave the girls a backsheesh, and they gave us their bless-
ings as we rode away.

The men and boys whom we met, er saw working in
the orchards above, or the plains below, wore nothing but
short coarse white shirts, girdled with broad red leather
belts, ornamented with stitching and embreidery. Their
heads were protected and adorned with bright red and
yellow striped shawls, tastefully bound round their tas-
seled tarbouches, the crowns of which were bleached by
the sun. A few of them wore red, pointed, clumsy-looking,
but picturesque boots. Nature, however, provides admirably

for the shoeless, and furnishes a hardy and ever-growing .

horny case, which is insensible to the sharpness of stones
and thorns, and to the roughness of the stubble-field.

In the valley below, we saw broad fields of green millet
and broom-corn (a strong grass about five or six feet in
height, of which brooms are made), but the wheat and
barley was all cut, and mules and oxen were busy on the
threshing floors.

On the eastern side of this valley the hills were un-
cultivated, and on the neglected terraces wild fig-trees,
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evergreen oaks, and thorns grew; in the breaks between
these hills we had occasional glimpses of the Dead Sea,
calm and blue and bright in the sunshine, and the long
range of Moab beyond ; its channeled and furrowed hills
bounded the view, and met the sky in an almost level line.

The sun was very powerful, for it was the fifth hour
(between ten and eleven o’clock) ; we protected our heads
from sunstroke by winding round our hats long strips of
muslin, after the fashion of turbans, which are the most
suitable head-dresses for hot countries.

We left all traces of cultivated land presently, and came
to hills which were clothed with thorns and thistles, wild
thyme and sage, except where the scanty soil had been
washed away from the greyish blue slab-like rocks.

As we descended into the valley of Urtds, by a pathless
steep, we paused to watch a long line of camels, and a con-
siderable body of Bedouins, who were entering it from a
narrow wady just opposite. They were preceded by three
sturdy-looking men mounted on spirited horses, and car-
rying spears about twelve feet long, garnished with tufts of
ostrich feathers.

They were evidently on their way to seek some favour-
able site for a summer encampment, for they were accom-
panied by a large number of women and children, who
rode in clumsy cradles or panniers on the foremost camels,
while the rest were laden with black hair tents and bundles
of tent poles, cooking utensils, water jars, mats, and sacks
of provisions ; goats, sheep, and a few donkeys, brought up

. the rear, pausing only to drink at the little shallow pools
of water which rested in natural and stony basins in the
middle of the valley, bordered with fresh green grass and
flowers. The tinkling of the camel bells, and the wild,
plaintive, monotonous song of the women rang in our ears
long after the primitive procession had passed out of our
sight. No doubt those wanderers pitched their tents, and
made themselves at home by sunset, near to some stream
or fountain of sweet water : their dusky dwellings up they
quickly rear, and build a village in an hour’s space.

E 2
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‘When we reached the bottom of the valley, and had
passed a bold projecting and caverned rock which causes
an abrupt turn in its course, I was startled with delight
and surprise at the picture before us—the loveliest I had
seen in the East.

No wonder that Biblical topographists agree in calling
Urtés the site of the gardens of Solomon, and no wonder
if Solomon selected this valley for his especial retreat,
and made this part of it his pleasure ground. It may have
been more magnificent in his time, when the now fallen
and shattered columns supported stately buildings, and the
terraces were paved with the now scattered tesseree; but it
could not have been more beautiful and refreshing even in
those golden days, for here the pomegranates still yield
their pleasant fryit, the vine flourishes, the fig-trees put forth
their green figs around the fountain of gardens, the well of
living water. Vegetable marrows, cucumbers, melons, and
tomatoes carpet the bed of the valley with their broad
leaves and glossy fruits, and fields of lentils, beans, potatoes,
millet, and patches of golden maize, blossoming tobacco
and sesame in excellent order, proclaim the agricultural
gkill of the successor of Solomon ; while higher up in the
valley is a splendid orchard, where peach, apple, pear, and
plum-trees flourish side by side with the more common
fruits of the country, watered by sparkling streams which
intersect the gardens and orchards like silver threads.

‘We followed a narrow bridle-path, raised a little above
the bed of the valley. This led us to a solitary stone house,
built up against the abruptly rising hill on the right: here
we dismounted, and were kindly welcomed by its occu-
pants, Mr. Meshullam and his family, the present culti-
vators and shareholders of this favoured spot. (They are of
Jewish birth, but have become Christians, and are under
British protection.) We rested under an immense fig-tree,
on a divan of rocks and stones, built round its massive
trunk, and covered with carpets and cushions. Opposite -
to us was a wide arched portal, or lewan, the approach to
the house; a wooden locker, and two stone benches or
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raised seats, covered with mats, occupied its three sides;
for it is used as a summer sitting-room. Above the rude
door leading to the inner rooms were a number of badger-
skins hanging to dry, and some foxes’ tails and tusks of
wild boars, trophies of the courage and skill of the young
Meshullams. Bunches of Indian corn, and some large
dried gourds, of a golden tint and cup-like form, were sus-
pended from the arched roof; with a few captured birds in
cages, and a large lantern.

The room within was just as simple; and we dined
there with Mr. Meshullam and his family, and Mr. Henry
Wentworth Monk, who for two years had lived there almost
a hermit’s life, his only constant companion a Greek Testa-
ment, and his chief intercourse with the world the Ztmes
newspaper. He spent nearly all his time in the open air,
entering the house only to sleep and to eat. (His life-like
portrait, by Holman Hunt, appeared in the Royal Academy
Exhibition in 1860.)

Our hostess, Mrs. Meshullam, an Italian Jewess, told me
she could only give us an Italian peasant’s dinner, as she
had not expected us that day ; but the savoury soup of lentils
and other vegetables, the dishes of fried beans, the potato
fritters, omelettes, and fruit, needed no apology.

After dinner, Mr. Meshullam’s sons kindly led us up the
rocky hillside to the ruins of Urtds. Scattered blocks of
stone, fallen columns, foundations of houses, and broken
walls alone remain. A few wild Arabs of the Tiamari
tribe haunt these ruins and the caverns in the limestone
hills which rise behind them, attracted by the spring
which gushes impetuously from a rock overgrown with
mosses and ferns, and overshadowed with fine trees.
The water falls in a large body, splashing and bubbling,
into & square reservoir, where a group of little Bedouins
stood enjoying shower-baths; and a few men were
bathing their feet and washing their hands, in preparation
for prayer. .

From this basin the water escapes into a lower and
larger reservoir, where a number of Urtis women and girls,



b4 DOMESTIC LIFE IN PALESTINE.

were washing their white and purple linen shirts, and their
tattered veils, in primitive style, folding them, and placing
them on smooth slabs, just under the surface of the water
at the margin of the pool, and then beating them with flat
stones, which they held in their hands. Little naked,
bronzed children were luxuriating there, and wriggling
about like tadpoles. The girls called to me to come down
into the reservoir, to bathe my feet. The rough stone
walls enclosing these pools were tapestried with ferns,
cresses, delicate creepers, and liverwort.

‘We followed the course of the stream, and, with it,
descended into the valley between the low stone walls
which inclose the plantations of olive, fig-trees, lemons,
and pomegranates. We had to make our way cautiously,
now on one side, and then on the other, of the rocky bed
of the swiftly flowing stream.

The pleasant sound of the rushing waters—the songs of
the goldfinches—the sight of the blossoming and fruitful
trees in the garden below, inclosed by steep hills, covered
with aromatic herbs—the breezy air, laden with the helio-.
trope-like scent of the fig-trees, and tasting of the wild
flowers and herbs around—delighted us. King Solomon
could scarcely have enjoyed such scenes more completely,
when he, long ago, went into the garden to eat the
pleasant fruits. “ Awake, O north wind! and come, thou
south ! blow upon my garden, that the spices thereof may
“flow out.”

The stream led us to the bottom of the valley, and then
took its way rather more gently in a narrow bed, bordered
with grass and brook-lime speedwell, close to the hillside,
which was festooned with masses of maiden-hair and
mosses of the most vivid green. We walked on a raised stone
path, or viaduct, across the gardens, and passed through a
field of tall broom-corn, every stem of which was crowned
with a plumy tuft, and wreathed with convolvulus, pink
and white. 'We saw a number of gardeners at work, most
of whom were Jews, in the employ of Mr. Meshullam.
He has a shop in Jerusalem, exclusively for the sale of
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the fruit and vegetables from this spot. He has intro-
duced many fruit-trees and vegetables which had never
before been cultivated in the East; and they thrive well,
especially the seeds and slips from America. Were it
not for the vigorous protection afforded to him by Mr.
Finn, however, he could not resist the encroachments of
the Arab tribes in the district, and the fruitful valley
would soon be a desert.

After taking leave of the Meshullams, we rode up the
valley to see the three great pools, one above the other,
which collect the springs of the neighbourhood. The
largest and lowest is 582 feet long, and 50 feet deep ; the
next is 423 feet long, and 39 feet deep ; the upper one is
380 feet long, and 25 feet deep. Clear blue water half-
filled these tanks—a precious reserve for the dry season.
The bottom of the upper pool is higher than the top of the
next, and so with the second and third. They are partly
formed of excavations in the rock, and partly of immense
hewn stones. These are called Solomon’s Pools; and he
perhaps thought of them, and of his gardens at Urtés,
when he said, “I made me gardens and orchards, and I
planted trees in them of all kinds of fruits ; I made me
pools of water, to water therewith the wood that bringeth
forth trees.” . No doubt the fountain and streams which
supply these pools found their way down the valley of
Urtds to the Dead Sea, and wasted their sweet waters in
the bitter lake, till a Solomon’s hand restrained them, and
led them into these great reservoirs, and built the famous
duct round hillsides, over plains, and across valleys, to
convey the water to the Temple on Mount Moriah ; and
even now the fountain opposite to the Mosque-el-Aksa is
thus supplied. Sometimes, it is true, the supply is scanty
there, owing to the careless keeping of the aqueduct; for
men water their horses at the various openings, and other-
wise waste the water, before it can reach the city. Every
new Pasha does his best to enforce strong measures to
prevent this abuse, but generally gives up the attempt
after a short time.
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‘We rode homewards, following, as nearly as we could,
the course of the aqueduct; and at every opening we saw
the running water framed in a mass of delicate maiden-
hair and moss; at several of these places women were,
contrary to the law, washing their clothes, and filling their
water-jars. It strikes me, that there may have been a
chariot-road by the side of this aqueduct, in ancient times,
and it may have served as a sort of coping or parapet to it;
no chariot-road is to be found there now, and in some places
the path is difficult even for a mule, yet, when we consider
what damage the torrents of one winter will effect, we
may wonder that the torrents of centuries have not proved
even more destructive than they have.

Roads in this land must have required peculiar attention
and care; in the Talmud it is said, that, before the going
up of the tribes, three times a year, to Jerusalem, the roads
leading to it were prepared. “Prepare the way of the
people: cast up the highway, gather out the stones, take
up the stumbling-block out of the way of my people,” &c.
I can imagine the kind of preparation required in obedience
to this command ; how the rocks, and stones, and débres of
the hills, washed down by the winter rains, were cleared
away ; how the fallen tree-trunks were gathered up and
supported ; and the broken edges of the road and the holes
formed by the bursting of springs were blocked up; and
I see, in fancy, the chariot-roads winding round terraced
hills, and through vineyards, pleasant gardens, and pasture-
land in the plains, as they did in the days when such kings
as Solomon the magnificent ruled, or when Uzziah the
lover of husbandry reigned. (See 2 Chron. xxvi. 10, 11.)

The sun had gone down in red and gold and purple
splendour when we quitted the tortuous course of the
aqueduct. We lost the cheerful sound of the running
stream, whose waters were flowing freely towards Jeru-
salem ; and we todk a more direct route, turning towards
the Convent of Mar Elias: we mounted the hill, and then
galloped quickly over the plain of Rephaim, meeting long
“trings of unladen camels gently jolting along, and numbers
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of Bethlehem peasants and women, returning homewards,
with their empty baskets poised on their heads ; they had
been selling fruit and vegetables in Jerusalem.

It was dusk when we reached the Talibeyeh. We found
that some poor Jews had been employed there throughout
the day, to make a sort of verandah or shelter of reeds in
front of the little stone house, and it proved a very pleasant
retreat. The reeds used were from the banks of the Jordan;
they are about an inch and a half or two inches in dia--
meter, and twelve or thirteen feet in height, with a plumy
tuft at the top, like a miniature palm-tree. It is very
likely that this kind of reed is referred to in the history of
the Crucifixion, where it is said, “ And straightway one of
them ran and took a sponge and filled it with vinegar, and
put it on a reed, and gave him to drink.” (Matt. xxvii. 48.)

Thoroughly tired, but well pleased, I went to my tent;
and, according to the advice of the Armenian nurse, bathed
my feet and arms with milk and vinegar, to allay the
irritation caused by the mosquitoes, which had tormented
me in the convent at Bethlehem. It proved an effectual
remedy, and I recommend travellers to try it.



CHAPTER IV.

T was our intention to remain only a short time in
Jerusalem, but my brother had been detained on con-
sular business, and was appointed to attend Kamil Pasha
on an expedition to Hebron, to quell a serious insurrection
there.

I was left in the care of my good friends at the Talibeyeh,
where I enjoyed excellent opportunities for improving
myself in Arabic, and gleaning information about the
people of Palestine. Every day brought some new delight.
I visited all the places of interest in the neighbourhood,
sketching and making notes, and had the privilege of ac-
companying Sir Moses and Lady Montefiore when they
explored the Moslem mosques and shrines on Mount
Moriah.

Mr. W. Holman Hunt was then busy in his studio on
Mount Zion, and there I watched the progress of his won-
derful picture of the “ Meeting in the Temple,” and with
delight looked through his portfolios and sketch-books.
On the 21st of August I went to Hebron, and after spend-
ing a few days with my brother at the Pasha’s camp, I
returned to the Talibeyeh ; but of these pleasures I will
not pause to speak in detail here. On the 9th of Septem-
ber, at sunrise, a shower of rain fell, the first I had seen in
Palestine ; it only lasted half an hour, and seemed quite
local; low down among the hills, rainbows, one within
another, spanned the valleys, and produced a most beauti-
ful effect. Soon after the rain was over, a cloud of birds
appeared coming from the north, their strange snapping
cries sounding louder and louder as they approached ; they




DOMESTIC LIFE IN PALESTINE, 59

were bee-catchers, bright-coloured birds of the swallow
kind : but a strong north wind soon carried the rain-clouds
and the birds far away, and cooled the air, which had been
very sultry.

On September 11th, Miss Creasy (who had long been
resident in Jerusalem) took me to see Philip’s Fountain,
which is about two hours S.W. by W. of Jerusalem. We
started early, with one kawass, and rode over the rocky
hills to the Convent of the Cross before the dew had dis-
appeared ; we met large companies of “ fellahin” (peasant
women), flocking to the city with fruit and vegetables;
most of them wore blue linen shirts, white cotton veils,
which fell over their shoulders, and crimson girdles fastened
very low. The foremost were carrying a great variety of
cucumbers and vegetable marrows ; some of which were
pear-shaped and of a deep violet-red colour, and very glossy.
The group of girls, who balanced on their heads baskets
of grapes from the Greek gardens, made a beautiful picture ;
trailing branches and tendrils of the vine were hanging
over their shoulders. We went down a narrow valley,
newly planted with mulberries and vines by the enter-
prising monks of the Greek convent: on the summit of a
steep hLill, on our right, we saw the picturesque little
village of Melihah, and large kilns for preparing charcoal
were burning on the rock ledges or terraces below it.

‘We entered the Wady-el-Werdeh, or Valley of Roses
(well named); its broad bed, for above a mile, is like a
thicket of rose-bushes, cultivated for making rose-water
and conserves: beyond this garden, which attracted
thousands of birds to feast on its crimson berries or hips,
we found fig-orchards, blackberry-bushes, and walnut-trees,
On our left hand we saw the remains of an ancient build-
ing, large hewn stones, excavations in the native rock, a
few fallen columns, and a small stone fountain called Ain
Yalo, or the Spring of Ajalon. We were following the
course of the ancient road “ whick goeth down from Jeru-
salem to Gaza.” Long ago, Queen Candace’s eunuch tra-
versed it, riding in his chariot ; but the Romans kept “ the
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way ” in repair then ; no chariot could pass it now. It is
little better than a track for mules, and runs along a sort
of terrace half-way up the hill on the left-hand side of the
valley : rugged rock ledges were above and below us, and
a few flocks were feeding on the scanty herbage and
thorns, but down in the bed of the vale there were thresh-
ing floors and stubble-fields. About a mile beyond Ain
Yalo we came to Ain Haniyeh, a fine spring of pure
water, commonly called Philip’s Fountain. Two pilasters,
with richly carved Corinthian capitals, flank a semicircular
apse, formed of very large, carefully hewn stones ; from a
deep arched recess or niche, in the middle of this apse, a
large body of water gushes and falls with great force into
a small basin, which overflows into a stone reservoir below,
and then forms a narrow stream which finds its way into
the valley. I climbed over immense blocks of stone,
assisted by a shepherd boy, and gathered some of the
maiden-hair and mosses which festooned the arched mouth
of the fountain ; indications of a much larger apse can be
traced just beyond; and exactly opposite the fountain, at
about forty paces from it, there is a fragment of the shaft
of a column nearly six feet in diameter, but only about
five feet high; a few shafts of smaller columns are to be
seen in a neighbouring field: the villagers around carry
away the hewn stones which are found here to build their
little watch-towers, or to repair their houses. Local tradi-
tion says that this is the very fountain to which the
eunuch referred when he said to his teacher, Philip, « See,
here 1s water! What doth hinder me to be baptized?”
Some boys and girls, wilder looking than the shaggy goats
which they led to drink at the fountain, crowded around
me as I sat on the great column, sketching the scene
before me : my horse, in the meantime, less obedient than
the chariot of the eunuch, had broken away from the
block of stone to which he was tethered, and was running
at full speed into the valley. Loud cries and shouts from
the boys brought, from all directions, volunteers to pursue
‘*he runaway, and, after some little time, the frightened
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animal was caught, in a circle of the noisiest, wildest-look-
ing little fellows I ever saw, and to whom the few piastres
which I distributed was a fortune.

We returned by a rather different route, and passed
another fountain, more simple than the others, but very
picturesque, and formed chiefly of blocks of unhewn stone :
women were washing their linen shirts and veils in the
reservoir, and a number of rough desperate-looking men
were lounging idly round it. They looked over my paper
while I sketched the fountain and a few figures; one of
them said, “If we were to fetch all the men of the valley,
and all the men of the hills, they could not do that.” They
seemed, by their remarks, to fancy that drawing was a
sense or faculty peculiar to the Franks; they were cla-
morous for backsheesh, and followed us for some distance,
muttering, grumbling, and disputing among themselves:
after they had given up the pursuit, I found that I had
lost my pocket-book, containing papers of value. I gal-
loped back to Philip’s Fountain, though the rays of the sun
were very powerful : I explained my loss to the shepherd
boys (now my firm allies), then I rode back to the other foun-
tain, where I found the group of men who had followed us,
standing as if in consultation ; I felt certain that they had
my book. I told them I came from the English consulate,
and asked them to help me in my search: they so posi-
tively declared that my book was not lost there, that I felt
more convinced than ever that they had found it. Pre-
sently I tried the effect of a small piece of gold, which I
offered to the finder: in & moment one of the men drew
my book from his girdle, and rather hesitatingly placed it
in my hands. I feared he might repent, so I immediately
gave it to the kawass to take charge of, and we very thank-
fully rode away. These men were all fully armed, and
dressed in coarse scanty clothing: they looked as if a trifle
would excite them to mischief and to deeds of daring.
When we were far enough from them, we sat down
and took our lunch, which we had provided before setting
out; we rested under a walnut-tree during the hour of
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noon, and did not reach the Talibeyeh till three o’clock,
where we were anxiously awaited, for the Gaza road is not
considered a very safe one. In the arched recess at the
back of the house, figs from Urtés, strung together, were
ha.nging in the sun to dry; and ome of the servants,
sitting in the shade, was busy stripping off the flag-like
envelopes of large npe ears of Indian corn, or maize. She
told me she was going to make a mattress of the dried
husks for one of the men-servants ; and added that poor
people, who cannot afford to buy cotton wool, make their
beds of the outer skins of onions, thoroughly dried and
sweetened by exposure to the sun,-and sewn up in coarse
linen cases.

On the following day, my brother returned from Hebron,
and was at last free to leave Jerusalem and start for his
vice-consulate at Haifa. A few days were spent in making
preparations for the journey. I engaged Katrine, a widow
of Bethlehem, as my attendant; she was highly recom-
mended to me as a faithful and affectionate woman, but
with the serious drawback that she was subject to fits of
mental derangement; for in the year 1834, when her
native town was the scene of rebellion, her husband and
little sons were murdered in her presence in their beds,
and alarm and despair disordered her mind.* (Who can
calculate how much harm eof this nature will be the
:result of the late massacres in the Lebanon and Damascus,
and how many weakened intellects will be transmitted to
succeeding generations? Men survive the sight of open
warfare on the battle-field; but who can wonder that
women become mad with rage and terror, who see their
sons and fathers murdered in their homes ?)

In a day or two Katrine was quite at home with me.
She had known my brother for years, and fancied that he
and I were her own children. She often told me curious
stories of our childhood, fictions of her imagination ; this
delusion, however, made her happy, and caused her to be a
most devoted servant to us.

* See note, page 43.
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On the 14th of September I was roused before sunrise
by the tinkling sound of mule bells, which reminded me
that our journey was planned for that day. All was bustle
and animation at the camp ; groups of Arab servants were
seated -among the rocks; bags and baggage were strewn
around ; tents and tent poles were being removed and
packed ; and mules and muleteers stood waiting for orders.
Mr. Finn was about to make a tour with his niece and a
friend, and had arranged to travel with us as far as Yafa.

After a great many delays, all the attendants were in
readiness by eleven o’clock ; but it happened that my brother,
who had gone into Jerusalem early on business, was de-
tained, and consequently kept a prisoner there, for it was
Friday, the Moslem Sabbath, and the city gates are always
closed on that day during the hours of morning prayer, and
we knew, therefore, that he could not on any consideration be
released till noon. (This custom is rigidly observed, owing
to a prophecy which declares that the Holy City will be
invaded and conquered at Sabbath prayer-time.) So the
Consul with his party started, leaving us to overtake him
at Yafa ; and I spent one more evening with Mrs. Finn and
the little ones at the Talibeyeh. 'We had nothing to detain
us the next day, and at half-past three I rose by lantern
and starlight, gathered a branch from the olive-tree above
the tent which had been my resting-place for ten weeks,
breakfasted with Mrs. Finn, and rode away, well mounted,
just as the first gleams of light appeared in the eastern sky.

A Moslewn kawass led the way, and my soi-dzsant mother,
Katrine (a Latin Christian), closely veiled and wrapped in
a red Arab cloak, sat, a la cavalier, on the broad pack-
saddle of a nimble little donkey, and two laden mules, in
the care of a Jewish muleteer, followed. Although our
attendants were thus of three conflicting creeds, they
fraternised very well on the way.

We did not pause till we came to the Fountain of Birds,
where a peasant boy brought us fine grapes, and helped us
to give our animals water. The orchards around were now
in their full beauty, bright with pomegranate fruit and
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blossom ; the rich green fig-trees, wet with dew, smelt like
heliotropes, and were garlanded and interlaced with richly-
laden vines ; little birds were rustling the silvery leaves of .
the olive-trees, and they now and then swarmed forth in
cheerful chirruping flight.

At eight o’clock we reached Abu Ghaush, and while
we waited for Katrine and the muleteer (who lagged
behind), I sketched the old church, and then hastened
onwards. At ten we rested and lunched under a tree
by a well-side near to Latrone, and the kawass con-
trived to make us some coffee. I was astonished to find
that I had travelled through the hill-country of Judea,
without fear and without fatigue, by the same road which
a short time before had appeared to me so full of danger
and difficulty. The hills seemed to me to have been made
low, and the “rough places plain.”

‘When we entered the level country, the sun was shaded
every now and then by quickly moving clouds, and a
breeze sprang up from the west, pleasantly fanning our
faces. We cantered over the plain till we reached a village
called Kubab, a poor, straggling place, with a few gardens
fenced with yellow blossoming cactus hedges. We paused
"by a well, in a sort of farmyard, and a lame girl handed
us some water in a red jar; she made curious signs and
gestures, and we soon saw that she was deaf and dumb:
we gave her a backsheesh, and she limped away well
pleased. A boy followed us, noisily demanding money as
we rode on, but we did not give him anything ; so he ran
back to the poor lame girl, threw her down, and snatched
her treasure from her. She rose with difficulty, and with
silent and impotent rage threw handfuls of dust after him,
and when he was out of sight, she began tearing her scanty
clothing. We turned back and tried to console her, but
our words were useless; however, some sweet chocolate
cakes were more effectual; we left her stealthily eating
them, and went on our way, thinking how sad her life
must be. ‘

Before noon we entered Ramleh, leaving our servants far
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behind. We rode under the tall palm-trees, now laden
with glossy red and golden fruit, hanging in clusters on
orange-coloured stalks. Strings of camels and laden don-
keys crowded the dirty, dusty streets, and with difficulty
we made our way to the house of a Syrian friend. My
brother was received with kisses and embraces by the sons
of the house, and I was led by an Abyssinian slave (a
eunuck) to his widowed mistress, a superior-looking woman
dressed in black silk garments embroidered with gold
thread ; she said, “ Welcome, my daughter,” and after giving
me some lemonade, took me to a pleasant chamber opening
on to a terrace covered with pots of blossoming pinks and
roses. She called the slave, and he immediately spread a
mattress for me on the floor ; then she took off my hat and
habit, and told me to “ Rest in peace,” and sitting by my
side on a soft cushioned carpet, she gently fanned me to
keep away the flies and mosquitoes. When I awoke, after
an hour or two of refreshing sleep, I found that my hostess
had gone, and the black slave was kneeling by my side,
fanning me with a little flag made of a green split palm
frond nicely plaited ; his dark polished face and large eyes,
contrasting with his white turban, white cotton dress, and
crimson silk girdle, rather startled me before I quite re-
membered where I was.

(I heard afterwards that he was a favourite and confi-
dential slave, who had belonged for many years to this
family.)

He poured rose water over my hands, and led me to a
court, where a genuine Arab meal was prepared for us,
consisting of boiled wheat dressed in butter and mixed with
minced meat ; some fine broiled fish, in a bed of very sweet
stewed apricots and rice;* and baked fowls, garnished
with tomatoes filled with rice and shreds of meat; a
dessert of grapes, dates, and sweetened starch stuck with
bleached almonds, followed. After coffee and pipes, we

]
* This mélange, which is very common, always reminded me of the
“brotled fish " and the “ honeycomb ” spoken of in Luke xxiv. 42.
F
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called our servants together, and at about five o’clock we
mounted and rode on towards Yéfa.

The sun was shining directly in our faces, and we
watched it gradually going down behind the low coast
hills which hid from our sight the Mediterranean Sea.

The crescent moon rose bright and clear, throwing
our shadows in long dark lines on the sandy road
before us.

We saw a little commpany of Bedouin Arabs, sitting on
the wayside feasting. Directly we had passed they rose
up and started into a run, leaping and shouting vociferously,
and as we and the kawass slackened our pace to join the
servants who were behind, they passed us, running and
dancing along, snatching off each other’s white skull caps,
flinging them in the air, flourishing their sticks, throwing
handkerchiefs at one another, screaming and singing ; their
heads were shaved except just at the crown, where the hair
was allowed to grow very long, and was plaited (the plait
is generally twisted up, and quite concealed under skull
caps, tarbouches, or kefias, ¢.e. shawl head-dresses).

‘We soon found that these wild-looking men were quite
harmless ; they had only lingered on the wayside to enjoy
a heartier meal than usual, and had allowed their camels
to go on leisurely with two or three camel drivers, and
they were running to overtake them, which they very soon
.did; they then pursued their way so slowly, that we
quickly passed them. Some of them were mounted on
the unwieldy looking animals, and their songs were
already subdued to harmonize with their monotonous
swinging pace, and chimed softly and plaintively with
the tinkling camel bells—thus

¢ Dear unto me as the sight of my eyes;

Art thou, oh, my camel !

Precious to me as the breath of my life
Art thou, oh, my camel !

Sweet to my ears is the sound
Of thy tinkling bells, oh, my camel !

And sweet to thy listening ears
Is the sound of my evening song.”
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Sometimes these wanderers pass several days without
taking substantial food, but to make up for their abstinence
they eat voraciously and “make merry” when they have
the opportunity. It was dark in the bridle path between
the Yafa Gardens, but the large and many glowing watch
fires within the enclosures showed that the abundance of
ripe fruit was well guarded.

We entered the gate of the town, where crowds of people
were lounging ; the broadest bazaar was bright with lamps
and lanterns ; but we soon merged one by one into dark,
narrow, crooked streets of stairs, and I was directed to
follow the kawass closely and carefully. His large full
white Turkish trowsers seemed to move before me by some
mysterious power, without support or suspension ; for the
black horse which he rode was quite invisible in the dark-
ness, and his red fez and embroidered jacket could not be
seen, only now and then two shining eyes turned round to
see if I were safe. I followed my ghostlike leader cautiously
till we reached the British consulate down by the sea-side,
where we were welcomed by our friends Dr. and Mrs. Kayat,
and Mr. Finn, who had only arrived an hour earlier,
soon came to meet us. He had slept at Ramleh on the
previous night, and was surprised we had made the journey
from Jerusalem so easily in one day. Fireworks from a
ship at anchor attracted us to the oriel window which
overlooks the sea, and we sat for a long time watching the
waves as they rolled towards us, crested with white foam,
and with lines .of phosphoric light flashing from beneath
them, only extinguished by the breaking of each successive
wave on the rocks. The next day, Sunday, we went to the
Rev. Mr. Krusé's house, and in company with Mr. Finn
and-his party, and Dr. Kayat and his family, we heard Dr.
Bowen (the late lamented Bishop of Sierra Leone) preach a
most simple, earnest, and appropriate sermon ; a few Arab
children belonging to the missionary school, and Mrs.
Krus¢ and her family, with the Rev. Henry Reichart, of
Cairo, completed the little congregation. Some Arab ladies
of the neighbouring house watched us the whole time

F2
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through the open window, and seemed greatly amused.
The hymns were sung with much energy in Arabic, and
the liturgy (read in English) was responded to by the
little Arab scholars with vehemence and clearness. I
spent the remainder of the day with Mr. Finn and his
party, at the new and well-built house of an Arab friend ;
we sat on a sheltered terrace (sweet with pinks and
jasmine), overlooking the terraced house-tops and the
sparkling sea. Down on our left was the southern wall of
the town, and the deep dry moat ; beyond it was a sloping
stony plain, where horsemen were galloping about and
displaying their skill in the use of spear and musket ;
farther still was the large open cemetery with a cupola sup-
ported on arches in the centre; children were playing and
turbaned smokers were resting under its shade ; a garden
of figs, palms, and tamarisks, on a gentle declivity, bordered
the sandy margin of the sea between us and the quaran-
tine station, and the white sheets orwimples of groups of
women could be distinguished among the trees; drifted
sandhills bounded the view. The sea, calm and brightly
blue, broke gently along the belt of rocks, fringing them
with foam. We watched the setting of the sun; the
hills in the south grew rosy, violet, and grey ; the western
sky was covered with dark slate-coloured clouds, edged
with gold. The sunset-gun was fired, and we were led
by our host to a covered court on the house-top to
dine, by lantern light. For dessert, among other fruits
we had a dish of large ruby-coloured pomegranate seeds,
moistened with wine, and sprinkled with powdered sugar ;
bleached almonds formed the border of this tempting-
looking dish.

The next day I was sitting in the oriel window at the
British consulate, with the Rev. Dr. Bowen, while Dr.
Kayat was engaged with an English captain and a number
.of Arabs in the lower part of the room ; black clouds came
travelling quickly from the west, over the lead-coloured
sea. Dr. Bowen observed (in the words of Christ), “ When
ye see a cloud rise out of the west, straightway ye say, ‘There
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cometh @ shower,’ and so it 1s.” He had scarcely uttered
the words when the clouds spread and fell in a tremendous
torrent ; the sea swelled, and rolled heavily to the shore ;
the ships looked as if they would break away from their
anchors, and loud peals of thunder made the casemented
recess in which we sat tremble violently. The captain
hastened away, fearful for the fate of his struggling ship off
such a rocky coast.

When the rain ceased, and the sun shone again, I rode
out with Dr. Bowen to visit Mr. Jones, an American mis-
sionary, who lived in the midst of a beautiful garden, east
of the town. He had done a great deal of good in teaching
the Arab gardeners and agriculturists habits of order and
method, but he finds them very slow learners. It rained
violently at sunrise the next day, and did not clear off till
noon, after which I sat in my favourite window corner with
Nasif Giamal (Dr. Kayat's nephew). We saw just below
us, on the rudely constructed “parade,”a crowd of men
and children assembled round a fantastically dressed man
exhibiting a goat, which had been tutored to perform some
curious tricks. It stood with its four feet close together
on the top of a very long pole, and allowed the man to lift
it up and carry it round and round within the circle ; then
the goat was perched on four sticks, and again carried
about. A little band of music—fifes, drums, and tam-
bourines, called together the people from all parts of the
town to witness this performance. The goat danced and
balanced himself obediently and perfectly, in very un-
natural looking postures, as if thoroughly understanding
the words and commands of his master. The men who
watched the antics of the goat looked as grave and serious
a3 if they were attending a philosophical or scientific
lecture.

The assembled crowd had to make way presently for a
long procession, preceded by horsemen carrying long spears,
and firing guns ; two little boys, gaily dressed and decked
with flowers, rode one behind the other on a white horse ;
two large books, carried on embroidered cushions, were
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borne by two attendants, women closely veiled walked by
the side of the boys, singing wildly, and making a peculiar
ringing noise in the throat not unlike the neighing of
horses, made slightly musical by modulation. Nasif, who
can speak English, told me the object of the procession,
saying, “The boys are Moslems; they have suffered an
infliction not observed by the Christians; the Jews have
it, and also the Moslems.” This explained to me that the
children had been circumcised, and were now being con-
ducted round the town in triumph. My brother made
arrangements with the owner of a little Arab boat to be
prepared to take us to Haifa, as soon as the south wind
rose. Two monks of Mount Carmel begged to accompany
us. We made our plans so as to be ready at a minute’s
notice, and spent the evening with Sit Leah : she had quite
recovered, and proudly showed me her little Selim. I
found that every one addressed her and spoke of her as
“Um Selim,” or mother of Selim, and the father was called
Abii Selim.

On Wednesday, 19th September, I was roused before
sunrise, and informed that the Reis (or Arab captain) had
gent for us, as the wind was favourable ; so with the two
monks and Nasif G. we quickly went down to the quay;
in the meantime the wind had shifted, and the Reis could
not undertake to steer against it; but,” he added, it will
veer round to the south again by midnight, and then we
shall reach Haifa in eight or ten hours.” It was still very
early ; we strolled leisurely through the town ; the people
were just beginning to stir; the shutters of the shops in
the bazaars were being lifted up—they are like flap doors
attached by rude hinges to the beams above the shop-
fronts, and when opened and propped up, they form excel-
lent shades, which are easily dropped down and secured at
night. On my return to the consulate I found two of the
women servants making bread, sitting on the ground at a
low circular wooden board. Omne of them moistened some
flour with water, another added salt, and a small piece of
Teavened dough (to “leaven the whole lump”), and then
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kneaded it vigorously in turn with her companion. It was
left to rise, and then the two eldest daughters of Dr. Kayat
divided it into portions, rolled them into little round loaves,
which were carried away to the oven on large round trays
made of reeds, bound together with strong grass.

We prepared ourselves for the journey, and then went to
rest early, without undressing. At midnight the Reis sent
for us, and immediately we went out into the darkness,
with Nasif and three or four lantern bearers. I noticed a
number of men, wrapped in lehaffs, sleeping on low stone
platforms, or by the side of kneeling camels, in the streets
near the quay. The muetzelim, or governor, was parading
the place. Nasif told me that he did so at irregular
intervals, sometimes in disguise, so as to see the state of
the town at night, and to aseertain, by personal observation,
whether the guards did their duty. 'We met the two Carmel-
ite monks on the dark wharf, and the great water-gate was
opened for us. I was somehow dropped gently into a little
rowing boat far down in the darkness below, where I was
taken charge of by twe brawny boatmen. After a deal of
shouting and jolting, we were all huddled together, and
skimmed over the water to the sailing boat, which awaited
us outside the rocky barrier. I found it was divided into
three parts; the central portion being like an uncovered
hold, four feet deep and eight feet square ; the decks fore
and aft were encumbered with the ship’s tackle, and
crowded with sailors, who were singing lustily. The hold,
lighted by two lanterns, was matted and set apart for pas-
sengers and luggage. Our portmanteaus and carpet-bags
served us for a couch, and the monks sat on their saddle-bags,
wrapped in their comfortable-looking hooded robes. Poor
Katrine, who had never been on the sea before, was very
much alarmed; she rolled herself up in her cloak, stretched
herself full length by my side, and was happily soon fast
asleep. Our kawass smoked his pipe in company with
the Reis above ; and an Italian, who had smuggled him-
self and his baggage on board, in the Rurry and darkness,
kept aloof with the sailors. The sky was bright with stars,
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the south wind was strong and filled the sails, and by fits
and starts I dozed till dawn of day; then I roused myself,
and watched the little group around me, the hooded monks
sleeping soundly, my brother at my feet, leaning against a
hamper, and Katrine so enveloped, that I could not distin-
guish her head from her heels.

The favourable wind had ceased, and the sailors were
busy taking in sail ; by the time the sun appeared above

the low coast hills the wind had shifted to the west, and -

we were in danger of being driven on the rocks. It then
suddenly veered to the north, and blew so violently that
the Reis was obliged to cast anchor, and we were tossed on
a heavy sea, near to a desolate coast, where there was no
possibility of landing. By nine o'clock the sun was very
powerful ; an awning made of the now useless sails was
thrown over the hold. We found our quarters far from
comfortable, but we were determined to make the best of
them. By noon the heat was intense and suffocating down
in the hold, so I climbed on to the deck, and sat on a coil
of rope, clinging to the mast: the strong wind and the
sea spray revived me.

* The coast, which was every now and then concealed by
the high waves, was a range of drifted sand hills, traversed
by flocks of goats feeding on the scanty patches of pasture.
Not & human habitation, not even a human being, was
visible, and not a boat or ship was seen all day.

In the afterncon the wind ceased, but the ship rocked
lazily from the effect of the sea-swell, which had not yet
subsided.

My brother read St. Paul’s voyage to me, as it is re-
corded in the 27th of Acts: it seemed more interesting
than ever. We were not far from Cesarea, the port from
which Paul embarked ; and he was tossed about by con-
trary winds in this sea for many days. It must have been
about the same time of the year, too, during the equinoetial
gales, when, as he said, “sailing was dangerous;” it is
distinctly explainetl that it was after the great Fast of the
Atonement, which is held on the tenth day of the month of
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Tisri, and corresponds with the latter part of our month of
September.

At sunset “the south wind blew softly.” The sails were
soon set, and in better spirits we sat down to our evening
meal, and shared our chickens and preserved soup with
the monks, who added their eggs, cheese, and cognac.

We passed a dreamy, restless night, “ sailing slowly,”
and in the morning were nearly opposite Tantfira. The

- wind had changed to north-east, so my brother insisted on
landing, to pursue our journey on shore. We tacked about,
put out to sea, and then allowed the strong wind to drive
us towards the picturesque coast. Little islands of rock,
and mounds of ancient masonry, stood out before it, beaten
by the waves. With some manceuvring, the boat was
brought safely to the beach, where there were plenty of
Tantfira men to meet us, and carry us through the surf to
the smooth yellow sands.

I was delighted to find myself on firm land again; and
I shall always remember St. Paul’s advice to the centurion,
and vote against sailing in the Levant in the autumn.

The custom-house officer came to meet us, and, followed
by troups of men and boys, we approached the little town,
which comprises about thirty or forty rudely-built houses,
made of irregularly-piled blocks of hewn stone, bits of
broken columns, and masses of mud or clay.

The custom-house officer, 4b¢ Habtb, guided us to his
house, which consisted of one low arge square room, lined
with clay, and roofed with tree branches blackened with
smoke. One half of the ceiling was concealed by matting,
and the other half was picturesque with pendant branches.
Small holes served as windows, and the roughly-made door
was a portable one. A mattress spread on the floor was
used as a divan. Jars of earthenware, and metal saucepans,
stood against the wall; a cooking-place was built in one
corner, made of large finely-bevelled ancient stones and
burnt clay ; baskets of coarse salt from the sea-shore were
near to it. Habib, the son of our host, prepared coffee
for us; in our presence he roasted the berries, and then
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pounded them in a stone mortar. A large box, like a
muniment chest, with ornamental lock and hinges of
wrought iron, stood near the door, and I perched myself
on it, to be as far away as I could from the mud floor, on
which I could distinctly see & numerous assembly of large
fleas dancing and hopping about. The monks, with truly
monastic virtue, did not seem to mind them. Gaunt-looking
women, hiding their faces with tattered white cotton veils,
peeped at us, and dirty but pretty children came crowding
round.

Katrine made a tour of the town, and then took me to
the house which she considered the neatest and cleanest,
where I rested with her and refreshed myself.

The women who welcomed me were dressed in tight
jackets and full trousers, made of washed-out Manchester
prints, patched all over without regard to colour or pattern ;
their heads were covered with mundils (squares of coloured
muslin), their necks adorned with eoins, and their wrists
with twisted silver bracelets.

They were exceedingly amused with my little travelling
dressing-case. They told me they had never seen a hair
brush before. They unplait their long henna-stained hair
about once a week only, and occasionally clean it with
fuller’s-earth (which is found near), and use small-tooth
combs of bone or wood.

After some delay, animals were procured. Fortunately
we had our saddles with us. We left our heavy luggage
in the care of the Reis, and at two, P.M. we mounted and
took leave of Tantfira. 'We made a rather ludicrous pro-
cession—the kawass, on a shaggy mule, took charge of

_our carpet-bags, and led the way ; the two monks were
mounted on donkeys, so small that their sandalled feet
and heavy robes nearly touched the ground; my brother
rode on an old white horse, whose head was garnished
with red trappings ornamented with shells; I was put on
a little pony who had lost his mane and tail, and who
could not understand a side-saddle—but persisted in turning
round and round to investigate the mystery ; and Katrine,
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on a stubborn donkey, had great difficulty in keeping up
with us.

We rode northwards along the shore, which was strewn
with blocks of marble and hewn stones.

Women and children were busy collecting in large
baskets the coarse encrusted salt, which settles in the
natural hollows and artificial basins of the rocks on the
beach below. Large herds of cattle and goats, the chief
wealth of Tantfira, grazed on the plain on our right hand
just above us, which was overgrown with thorns, thistles,
dwarf mimosa, and low brushwood. A little beyond Tan-
tira stands the ancient Dora, or Dor, on a rugged
promontory, with ruined walls all round it, at the edge
of the cliff. From its centre rises what appeared to me
at first to be a lofty tower or castle; but on approaching
it T found it was only the narrow southern wall of some
long since fallen building: it stands about thirty feet
high. This place is now quite abandoned, as the walls are
tottering and the cliffs are giving way; the stones are
gradually being removed to build up Tantfira. Opposite
to these ruins, the plain was concealed from us by a low
ridge of rocky hills, running close to the sandy shore,
which is here and there enlivened by a group of palm-
trees. 'We kept close to the sea till we came, in about one
hour and a half, to Athlite, or Castellum Pelegrinum, a
curious motley pile of ruins standing out on a rocky head-
land. The foundation stones are so massive, that they have
resisted the storms of centuries, and tell of a time anterior
to the Romans, who no doubt erected the fortress, built
the walls, and fashioned the columns which are now falling
to decay. The crusaders, too, have left some of their
handiwork here—the pointed arches and the ruins of a
Christian church still speak of them. Within the walls
of the church, and under the shadow of the fortress, modern
houses “are rudely built, and inhabited by a poor Moslem
population. A group of women were resting by a well of
sculptured stone, just outside the walls. Opposite to this
interesting place we found a narrow defile cut through tt
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rocks, leading eastward direct from the shore to the plain
Deep ruts, for chariot wheels, were cut in the road, which
was just wide enough for two horsemen to ride freely
abreast. The white limestone walls rise abruptly on each
side, garnished with patches of fragrant herbs and amber-
coloured lichen ; lintels at each end of this passage show
that formerly it was protected by gates, and ruins of strong
fortifications surmount it.

‘We passed out of this curious defile into the fertile but
not very extensively cultivated plain, or “Vale of Dor,”
between the mountain range of Carmel and the rocky
coast-hills under whose pleasant shade we pursued our
way. We could see that the two chains of hills met at
an acute angle far away in the north. Now and then,
natural fissures in the rocks, or little valleys made fertile
by winter torrents, revealed to us the sun and the sea.

We stopped to water our animals at a little spring,
called Ain-ed-Dustrein, which forms a tiny lake, and then
finds its way between the hills to the shore. A group of
goatherds, with reed pipes, were assembled round a clay
trough, where their flocks of goats were crowding to drink.
The vegetation by this stream and fountain was wild and
luxuriant ; oleanders, lupins, tall grass, and the arbutus
abounded. The monks soon pointed out, with delight,
the white convent of Mar Elias on the headland of
Carmel.

Pleasant sounds of voices, songs, and bells, and laughter
reached us; and we saw an animated little party approach-
ing, mounted on camels, whose nodding heads and necks
were decorated with beads, shells, crimson tassels, and
strings of little tinkling bells. I paused by the wayside to
watch them, as they slowly passed. There were thirteen
camels strung together, each carrying two or three women
and children, all in gala dresses, made chiefly of soft
crimson silk, with white Vandyked stripes on it. ®n their
heads they wore scarfs or veils, of various colours and
materials (silk, muslin, and wool), folded across their fore-
heads, just meeting the eyebrows, then thrown over the back
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of the head, and brought forward again to cover their faces,
all but the shining eyes; the fringed or bordered ends
were allowed to fall gracefully over the shoulders. Some
of the women had slipped these veils, or wimples, down
below their lips, so as to join in the chorus of the songs
improvised by the two professional singing-women who
accompanied them, My brother could perceive that it was
a bridal party, by these songs, which very much resembled
in style the “Song of Songs which is Solomon’s” A
number of men were in attendance on foot, forming a
picturesque body-guard to the exalted women. They were
people of one of the villages of the plain or vale of Dor,
and had been to Haifa, to purchase dresses and trinkets,
&c. for two approaching weddings in a family of some
local importance. They were scarcely out of hearing,
when we met another noisy group, consisting of men and
boys, with a few camels, mules, and donkeys, clumsily
laden with the purchases for the weddings—cooking
utensils, baskets of rice, reed mats, bales of goods, and
two red wooden boxes, ornamented with gilt hinges and
strap-work.

The largest camel carried, high on his back, two little
wooden cradles, painted blue, red, and yellow; one for
each of the brides. This piece of furniture is regarded in
the East as the most important and necessary item of a
trousseaw ; and she is an unhappy wife who does not soon
see rocking in the gaudy cradle an infant son, whose name
she may take, and through whom she may become honoured
among women.

As we proceeded northward, the plain was so much
more narrow, that we could distinguish the deep caverns
and excavations in the limestone hills opposite, which
have, in turn, served as places of refuge or retreat for
prophets, saints, and anchorites, bandittis of robbers and
beasts of prey.

The village of Tireh was pointed out to me, surrounded
by cultivated fields and orchards. Groups of palm-trees
grew here and there, and the hill-sides were clothed with
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dwarf oak, wild fig, and locust trees. The fruit of the
locust, when ripe, is like a large crooked bean-pod, brown
and glossy, filled with large seeds; and it is so nutritious,
that the children of the poor live entirely on it, during the
season, requiring no other food; for it contains all the
necessary elements for the support of life—starch, sugar,
oil, &c., in proper proportion. I found it, when new, rather
too sweet to suit my taste ; but children seem to enjoy it,
and they thrive on it, eating the shell as well as the seeds.
‘When this fruit is stored, it becomes somewhat dry, and
less sweet ; but on being soaked in honey, it is like new
fruit. The Arabs all like sweet food, and of many a man
of Judxa and Galilee, as well as of John the Baptist, it
might be said, “ Hvs meat” (for a season) “was locusts and
wild honey.” * -

Just before sunset, we reached the foot of the headland
which forms the southern boundary of the bay of Akka.
On its summit the convent stands.

It was too late, and we were all too tired, to go round to
the usual ascent on the other side; so we urged our animals
up the steep and pathless rocks, here and there overgrown
with brushwood, thorns, and thistles, fit only to be traversed
by goats and conies. .

The monks, who had been our guests on the way, now
acted as our guides and hosts, for they were on convent
ground. They warned us to grasp the manes of our tired
steeds firmly, as they mounted the steep ledges; and I
now found the disadvantage of being on a pony without
a mane. After about ten minutes’ difficult riding, we
reached a cultivated garden, on a plateau, in front of the
‘large, well-built convent.

Frére Charles, an old friend of my brother, came out to
meet and welcome us, and kissed him and the two monks
again and again.

‘We were about six hundred feet above the plain, with a
magnificent scene before us; the sun was just going down,

* The Arabic name for the Locust tree is * Kharb,” and the beans
are commonly called ¢ St. John's bread.”
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and the Great Sea was flooded with crimson light. The bay
of Akka and the plain surrounded by the hills of Galilee
were on our right; the ruins of an ancient port and fortress
on the level strip of land below us; and at about a mile
to the right of it stood the little town of Haifa—very inte-
resting to me, for it was there I was to make a home with
my brother, at H.B. M. vice-consulate.

‘We spent a pleasant evening with the good monks. It
was Friday; they did not let us fast, but sat by us, in
pleasant chat, while we enjoyed fish, flesh, and fowl from
their excellent cuisine. After dinner, we went to the divan,
or drawing-room; and I looked through the convent album,
which is quite a polyglot, containing the autographs of
many great and celebrated characters, testimonies to the
kindness and hospitality always met with here.

Three or four examples of misplaced zeal and intolerance
have called forth the satire, wit, and displeasure of less
prejudiced pilgrims; and Frere Charles pointed out to me
a few pages crossed, re-crossed, and interlined by indignant
commentators. He remarked that they always seemed to
be particularly interesting to English people, provoking
laughter and anger by turns. The pages had evidently
been translated to him.

We gratefully rested that night in clean, comfortable,
neatly-furnished rooms, and on French mosquito-curtained
beds. In the morning, I heard the swell of the organ and
the chanting of the monks at an early hour. A servant
brought café au last to my room at seven, and told me my
brother had already gone down to Haifa.

Frére Charles and our fellow-travellers conducted me to
the chapel, which has a finely-proportioned dome and
marble floor, and a few sculptured figures in alabaster.

The ground-floor of the convent is occupied by the offices,
kitchens, pharmacy, and surgery ; and a large portion of it
is set apart for a place of shelter for poor pilgrims.

The first floor, consisting of a fine suite of lofty rooms, is
nicely furnished, and prepared for travellers, who are
expected to pay first-class hotel prices, but no direct charge
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is made. The second floor is reached by a narrow stair-
case, at the foot of which an inscription in Italian and
French proclaims that females are not admitted. The
monks told me that there was an excellent library of
English; Latin, French, and Italian books up there, as well
as a large refectory and a great number of cells; and the
terraced roof made a fine promenade for the recluses.

Presently a kawass came, bringing a horse for me, and an
invitation to spend the day with Mr. Finn, whose tents
were pitched just outside Haifa ; se with Katrine, in her
blue shirt and white veil, by my side, and the kawass
leading the way, I emerged from the convent buildings
and gradually descended on the north-east side by a wind-
ing path almost like a rocky staircase. The upper part of
the hill was covered with wild flowers, fragrant herbs, shrubs,
artichokes, acanthus, and dwarf oaks, and on the lower
terraces a fine grove of olives and some fig-trees flourished.

The little town of Haifa was in sight, flags above all the
consulates were waving a welcome to Mr. Finn and my
brother ; T was quite surprised to recognise so many ; they
were French, Austrian, Prussian, Greek, Dutch, and
American, and made the place look quite cheerful.

‘We rode through a beautiful olive grove in the plain at
the foot of the hill, crossed several stubble fields, some
rocky waste land and young plantations, and found the
tents of Mr. Finn under a large terebinth-tree, near to the
sea-shore, not very far from the west wall of the town.

Visitors were coming and going all day, and coffee and
pipes were in constant requisition.

The view from the open tent, looking towards the north,
was very lovely. I will try to make you see it, as I saw it
on that sunny afternoon. Fancy a foreground of white
rocks and dark thorny bushes, then a stony bridle path
skirting a garden which gently slopes towards the shore, so
that the broad sands are quite concealed by its fruit trees,
and the blue sparkling sea looks as if it came close up to
the hedge of prickly pears below. On the left-hand side
of the picture the sea meets the sky ; but from the right o
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range of undulating hills, tinted with crimson, purple,
and orange, extend more than half-way across it, termi-
nating in a bold white cliff or headland, called Ras el
Abiod, standing out in strong contrast to the dark blue
sky and darker sea.

The opposite shore of the bay, nine miles distant, is
marked by a level line of white sand, which seems to
separate the sea from the green plains at the foot of the
hills; and on a low promontory to the right of Ras el
Ablod, the proud-looking little city of ’Akka is con-
spicuous, and forms the central point of the picture.
Above the clearly defined summits of the hills silvery
clouds are resting; Mount Hermon rises in the distance
pale and shadowy, till the sun is‘low, and then it is tinged
with gold and violet ; four ships are at anchor on the right,
and a vessel in full sail is entering the bay from the north;
a man-of-war is cruising about far out at sea. A tall palm-
tree on one side, and an oak, and a seared, white-branched
fig-tree on the other, enclose this coup d’@il. The bridle-
path across the foreground was enlivened by passers-by,
such as troops of bare-footed boys, driving donkeys laden
with hewn stones, which had been taken from the ruins of
the fortress, and were about to be used in H4ifa, where
many new houses were in progress, and still more were
planned. Camels laden with grain and melons jolted by,
and a few townspeople passed backwards and forwards as
if to peep at our tents. At sunset there came large num-
bers of goats and cattle, led towards the town to be secured
there for the night, for it is not safe to leave them in the
open country, even in the care of the well-armed herds-
men.

Haifa is a walled town, in the form of a parallelogram,
Pleasantly situated close to the sea, on a gently rising slope.
A steep hill (a spur of Mount Carmel) rises immediately
behind it, and is crowned by a small castle, to which I
climbed with Mr. Finn, and thence looked down into the
town ; the houses are distributed irregularly ; those occu-
pied by consuls and merchants are large, substantial build-

G
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ings of hewn stone, with central courts and broad terraces.
The poorer class of houses are of earth and rough stone,
and have no upper chambers. All the roofs are flat.

On each side of the little town there are fine fruit
gardens, where the pomegranates and figs especially
flourish. A grove of palm-trees borders the sandy shore
on the east of the town.

I returned to the convent to sleep, and after spending
the next day, Sunday, with Mr. Finn at the tents, I pre-
pared to enter Haifa for the first time, by moonlight.




CHAPTER V. -

LTHOUGH the tents were very near to the town, Mr.
Finn laughingly insisted that I should not make my
first entry into Héifa on foot ; so I mounted, and, with my
brother and a few of his Arab friends walking by my side.
traversed the bridle-path by the gardens, and approached
the embattled stone gateway; its heavy wooden doors
(covered with hides and plates of iron) were thrown open for
us, on their creaking hinges, by the sleepy wardens, whose
mattresses were spread on stone platforms in the square
vaulted chamber of the gate. They welcomed us with the
words, “ Enter in tn peace.” We said, “ May God preserve
you ; good might.” And they answered, “ 4 thousand good
nights to you ;” but their greetings were almost drowned
by the angry barking of a troop of dogs, roused by the
clanging of the great doors behind us.

Within the town, wherever there was space, flocks and
herds were lying down, crowded together in the moonlight ;
and in the narrow, tortuous, dirty, channeled streets we
met now and then a moaning, miserable-looking, sleepless
cow or stray donkey.

We passed a little belfried Latin chapel, shaded by a
pepper-tree (just like a willow), and a simple mosque and
‘minaret, with a palm-tree near i, and then came to a
pleasant opening close to the sea-shore, where a number of
camels, camel-drivers, and peasants were sleeping round
the red embers of a wood fire.

I dismounted at the entrance of a house overlooking this
scene, and passed under a low arched gateway, into a

G2
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roughly-paved open court, brightened by the lamps and
lanterns in the rooms all round it, the doors of which were
open, for their inmates, our neighbours, were watching and
waiting to see and welcome us.

I mounted a steep uncovered stone stairway to a broad
landing, dignified by the name of terrace, leading to two
square lofty airy rooms, with white-washed walls and stone
floors, where my brother had formerly lived for a year or
more ; this was to be our temporary home, and Katrine,
with the help of an upholsterer (an Arab Jew), had been
very busy making them ready for us.

At the end of the terrace was a little room, in which
were all the requisites for preparing pipes, coffee and
sherbets ; narghilés, chibouques, tobacco-bags, coffee-cups,
and glasses garnished its walls; and Yfisef, our little
coffee boy, pipe-bearer and page, who, to his infinite satis-
faction, presided over it, came out, arrayed in all his best,
to kiss my hands, and evidently did his utmost to make a
favourable impression on hig mew mistress; he had on clean
loose white cotton drawers, a scarlet cloth jacket, a shawl
girdle, and a white quilted cotton skull-cap. Katrine was
quite content with her new quarters below, and she told me
she had unexpectedly found some cousins in Hiifa ; Icongra-
tulated her, guessing, however, that this was only one of
her curious delusions.

My brother's dragoman and secretary, Mahomed, his
Egyptian groom, and several candidates for service at the
Vice-Consulate, crowded round to welcome me, and solicit
my favour and protection, in words which were exactly like
quotations from the Old Testament.

An elderly Moslem woman, with an anxious time-worn
face, came, and, after saluting me, said, * If now I have found
grace in your sight, speak for me to my lord, your brother,
that ke may take my son into his service ; speak now, I pray
you, a word for my son, for ke is my only son, and I am a
widow.”

Mattresses, cushions, and pillows, newly covered with
chintz, placed nearly all round the rooms on planks, sup-
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ported by roughly-made low wooden trestles, a few pieces
of European furniture, and a pretty well stocked bookease,
made the place look cosy and comfortable; and the boat
from Tantfira arrived safely during the night with our
luggage.

" The next morning, September 24th, two men from
Nazareth came to welcome us, and gave me a fatted lamb ;
soon afterwards a little party arrived from Shefa 'Omar, with
a camel load of fine water melons; and a peasant from a
neighbouring village brought us some goat's milk cheese.

I must explain that these offerings are generally paid for,
at a rate considerably above the market price.

Saleh Sakhali our neighbour, & Christian Arab, an intel-
ligent, thoughtful looking man, took breakfast with us; he
told me that my brother was the only Englishman who had
ever resided in HAifa, and that I was the first English girl
who had ever passed a night within the walls of the town ;
he said that very strange notions and opinions were held by
the Arabs about English women and English society, and
a great deal of curiosity was expressed by his friends on
the subject; they hoped now to have an opportunity of
judging for themselves by personal intercourse with us.

Saleh did not understand any European language, but
he was clever and very quick of comprehension, and fond
of study ; he kindly volunteered to teach and hear me read
Arabic every day.

On inquiry I found that the population of Hiifa was, in
1854, computed thus :—

Moslems . . . . 1,200

?;:.;:C“hdws' : 403 Adherents of the Pope, and conse-
M nih;s ot go) quently under French patronage.
Orthodox Greeks . 300

Jews . . . . . 82

Making a total of 2,012 Souls.

In the year 1860, the population was reckoned at about
2,300 souls. We went out and took leave of Mr. Finn,
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who was on the point of starting for ’Akka; his tents were
all cleared away ; then we called at each ofthe Consulates,
for among the Levantines the new comer is expected to be
the first caller. The French Consul (who in early youth
had served in the ranks of the first Napoleon) received us
heartily, and introduced me to his wife, a Syrian lady, who
spoke French fluently. The Austrian Consul is a native of
one of the Dalmatian Isles, and the other consulates were held
by Ionians and natives of Scio, who showed us great courtesy
and kindness. The American consular agent is an Arab,
who can speak a little broken English. The ladies of these
families were all either Syrian or Greek ; but they most of
them spoke Italian, and welcomed me into their circle with
graceful cordiality ; two other families, of French extraction,
engaged in commerce, completed the European colony of
Hiifa. Their houses were built in Oriental fashion, round
courts (some of which were paved with black and white
marble), and furnished with Turkish divans and French
mirrors, consoles, pictures, &e. I must not omit the little
café, called the Victoria Hotel, and kept by a Maltese.

‘Wednesday, September 26th, a party of women in white
izzars, or sheets, from the court below, came early and
brought me several flat loaves of bread, stamped with a
cross, formed of groups of sacred monograms, IC. XC. NI
K1, &c.,, in celebration of the Greek Feast of the Holy
Cross.

Presently the Greek bishop of ’Akka visited us. He wore
a long blue cloth dress, very flowing and open, exposing an
under robe of crimson silk, a crimson girdle, and black
pointed shoes. He did not remove his low, brimless, black
hat, which curves slightly and spreads towards the crown.

‘When he and his suite had retired, a letter was handed to
my brother, which caused him to rise hastily and go out;
I watched from the front window, and soon saw evident
signs of a commotion in the town ; little groups of armed
men were standing about in the open place, and passing
hurriedly to and fro; in a short time I saw all the consuls
in a body?® preceded by their Kawasses, carrying their
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swords and tall silver-headed sticks, going towards the
Governor’s cadtle, which was in sight. My brother ran up
for a moment to tell me that Tireh and the villages in its
neighbourhood had united to attack Hiifa, and 300 or 400
of the peasantry were just outside the walls attempting to
effect an entrance,—we were actually in a state of siege;
the two gates were closed and guarded, and wherever the
walls were very weak, detachments of impromptu volunteers
were placed. I sat alone watching and wondering what
would happen ; men were parading the streets, and making
a great noise, and armed with old guns, staves, and swords
of all shapes; the boys followed their example, by march-
ing about with sticks, shouting lustily, seemingly half for
fun and half for fear. I could hear the firing of guns now
and then from the back of the town, and the loud screams
of the terrified women and children.

Girls from the neighbouring houses and the court below
flocked into my room, with their mothers, crying and
trembling ; they wondered why Madama Inglesi (as they
called me) did not show any signs of fear. I tried to calm
them, saying, “Be at rest, Allah vs good;” but they
almost nonplussed me by replying, “Alah ¢ good/
Praised be Allah! but the sons of Tirek are bad!” and
they refused to be comforted.

A group of heavily-armed, mounted horsemen were
prancing about, as if to excite all the people to action.

The consuls returned from the castle, where a council
had been held; they had drawn up a protest against the
Government, and signed it.

I was told that four of the most venturesome of the
attacking party had been shot under the south wall, and
some of our townspeople had been slightly wounded. The
Tirehites had retreated ; but as it was expected they would
renew the attack at night, preparations were made to resist
it, for the walls of Hiifa are not very strong, and could
easily be scaled or broken down.

A messenger was despatched to ’Akka, by boat, to demand
agsistance; and in the meantime my brother, at the
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Governor’s request, procured guns and ammunition from
an English ship in the port. Our room Was converted
into an armoury, and our stairway and terrace were soon
crowded with applicants for arms, which were cautiously
distributed. A Government-secretary stood by, making a
list of the names of the volunteers thus supplied.

By sunset the excitement had greatly increased, and no
one seemed to think of going to rest. The consuls kept a
careful look-out on the walls, and men paraded the town
by moonlight, shouting, “ Our swords are strong, and our
trust 18 *n God ;” and the boys, with their sticks uplifted,
echoed the words at the top of their voices.

Several Arab women, my neighbours, came and sat with
me when my brother went out; one of them brought a
favourite Arab dish of bleached and crushed walnuts and
vermicelli, baked in butter and sugar (quite hot). These
women all wore full trowsers and tight jackets; some
were made of coloured prints, and others of striped Da-
mascus silk ; Katrine’s simple Bethlehem dress was quite
strange to them, they had never seen the costume before.
They smoked, and chatted, and laughed, and cried by
turns, and retired hastily, veiling themselves, when my
brother came in at midnight to tell me that fifty artillery-
men and thirty Bashi Baziks had arrived from ’Akka, in
consequence of the consular protest; they were placed in
proper positions as sentinels and patrols, and 300 or 400
of the peasantry of a friendly village came to offer their
assistance : many of them were mounted on horses and
carried long spears, the rest had heavy guns; altogether,
the little-place looked quite warlike. Thus protected, we
slept in peace.

The next morning a large party of horsemen arrived
from Shefa ’Omar and dismounted at our house, for they
* had come, they said, especially to protect the English vice-
consulate.

The Tirehites had now quite retreated, but our little town
was still full of excitement; the assembled volunteers and
armed peasantry were galloping about, singing and shout-
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ing, and now and then firing their guns; they seemed
quite disappointed at mnot finding any especial use for
them: the place was so well guarded that there was no
longer any fear of an attack.

Just before sunset I strolled out with my brother through
the quadrangle or castle-court (which was occupied by the
artillery), out at the east gate, through the Moslem cemetery
to the fruit-gardens and the palm-grove. 'We were return-
ing homewards on the sands when the loud and angry
shouting of some herdsmen attracted our notice; a large
number of cattle, some of which were said to be stolen pro-
perty, were being led towards the town, and they were the
subjects of the dispute. A crowd soon assembled, the
noise increased, and an angry contest ensued, till words
were followed by blows. I was led out of the way, and
stationed on an embankment, thrown up years ago by
Ibrahim Pasha’s soldiers. The disturbance was, naturally,
misconstrued by the gallant volunteers and defenders of
Hiifs, and a troop of mounted peasantry issued from the
gates, their long spears uplifted, the dust flying under the
feet of their galloping horses, while their long striped
cloaks and shawl head-dresses (kefias) streamed like flags
or banners,

The cattle and goats fled in all directions, and in their
fright they did not seem to see where they were going, but
blundered into thickets, against rocks and tombs, and into
the sea. I was very nearly thrown down by some of them.

More than a hundred men came out before they dis-
covered it was only a false alarm, and then, regretfully,
they retraced their steps. Saleh, who was with us, told me
to consider it as a little “ fantasia,” got up for my especial
entertainment. .

After our evening meal my brother was called away. I
puzzled over my Arabic lesson for some time, and then
went out on the terrace, where two of the men-servants
were already sleeping. It seemed to me. like a dream to
be standing there alone in the moonlight, the night-silence
only broken by the rippling of the waves on the shore, the
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bleating of my tethered lamb, and distant sounds of shout-
ing and singing.

The next day the Pasha of ’Akka arrived. He visited
each of the consuls, and then held a council at the castle.
It was proposed that a force should march against Tireh, in
order to arrest and punish the plotters of the late attack
on Hiifa; but it was soon made apparent that the Tirehites
had friends at Court and protectors in the Council. Some
Moslems of influence in HAifa had personal interest in the
prosperity of Tireh, for they had considerable property
there, and some of the Tirehites were largely in their
debt ; so, through their interference and bribes, the affair
was allowed to pass by almost unnoticed, notwithstand-
ing the strongly expressed indignation of the consuls and
others.

A few days afterwards, I was invited to a wedding in
the Sakhali family, Chnstlan Arabs of the orthodox Greek
community.

At about eight o’clock A.M. I was led into their church,
a domed building, lighted from above, and gaudy with
highly-coloured, distorted copies of ancient Byzantine pic-
tures ; for the Greeks, though not allowed to have images
to assist them in their devotions, may have pictures, pro-
vided they are not too life-like !

The body of the church, unencumbered by stalls or
chairs, was already nearly filled with wedding guests, hold-
ing lighted (home-made) wax tapers; one was placed in
my hands.

In the centre of the crowd, at a lectern, stood a pnest
and, 1mmed1ate1y before him, the bride, closely shrouded in
a white izzar; a many-coloured muslin ve11 entirely con-
cealed her features

The bridegroom by her side, who was only seventeen,
wore a suit of sky-blue cloth, edged with gold thread, and
a handsome crimson and white shawl girdle: he had only
once seen the face of the bride, and that was six months
before, on the day of the betrothal.

The service was in Arabic, and rapidly uttered in clear
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but monotonous tones: the most important part of it
seemed to be the Gospel narrative of the marriage at Cana,
in Galilee. While the priest was reading it, bread and
wine were handed to the young man; he gave some to the
girl, who, in taking it, was very careful not to expose her
face. )

Immediately afterwards, she held out one of her henna-
stained hands, and a jewelled ring was placed on her finger.
Two crowns, made of gilt foil, were brought by the bride-
groom’s-man and bride’s-woman, and placed on the heads
of the now married pair, who joined hands, and with their
two attendants walked round and round in the midst of
the people, who made way for them and sprinkled them
with rose-water and other scents as they passed, singing,
and shouting good wishes. By the time the circuit had
been made seven times, the veils of the bride and bride’s-
woman were quite saturated, and the two men submitted,
without the slightest resistance, to have bottles of scent
emptied on their tarbouches. As the excitement increased,
the sprinkling became general, and I came in for my share.
Thus ended the ceremony.

While this was going on, a continual shrill screaming
accompaniment was kept up by the female friends of the
bride, who were crowded together in the latticed gallery
overhead. There were very few women in the body of
the church, and those were near relations of the bride or
bridegroom. :

Presently the men formed a procession, and with the
bridegroom in their midst, walked out of church. A pipe-
bearer, carrying a handsome chibouque, was in attendance,
and he handed it to the bridegroom whenever the leaders
paused to dance the sword dance, or to sing some wild ex-
travagant love-song. Rose-water was poured on his head
from the roofs or windows of the houses under which he
passed.

Etiquette required that he should look quite calm and
composed in the midst of the noise and excitement. I was
told by Saleh that he preserved his dignified demeanour
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throughout the day, while his friends and fellow-townsmen
were feasting and making merry round him, and singing
bridal songs.

In the meantime, the bride, with her female attendants
and companions, all veiled, and shrouded in white, walked
very slowly towards her home—the home of her child-
hood ; for she was not to go forth to meet the bridegroom
till after sunset. I accompanied her. We all carried our
tapers, although it was the third hour, ¢.e. about nine
o'clock A.M. We paused now and then while one of the
professional singing women improvised a solo, suitable for
the occasion ; and all the women took up the words, and
joined in chorus, as we walked on again. One verse was
in allusion to the presence of a daughter of England at the
wedding ; it was regarded as a favourable omen. The
chorus was a prayer for the peace and happiness of the
English girl.

‘We mounted a broad, covered stone staircase, and, pass-
ing through a corridor, entered a large, many-windowed
room. The bride was led to a sort of throne, made of
cushions and embroidered pillows, and I was placed by
her side. Her white izzar and veil were taken off; she
looked dreadfully faint and fatigued. She was not more
than fourteen years old, with an oval face, rather large lips,
and black, delicately arched eyebrows. Her eyes were shut;
for custom makes it a point of honour for a bride to keep
them closed, from the time she leaves the chiurch till the
moment she meets the bridegreom at night. She sat in
state, in a kneeling posture, resting on her heels, while the
palms of her hands were placed flat on her knees, as some
Indian deities are represented. Her head-dress was almost
concealed by strings of pearls, festoons of small gold coins,
diamond (or paste) rosettes, and flower-sprays; and her
long hair, twisted with braid in nine plaits, hung down her
back, heavy with little gold ornaments and coins.

She wore a purple velvet jacket, very open in front,
showing her crape shirt and her chest, which was actually
adorned with little bits of leaf-gold! Her necklace, or
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collar of gold coins, was very beautiful ; her skirt of white
and yellow silk almost concealed her full, yellow silk
drawers, Her hands and arms were chequered with deep
orange-brown henna stains; but what struck me more
than all was the glossy, shining lustre of her skin.

While I had been intently watching and observing the
bride, the company of women had quite transformed them-
selves ; they had thrown off their white izzars and veils,
and now appeared in all the colours of the rainbow, in all
sorts of combinations. The faces of many looked as glossy
as the bride’s. Nearly all of them had very large dark
eyes, with the edges of the eyelids blackened with kohl.
Their mouths were rather wide, and revealed large, very
perfect white teeth, which glistened as the teeth -of wild
animals do. Their complexions were generally dark, but
brilliant and clear. They came forward, ene by one, to
kiss the bride’s hand ; but she remained quite passive, and
did not answer any salutations. Dancing and singing com-
menced : 8 woman kept time with a tambourine, and two
or three dancers stood up in the centre of the room, and
attitudinized gracefully but voluptuously; beginning very
slowly—advancing, a8 if reluctantly and timidly, towards
some imaginary object—then retreating, ouly to advance
again, gradually quickening both step and action. The
lookers on sat round on the matted floor, in a double row,
clapping their hands in harmony with the tambourine, and
singing wild, passionate songs, to melodies in a minor key,
in two-four time. As soon as one dancer was tired, another
stood up and replaced her; and four of them worked them-
selves up into such a state of excitement, that they looked
as if they were dying when, at last, they gave way. Some
of the younger girls wore white calico dresses, with small
gold spangles sewn all over them in clusters; others had
on white thin muslin skirts, over blue or red silk trousers,
and red or black velvet jackets; and, when they danced,
they held in their hands embroidered shawls, which they
waved about gracefully. Sweetmeats, fruit, creams, and
various dishes, were served at midday.
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After sunset, the mother and female relations of the
bridegroom came to fetch the bride; and then she com-
menced crying and wailing bitterly. This is expected
of her; and, whether she feel regret or no, she must
show signs of sorrow on leaving her home, and must also
appear unwilling to go forth to meet the bridegroom. This
real or affected reluctance is sometimes carried to such
an extent, that the weeping bride has to be pushed
and dragged along very ungracefully. I have witnessed
ludicrous scenes of this kind. The veiled bride (whose
eyes are still supposed to be closed, but she does peep
about a little) is generally lifted on to a horse; and though
her new home may be only in the next street, she makes
a tour through the town or village, riding very slowly,
attended by a large company of women and girls, carrying
flaming torches, and screaming and singing wildly.

I have often lent my horse to a poor girl, that she may
thus ride in triumph, lifted up among the crowd of torch-
bearers, to meet her bridegroom ; and very often, just before
midnight, I have been attracted to the window to see such
Pprocessions pass by.

Before the going forth of the bride, a party of men and
women convey her ‘rousseau by torch-light to her new
home. A red wooden cradle and a red box are always the
most conspicuous objects ; and sometimes a small looking-
glass, in a gilt frame, is proudly displayed—pillows covered
with bright-coloured silks, a trayful of scented soap, and
perhaps a mattress or two, and a lehaff, according to the
rank of the bride.

On subsequent and persevering inquiry among Arab
ladies, I found out how it was that the bride’s face
looked so lustrous. I learnt that girls are prepared for
marriage with a very great deal of ceremony. There are
women who make the beautifying of brides their especial
profession !

A widow woman, named Angelina, is the chief artiste in
this department of art in Héifa. She uses her scissors and
tweezers freely and skilfully to remove superfluous hair,
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and trains the eyebrow to an arched line, perfecting it with
black pigments. She prepares an adhesive plaster of very
strong, sweet gum, and applies it by degrees all over the
body, letting it remain of for a minute or more ; then she
tears it off quickly, and it brings away with it all the soft
down or hair, leaving the skin quite bare, with an un-
naturally bright and polished appearance, much admired
by Orientals. The face requires very careful manipula-
tion* When women have once submitted to this process,
they look frightful, if from time to time they do not repeat
it; for the hair never grows so soft and fine again. Per-
haps this is one of the reasons why aged Arab women, who
have quite given up all these arts of adornment, look so
haggard and witch-like. In some instances this ordeal
slightly irritates the skin, and perfumed sesame or olive-
oil is applied, or cooling lotions of elder-flower water
are used.

The bride invites her friends to accompany her to the
public bath previous to the wedding day, and sends to
each one a packet of henna, two or three pieces of soap,
and two wax candles. Angelina is generally the bearer
of the message and of these articles, which are always
to be paid for. I have now and then accepted such
invitations.

Bridal parties assemble and sometimes pass three succes-
sive days in the luxury of the Turkish bath. Pipes, sherbet,
coffee, and other refreshments are served, and songs are
sung in honour of the bride, who is, of course, attended by
Angelina, and forms the centre of attraction. Her hair is
unbraided, she is slowly disrobed, and then, with her loins
slightly girdled with crimson silk, she is mounted on high
clogs, and led through halls and passages gradually in-
creasing in temperature, with fountains overflowing their

* Did David allude to this custom (which is evidently a very ancient
one) when he prayed for the physical prosperity of his kingdom,and said,
“May our daughten be as corner stones, polished after the similitude of a
palace?” 1t is only as brides or wives that they could be recognised s

corner stones, helping to build up the nation, md it is then that their
faces are made to shine.
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marble floors; she is placed on a marble platform, near to
a jet of hot water; fullers’ earth is rubbed on her head,
she is lathered with soap, and brushed with a handful of
tow ; then hot water is poured@ over her freely, she is
swathed in long towels, and by slow degrees conducted
back to a more moderate temperature, and lastly to a
fountain of cool water. Her companions in the meantime
undergo the same process. Then, shrouded in muslin, crape
or linen, they sit together, smoking, till they are rested and
refreshed. '

The edges of the eyelids are blackened thus:—a little
instrument, like a silver bodkin, is- dipped in water, and
then into a bottle or box containing an impalpable powder
called %okl, made of antimony and carefully prepared soot;
the blackened point is drawn gently along between the
almost closed lids of the eyes. Poor people use soot alone,
and apply it with pins made of lignum vitee.*

The arms and hands, legs and feet, are bandaged with
narrow tape or braid, like sandals, crossing and re-crossing
each other; then a paste made of moistened henna powder
(the pulverised leaves of the henna tree—Lawsonia) is
spread and bound over them, and allowed to remain on
for several hours. When it is removed, the skin is
found deeply dyed wherever the tape (which is now un-
wound) did not protect it; thus a sort of chequered pattern
is produced, and when it is artistically and delicately done
(as Angelina can do it), the feet look, at a distance, as if
they were sandalled, and the hands, as if they were covered
with mittens of a bright orange or bronze eolour.

Finally, early on the wedding-day, the bride is dressed
in her bridal robes; her hair is braided (in what we call

* This process is probably referred to by Ezekiel xxiii. 40. “ Ye have
sent for men to come from far; for whom thou didst wash thyself, paintedst
thy eyes, and deckedst thyself with ornaments.” And it is written that
Jezebel “ painted her eyes,” or “put her eyes in painting.” And Jeremiah
says in the fourth chapter and thirtieth verse, ‘“ Though thou deckest thee
w1th ornaments of gold ; though thou rentest thy face (or a8 it should be
. whitten, thine eyes) with painting, in vain shalt thou make thyself fair,” &c.
So we may regard the use of kohl as a very ancient custom.
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the Grecian plait), small pieces of leaf-gold are stuck on
her forechead and on her breast; care is taken not to con-
ceal any of the stars or spots tattooed on her face or chest
in infancy ; a line of blue dots encircling the lips is some-
times seen, and a spot on the chin is very common. A
little rouge is added to heighten the colour of the cheeks
when considered necessary.

Angelina gets in sad disgrace with the clergy of Haifa,
for encouraging all this vanity (out of which she by-the-
by makes a good living), and she goes from one church
to another for absolution, sometimes reckoning herself a
Greek, and sometimes a Latin, and sometimes a Melchite,
according to the leniency of the respective priests.

The Arab women are very much wedded to the ancient
customs of the country, and they will not abandon them
notwithstanding the persevering efforts of the priesthood.

The Greek Catholic Church vainly pronounces ana-
themas, and threatens with excommunication those women
who tattoo themselves, and use kohl, and henna, and rouge ;
they will persist in it while they believe it adds to their
beauty, and to their powers of attraction, and in vain the
noisy processions at weddings and at burials are forbidden,
80 long as the people believe them to be propitious. Their
respect for custom is stronger even than their fear of the
Church, and if the priests persisted in carrying out their
threats of excommunication for such offences, their congre-
gations would soon be scattered ; so they are lenient, and
thus Greek and Roman forms of Christianity are blended
insensibly with ceremonies and practices so ancient that
their origin even is unknown.

This is not the only difficulty which the priests find to
contend with in the pastoral care of Arab women.

In 1859 & number of black silk mittens were sold in
Hiifa by a pedlar from Beirt. They were a novelty to
the Arab women, who were quite proud of this addition
to their toilette, and displayed their mittened hands
delightedly in church. The priest of the Greek Catholic
community actually denounced them from the altar, for«

H
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bidding the adoption of gloves, mittens, or any new and
expensive luxury in their dress, and cautioned them also
against exposing any part of their ornamental head-dresses
in church !

I had a very interesting conversation a few days after-
wards with the utterer of this denunciation, and he
explained to me his reason for this seemingly strange inter-
ference about the mittens. He said he considered it very
important to check, if possible, the inroad of Frank taste
among the Arab women; for, if they were to adopt the
Frank dress, which requires many changes of apparel, and
alters its fashions frequently, a trousseau would be so
expensive that young men would not be able to marry, and
early unions, which are so desirable in the East, would be
prevented. The costly articles of a genuine Arab ward-
robe last a lifetime, and are heirlooms, whereas the gala
dresses of a Frank wardrobe must be renewed every year.
This priest spoke feelingly, for he was an Arab, a husband,
and the father of a large family of girls. It is quite clear
that in matters of fashion and custom, the priests have very
little influence ; but in towns where the Arabs have much
intercourse with Europeans, they gradually adopt some of
their manners, and imitate their costumes, by degrees
abandoning their own.

On the 1st of October the victories in the Crimea were
announced and celebrated in ’Akka; five times during
the day, twenty-one guns were fired, and at night the town
was illuminated, and bonfires were made on the hills which
" encircle the bay. In HAifa a great portion of the lately
acquired supply of ammunition was used in feux de jote, the
minaret and the consulates were lighted up, and we bor-
rowed lamps from the Jewish synagogue to deck the
English flagstaff!

At night the place was very animated. We went out
with Saleh Sakhali, and Mohammed Bek, a distinguished
looking handsome Moslem, and two or three of his friends.
Ytsef led the way, with “a lantern for our feet.” It
threw light now and then on such muddy pools, guttered
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streets, and heaps of vegetable refuse, that it was quite indis-
pensable. 'We made our way to the narrow, ill-constructed
but well-supplied bazaar, which is generally deserted at
sunset, but that night the shops were all open ; pipes, red
and yellow shoes and boots, embroidered slippers, Man-
chester prints, Damascus silks, purple linen, shawls, jars,
lamps and cooking utensils, fruit, sweetmeats, and samples
of grain, were exposed by the light of a hundred lanterns,
and groups of Arabs in their f¥te day dresses were on all
the counters ; and in the open caf¥s and barbers’ shops, story-
tellers and singers attracted earnest listeners. Showers of
sugar-plums were thrown from one side of the place to the
other, and boys were busy scrambling for them.

Mohammed Bek and Saleh and a few Arab friends spent
the evening with us: one of them inquired what kind
of stories of romances English people liked.

‘We had recently read “Jane Eyre,” so my brother began
translating it to them, au courant, somewhat condensing
it, and adapting it to Arab comprehension. The listeners
were so interested that they came several successive nights
for an hour or two to hear it to the end. I mention this
because two years afterwards, when travelling in the inte-
rior, we heard this story, somewhat altered and modified, but
well told, by an Arab who did not know its source: we
soon traced it to some of our guests of that night. Perhaps
some future colleetor of Arabian tales may be puzzled by
hearing the Oriental version of this very unoriental romance,
and may fancy he has found the origin of the plot of “ Jane
Eyre,” and rob the little imaginative recluse of Yorkshire of
the credit of her wonderful power and originality.

Aisop’s fables, freely translated in the same way, with
the help of illustrations, gave great pleasure to our Arab
friends ; our maps puzzled them, and excited their interest
and curiosity, and they had faith in them, when they
found that by the assistanee of 2 map of Palestine, I, a
stranger, could tell the names and directions of most of the
towns and villages for miles around.

The Moslem guests were at first rather shy, and hardly

’ H2
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ventured to address me, for they are not in the habit of
seeing any women except their wives, slaves, and servants,
and they never see any Christian women.

I had been advised to avoid meeting my brother's
Moslem guests, for the sole reason that they seclude their

- female relatives, but we did not wish to imitate Oriental
exclusiveness unnecessarily, and I found much to interest
me in my intercourse with them ; they always behaved to
me with respectful and chivalrous kindness.

The Levantine ladies (who hide themselves from Moslems
almost as scrupulously as the native Arabs do) were rather
surprised, and they explained to me that it was quite con-
trary to custom, for Moslems to see females out of their
own families, and that the laws of their religion forbade
them to do so.

I took the first opportunity to make inquiry on the
subject, and when two or three of the most intelligent and
learned of our Moslem friends were assembled one evening
at our house, I told them I had an important question to
ask them. I first reminded them that neither the customs
of my country, nor the voice of my conscience, forbade me
to see any of my fellow-creatures, On the contrary, I was
taught to love every one, knowing that we are all of one
family, the children of one God, and created by his will.
Then T said, “Is there any law (which you regard as sacred
and binding) forbidding you to see and converse with
women out of your own individual families? If there is
such a law, I will not cause you to disobey it, but will help
you to keep it, by hiding myself from you.”

They seemed to be taken by surprise, but they clearly
explained and proved to me that there is no law of the
kind, and it is the law of custom only which immures
the women in their harims. Mohammed Bek said that
their women are now quite unfitted for society, and would
not know how to conduct themselves in the presence of
strangers. “If we gave them liberty, they would not
know how to use it. Their heads are made of wood. They
are not like you, When you speak; we no longer remember
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~ that you are a girl : we think we are listening to a sheik,
To live in the world knowledge and wisdom are necessary.
Our wives and daughters have neither wisdom nor know-
ledge. Give them wisdom, and we will give them liberty.”

Satisfied on this point, I continued to see them, and I
never had reason to regret it. I think I gave them some
new ideas on the capabilities and capacities of women,
which may in time be turned to account.

Yassin Agha, one of our most frequent guests, invited
me to visit his family. I went with my brother. We were
first received in a large vaulted room by the Agha and his
sons and a few Moslem gentlemen, then the eldest son was
desired to conduct me to the harim, that part of the house
especially occupied by women. He led me across a court,
and up an open stairway, into a large, handsome room
paved with marble, where a group of women waited to
welcome me. He introduced me to his grandmother, an
aged-looking women, almost blind, and to his own mother,
and then he left me. They wore jackets and full trowsers
made of common print. They led me into an inner apart-
ment, where a younger wife of the Agha, gaily decked with
embroidery, jewellery, and flowers, was seated with a number
of children, slaves, and servants (the latter seemed to
occupy almost the same position in the establishment as
their mistresses, but some of them were very dirty, untidy,
and ragged). In an open brazier in the middle of this
room a charcoal fire was burning, and a little child sick
with fever was on a mattress in the corner. The air was
dry and hot, and I found it difficult to breathe, especially
when they all crowded round me. My dress was examined
with curiosity, and if I had not gently but firmly resisted,
I think I should have been disrobed, so eager were they to
see how my clothes were made and fastened. They patted
me, stroked my hair, and called me all sorts of pet names ;
they asked me if I were betrothed, and whether my brother
had a harim, and if he were fair and handsome. When I
took off my light kid gloves, one of the children began to
cry, saying, “Behold, see, the stranger is skinning her
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hands.” Lemonade and sweetmeats were handed to me,
and coffee was prepared by a black slave, who crouched
down by the charcoal fire. Narghilés and long pipes were
passed from one to another; the one which I smoked had
a very beautiful jewelled mouthpiece, sent up by the Agha
for my use. I explained to them I had learnt to smoke in:
their country, and that in England ladies do not smoke.
They took me into a room well stocked with lehaffs and
mattresses, some of which were covered with silk. They
asked if I could work, and were surprised when I an-
swered I could make all my clothes. They told me that
nearly all their dresses were made by tailors, and that their
mattresses, lehaffs, and divans were covered and made by
upholsterers, so that they did very little needlework them-
gelves. The eldest son, who had been my guide, came to
fetch me, and took me into a small but lofty room, with
palm fronds at least twelve feet long in each corner, and
dates hanging up in rich clusters from the rafters.

I called afterwards on Mohammed Bek ; he only had one
wife, a pleasant young woman, who, with her infant
daughter, were under the especial duennaship of the Bek’s
mother, one of the most dignified-looking Arab women I
ever saw. .

The young wife, Miriam, was dressed in a dark cloth
jacket and pink cotton trowsers. She was very much
tattooed ; a row of blue dots round her large thick lips, a
star on her forehead, and a little crescent on her chin. Her
eyebrows were strongly marked, and her lashes very long.
At her side, in her girdle, she had a gold crescent-shaped
box or case, embossed and chased ; it contained an inscrip-
tion in Arabic characters, and she regarded it as a potent
charm.

Her little child had on a green silk skull cap, to which
were fastened coins, strings of pearls, and & blue bead to
avert the effect of the glance of an “evil eye.” Broad
bands of silver, with tinkling bells attached to them, were
fastened round her ankles, and she pattered about on the
matted floor with her little naked feet to make them ring.
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She had on a tight green silk jacket, and short full Turkish
trowsers, and a small red shawl for a girdle.

I liked these people very much, and often went to see
them. One day when I called (about two years after my
first visit) Miriam told me that she feared her husband was
looking out for another wife ; some Moslem ladies, who had
heard the rumour at the Turkish baths, had told her. She
said, “I have lived for four years with the Bek and his
mother, and I have been very happy, but I shall be happy
no longer if he brings home a new bride ; she will take his
soul from me. Speak to him, oh, my sister, that he may
not take another wife ; he will listen to you, for your words
are pearls and diamonds.” :

I ascertained afterwards that the report was true, for
Mohammed was negotiating a marriage with a girl of a
tribe of the Metwalis ; this was, however, soon afterwards
broken off, for the family or clan to which the Bek belonged
became involved in a feud with the Metwalis, consequently
the marriage could not take place. Mohammed had never
seen the lady, so he was easily consoled, and Miriam
rejoiced exceedingly.

In a third harim which I visited I found four wives, who
seemed to live very contentedly together ; they were kindly
treated and very much indulged, and were often allowed to
go (well guarded) to the Turkish baths, and to visit other
harims

Their husband, Sheik Abdallah, always had in his estab-
lishment the full allowance of four wives, and when one
died the vacancy was soon filled. Though still in the prime
of life, he had already had seven wives. I ascertained by
degrees from them that they held supremacy in turn, for
the space of a few days or a week, and the honoured one
was said to be “ holder of the keys,” for during her tempo-
rary sway she is always in full dress, the mistress of the
reception-room, and the favoured one of the lord of the
harim, while the rest attend to the cooking and household
matters. This family seemed to be very well regulated,
and I never saw any signs of ill-feeling between the wives,
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although the youngest and prettiest had no childrén, while
the eldest, a lady of Nabulus, had three sons, and the two
others, who came respectively from Saida and Damascus,
had each a son and daughter.

The sheik always sought for wives in various and far
distant towns, After marriage the women rarely if ever came
in contact with their relatives ; thus, having no connexions
in Héifa, they naturally sympathized with each other as
strangers in a strange place. There were no old quarrels
or jealousies to revive; on the contrary, there must have
been subjects of novelty and interest to communicate, and
perhaps this was one of the reasons why Abdallah’s harim
" was more homelike and harmonious than any other
which T visited.*

The chief room is long and narrow, with unglazed wooden
latticed windows on three sides of it; a raised divan at one
end, and narrow carpeted and cushioned mattresses on the
floor close to the walls.

I had known this family about three years, when one
day as I sat in that room, surrounded by the four wives,
their children, and slaves, the sheik himself was suddenly
announced. All rose up at his coming. He took his seat
by my side on the divan. None of the women ventured to
git in his presence until he invited them to do so.

They all vied with each other to serve him: one placed
a pillow for him cosily, another handed him sherbet, and

* It seems to me that Sheik Abdallah thus carried out, in its most
extreme sense, the spirit of the injunction of Moses, not to take a woman’s
sister to wife  to vex her in her life-time.”

Abdallah would not even run the risk of marrying any two members of
one family, or even two girls from the same town or village ; he was shrewd
and clever, and understood the disadvantages of such unions. When Moses
gave theabove law he was legislating for a people who, like the Moslems, prac-
tised polygamy and recognized it as lawful. He in his wisdom may not have
approved of it, but he tried to mitigate its evils, and make the best of it;
he had no doubt often witnesed (as I have done) the quarrels, disputes, and
jealousies which arise in harims where the several wives of one man are
nearly related to each other. The more remote the connexion or relation-
ship among the women in a harim, the more chance there appears to be of
peace within its walls,
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the favoured one had the especial privilege of preparing
and lighting his pipe. He spoke very gently and kindly to
them all, and fondled his children lovingly. He was in
indoor costume, and wore a long gown, called a kiimbaz,
made of white goat's hair, striped with white spun silk,
and over it a bright blue cloth pelisse, edged with fur, a
very large white muslin turban, and yellow pointed slippers,
without stockings.

T asked him if he had any books : so he despatched one of
his little sons, with orders to bring to me all that were in
the house ; and soon a slave came with a pile of dusty folios,
consisting of MS. copies of the Koran illuminated pro-
fusely, books of medicine and magic; but the favourite
volume was brought by one of the wives. It was a thick,
clumsy-looking quarto, and consisted of careful and de-
tailed interpretations of dreams and omens of all kinds;
in fact, it was a MS. divination dictionary. The subjects
were arranged in alphabetical order, beautifully written in
large red letters, and the explanations were in black ink:
the paper was so thick, yellow, and glossy, that I at first
mistook it for vellum. As the sheik turned over the leaves
of this book, he said, “ Lady, what was the dream of your
last sleep?” I reflected an instant, and answered, “1 was
walking by the sea-shore, near the river Kishon, and was
very tired, when suddenly a white horse, ready saddled, rose
and stood before me, as if offering his services, so I mounted
and rode on as if I were flying till I awoke.” The women
cried out, “ It is a good dream !” and the sheik looked in
the dictionary for the words “white horse,” and *sea-
shore,” and, after some consideration, assured me that my
dream was a very good one, and that though great dangers
surrounded me, I should certainly escape from them. None
of the women could read a single letter; but if anything
could induce them to learn, I think it would be their
desire to read that book, every line of which they listened
to most eagerly.

A tray of sweetmeats, nuts, fruit, and other dishes, was
brought in: the sheik ate with me, and then retired, for
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none of the women would eat in his presence. I never
saw an instance of an Arab woman eating with men,
except in families which had been strongly influenced
by European society.

These ladies were all very clever in making preserves,
marmalade, and sweetmeats, and in preparing meat dishes,
and seemed to be very devoted mothers. The children
looked happy, and the elder sons were fine intelligent
youths. '

In spite of the good-natured cheerfulness of the women,
I felt there was something wanting: only the material
part of their nature was developed, and developed so dis-
proportionately, that the Moslems were right when they
said, that in their present state they are unfit for general
society.

In some of the harims the women live very unhappily,
and are only like spies on each other. In some cases men
who have two wives are obliged also to have two homes,
that peace may be ensured. The majority of Moslems do
not practise polygamy.

Disagreements frequently arise from jealousy about off-
spring : the wife who has only daughters looks with hatred
and envy on the mother rejoicing over an infant boy ; and
I can fully realize the passionate despair of Hannah when
provoked by Peninnah, and the muttered prayer and ex-
citement which Eli mistook for the frenzy of drunkenness;
and I can fancy I hear her at last triumphing and exult-
ing over her son Samuel, in words of praise and prayer,
inspired by the strongest feelings of her nature.

I expected to find very large families in those houses
where there were two or more wives; but, as a rule, this
was not the case; and in the Jewish and Christian quar-
ters the children are much more numerous than in the
Moslem quarters. The Jews in Syria are permitted to
take a second wife, if the first has no hope of having any
children.

Early in October, on & pleasant afternoon, I went with

'y brother into onme of the fruit-gardens just outside
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Hiifa. We cautiously made our way, one by one, down
& short narrow lane of prickly pears, and passed a little
mud and stone hut, the dwelling of the gardener and his
family : they were Egyptians (who are considered much
more skilful than Arabs in the cultivation of the ground).
Fig-trees, pomegranates, almonds, elders, olives, palms,
lemons, shaddocks (or, as they are called in Arabic, “le-
mfln held,” sweet lemons), and cucumbers of many kinds,
flourished under his care. However, as everything is sold
in the market according to a tariff regulated by the govern-
ment, there is very little motive or inducement for emula-
tion among gardeners, and no attempt is made to improve
and perfect the delicious fruits and valuable vegetables of
the country,—quantity, without regard to quality, is the
consideration of the Oriental cultivator.

Under an olive-tree, in the middle of the garden, on an
old piece of matting, sat an aged Arab woman, her ragged
white linen head-dress arranged so as to shade her eyes,
which were afflicted with ophthalmia; her cotton dress
was patched over and over again, and a heavy striped abbai,
or travelling cloak, was thrown over her feet. She was
intently mumbling to herself, and slipping the beads of a
black rosary rapidly through her long thin fingers. Near
to her was a little nook made of piled-up stones and earth,
and covered with old matting: it was not much bigger
than the hood of a bassinette, but it was evidently in-
tended to shelter her head at night, for a rolled-up mattress
and some heavy wadded quilts were close to it. Old
clothes were hanging on the tree above her, not for the
sake of drying them, but the branch was her clothes-peg,
and the tree her wardrobe. Two basins were behind the
tree trunk, and the remains of a wood fire between two
blocks of stone: this was her kitchen. We greeted her
with “ Peace be upon you,” but she gave us only gloomy
answers, saying, “ For me there is no peace,” and still con-
tinued fingering her beads, without raising her head. She
said an “evil eye” had looked upon her, and “destroyed
the power” of her life. A pleasant sound of falling water



108 DOMESTIC LIFE IN PALESTINE,

attracted us up to the large square raised stone reservoir,
round which, seated on a low parapet, a party of Arabs were
smoking and chatting. Water was falling with some force
into this pool, from a duct supplied by large earthenware
jars, fixed with ropes, made of palm-fibre, to a large wheel,
which was kept in motion by a blindfolded mule, and as
it turned round it dlpped into a well, and the jars were
filled with water, and in rising up again they emptled
themselves into the duct, and so on again and again, as
long as the mule kept up its monotonous round, urged on
by a little barefooted boy, stick in hand. A hole in the
lower part of the wall of the reservoir was every day un-
plugged for a certain time, and the water allowed to flow
into the little channels or furrows which traversed the
beds of vegetables and encircled the trees.

As we left the garden, a donkey, laden with the red
shells or rinds of pomegranates, passed us. I was sur-
prised to learn that the bright yellow dye used to stain
leather is prepared from them.

We were walking towards the sands, through the burial
ground : the sun had set. 'We had left behind us at some
distance all the evening loungers about the town-gate, and
all the smokers by the well-side and the garden, when we
saw advancing towards us, in the twilight, a powerful-
looking black man, girdled with sackcloth, carrying a staff,
or rather the trunk of a slender tree, which still retained
two or three of its forked branches. The man was tall,
but his staff was high above him: he walked with an
unsteady gait, and we soon recognised him as an African
maniac, of whom some of the Europeans of Hifa had
complained to the governor, because he -walked in the
streets quite naked: in consequence of this he had been
turned out of town. We passed him, and then he followed
close behind us, muttering and making strange noises. It
was not very pleasant to have such an attendant. We
turned sharply round and faced him, and then walked
towards the town: he turned also, and preceded us. We
were still among the tombs ; and, in the rapidly-increasing
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darkness, it appeared the dreariest place imaginable,—
rocky and desolate, with tombs of all periods, some in the
last stages of decay, falling and crumbling into strange
shapes and heaps, others partially concealed by small dark
evergreen oaks, and here and there was a newly-whitened
sepulchre, which seemed to shine with a light of its own.
The black man did not accompany us beyond this domain
of death ; and when I looked back, and saw him standing
there among the tombs, swaying himself and his sceptre
to and fro, I could not help thinking of the description,
in the gospel narrative, of that man who met Christ on
the shores of the Sea of Galilee, and “whick had devils
long time, and ware mo clothes, neither abode in any
house, but in the tombs”* 1 did not suppose the poor
African maniac was possessed of devils, but I thought he
might very likely be seized with the spirit of revenge; so
I was glad to be out of his reach, and safe within the
gates of the town.

* Luke viii. 27.



CHAPTER VL

N Saturday, October 13th, we made ready for a frip

to Nazareth (Nésirah), to meet Mr. Finn there ; we

started at about three o’clock in the afternoon, accompanied

by our friend Saleh Sakhali, one kawass, and an Egyptian
groom.

‘We went out at the east gate, crossed the burial ground,
approached the Carmel range, and skirted the base of the
hills, which are overgrewn with low brushwood and ever-
green oaks; we took a south-easterly direction, with the
terraced slopes on our right hand, and a marshy plain on
our left, all bright with lush green grass, tall rushes, and
reeds in full blossom.

‘We met strings of camels bringing grain from the Haurfin,
for the merchants in H4ifa and ’Akka; the peasants and
camel-drivers were all fully armed, and seemed as ready for
attack as for defence.

Presently we passed a more peaceful looking party, con-
sisting of a family belonging to the next village,—first
came a young girl, wearing a rather short open dress of
old striped crimson silk, made like a very scanty dressing-
gown, a long white shirt of very coarse heavy linen, and
a shawl girdle fastened low ; a purple scarf sheltered her
head and face (all but her large dark eyes), and fell over
her shoulders ; she walked barefoot, and carried her yellow
shoes in her hands. A woman with an infant son in her
arms followed, riding on a large white donkey, which was
urged on by a man who walked close behind ; we exchanged
greetings, and the strangers said to us, “May Allah lead
you in the path that is straight.” In about forty minutes,
we reached the spring of Sa’adeh which supplies one of
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the tributary streams of the Kishon ; it gushes out of a deep
cavernous recess in the steep cliff, and forms a large spread-
ing natural reservoir, where many kinds of ferns are fostered.
Saleh told me that Arab poets call a stream “a daughter of
the hills ;”—he led the way where he knew there were firm
stepping stones, and we splashed through water, in some
parts about two feet deep, guiding our horses between
masses of rock and great stone boulders, surrounded by tall
reeds and water plants; our progress was somewhat im-
peded by a number of goats and cattle, which were being
led to the fountain.

- Just beyond this we saw, high up on the hills on our
right, a picturesque-looking Moslem village, called Kefr-
esh-Sheik ; on the flat roofs of its white stone huts there

were little summer-houses, made of tree branches, long palm- .

fronds, and reeds; most of the villagers in this district
make these pleasant shelters in the summer time; it re-
minded me of the Jewish Feast of Tabernacles.

Busy groups were on the threshing floors; & man was
winnowing a heap of wheat, by lifting up as much as he
could at a time, and as he let it fall gradually, the wind
carried away the chaff; we lingered a moment by the old
stone well in.the olive grove, near to it we saw & number
of strong masculine-looking laughing girls; in a few
minutes we came to the little village of Ain-jir, with palm-
trees and flourishing gardens round it; at this point we
turned away from the hills, and made our way across the
fertile plain. A serpentine line of verdure marks the course
of the Kishon; we approached it where it flows between
steep banks of rich loamy soil, nearly fifteen feet high,
bordered with fine oleanders, wild lupins, tall and blue, and
St. John’s wort, covered with golden flowers. There was
not much water flowing, for there had not been any rain in
Galilee for a long time, but the muddy bed, which at this
spot is about twenty feet broad, seemed to me as if it
would swallow us up.*

T have seen this stream swollen and rapid, after heavy

* This river is called by the Arabs el-Mukutta’, i. e. the Ford.
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rains, when the winter torrents of Galilee and Carmel flow
into it; then it is a river “with waters to swim in, a
river that cannot be passed over;” and I can well imagine
the hosts of Sisera, his chariots and horses, struggling there ;
and how “the river Kishon swept them away, that ancient
river, the river Kishon.” (Judges v.21.) We crossed safely,
and rode on, due east, to traverse some rounded hills,
crowned with evergreen oaks, hawthorns, and seringas (I
have seen them in the spring-time full of blossom, when
the ground which they shelter is carpeted with hyacinths,
cyclamen, anemones, and narcissus). This is one of the
most extensive oak woods in Galilee, the oak leaves are
small and prickly, and the acorns large and long.

Here cheetahs are sometimes captured or killed (for the
. sake of their skins, which are made into saddle-cloths),
foxes have their holes, and hyenas, cats, jackals, and wild
boars abound ; the town Arabs are by no means enthusiastic
hunters ; a Nimrod is rarely met with now, except among
the European colonists.

In a little open glade we dismounted, and rested just
outside the solitary tent of a peasant, while we took some
refreshing fruit, then we hdstened on again ; these hills are
renowned for echoes, which are called by Arabs, “the
daughters of sound ;” my companions brought them forth,
by firing their guns and shouting, and they made the forest
ring with their songs; at its eastern extremity the trees
grow so closely together, and the branches hang so low,
that I had to ride cautiously, to avoid sharing the fate of
Absolom ; when we came out of the wood, we found our-
selves on the brow of a high steep and terraced declivity ;
the smooth plain of Esdraelon Minor was immediately below
us, one half of it shaded by the hills on which we stood,
and the other half, as well as the opposite hills, were in
bright sunlight. The little village of Nain was pointed out
to me far away on the right.

‘We descended by a pleasant winding road, the trees were
more and more scattered, and at the foot of the hill, only
low brushwood grew.
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We cantered across the plain, and ascended a low
rounded hill, on which stood a village, literally formed of
dust and ashes; the mud hovels looked like dust-heaps,
and their interiors were little better than dust-holes; but
out of these abodes heaps of clothing crawled, scarcely look-
ing like human beings, till they slowly rose, assuming forms
of strange grace and dignity, and gazed at us with serious and
untroubled eyes. We saw a group of old women leaning
over a square hole dug in the ground ; Saleh told me this
was the village oven. The bottom of it glowed with red
heat; the fuel, composed of peat and dried dung* was
partially covered with stones, upon which thin flat loaves
are thrown and quickly baked. When quite new, the bread
thus prepared is crisp outside and rather soft within; but
when a day old, it is of the consistency of leather, and
very indigestive. The women in their dusky veils and
dresses, crouching round that primitive oven, reminded me
of the incantation scene in “ Macbeth.” '

The children of the place were beautiful, though bronzed
by the sun, and smeared with dust and dirt; some were
clothed in rags of all colours, but the majority were quite
naked.

Welooked back across the plain—the sun had gone dowh
behind the wooded hills, and red watch-fires gleamed here
and there on the terraces and in the plain, guides and
beacons for the shepherds and the fellahin. Presently a
party of wild-looking Arabs met us; their leader was thé
son of .a cavalry officer, who had just been dismissed from
Turkish service. He and his followers were desperate fellows,
noted for deeds of daring. They saluted us, and said they
had'come on purpose to meet and escort us to Nazareth ;
this was quite an impromptu invention, for no one but
Mr. Finn knew of our intention to go to Nazareth ; how-
ever, they turned and accompanied us. They looked very
picturesque ; their large heavy cloaks were made of camel-
hair, with broad brown and white stripes; on their heads

* See Ezekiel iv. 15. “Lo! I have given thee cowa dung, end 1;houl
shalt prepare thy bread therewith.” .

I
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they wore red and yellow kefias (fringed shawls), put on
like hoods, and fastened round the crown with double ropes
made of camel’s hair; their spears, adorned with ostrich
feathers, were twelve or thirteen feet long.

‘We paused at a spring, festooned with ferns, and bordered
with mossy stones, and alighted for a few minutes to
water our horses. When Saleh was on the point of re-
mounting, his mare suddenly started off, and soon dis-
appeared in the dusky distance. Saleh was quite discon-
certed, for the animal was a favourite one, and so docile
that it was never considered necessary to tether her; she
was accustomed to follow her master, and to obey his call
like a dog; but in a moment he remembered that the
village of which his mare was a native was about a quarter
of an hour’s distance from the spring, and this explained
the cause of the flight. He immediately mounted a horse
belonging to one of the Arabs, and galloped away. He
actually found his mare standing quietly in the court of the
house in which she had been born, surrounded by her former
owners, who were marvelling greatly.

Saleh rejoined us, and we soon entered the hill-country
which encircles Nazareth. Our volunteer attendants rode
now before and now behind, singing and shouting. Higher
and higher we rose, meeting the fresh mountain air. It was
so dark that I could only just perceive the figure imme-
diately before me, and the loose white stones which clattered
under my horse’s feet, and the smooth slabs of rock over
which he every now and then slipped and stumbled.

For about an hour I rode on silently, hardly knowing"
where I was going, but following in faith the steps of my
leader. I was roused from a reverie by the words: “ We
are entering the olive-groves of Nazareth.” I could just
distinguish a range of hills, forming an amphitheatre in the
shape of a horseshoe, and the extent of the town could be
traced by the lights gleaming from the windows of the
houses which thickly dotted the valley below, and were
f,vrouped here and there on the hillsides. The Arabs keep
amps burning in their rooms all night to chase away evil
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spirits,. 'We descended abruptly between hedges of prickly
pears, greeted by loudly barking dogs, and inhaling a close
suffocating odour of dust and decayed vegetables. The
words, “ Hold your horse’s head well up, for it is very steep
here,” prepared me now and then for a jerk down some
rocky ledge or dusty declivity. At-last we were safe in the
valley, our escort disappeared, and we were led to the
roomy but half-deserted house of Saleh, where” he had
tesided until the death of his father, a few months previous,
and where his brother and young sisters still lived. Two
empty rooms were soon swept and garnished by men
and boys, who brought a supply of matting, mattresses,
cushions, and pillows from another part of the house, and
we made ourselves at home. While we took supper, Saleh
told me that his father, the head of a large family, had,
duringhis lifetime, accumulated a considerable sum of money,
which he kept in a secret place, probably buried. It was
expected that he would some day tell his heirs where the
treasure was concealed, but unhappily he was on a journey
from Tiberias, “when the Angel of Death met him.” He
was surrounded only by servants and strangers, to whom
bhe could not entrust the important communication, and
there was no time to send for his sons, so he died, and the
secret died with him. Saleh, the eldest son, caused careful
search to be made in and under the premises, but up to this
time the property has not been found.

It is a very common practice, especially in the interior, to
secrete jewels and gold in this way, and ancient deposits of
great intrinsie value (and still greater interest as works of
art and illestrations of history) are sometimes found.

The law of treasure-trove in Palestine, I believe, awards
one-third to the finder, one-third to the owner of the ground
on which the property is found, and one-third to the
Government.

There are certain men who spend nearly all their lives
in seeking for (kandz) hidden treasures. Some of them
become maniacs, desert their families, and though they are
often so poor that they beg their way from door to door,

12
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and from village to village, they believe themselves to be
rich. There are others, who are called “sakir:”—necro-
mancers—who seem to work systematically, and have a
very curious method of prosecuting the search.

They select certain sensitive individuals, who are believed
to have the power of seeing objects concealed in the earth,
or elsewhere ; but the faculty is only active when roused by
the influence of necromantic ceremonies, which are under-
stood by the professional treasure-seeker. He properly
prepares the medium, and calls into full activity the
visionary power ; then, in obedience to his command, the
hiding-places of treasures are said to be minutely described.
On being restored to the normal state, the medium does
not remember any of the revelations which may have been
made. . The practice of this art is considered “haram”—
t.e. unlawful, and is carried on secretly and not extensively.
Those people of whom I made inquiries on the subject
spoke with fear and trembling, and mysteriously whispered
their explanations.

I knew an Arab famjly, of which all the female members
are believed to be seers (clairvoyants?); they are all
nervous and excitable to a high degree, and one of them
is slightly deranged in intellect.*

Until a late hour visitors flocked in to see us, for our
arrival was soon known throughout the Christian quarter.
* Does this system of the Sikir: throw any light on the history of the
¢ Zahuris” of Spain, who were said to have the power of seeing into the
recesses of the earth? The name is evidently of Eastern derivation, for

"¢ Zahur” is the Arabic for appearing.

In the 1st vol. of “The Cradle of the Twin Giants, Science and History,”
by the Rev. Henry Christmas, page 344, the following passages occur :—

“ Debrio, in his ‘Disquisitiones Magice,’ edition of Mayence, 1606,
says there is a class of men in Spain who are called Zahuris. When he
was staying at Madrid, in 1575, a boy of that kind was there; these
persons were said to be able to spy out what was concealed in the earth,

subterraneous wawrs, metals, hidden treasure, or dead bodies. The thing
was generally known, and its possibility believed in, not only by poets but
by ‘philosophers.”

“We quote the followmg concernmg a lady, from the Mercure de France,
of 1728. ¢She perceives what is hid in the earth, dmtmgumhmg stones,
.sand, springs, to the depth of thu'ty or forty fathoms.’ ”
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First camhe Jirius el Yakfib, with his fat, burly figure, his
crisp grey beard and twinkling eyes shining from under
a large shawl turban. He is Mr. Finn's agent for Nazareth,
and is very proud of his office, and of the few words of
English which he can speak.

Saleh’s pretty little sister,  J: alily,” .e. “the Glorious,” led
me to the room prepared for me. Her age was about eleven,
and her face the fairest I had seen in Palestine; it was a
pure oval, with a straight nose, small well-defined lips, long
dark lashes and delicately pencilled eyebrows. The edges
of her eyelids were strongly tinged with kohl, which gave
sirange power to large melancholy grey eyes—her finger-
nails were slightly stained with henna, and her toe-nails
deeply dyed.

She wore a violet-coloured muslin kerchief folded over
her soft brown hair, crossed under her chin and tied in
a bow at the top of her head. Her dress was green, edged
with yellow braid, and open at the throat, showing a neck-
lace of silver and coral ornaments.

(I think green is a favourite colour among Christian
Arabs now, because, until lately, they were forbidden to
wear it, for the Moslems regard it as their sacred colour.)

T awoke, and rose early, for a half-opened door, which I
had not noticed by the dim lamp of the previous night,
attracted my attention ; just within it were three narrow
steps, each higher than my knee. I climbed up, and turn-
ing sharply round, groped my way up three other steps,
still more steep, and then stumbled against a low cracked
wooden door, which I unfastened with difficulty; and when
it burst open I found it led to a terraced roof, to which -
there was no other access. The roof was high, and com-
manded g, beautiful view of the town, with its mosque and-
minarets, surrounded by tall dark cypress-trees, and the
convent buildings conspicuous in the.Christian quarter.
The mists were gradually passing away from-the valley and
floating up the hill-sides. The houses are- of white lime-
stone, square and flat-roofed, they look clean and cheerful :
the ancient “city was built on a hill,” but modern Naza-
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reth, which is unwalled, has gradually crept into the
valley, at the bottom of which all the newest and largest
houses are erected.

Little Jalily was in an open court below with some
women servants, who were making bread and chopping
meat. She saw me, and ran up to greet me, saying, “ May
the day be white to you;” then she taught me the usual
answer, “May 1t be to you as milk.”

It was Sunday ; we went to the Latin Church of the
Annunciation. 'We made our way through the nave, which
is large and lofty. Onme side was crowded with men and
boys bareheadéd, and the other side occupied by women,
kneeling on the marble pavement in rows ;. their foreheads
and the lower parts of their faces were quite concealed by
folds of muslin and linen. As we passed by, they with
one accord raised their heads for a moment, and their
bright dark eyes flashed upon us from under their kohl-
tinged lids like a gleam of lightning, then they bent their
heads low and resumed their devotions,

The Latin Patriarch of Jerusalem was confirming a
number of children. Mass was celebrated, with more than
usual pomp, by some illustrious ecclesiastics and visitors
from Rome. The organ was well toucheik by one of the
monks, and the chanting was magnificent.

‘When this was over, we went down to see the Grotto of
the Virgin ; it is underground, just beneath the high altar.
On the broad stone stairs leading to it a troop of little Arab
girls, belonging to the convent school, were seated. They
looked full of animation and childish mischief, and the
nuns or sisters of mercy, in whose charge they were, had
great difficulty in keeping them in order. The children
were dressed in native costume; and the nuns (who are
very superior, lady-like French women) wore white caps,
with broad plain muslin frills, and little black hoods over
them, and the plainest of plain black stuff dresses. They
looked very quaint, but cheerful and lovable. They are
most persevering in their schemes for proselytizing and
educating Arab girls. Some of their pupils speak a little
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French, but it is very difficult to secure the regular attend-
ance of children at the schools; they are sad little truants.

One of the sisters is a careful doctor and skilful surgeon,
and thus obtains great influence over the natives, to whom
she distributes medicine supplied from France. A Hakim
(a doctor of medicine, male or female) can gain admittance
and respect almost anywhere, and a Romish missionary staff
is never considered complete without a good physician.

The children, marshalled by the sisters of mercy, made
way for us, and we went down to the Altar of the Virgin;
it is of pure white alabaster, lahoriously and elaborately
carved, but badly designed, rococo. Sweet basil bloomed
all round it, and tapers burned there brightly. Near it is
a part of a granite column, said by a monkish tradition
(which is endorsed by the Church) to be a fragment
of the very room in which Mary stood, when the Angel
Gabriel appeared to her ; but the room itself was conveyed
by a miracle to Dalmatia, and afterwards to Loretto, where
thousands of pilgrims visit it. The kitchen of the Virgin
is still shown under the church at Nazareth. Women now
and then came down the steps and prostrated themselves,
beating their breasts and repeating Ave Marias, in Arabic,
as rapidly as possible ; then they kissed three spots indi-
cated by ornament on the pavement under the altar. The
walls of the church are hung with painted linen, which
produces exactly the effect of fine old tapestry, and I did
not discover that it was only imitation till I handled it.
In the courtyard of the convent there are several fragments
of ancient stone carving introduced in the modern walls ¥
We went to the Protestant Mission House, and heard service
in Arabic; some pretty children and a few intelligent-
looking men attended it. The pastor and school-teachers
are Germans, but connected with the Anglican Church.

All the Latins of Nazareth were in their gayest dresses
that day, to do honour to the visit of their Patriarch. We
met him walking with a little troop of monks and priests.

* They have been engraved in the Builder (No. 878) from drawings
which I made in the year 1858,
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He is a most remarkable-looking man, and wears a pale
beard at least half a yard long, parted in the middle ; his
broad-brimmed hat, nearly three-quarters of a yard in
diameter, is trimmed with artificial coloured flowers and
glossy green leaves of metallic lustre. The people crowded
round him to kiss his hands and to secure his blessing.

The usual dress of the men of Nazareth is bright and
cheerful-looking, consisting of a sort of long dressing-gown,
made of a mixture of silk and cotton, in patterns of very
narrow stripes, commonly either red and purple, violet and
yellow, green and blue, or purple and white; this is girdled
* with a shawl, or a broad red leather belt, lined and stitched,
with pockets and purses made in it. Red and yellow kefias.
(shawls with long knotted fringes) are worn in the town as
turbans, but are generally put on like hoods for travelling.
The women, who are very handsome, but rather bold-look-
ing, use a great deal of kohl for their eyelids; they tattoo
their arms profusely, and their faces slightly.

Their head-dress is very peculiar. It is a tight-fitting
cap, made of cloth or linen, with a thick, firmly padded
roll, one or two inches in diameter round the front, just
covering the highest part of the head, and fastened with
strings, but not quite meeting under the chin. To this roll
silver coins are sewn, as close together as it is possible to
place them, except that a little space is left at the top of
the head, 'and the coins fall, lapping one on the other,
down each side of the face, and a little below the chin: at
a distance it looks like a bonnet-front. Women wear coins
as large as crowns or half-crowns; and children generally
have small ones, about the size of shillings. Muslin
shawls or veils, of various colours or black, are folded
across the forehead and over the lower part of the face ; so
that, out of doors, the eyes only are exposed. When in-
doors, the lower folds are slipped below the chin ; but the
forehead is nearly always concealed, except by very young
girls. They wear loose trousers, white shirts, and long
dresses, open entirely in front, made of striped cotton or
Damascus silk, and girdled below the waist,
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"I went to Nazareth several times, and visited many of
the Christian women in their homes. I found, generally, a
great want of order and cleanliness among them. They
are very proud of their town, and are constantly invoking
«El Sit Miriam "—¢ the Lady Mary.” Their faith in, and.
reverence for, relics is tnbounded ; in all their rooms I
saw holy pictures, little images, and small crystal or glass
cases of fragments-of bones and rags. ngs are constantly
worn as charms.

I asked a little child, who had once vmlted Hiifa, whether
she preferred Hiifa and the beautiful sea, or Nésirah.
She answered directly, « Héifa is not a holy place; but
this town is holy : our Lady Mary lived here, and Christ,
and Joseph.” But although Nazareth is reckoned a holy
place, it is by no means remarkable for its morality ; and
in this respect it strikingly contrasts with Bethlehem,
where the fathers and husbands are said to be severe and
rigid disciplinarians, and where dishonour is punished
with certain death. Nazareth had not a very good reputa-
tion in the time of Christ, and it does not appear to have
improved.

I find that the younger girls are beginning to dispense
with the coin head-dresses: they adopt, instead, the more
simple red tarbouche and' mundil; so I expect that soon
these curious and weighty ornaments will only be found
in the smaller towns and villages of Galilee. Some silver
anklets were shown to me, and described as “old-fashioned ;”
but plain bracelets of silver, gold, or glass are universally
worn. I purchased one, formed of a twist of thick silver,
with a very broad and pointed, clumsily made, jewelled
ring attached to it by a chain, also of wrought silver. The
ring was intended to be worn on the fore-finger; but one
of my Nazarene friends told me that only the fellakin
would wear anything so barbarous and old-fashioned.

The change which is gradually being made here in the
costume of the women does not depend on direct European
or priestly influence, but simply on fashions introduced by
settlers and visitors from other Oriental towns, especially
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HAifa, and by the display in the bazaars of jewellery and
silk-tasselled caps from Stamboul, and coloured muslin
mundils from European Turkey and Switzerland, which are
worn commonly in towns on the sea-coast of Palestine
and Syria.

On Monday, the 15th, I called, with my brother and
Saleh, on a wealthy native. of Nazareth, who had lately
built a handsome house of hewn stone. He had just
returned from a trip to Marseilles, where he had been
purchasing furniture for it. The terraces, courts, and cor-
ridors were tastefully bordered with beds of roses, pinks,
and sweet basil, edged with broad stone copings. The
floors were of inlaid. marble, black and white. The surface
of the walls of the inner courts was very much decorated
with rudely carved, round patare; of interlacing designs,
in low relief; and over the doors and windows, and in
other pronnnent positions, English-made willow-pattern
cheese-plates were introduced, imbedded in stucco, as en-
caustic tiles might be! The owner of the house called my
attention to this novel application of cheese-plates. He
told me that he had himself designed the house and its
decorations. The new European furniture was almost as
singularly disposed of as the willow-pattern plates were.
" His unsophisticated wife and daughters marvelled exceed-
ingly at some of his purchases in Marseilles, and seemed
rather more perplexed than pleased by them.

His drawing-room, which was something like a French
salon, with its mirrors and marble tables, was frescoed by
a native of Nazareth, who had been tutored and employed
by the Franciscan monks in church mural decoration. On
the panels of the doors he had painted groups of flowers,
very carefully and laboriously; but they did not produce
a good effect.

Our host was the great man of his community after this
trip to Marseilles, and, owing to his wealth and this
famous journey, was for a time reckoned as a prophet, even
tn his own country. But, notwithstanding the comparative
grandeur of his salon, those rooms of the house occupied




DOMESTIC LIFE IN PALESTINE. 123

by the women, and the cooking-places, were as untidy and
inconvenient as the poorest establishments in the town.
He was dressed in a suit of fine black cloth ; full-Turkish.
trousers and tight jacket; a shawl girdle and polished
boots ; a small red cloth tarbouche, with a muslin kerchief
over it (a mundil), fastened smoothly round his forehead..
He wore a gold chain, as massive as an alderman’s, outside
his dress, and several rings on his fingers. His wife, how~
ever, retains her Nazareth costume intact, and evidently
does not approve of innovations.

The Turkish governor of the town called while we were
there ; he confidentially told my brother that the people of
Nazareth were so proud and daring, that he could do:
nothing with them.

We rode out presently, in a northerly direction, to meet
Mr. Finn. Our host joined us, and a large party followed,
including the governor, on a chestnut charger, decked with-
purple trappings, adorned with mother-of-pearl. After a
pleasant ride, we met the consular party; and by sunset
their tents were pitched, and the English flag was waving
over them in a pleasant olive-grove, just outside the town.

The next day, Mr. Finn invited us to accompany him to
Mount Tabor. We started at noon: it was oppressively
hot. Gently, and almost silently, we rode towards the east,
over hills sweet with wild thyme and dark with thorny
bushes—through valleys green with fennel, or rugged with
rocks overgrown with grey lichens and amber-coloured moss’
—now and then we passed a clump of leafless bushes, every
branch of which was covered with small white edible snails,
which I mistook at first for buds. The only flowers I saw
were the crane’s-bill, goat's-beard, and small Indian pinks.
Mount Tabor was full in view, like an irregular dark cone,
rising above the other hills. In about an hour, we entered
a hilly and wooded district; the cool, pleasant shade of
trees, and the songs of birds, roused and refreshed us, and,
in groups of twos and threes, pleasantly chatting, we pur-
sued our way. Mount Tabor, which had appeared to me
to be gradually retreating as we advanced, was now quite
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out of sight; but after we had traversed some wood-crowned
‘hills, and the dry beds of two or three winter torrents,
we saw it again, in all its beauty and grandeur. We
hastened over .a tree-covered slope, and down a fertile
valley, and reached its base at about two o’clock. We gra-
dually ascended an easy winding path, pleasantly shaded,
till we were about half-way up, when rocks and steep stone
ledges, ancient masonry, and overhanging branches, obliged
us to look cautiously before us, and to follow the steps of
the leader carefully. Oaks (whence galls are procured),
arbutus, pistacia vera, pistacia terebinthus (which yields
what is called Venice turpentine), pistacia lentiscus (pro-
ducing gum mastich), and locust-trees abound ; they were
wreathed with glossy-leaved creepers: but nearly every
plant or shrub which I touched was armed with thorns
as sharp as fine needles.

Looking down the steepest side, we could see the wide-
spread wings of eagles as they hovered just below us, or
swept rapidly through the air, and black and fawn-coloured
vultures, with their bright pinions perfectly poised and
almost motionless, supporting them in steady downward
flight in spiral circles ; as they rose again, their wings were
set in motion, and I felt the disturbance of the air now and
then when they passed near tous. In tryingto watch their
circular sailing and heavenward wanderings I nearly reeled
from my horse ;. they rose higher and higher, spirally, till
they were quite indiscernible to the naked eye.

We alighted on the summit of the hill, at a quarter to
three, on a smooth plateau surrounded by large masses of
hewn stone and the foundations of strong walls: on one
side there is an archway called “ Bab el How-a” (Gate of
the Winds), and on the other, part of a ruined chapel and
an altar in an apse; a limestone cave and a cistern hewn
in the rock, and two or three patches of ground cultivated
by a Russian hermit, named Erinna of Bucharest, who had
lived on this mountain for fourteen years.

Once when I spent a long day here, with Colonel and
the Honourable Mrs, F. Walpole, I took his portrait, and
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he told me the story of his life. His father, he said, was
an extensive land proprietor in the Crimea, where he was
born, but he went afterwards to Bucharest. One night
Erinna dreamt that an angel appeared to him and said,
« Arise and go into the land which I will show you.” -
This disturbed him very much, and all day the words
were ringing in his ears. The next night the angel, in
shining raiment, appeared again in a dream and repeated
the words, led him through the air and showed him a
mountain with a little cavern on its summit. On the
third night the angel led him again to the mountain and
told him that he was to dwell in the cavern. FErinna
was 80 impressed by these dreams, or visions as he calls
them, that he took leave of his family, and for twenty
years travelled in Russia, Greece, Egypt and Syria to seek
for the mountain of his dream ; at last he recognised the
cave on Mount Tabor and immediately took up his abode
there, for he was convinced that it was the place indi-
cated by the angel. He was then eighty-four years of
age, and he said, “I thought I should seon die, but I am
now heartier than ever, and yet I am nearly one hundred
-years old.” One winter's night, as he slept alone in his
whve, he felt something soft and warm crouching by his
side ; he found it was a young leopard or panther: he gave
it food, made friends with it, and ever since then the animal
has shared his cell and follows him about like a pet cat.

- Frinna, like Robinson Crusoe, after years of solitude,
found “his man Friday”; a fellow-countryman, a sturdy-
‘looking, rather silent, middle-aged man, who has volun-
teered to superintend the little. field of wheat and barley,
to cut wood for firing, and to fetch water from the rock
cisterns. He calls himself the hermit’s servant, and he will
-n0 doubt some day inherit the hermitage, the sheepskin
cap, the ragged mantle and the reputation of Erinna.

The priests of Nazareth, especially the Latins, are very
Jealous of the influence of this anchorite, for he is regarded
by Christian Arabs as a man of peculiar sanctity, and is
supposed to enjoy the especial favour of God and His
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angels ; by many he is believed to have the power of per-
forming miracles, though he does not profess it. He told us
that the Latins were so strongly and perseveringly in-
triguing against him (representing him as a Russian spy),
that he feared he should be banished from the country.
He occasionally visits the sick at Nazareth and the neigh-
bouring villages ; once he came to see us at Haifa. He
never eats meat ; his chief food is rice and oil, of which he
purchases a store ence a year. He keeps a few goats for the
sake of their milk ; cultivates a little garden of herbs and
vegetables ; gathers wild fruit, and takes “honey out of”
the nests in “the rocks;” see Psalm lxxxi. 16. He made
us some excellent coffee, of which he generally has a supply,
chiefly for guests, ¢.e. Christian pilgrims and travellers.
He does not make the slightest attempt to render his cave
clean or comfortable ; rude niches in the recky walls serve
to hold his few books and a little red earthenware lamp.
A mat of reeds, some heavy clothing and sheepskins on a
stone ledge form his bed. His companion, who belongs to
the peasant class, occupies a eell close to it, which is used
as the kitchen or cooking place; two very rough delf
dishes, two wooden bowls and speons, and a metal stew-
pan may be seen there.

I asked Erinna if he had ever beem married ; he said
Mount Tabor was his only bride.

He and “his man Friday” assured me they were very
happy, and they looked so. They divide their days regu-
larly, and work, pray, eat, and sleep systematically, but
they seem to think ablution is not necessary, and they wear
the same clothes day and night. Erinna is ruddy and -
hearty, and though his bushy beard is quite white, he does
not look so old as he reckons he is.*

The view from Mount Tabor is very extensive, it over-
looks the plain of Esdraelon Proper, which is divided into
squares and patches of cultivated land ; it appeared from
the distance like a rude mosaic, of every tint of orange,

* Erinna died in 1859, much regretted by the peasants of the plain, and
by the poor of Nazareth,
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yellow, grey, green, brown and lavender; not a house, tent,
or village could be seen to break its monotony, nor even a
tree to cast a shadow ; but the hills which surround it were
clothed with woods and dotted with towns, hamlets and
ruins. Mr. Finn said “Fancy Barak with his 10,000 men
upon this mountain; people that plain with the chariots,
‘even 900 chariots of iron,’ gathered together by Sisera,
and see Sisera pursued by Barak unto Harosheth.” He
read the landscape round for me, pointing out the range of
Carmel and the Mediterranean on the west; the hills of
Gilboa and the villages of Jezreel, Endor and Nain in the
south; the hill-country beyond Jordan, and the mountains
which encircle the Sea of Galilee on the east, and far away
in the north Lebanon crowned with snow ; while nearer to
us we could see the Horns of Hattin—a rounded hill with
two distinct mounds or peaks on its summit. This is
called the Mount of Beatitudes, where tradition tells us
the Sermon of Sermons was preached. After exploring the
ruins and the deep cisterns, we remounted. The sun had
quite disappeared when we reached the foot of the hill
(on one occasion I walked down the steepest side of Tabor,
with the help of a stout stick and a strong arm). We had
a pleasant ride back to Nazareth by moonlight.

The Rev. J. L. Porter says, that Tabor rises 1,400 feet
above the plain, and the plain is 500 feet above the level
of the sea.

‘We spent the evening at the Consular encampment,
and at a late hour walked by lantern-light to Saleh’s
house.

The next morning I sat in the deep embrasure of a
window, sketching, while my brother was busy in the
midst of a group of Turkish Effendis and Christian scribes.
They all carried inkhorns in their girdles, with cases
attached to them, to hold their reed pens; they sat on the
floor and held single sheets of paper in their hands, and
wrote without any desk or support. The points of reed
pens are so delicate, that they would be easily fractured by
pressure on a hard table or desk.
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The population of Nazareth is computed by Dr. Robin-
son thus :—
Moslems . . . . 680

Greeks . . . . . 1040 who look to Russia as their protector.
Latins . . . . . 480 .

Greek Catholics . . 520]Adherents of Ftrl:e lznpe, ;m; consequently
Maronites . . . . 400 ek proteges.

This gives a total of 3,120: but the most recent and
careful inquirers assure me that this estimate is too low ;
they reckon the total at 4,000, and the Greek Church is
“said to be on the increase. I never met a Jew either in
Nazareth or Bethlehem ! There is a small Protestant con-
gregation, which is rather fluctuating. -

Khawadja Stephani, the sen of the Greek Priest of Shefa
’Omer, came expressly to ask us and Saleh to return to
Hiifa by way of his village, and to pass a night there at
his house. 'We arranged to do so, and started soon after
midday, riding for some distance over rocky hills, where
bees were busy among the blossoming herbs ; across plains
covered with tall thistles—their harsh. stems, leaves, thorns,
and spiny flowers were bright with a purple bloom, like
“that which we see on ripe plums, and from a distance a
plain overgrown with them looked like a calm blue lake. At
about two we entered a garden inclosed by a low stone wall,
situated at the bottom of a well-watered valley, where the
lemon-trees were laden with green fruit, and pomegranates
were plentiful, We dismounted and walked through the
garden to the streamlet which traverses it, bordered with
hawthorn, rose, and fruit trees ; its banks, steep and grassy,
were fragrant with mint and marjoram, and cresses grew
along the edge of the water; under a wide-spreading fig-
tree, where tiny-leaved clover had made a smooth carpet,
we spread our saddle-cloths in a half-circle, and took our
seats. Soon a plentiful dinner was placed before us; we
took it in primitive style, for we had neither forks nor
spoons, and our only plates were thin Arab loaves, about a
quarter of a yard in diameter and a quarter of an inch
thick. Saleh made a drinking-cup for me of the large leaf




DOMESTIC LIFE IN PALESTINE, 129

of a water plant, which he knew to be harmless. Each one
of the party as soon as he had eaten, rose and washed his
hands at the stream, and then selecting another tree for our
shade, and a grassy bank for our divan, we rested, telling
stories in turn, while the kawasses and servants made an
end of the provisions. )

In this garden I saw some remarkable double fig-trees,
the trunks of which were twisted as perfectly and regularly
as if they had been carved; I asked the gardener how he
managed it ; he said, “4llah Karim,” “God is bountiful,”
and then explained to me how tender saplings are planted
side by side and perseveringly entwined, or even plaited
sometimes ; he led me to one which he considered more
perfect than the others, the twisted trunk was about half
a yard in diameter, it rose six feet from the ground, as up-
right as a marble column, without any branches to break
its perfect outline, and then spread out its crooked arms in
all directions, clothed with green leaves, the largest I had
ever observed. This pleasant garden is near to the fountain
which was the gathering-place of the Christian knights
before the terrible battle of Hattin, and where the conqueror
Saladin encamped after he had in that decisive conflict
almost annihilated the Crusaders. Sephoris, or Sefurieh, is
just opposite ; it is a poor but interesting place ; Jewish,
Heathen, and Christian ruins are to be found there, and
tradition points to the house in which Anna, the mother of
Mary, was born; but the garden delighted me more than
the village did, and in the spring it is perfection. We
mounted at half-past three, and followed the course of the
stream ; it flowed between orchards, gardens of cucumbers,
and stubble-fields ; all the horses and their riders seemed
lewly animated, they rode in circles. displaying feats of
horsemanship, letting off their pistols while in full gallop,
their long, loose, white Arab cloaks made of goat’s hair flut-
tered behind them, and the almost flying figures represented
to my fancy the Templars of old, on their fabled white
winged steeds. When the horses were well tired, the riders
grouped together, and we rode through an oak-wood talking

K
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meat). The Rabbi and chief members of the Jewish com-
munity of Shefa ’Omer were also present, a few Moslems
and Druzes, and a number of Christian Arabs; arrack was
handed round from time to time in the lower part of the
room, and songs of praise were sung in honour of the chief
guests. Saleh, who is no singer, but a very fluent speaker,
said, “Abrahim left his kindred, his home and his country,
he dwelt in a strange land among strangers, but he became
mighty in the land, his family increased, his name became
great ; even so may the name of Rogers be known through-
out this country, may his children and his children’s
children dwell here in honour.” The idea was immediately
taken up by the singers, and they improvised a song, the
burden of which was, “may his children’s children dwell
here in honour.”

Some graceful compliments were paid to me, with prayers
for my happiness: then the singing—of which there was
a great variety, became general. We heard Egyptian love-
songs beautifully and plaintively sung by a gardener from
the Nile, and a man of Bagdad gave us a curious ditty,
jerking out his words at first, and by degrees toning them
down into a languishing, drawling melody, in a minor key.
The Arabs sang a great many monotonous songs; but one
was very sweet, the chorus of it was, “ Oh Bedaweeya.” (I
think this song would please English ears generally.)

Isaac, the Jew of Aleppo, was asked to dance for me;
the lantern was moved out of the way ; he stood up at first
very shyly, the Arabs sitting round, singing and clapping
their hands, keeping time; he had on very full white
drawers, a black jacket, yellow and white silk striped
waistcoat, and a shawl sash ; round his red tarbouche a blue
mundil was folded ; he bent his head down and raised his
arms above it ; by degrees his feet and hands were in slow
motion in harmony with the music, and his body swayed to
and fro. Soon the songs grew louder, the clapping of hands
quicker, and the movements of the dancer more decided, but
they were as monotonous as the tunes which inspired them :
during the whole of the dance he kept within a eircle of
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about a yard in diameter, at last he spun round and
retreated, hiding himself shamefacedly behind his friends.

Supper was announced, and many of the visitors retired ;
servants brought in a round stand, about five inches in
height, and covered it with dishes. While this was being
arranged, my brother begged to be allowed to fetch a certain
man, named Habib, to sup there; he had once been
Stephani’s chief friend, but a misunderstanding had arisen
between them, consequently the two most influential
Christian families in Shefa’Omer lived as strangers to each
other. Stephani readily consented to receive Habib, who soon
came, and the two long divided friends embraced (they have
lived in harmony ever since). Before eating, each one of us
had water poured on our hands over the marble basin ; for the
Christian Arabs, as well as the Moslems, “ and all the Jews,
except they wash thevr hands, eat not.” 'This is particularly
necessary, considering they do not use knives and forks;
but each one “dips kis hand into the disk” with his neigh-
bour, .

Stephani at first wished to serve us at supper, instead of
sitting down with wus, for it is the Arab custom for the host to
wait on his guests as a servant ; we overcame his scruples,
and we ate together; afterwards, water was again poured
on our hands, a servant stood by, holding native scented-
soap and an embroidered towel ; then we had coffee and
narghilés,

An Arabic Bible published by the British and Foreign
Bible Society (a Roman version, by the bye) was brought
in, and Saleh read aloud the Sermon on the Mount. Bible
history is pretty well known in the Greek community, it is
read in their churches in the vulgar tongue, and is not
withheld from the laity ; the bulk of the people, however,
cannot read ; the few who can do so, gladly obtain copies;
but it is rarely to be met with, except in those families of
which one of the members is a priest or very studious, as
Saleh for instance,

The Greek priests must always be married men ; those
of the villages and small towns are often very ignorant,
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and as they rarely receive a systematic ecclesiastical train-
ing, their expositions and definitions of the articles and
dogmas of their Church are very curious and conflicting.
Their bishops and higher clergy are generally foreigners, ¢.e.
native Greeks and Russians, and do not often learn Arabic,
so they make little or no impression on the Syrian branch
of their Church.

The Latin clergy, on the other hand, are often quite un-
familiar with the Bible, and always strongly oppose its cir-
culation, but are well grounded in matters of discipline
and doctrinal points.

The two Churches vie with each other in circulating
extraordinary traditions and legends of saints and martyrs,
and they equally encourage pilgrimages to holy places and
reliance on relics.

Soon after supper the room was cleared of all the smoking,
turbanned, fezzed, and singing guests, slaves and servants ;
my brother and Saleh went home with Habib to sleep at
his house; I was left alone in the large guest-chamber,
where Stephani had caused a bed to be made for me. I
opened one of the heavy shutters, to see my friends pass
round on the side of the hill, five lanterns gleaming before
them ; I fastened the deor.with a stiff clumsy lock (the
mechanism of which I did not in the least understand), and
I soon discovered that I was a self-made prisoner, for I
could not find out how to undo it again; I was obliged to
resign myself to my fate, making sure I should be set free
in the morning ; I fell asleep on a soft, crimson silk pillow,
under an embroidered lehaff, and did not wake till the sun
shone on my face through the’chinks of the ill-made shut-
ters. I was up and dressed when Stephani knocked at the
door, which. he contrived to open; while the room was
swept and garnished I went with him to take coffee at the
house of Habib; on my return to my quarters, the female
members of the family, their neighbours, and the women-
servants, came to look at me, but not till they were quite
sure of finding me alone. They clustered shyly round the
door, and I had to play the part of hostess and invite them
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to enter in. They were dressed in the same style as the
women of Nazareth, and are quite as handsome, but more
simple and modest-looking. Stephani’s wife, a tall, dark-
eyed woman, wore large heavy coins round her face, with a
yellow mundil folded across her forehead and tied at the
back of her head ; the open front of her red and white
cotton dress was trimmed with a double frill, edged with
braid. Her eldest daughter, a girl of ten, named Werdeh
(i.e. Rose), was very beautiful, with regular features, clear
bronzed complexion, eyes brown and sparkling, the lids
deeply tinged with kohl, and the hands and feet stained
with henna ; her thick, dark hair was combed down over
her high forehead, and cut straight across it just above her
arched eyebrows ; at the back her hair was allowed to grow
long, and was plaited ; she wore a headdress of coins, for
they are not yet going out of fashion in Shefa ’Omer; her
open dress was of white calico, ornamented in front pro-
fusely with black, blue, and red braid ; the sleeves are very
long, and capable of concealing the hands entirely, but
when the arms are raised the sleeves still hang down, for
they are slit open as high as the elbow.

The room was soon crowded with women and girls:
their dresses, though various in point of texture and con-
dition, were all of the same fashion; from the crimson
and white striped silk dress of a young bride, to the
ragged cotton garments worn by an aged servant, whose
headdress was stript of all its coins. I was sketching
Werdeh and her mother, when suddenly they, and all the
rest, rose and scampered away, without saying a word,
veiling themselves hastily.” The entrance of the Turkish
Governor and my brother a minute afterwards explained
their flight. '

Little Daoud, the governor’s son, came to see me. He
wore an olive-coloured cloth cloak, and a green muslin
turban. His features were regular, but his face was very
sallow. He tried to look dignified and composed while
I took his portrait, but could not prevent a smile coming
nowand then. Saleh, and Stephani, with his father, joined
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us, and after lunch we went all together to the castle. On
approaching it, I perceived that it was already falling to
decay, although it was only built about 150 years ago.
The lofty gates and archways are slightly decorated with
fretted canopies, in the style of the Alhambra; a two-
storied range of vaulted corridors and chambers surrounds
an extensive courtyard; the ground-floor is well adapted
for stabling, and would lodge about 500 horses ; tottering
stone stairways led us to the upper floors; the pointed
double windows, in deep embrasures in the outer walls,
command magnificent views in all directions.

The west windows overlook the plain of Akka and the
sea, with Mount Carmel and HAifa in the background on
the left. The north windows look towards Lebanon, with ~
the city of Akka on the left, and the little town of Abi-
lene in the foreground on the right, its tall white tower
standing conspicuously in the midst of olive-trees and
gardens. The banners of Richard I. once waved there.
The southern and eastern views are bounded by hills and
mountains, rising one behind the other.

‘While petitioners for protection crowded round my
brother, I wandered from hall to hall and from window
to window, with Saleh for my cicerone. - We climbed to
the top of the embattled walls, and walked nearly all
round the building; but the stones are falling, and allowed
to remain where they fall, and scarcely any use seems to
be made of the place.

As we left the castle, the governor asked me to go
with him to see his wives. A glance from my brother
told me that I might accept the invitation. Of course,
none of the gentlemen could accompany me; so they
walked homewards with Stephani, and the governor
escorted me to his dreary-looking house. A gateway,
through which a laden camel could easily pass, led us
into an ill-paved guttered court, which was the only en-
trance to a square vaulted hall, with bare stone walls, and
four unglazed windows quite out of reach; the floor was
of earth, with smooth rock slabs here and there. This
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was the governor’s residence—his dining-room, withdraw-
ing-room, nursery, stables, and kitchen all together! On
one side, just within the door, a mule was feeding ; a stone
bench, hollowed out a little, was his manger; a patient
ass stood by him: on the other side, a tethered horse was
. neighing ; and on a heap of fodder two dirty, delicate-
looking children were kicking and crying out lustily.
There was a sort of oven, or cooking-place, in one corner
of the hall, and I could see the red glow of a charcoal
fire. On the left hand there was a broad wooden platform,
raised about two feet from the ground, with a low orna-
mental wooden railing at the edge of it. Here mattresses
.and lehaffs were piled up; I suppose it was the sleeping-
place of the lord of the harim. We went straight across
the hall, to a dais, in a broad arched recess, just opposite
to the door by which we had entered; two crooked stone
steps led up to it, and two women—one old and the other
young—stood there ready to receive me. They took my
hands in theirs, and placed me on a cushioned seat on the
matted floor.

The governor introduced me to the younger of the
women, telling me that she was his wife, the mother of
his little Daoud. She was perhaps twenty, rather tall and
graceful-looking, with bright blue eyes and black hair, and
@ brilliant though dark complexion. She had used kohl
and henna freely, and her chin and forehead were tattooed.
I think she was prepared for my coming, for she had on
& féte-day dress: a blue cloth jacket, embroidered with
gold, very open in front, showing her tattooed chest, and
a white spun silk shirt ; her full trowsers were of Aleppo
silk, white and straw-coloured. Her shallow red cloth
cap was decorated with rows of gold coins, pearls, and
everlasting flowers ; a long purple tassel hung down be-
hind, and a perforated, flat, crescent-shaped gilt ornament,
about five inches wide, was fixed on the top of the head-
dress. (Is this the “round tire” like the moon, referred to
in Isaiah iii, 187) Her long hair was plaited, and inter-
woven with black silk braid to make it appear still longer.



138 DOMESTIC LIFE IN PALESTINE.

She told me that Shefa ’Omer was not a pleasant place
to live in, and that she was quite a stranger there. I
asked her what part of the country she came from. She
said, “Neby-Daoud is the place of my birth, and the
place I love.” (She referred to a cluster of buildings
round the tomb of the Propket Dawvid, or Neby-Daoud, just
outside the walls of Jerusalem, by the Zion gate.) She
was happy to hear herself called Um Daoud, that is, “ The
Mother of David.”

The governor interrupted her explanations, by telling her
to make some lemonade for me. Close by the two steps of
the dais stood a pair of high clogs, almost like stilts, made
of inlaid dark wood and mother-of-pearl, with crimson
leather straps. She fastened these on her henna-stained,
naked feet; for the earth floor was very damp and dirty,
and water rested here and there in little pools. Her hus-
band followed her, and helped her to reach some green
drinking-glasses from a niche in the wall. The other
woman, who looked very old and careworn, remained by
my side. 'When the young wife was out of hearing, I
exclaimed, “ How beautiful she is!” She agreed with me,
and seemed to take a mother’s pride and pleasure in her
beauty. I did not know that the young wife was her
rival, I fancied she was her daughter, till she said, “ Um
Daoud is young, Um Daoud is happy ; she is young, and
is the mother of two sons;” (she pointed to a cradle
hammock, suspended from the key-stone of the arch above
us—in it a little swaddled figure was securely and gently
swinging ;) “ but,” she added, “I have no sons left, my sons
are dead, and I am old, I am no longer handsome, I am
nothing, I am worthless” Then she explained to me that
she had lived about twenty years with the governor before
he took Um Daoud for his wife. I said to her, alluding to the
little ones who had now crawled out of the fodder, “ Whose
children are they?” She said, “They are sons of the
house” (that is, of the governor), and a slave, who stood
near the oven, was their mother.

- Presently Um Daoud returned with the lemonade; the
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governor himself brought me a tiny cup of coffee flavoured
with ambergris. Young Daoud now came in and seemed
delighted to find me there; he said, “ Make my mother’s
face in your book,” and “ Make my brother’s face for me.”
The baby-boy was lifted out of the hammock, he was about
six months old, his eyelids were black with kohl. I
asked why kohl was used for a child so young. “It will
strengthen the sight of his eyes, and make the lashes long
and thick,” said the elder woman. I took leave of them,
and found my kawass just outside the house waiting to
take me to meet my brother at the Greek church. Itisa
modern building, silk hangings and gaudy pictures deco-
rate the walls ; the font is of marble, I think it is formed
of an ancient Byzantine capital, hollowed out at the top.
In a school, adjoining the church, a number of boys were
noisily, but monotonously, intoning Psalms, echoing the
nasal twang of their teacher.

Ifind that the Psalter is the chief class-book in Christian
Arsb schools, as the Koran is in Moslem schools. I have
often seen boys with these books in their hands, who
appear to be reading freely, when in reality they scarcely
know their letters, but who repeat, parrot-like, large portions
of them by heart. We afterwards went to the Jewish
Synagogue, where the chief Rabbi received us; he showed
me several copies of the Law and the Prophets, wrapped in
crimson silk cases, which are kept in a recess behind an
embroidered curtain or veil

In the middle of the building there was a high circular
wooden platform, with seats of honour upon it ; it was built
so slightly that at first I thought it was only a temporary
erection ; but I found in all the synagogues which I visited,
raised central seats of equally slight construction.

The gentlemen then went for aride ; I declined doing so,
hoping during their absence to see the women again, and
Khawadja Stephani at my request sent his wife and children
tome. They took me to see the lower part of the house—
it was ill-arranged, untidy, and uncomfortable ; they re-
turned with me to my room ; I made a few sketches which
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amused them greatly. Soon such crowds of women came
in, that one of the men-servants of the house who stood as
guard or sentinel at my door, entered, and very uncere-
moniously drove about half of them out of the place, and
they all withdrew when the gentlemen returned from
their ride.

We spent the evening at the house of Habib; a large
party assembled to meet us in his spacious guest-chamber,
and all the culinary skill of Shefa ’Omer had been employed
in preparing a supper for us. Songs, complimentary
speeches, and story-telling followed. I walked back to
Stephani’s house, by the light of many lanterns, accompanied
to my door by my brother and nearly all the guests.

At sunrise the next morning we were mounted and
ready to start for Héifa ; Stephani, Habib, and a large party
joined us; our Egyptian groom had charge of a beautiful
Syrian gazelle-hound which had been given to my brother.
We rode down into the valley and along a level road
leading to a large fountain. A number of the village girls
were already assembled there, some standing on the high
stone platform surrounding the well, and others grouped
round the base; in the distance we saw a procession of
them, traversing, one by one, a narrow foot-path on the
hill-side, with their replenished jars perfectly poised on
their heads.

We turned out of the Akka road and entered an ex-
tensive olive-grove; picturesque groups of men, women,
and children, in bright coloured garments, were busy among
the trees or hastening along the road. I had always seen
the olive plantations so silent and deserted that it was
quite a surprise to me ; Saleh explained, that it was the
beginning of the olive harvest (the 19th of October), and
all of these people had been hired to gather the fruit. The
men beat the trees with long sticks, and the women and
children pick up the berries.* We met a straggling group

* « When thou beatest thine olive-tree thou shalt not go over the boughs
again ; it shall be for the stranger, the fatherless, and the widow.” Deut.
xxiv. 20. C
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of figures which looked so unnaturally tall and dispro-
portionate that I could not make them out, till I was
told that they were Druze women; they wore tubular
horns, from one to two feet in length, bound firmly on
their foreheads, supporting heavy black or white veils
which almost shrouded the wearers, producing a very un-
graceful outline—(of these strange people I hope to speak
more fully on a future occasion). Presently we came to
a rocky district, overgrown with dwarf oaks, thorns, and
thistles, and then reached the fertile plain of*Akka, traversed
by the blue winding Kishon and its many tributaries.

The large fields of cotton had a very pretty effect, for
they were in their full beauty ; the bushes are about two
feet high, the stems are reddish, the leaves are of the
colour of the maple in the spring-time, the blossom looks
ag if it were made of butterflies’ wings, white and spotted.
When these white wings fall, a green bulb, in a triangular
cup, is exposed ; this grows to about an inch in diameter,
and changes to a rich glossy chestnut colour, and gradually
becoming harsh, splits into three parts, when soft downy
cotton bursts from it. Saleh gathered a branch for me,
including specimens of the plant in these three distinct
stages. My brother told me that the Arabs do not cultivate
the long staple cotton (which is most valued in England),
because it requires so much care in picking ; for the pods
must be gathered as soon as they ripen, and as they do not
ripen all at once, the harvest necessarily extends over two
or three weeks ; whereas the short staple cotton gives the
cultivator very little trouble, for the pods are not injured
by being left on the tree after they are ripe, and the harvest
does not commence till nearly every pod is ready for
picking, the consequenee is that it is very soon over. This
inferior cotton does very well for native use, and to fill the
Arab mattresses, and lehaffs or quilts; but it is not of
much commercial value.

If the plain of Akka were cultivated with skill and
energy it would yield abundantly. Under the present
system the soil produces in winter, wheat, barley, bear
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lentils, peas, and tobacco; and in the summer-time cotton,
sesame, millet, and many kinds of cucumbers; poppy,
mallows, and various herbs enliven it, while all the hills
around are suitable for vineyards, olive-groves, and
orchards ; flax, asparagus, gentian, scammony, and many
other plants, valuable in medicine, grow wild there, and
the marshes of the plain abound with kali, the ashes of
which, mixed with olive or sesame oil, are converted into
soap. The villages of this district are inhabited by Moslems,
Christians, and Druzes, and a few Jews. They pay heavy
taxes to the government in wheat, barley, and money,
and are bound to furnish camels, horses, or mules when-
ever the Pasha requires them.

‘We crossed a spring, round which tall reeds and short
soft grass grew ; thousands of edible snails were clinging to
the stems of some straggling bushes; wiry, long rooted
marram-grass and sea-holly (eryngium maritimum), tama-
risks, and willows bound the sandy soil and kept it from
drifting. 'We passed over some sand-hills, on which were
a few scattered plants, with thick, downy, whitish leaves and
yellow blossoms. Here we took leave of our Shefa ’Omer
friends, and they returned to their olive-groves.

‘We were soon on the sea-shore: two English merchant
steamers were just entering the port of Héifa. 'We cantered
to the Kishon and crossed over it, by carefully keeping on
the bar of sand which encircles the mouth of the river,
sweeping out far into the sea. The water was above our
horses’ knees, and now and then an advancing wave covered
us with spray.

We rode quickly along by the edge of the water, with
the palm-grove and the fruit-gardens on our left hand, and
the rippling waves on our right ; we entered the town at a
quarter to nine, just in time to receive two English mer-
chant captains, at the Vice-Consulate, where poor Katrine,
our soi-disant mother, welcomed us with tears of joy,
saying, “Praised be God, my children have returned to
me in safety.”




. CHAPTER VIIL

N Tuesday, October 23d, 1855, a Turkish steamer from
Constantinople entered the port of Hiifa, bringing a
new Pasha for Akka, with his harim, and suite of thirty
individuals, including an Armenian doctor; the chief people
of Akka came to meet him, and our little town was in an
unusual state of excitement; my brother went to welcome
his Excellency, who afterwards called at the Consulate
with twelve attendants.

Newly appointed Pashas may sometimes be persuaded
into doing some good in their Pashalics; and, at the cora-
mencement of their reigns, choked-up fountains flow, broken
cisterns are repaired, and aqueducts are kept in order, but
only for a very little while. On the “new broom” principle,
the Consuls earnestly urged the new Pasha to give orders
for the cleansing of the guttered streets of H4ifa, some of
which were little better than open sewers, and in a danger-
ously unwholesome state ; they also advised the removal
of the dust-heaps by the sea-shore, which had been allowed
to grow into broad barricades, where vegetable refuse and
all sorts of filth were thrown; the appeal was favourably
heard, the work actually commenced immediately, and
Haifa underwent sweeping and scraping, probably for the
first time in its existence.

Men and boys ran hither and thither with baskets of
rubbish ; Beks and Consuls bustled about giving orders,
and the dust-heaps were by degrees shovelled into the sea.

The Europeans and the upper class of Arabs rejoiced at
the prospect of living in a comparatively clean town, but
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the majority considered the reformation quite unnecessary,
and grumblingly prophesied that some harm would come to
Haiifa if such innovations were permitted.

Late on Thursday evening, Mohammed Bek came to the
Consulate, lamenting the loss of a gold chain, with his
signet ring on it. In the East, more importance is
attached to the impression of a seal than fo a signature,
and he feared some ‘improper use might be made of it
by the finder, so a declaration of the loss was drawn up
by Yusef Anton, the Governor's Secretary, signed by the
Bek, and attested by my brother. Mohammed told us
he had missed it in the bazaar, when surrounded by a
crowd of boys, to whom he was giving instructions about
the street cleaning. It was a very fine night, and, half in
joke, half in earnest, I offered to seek for the lost treasure.
He took me at my word, and we went out all together;
the town was perfectly still, the bazaar was deserted, and
as bright and clean as moonlight and the scavengers of
Héifa could make it ; but after all, I was not so fortunate
as to find the ring.

As we returned homewards, the silence was suddenly
broken by the wildly wailing and shrieking voices of
women, announcing that a death had just taken place;
their shrill mournful cries rang in my ears all night.

On the following morning (October 26th), very early, I
looked from the window, and saw a bier elose to the door
of a neighbouring house ; it was a painted wooden stand,
about seven feet by two, raised slightly on four legs, with
a low gallery round it, formed of uprights far apart, and
two cross bars; two strong poles projected at each end
from the corners; above it a canopy was raised, made of
freshly-gathered elastic palm branches, they were bent like
half-hoops, and then interlaced and secured lengthways,
with straight fronds. I sketched it, and presently I saw
the dead body of a man, handsomely dressed, brought out
and placed upon it; his face was eovered with a shawl.
Four men lifted the bier from the ground, and resting the
poles on their shoulders, bore it to the mosque. .After a
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little while, it was carried slowly along, passing the Consu-
late on its way to the Moslem burial-ground, preceded by
about forty men, solemnly silent, and followed by at least
fifty women and children shrieking wildly, singing, and
screaming.

‘Between the palm-fronds I could plainly see the figure
of the dead man, the head was foremost ; and I could not
help thinking that, if a voice endued with power to awaken
the dead would tell the mother and the widow not to weep,
and order the bearers of the bier to stand still, and say to
the dead man, “ Ardse,” it would be in his féte-day dress
that he would sit up under the canopy of palms, and begin
to speak. (See Luke vii. 11—15.)

I made inquiry about the deceased, and found that he
was a respectable Moslem, of about twenty-four years of
age, and had left a wife and two children. He had died
just before midnight, after a few hours illness, so violent,
that the Arab doctor pronounced it a case of cholera. There
had been several very sudden deaths in Hiifa within a few
weeks, .

In the course of the day I became very ill. Frére Joseph,
the convent doctor, was sent for; he came and administered
powerful doses of opium. The next day I was worse and
very weak ; he ordered emetics and bleeding, but. I de-
cidedly declined both, and dispensed with his attendance.
My brother prescribed hot baths, and mustard and vinegar
poultices, and I slept, but grew weaker and weaker. At
three o’clock on Sunday morning (October 29th), he sent
his kawass to ’Akka for a doctor, as a last resource ; he
wrote to the Pasha, and ill as I was I could not help laugh-
ing at the letter, on hearing it literally translated into
English. It contained a request that his Excellency would
allow his private doctor, the Armenian, to proceed to Héifa
toattend the “gerl brother of the English Vice-Consul, who
wag attacked with a slight beauty, or prettiness.” This is
the polite Turkish form of alluding to illness, when woman
is the subject of it.

Within a short time the doctor came, with strict orders,

L
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from the Pasha not to leave me till I was well ; he spoke
Italian fluently, as well as Turkish and Greek ; he was full
of persevering, quiet energy and goodwill, which inspired
me with confidence immediately. He administered small
doses of castor oil, well mixed with sugar, water, gum arabic
and magnesia, in equal proportions, and prescribed linseed
and mustard poultices. He prepared stiff, sweet -starch and
some meal porridge with a little magnesia in it, and gave

*them to me in small quantities now and then with lime-

flower water to drink. He did not leave the house for
three days and nights, and by Thursday, thanks to his skill
and Katrine's care, I was quite cured of my “slight pretti-
ness,” which was of a dangerous kind, and said to be
cholera.

We met with great sympathy from our neighbours.
On the evening when I first left my room a company of
singers came on to the terrace to serenade me, improvising
songs of rejoicing, and praying that I might soon “walk
forth in the gardens, to breathe the air with strength and
gladness of heart.”

On the first of November I saw an immense number of
swallows perched on the house-tops and on the ropes of the
flagstaffs. I was told that they had been gathering there
for several days. Before evening I saw them all assemble
and take flight towards the south. They looked like a
dusky cloud moving swiftly through the air.

Our friend, Saleh Sakhali, and his family also migrated ;
they went to Nazareth, for they feared the cholera, and tried
to persuade us to accompany them.

The most unhealthy period in Palestine is that which
occurs after the falling of the first few autumnal showers,*

* The “early rain” spoken of in the Bible refers, I believe, to the
autumnal showers, which are never very violent; they fall gently, and by
degrees, and revive the parched and burnt-up earth after the summer
drought and enable the peasants to sow wheat and barley. In Deuteronomy
it is called the “first rain ;” and Joel says: “Be glad and rejoice in the
Lord your God, for he hath given you the former rain moderately.”

The winter rain usually falls heavily during November, December, and
early in January; and then it ceases until March or April, when spring
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which usher in the rainy season, and it lasts until the
rain falls regularly and in abundance. This interval does
not generally exceed two or three weeks, but when it
is prolonged (as in the year 1855, of which I am writing),
fevers or other epidemics prevail

On November the second, & strong sirocco wind, hot, dry
and scorching, as if it eame from a furnace, warped our
books, and split and cracked our olive-wood furniture ; we
closed all the window-shutters on the eastern side of the
rooms, but we could not exclude the fiery air.

There were four English merchant ships at anchor in the
port, a8 well as several small Greek brigs; the masters
complained, in no very gentle terms, of the injury done by
the fierce hot wind to the woodwork and fittings of their
vessels,

An English captain, on the point of embarking, came in
saying : “I hope you will give me a clean bill of health,
Consul.” "« As clean as I can,” he answered ; “but I must
state : ¢ St deaths within six days—sudden, and reported
cholera.”

After this the street cleaning was for a time abandoned,
and I notieed funeral processions almost daily, sometimes
going from the mosque out at the east gate to the Moslem
burial-ground, sometimes from the Greek or Latin churches
slowly walking towards the Christian cemeteries through
the west gate. Moslems are always carried to the grave
in the open bier, head foremost, and buried in ordinary
costume. I shuddered the first time I saw a body thus °
committed to the earth, it looked so much like bemg
buried alive.

showers are eagerly looked for and welcomed, for they give strength and
vigour to the ripening crops: this is the ¢ latter rain ;" for it is written :
“The Lord your God will cause to come down for you the latter rain in
the first month,” which is the month called in Hebrew “ Abib,” or * the
month of young ears of corn,” and corresponds with the end of March and
the beginning of April.

“Behold the husbandman waiteth for the precious fruit of the earth
and hath long patience for it, until he receive the early and the latter rain.”

In the summer time, that is, from May till September, no rain is ever
seen in Palestine.

L2
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Christians are interred in coffins. The coffin is usually
borne by four or six men, preceded by priests walking
under canopies, and surrounded by crowds of people,
chanting, bearing embroidered banners and a large cross,
and sometimes accompanied by surpliced boys, swinging
incense. At a little distance a troop of women follow,
singing and screaming wildly ; for the priests in vain put
their veto on the attendance of female mourners.

There was not one case of cholera in the Jewish com-
munity.

Deaths were most frequent in the crowded Moslem
quarter, but the Moslems did not seem to suffer much from
fear. Perhaps their reliance on the doctrine of fatalism
made them calm and apparently resigned. On the other
hand, among the Christians, a demoralizing panic quickly
spread.

By degrees nearly all the Europeans went up to the
convent, where they established a strict quarantine ; many
of the Arabs went to Nazareth and Shefa 'Omer ; altogether,
above a thousand people fled, and the Christian quarter
looked quite deserted. It was remarked that there was only
one hat left in the town (%. e., only one Frank), alluding to
my brother, who remained at his post endeavouring to .
reanimate the people. He went from house to house, giving
advice and simple medicines, and as he was not quite con-
vinced that the epidemic was cholera he examined two or
three bodies immediately after death ‘Their appearance
confirmed the current report.

e Arab word for cholera, or the pesth, is “ Howa-el-
Asfa,” which signifies the ¢ yellow wind.” Flags proclaim-
ing quarantine are yellow; is it possible that the colour
was selected on account of this name? The Arabs told me
that the worst cases of cholera occurred at the change of
the moon, and that people who were attacked then never
recovered ! The women seldom left their houses, except
to follow funerals ; and the men grew more and more dis-
pirited. Even our little tailor, Suleiman Shefa ’Omery, the
merriest of the merry, the drollest of the droll, was at last
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infected with the general fear. His springing, self-satisfied
step became slow and cautious, and his voice was subdued
to a whisper. He had been in the habit of coming to the
Vice-Consulate, now and then, to show me his work—
embroidered jatkets and trousers for the trouwsseaw of a
bride, or a tobacco-pouch for a bek. He was one of my
many self-constituted teachers, and was at the same time
profoundly respectful and deferential, and yet amusingly
impertinent. He was the beau tdeal of an Oriental tailor,
and looked as if he had just walked out of one of the pages
of the “ Arabian Nights’ Entertainments "—good-looking,
and quick in every movement ; always ready, unasked, to
do a service—light a pipe, trim a lamp, pick up a pencil,
smooth the pillows and cushions of the divan, fetch a glass
of water, or proffer an opinion. He looks with a quick and
critical eye on every one’s costume, and values each article
of apparel unhesitatingly, as if speaking half to hlmself
and half to the wearer.

I used to learn a greater number of Arabic words from
him in an hour, than from any one else in a day. He
could neither read nor write, but his memory was acute.
He remembered perfectly the promiscuous vocabulary which
he taught me ; and he used to ask me, each time he came,
the words he had told me on previous occasions; and at
every successful answer from me, he glanced round the
room, expecting a look of approbation for himself, and one
for his pupil. He showed me how to do all sorts of Syrian
needlework. He made very beautiful designs for embroi-
dery, chiefly conventional foliage. He first stiffens the
cloth or silk, by sewing thick paper at the back of it; then,
with a piece of hard, white native soap, rubbed to a fine
point, he draws, with a firm hand, a few graceful lines and
intersecting circles within any given space. He completes
‘the design, in the course of working it, with gold thread,
and he never by any chance makes two patterns precisely
alike. He seemed thoroughly to enjoy his work ; but now
even he was changed—his brave, self-confident spmt had
left him ; he no longer took delight in his needle or gold
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thread. He told me, regretfully, that someof his best
embroidery was in the burial-ground ; for men and women,
Moslems and Christians, are often shrouded in their bridal
robes or féte-day dresses. Suleiman was one of the few
Arabs who seemed to think this was a very great pity.

‘When costly garments are buried, the grave is generally
watched for some time, for fear it should be rifled.

One day we rode up to the Convent. Two hundred of
the people of Héifa had taken refuge there. The gardens,
which had before looked so quiet and monastic, were
enlivened by little groups of Arabs, smoking under the
trees, or strolling about. All the rooms were occupied.
The French Consul came to meet us, but carefully avoided
contact, and led the way to the reception-room, where
pastiles were burning. His wife and children came to
see us, but remained at a distance. They said that, while
people were dying of chelera in Hiifa, they, the voluntary
exiles, were almost expiring of ennuz and fear on Mount
Carmel. :

By degrees, the health of Hiifa somewhat improved, and
a large proportion of cholera cases were cured. Powdered
charcoal, made of bread burnt in an open crucible, was
taken by many people as a preventive ; and, as far as I
could judge, it seemed to be effectual. A teaspoonful, or
less, in a cup of sugarless coffee, was the usual daily dose.

On November 14th, we went for a trip in the interior,
with Colonel and the Hon. Mrs. Walpole. He claimed my
brother’s aid in seeking for winter-quarters for his regi-
ment. He kindly invited me to go too; so, accompanied
~ by his Bashi-Bazouks, and furnished with a circular letter
of recommendation from the Pasha to all the governors in
his pashalie, we went to Shefa ’Omer, Nazareth, round the
lake of Tiberias, and along the valley of the Jordan, up
to the Anti-Lebanon, exploring all the old castles and
ruins ; but we did not come very much in contact with the
natives. The interest of the tour is chiefly archeeological
and architectural, so I will pass it over here. We returned
to Héifa on the 10th of December.
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M. Zifo, the Prussian Consul, called to welcome us; he
said he was the “only hat in town,” and he was detained
by business, much against his inclination, for cholera and
typhus-fever prevailed. All the people were praying for
rain. For three d&ys after our return, there was not one
death in the town, and some of the refugees came from the
Convent. The French Consul was one of the first arrivals;
but, unhappily, his youngest daughter, the pet and play-
thing of the family, who used to lisp out Arabic and
French so prettily, was immediately attacked with cholera,
and died after twelve hours’ suffering. On the 15th the panic
was revived ; but a curious circumstance suddenly restored
tranquillity to the minds of the Arabs. On the night of
Sunday, the 16th of December, a woman dreamt that she
saw four malignant imps ; each one held a stone, with an
inscription on it, in his hand. She said to them, “ What do
you want ? why are you here to trouble me?” They said,
speaking as with one voice, “ We have come to throw four
stones.” Then she said, “ Hasten to throw your stones,
and go in peace.” One was thrown at her ; the others flew
in different directions. She told her dream the next day,
and seemed very much alarmed. The imps of her dream
were said, by the interpreters thereof, to be “ tmps of the
yellow wind.” The majority of the people believed that there
would be only four more deaths in Hiifa from cholera.
On the 18th, fourteen individuals were attacked ; but only
two died, one of whom was the dreamer. On the 19th,
there were two more deaths, the last which were reported.
The people were reassured, and flocked back from ’Akka,
Galilee, and Carmel. But the wished-for season of rain
had not set in; provisions were dear, and milk was very.
unwholesome, on account of the scarcity of herbage.

Several ships from Yafa had taken refuge in the port of
Haifa. The winds were so wild and contrary, that two
ships were wrecked off ’Akka, and two boats lost in the
bay. The west wind was so strong for a day or two, that
it filled the mouth of the river Kishon with sand, so
that it could be crossed easily on foot. Then suddenly the
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east wind rose, and swept the bar of sand quite away, so
that the river was twelve feet deep at the usual place of
fording, and consequently impassable.

At Christmas, the rain came; but it was rain such as
I had never seen, except in strange 8ld pictures . of the
Deluge. The town was traversed in all directions by rapid
streams of mud and water ; rain came in at the ill-made
windows, and our shutters and doors were wrenched from
their hinges by the wild wind. Fortunately, the house for
which we had been waiting was now ready, and weather-
tight; and we managed to move in during the short inter-
vals between the torrents. I had to ride there, although it
was only at a very short distance. Most of the Arabs
went about barefooted, with the water far above their
ankles.

During the wet season, there were about three days of
nearly continual rain, and three days of sunshine, alter-
nately. ’

Our new house, the rooms of which were built round &
corridored court, was next door to the French consulate.
The: Consul’s wife (a Syrian lady) kindly initiated me by
degrees into all the mysteries of Oriental housekeeping.

Furnishing was a very simple affair. In one of the large
empty rooms a native Jewish upholsterer was set to work
to take to pieces all the mattresses, cushions, and lehaffs;
then, with a little machine, he separated the cotton which
had become hard and close; he tore it and combed it till it
was transformed into a fleecy cloud.

He quickly re-made the mattresses, fitting them to the
iron bedsteads and divans, and cleverly quilted a stock of
coverlets (lehaffs). His naked feet were almost as busy as
his fingers; they served him to hold his work; and when
he wanted to wind a skein of cotton he always fixed it on
his long, pliant, toes, and used them as pegs when he doubled
and twisted the thread ; in fact, in many ways he made them
useful. In the meantime an Arab carpenter was engaged
in sawing planks and joining them together, ready to place
on law trestles round the rooms. On the rude benches thus
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formed, mattresses, about a yard wide, and cushions covered
with chintz or Manchester prints, were arranged ; deep, full
berders sewn on to the outer edge of the mattresses, quite
concealed the rough woodwork underneath. This is all the
mystery of the grand Turkish divans. Two native Jewesses
assisted me with the mosquito and window curtains.

Reed mats, to cover the cemented and stone floors, were
made for us at’Akka according to measure. I furnished one
little room as nearly in English style as I could under the
circumstances, but the rest of the house was semi-oriental.
There were no fireplaces in any of the rooms; in the
kitchen there was a row of cooking stoves fit for stewing
and baking ; similar, probably, to “the oven and ranges for
pots,” referred to in Leviticus xi. 35.

There was a good well in the corner of the court, and a
little bell tinkled merrily every time the bucket was in
motion. The former occupants of the house were Arabs,
and they had left for my benefit a fine Aenna-tree (lawsonia).
It is very like the privet, but the blossom is more yellow
and delicate, and the scent is rather oppressive. The green
leaves (which produce the dye) are dried, crumbled to a
fine powder, and carefully preserved.

The stocking of the storeroom was the next considera-
tion. It soon contained provisions for the winter: a case
of maccaroni, a basket of Egyptian rice, two sacks of
wheat, one of which I sent to be ground, by mill-stones
moved by cattle. Afterwards I had the meal sifted at the
house, the smeed was set apart for white bread, &c. and
the remainder was stored for making Arab loaves for
the servants.

The large terra cotta jars, glazed ms1de and rough
without, ranged round the room, often made me think of
Ali Baba and the forty thieves. One held the smeed,
another held flour, another bran, a fourth oil, and some
rather smaller ones contained olives and goats’-milk cheese
preserved in oil, and a store of cooking butter. Oranges
end lemons garnished the shelves; dried figs strung on thin
cord, and pomegranates tied one by one to ropes, hung in
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festoons from the rafters, and the bundles of dried herbs of
Carmel smelt sweetly.

My kind neighbour taught me how to add to my stores
at the right seasons, to make fruit preserves, to concentrate
the essence of tomatoes, and to convert wheat into starch (by
steeping it in water, straining it, and drying it in the sun)
for making sweet dishes, as well as for the laundry. The
Arabs do not starch or iron their clothes, so I had a little
difficulty at first in procuring help in the “getting up” of
fine linen. However, an Arab youth, who had once lived
with a semi-European tailor, and professed to know how to
handle an iron, though he acknowledged that starching was
a mystery to him, volunteered assistance, and did his best.
Subsequently a young Arab girl in our service was taught
the art by an Abyssinian slave, the servant of a European
neighbour, and she became very skilful.

Arabs only use starch for making a sort of blancmange,
and they shrink from the idea of stiffening linen with it,
for they have a strong respect for wheat in any shape. If
a morsel of bread fall to the ground, an Arab will gather
it up with his right hand, kiss it, touch his forehead with
it, and place it in a recess or on a wall, where the fowls of
the air may find it, for they say: “ We must not tread
under foot the gift of God.” 1 have seen this reverence
exhibited constantly, by all classes of the people, by
masters, servants, and even by little children, Moslems and
Christians.

I was so busy that I had no time to feel my strange
isolation. The mornings were devoted to household arrange-
ments and lessons in Arabic, afternoon to visiting or visitors,
and in fine weather a ride or a stroll with my brother before
sunset, and pleasant evenings with him and his friends.
‘When we were at last alone together we used to compare
notes of our several occupations, observations, and adven-
tures of the day, His long residence in the East enabled
him to explain some of the infricacies and seeming contra-
dictions in the characters of the Arabs, and to guide me in
my intercourse with them. In outline during the winter
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one day nearly resembled another, but the detdils were
always pleasantly varied.

Abrahim Sakhali, my brother’s secretary, and also my
writing-master, an energetic, clever young man of the
Greek church, went to ’Akka like many others to avoid
cholera. ’Akka was over-crowded, and small-pox broke
out; poor Abrahim caught it, and died suddenly on the
16th of January, 1856. His death threw a gloom over
Haifa, for he was a general favourite among Christians and
Moslems.

On the 17th, early in the morning, Khalil Sakhali (the
father of Abrahim) called on us. He was a very stout,
tall, robust-looking man, and wore a long robe or open
pelisse, and a large white turban; his features were regular,
and his beard long and white. He looked grand in his
grief, and his lamentations for his dead son were solemn
and dignified. He, with my brother and the chief people
of our town, went towards ’Akka to join the funeral cortége,
for it was arranged that the body should be brought to
Hiifa for burial. All the horses ‘and donkeys were in
requisition, and nearly all the shops were closed. I walked
out to witness the wailing of the widow and her com-
panions. They were outside the East Gate, near the burial
ground ; about fifty or sixty veiled women surrounded the
chief mourners. I was led almost unconsciously by little
Katrine Sakhali through the crowd to an open space in the
midst. In thg centre of this space the widow, young and
beautiful, knelt on the ground; she was unveiled, her head
was only covered by a little red cloth cap, her long hair was
unbraided, and fell over her green velvet, gold-embroidered
Jjacket. She swayed her body to and fro, tossed her head
back, raised her hands as if passionately pleading, then
threw herself forward with her face to the ground, but
suddenly started to her feet, and with her dark eyes
uplifted, and her arms raised above her head, she com-
menced shrieking wildly, and all the women joined in the
plercing cry. Presently she fell down as if exhausted, and
there was silence for a mnoment. Then g few of the women
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in the inner circle rose, threw off their veils, and danced
round her, singing, and making a rattling, tremulous sound
from the throat, while the rest of the women joined in
chorus. Professional mourners kept up the excitement by
demonstrations of violent grief, and the professional singers
improvised appropriate songs. This lasted for three or four
hours, and the crowd gradually grew larger. I made my
way through it with difficulty, for some of the women had
worked themselves into fits of frenzy and hysterics.

I observed that the men who passed by kept quite
aloof from this group of mourners, and made no attempt
to look upon the unveiled widow. My kawass stood afar
off, waiting for me. On emerging from the crowd, I could
see the funeral cortége approaching along the sands. I
was informed by a forerunuer, that the body of Abrahim
had been interred in the Akka burial-ground, as it was
considered dangerous to convey it so far as Hdifa. When
the procession was near to the town, I went up on to the
low roof of the custom-house to see it pass. First came
the kawasses of some of the Consuls, carrying their long
silver-headed sticks or poles draped with black; then a
large party of young men, dressed in various colours,
solemnly silent, walking four abreast. At a little distance
from these, Abrahim’s horse, without a rider, was led by
two men slowly and carefully. Some of poor Abrahim’s
well-remembered garments were on the saddle.

The three brothers of Abrahim followed in a line ; then
came his nephews and cousins, among whom was our friend
Saleh, all looking thoughtful and sad. The next mourner
was the mother. She sat cross-legged on a horse, sup-
ported by two men. Her face was veiled, but her drooping
head expressed her grief,—she had lost her favourite son.
My brother, who had a great respect both for her and the
deceased, rode by her side. Mohammed Bek followed, on
a splendid white horse, surrounded by a group of Moslems ;
then came the ’Akka mourners, headed by the Giammal
family, all on foot. Last of all, the father, looking heart-
broken, rode slowly towards his bereaved home.

-7
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When all the men were out of sight, the company of
women entered the gates, shrieking and singing. My
kawass retreated hastily, and a young Greek of Scio, who
was by my side, said : “ You can remain here to see them
pass, but it would not be proper for me to do so—men
do not watch processions of female mourners;” and he
retired.

First came a group of dancers, only slightly veiled,
making slow and graceful movements, and waving scarfs
and kerchiefs, pausing now and then in strange attitudes,
resting for a quarter of a minute at a time like statues,
and then singing and shrieking wildly, all the company
joining in the chorus. The young widow walked alone,
followed by two attendants who carried the orphan chil-
dren. This group was surrounded at a little distance by
the nearest female relatives of Abrahim; an irregular
crowd of women and girls closed the procession, loudly
echoing the songs of the leaders. Thus they went slowly
through the town ; and there was loud wailing and mourn-
ing in the house of Sakhali for seven days. But to the
silent grief of the mother there was no limit. She lived
next door to the Consulate, and I often saw her. She was
completely changed. Her firm step had suddenly become
faltering, and her head drooped. She seldom spoke, and her
only words were words of lamentation and despair. Little
Katrine, the daughter of our friend Saleh, touchingly de-
scribed her great grief, saying,—“ I think our aunt will die.
She has no thought but for Abrahim. She does not wish
to see any one but Abrahim. Always she is kissing his
coat, his cap, and his gun. Always her face is wet with
tears, and she will not be comforted. She cannot eat, and
at night she is awake; only a little in the daytime she
falls asleep, tired of crying and of folding and unfolding
all his clothes. No one can make her glad now.”

Little Katrine’s fears were realized =~ The mother of
Abrahim died on the 13th of February, fretting to the
last for her dead son. I attended her funeral the next
day. At an early hour I saw the procession form. Men
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carrying banners, embroidered with sacred emblems and
monograms, led the way. Then came the Greek priests ;
one of them bore a large, gilt, wooden cross. The body
was in a dark coffin, on which three white crosses were
conspicuous ; it was supported by six men. The male
mourners were headed by the widower and his three sons;
and the women followed afar off. A large number of
people lined the road all the way to the church, and fell in
with the funeral cortége as it passed.

The bell was tolling as I entered the church. I went
up into the women’s gallery, which is very high, and op-
posite to the altar. I was led to the front of it, where a
block of wood was given to me for a seat ; the women, all
veiled and in white sheets, sat around on the matted floor.
I looked down inte the church, through a sloping wooden
lattice, at an angle of about twenty degrees with the ceil-
ing, and so arranged that a view of what was going on
below could only be obtained by leaning forward over
this lattice, and with the face nearly close to it. Thus
positioned, I could see easily.

The chancel was already crowded. A few European
gentlemen, in dark clothes, looked conspicuous among the
Arabs in their many-coloured garments. The chief female
mourners, shrouded in white, were grouped altogether on
one side. The coffin, raised on high trestles, stood in the
centre ; a narrow space was left round it. A priest stood
at its head, slowly swinging a censor, while two others
chanted Psalms, and read the Service monotonously and
mutteringly : the people responded loudly.

- Wax candles were distributed by the younger members
of the Sakhali family to every one present. There were
about 300, and a strange effect was produced when all the
candles, as well as the tapers fixed round the coffin, were
lighted. Some looked pale and spirit-like in the sun-
shine, others were obscured in clouds of incense,,Kwhile
the rest illuminated dark corners, made darker by the
dense crowd.

Khalil Sakhali, the widower, and his three sons, sat
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together in a conspicuous position near the door of the
sacristy : every one else was standing.

In obedience to a signal from the chief priest, an
opening was made in the crowd towards them. After a
few minutes of perfect silence, the widower walked unob-
structed into the centre of the church. He placed his
hands solemnly on the coffin, pressed his broad forehead on
to the head of it, pronounced a blessing, kissed a little
Byzantine picture of Christ which was placed there, and"
then, returned to his seat, bending his head low. After
another silent pause, the three sons followed his example ;
and all the nearest relatives came forward to kiss the
picture. After the youngest child of the family had been
lifted up to take this farewell, the rest of the congregation
erowded round, and with less emotion and more haste per-
formed the same ceremony.

By degrees all but the chief mourners withdrew, and
then I went down into the church with the women. . One
by one they kissed the picture, muttering a short prayer
for the repose of the soul of the deceased.

Presently the procession re-formed and went out at the
West Gate to the Greek burial-ground, the women fallowed
afar off singing and crying wildly ; and again for many
days there was mourning in the house of Sakhali.

But the widower did not reject consolation. About a year
afterwards he sent messengers to Nazareth to seek for a wife
for him, and when all was rightly arranged, he went there
to be affianced. But a monetary difficulty arose and the
contract was annulled ; so another bride was sought and
quickly chosen, for Khalil said he was determined not to
be disappointed nor to be a laughing stock in Haifa; and
he was after all actually betrothed on the very day first
fixed for the ceremony, and the marriage took place soon
after.

The bridegroom was about seventy, and the bnde seven-

- I called to welcome the young wife to Hiifa. She
was very good-looking, but quite of the peasant class. She
had a bright face, the forehead and chin were tattooed.
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Her eyebrows were naturally black and well arched, and
her eyelashes very long, so that no kohl was necessary
(this peculiarity is expressed in Arabic in one word,
“khala”). Her countenance was ruddy, and the women said
of her: “The wife of Khalil is fair, roses grow upon her
cheeks ; she does not buy her roses in the bazaar.” This
is also said of the women of Shefa ’Omer, who are generally
bright and healthy in appearance, and use rouge but
rarely.

Khalil was comforted ; his three sons and their wives,
with their little ones, dwelt with him under the same roof,
and there was rejoicing in the house when a son was born
to him in his old age.

Elias Sakhali, the eldest son of Khalil, was studious,
thoughtful, clear-headed and logical, and universally liked
by Christians and Moslems. He was employed in the French
Consulate. He came very often to see us, and was eager to
obtain information about the English constitution, and the
progress of civilization generally. He always had some
amusing story or impressive parable to tell me when he
found me alone. Many of them were original; I carefully
chronicled all. .

He often spoke to me on the subject of the government
of Syria. He said that there was no opportunity for the
people to rise out of their present condition, while they are
ruled by officers who have no sympathy with them, no
love for the country, and no object but to enrich themselves.
The Arabs, under the present system of irregular taxation,
do not attempt to cultivate the land as they would do if
they were encouraged and protected by the government.
In many parts of the country a man will not run the
‘risk of improving his estate. He will not plant new olive
trees, nor extend his orchards and vineyards, nor employ
many labourers, for fear of exciting the rapacity of the
governor of his district; for if a man is supposed to be rich,
excuses are readily invented to impoverish him ; debts are
coined, or false accusations are made against him, and he
is thrown into prison till he pays the supposed debt or a
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lerge fine. In one particular instance, the governor of a
certain Moslem village, having exceeded even the usual
bounds of exaction, a united complaint was made to the
Pasha by the indignant villagers. The Pasha, for the sake
of appearances, immediately appointed a new governor.
He tried and imprisoned the offender for a few days, but
soon made arrangements with him and set him free, after
having accepted as a bribe a large proportion of the
property which the ex-governor had so unjustly obtained.

I have heard of many similar transactions, and some-
times the actors have been well known to me, so that I
have had an opportunity of hearing both sides of the story.
Nearly all the Turks with whom I came in contact seemed
to glory in successful intrigue, and were generally shrewd
and clever. They had little or no sympathy with the Arabs,
and apparently no true patriotism. There are very few
Turks in Palestine, except civil officers and their employés,
military officers, and soldiers ; they are looked upon always
as foreigners.

Pashas and governors do not remain long or for any
fixed time in one place. Wherever they go, they, with few
exceptions, “tread upon the poor, and take from them
burdens of wheat ; they afflict the just, and take a bribe.”
They naturally favour the Moslems, but money is their
chief consideration. They not only injure the people they
are appointed to protect, but they rob the Government
they are employed to serve.

If appointments were given with appropriate salaries, to
men of honour and energy, fitted for office, instead of being
sold to speculators, there would be hope for Syria. Crime
would be punished and innocence protected, in spite of
patronage and piastres. ’

Elias severely felt the disadvantageous position of his
countrymen. They live in a land overrun by Bedouins,
where there is no security for property, no encouragement
for agriculturists ; where there are no roads and very few
modern books ; where offices are purchased, laws tampered
with, justice disregarded, and industry and commercial

M
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enterprise checked. I could not help sympathising with
him, especially as I by degrees beoame better acquainted
with the capabilities of the Arab mind, and the wonderful
fertility of the country. Under more favourable circum-
stances and better cultivation each would flourish. Elias
admitted that oppression had demoralized the people to
a lamentable extent. Their powers and talents were
misapplied, their ingenuity and inventive faculties were
displayed in artful eunning and clever intrigue. Their
powers of endurance and self-sacrifice had grown into
seeming apathy and indifference, their love of poetry and
of the marvellous had been trifled with by teachers of
strange doctrines and conflicting traditions, and their
imaginations were encumbered with wild superstitions.

‘When Elias spoke thus despomdingly, no such man as
Fuad Pasha had been in Syria to inspire the hope of a better
state of things. Elias was always ready to answer patiently
and carefully my many questions. During nearly three years
I was in the habit of seeing him frequently. In August,
1858, he went to Beirfit on business; he was not well
when he left home, and on Wednesday, the 1st of Sep-
tember, news was brought to Haifa that he was dead, and
had been buried at BeirQt. This was a new and terrible
affliction for the Sakhali family, for Elias was looked up
to as the ruler and manager ‘of the house. Khalil, the
aged father, felt the loss acutely, and the widow was quite
prostrated ; grief bewildered and almost stupefied her—
she could not even weep. “Call for the mourning women,
that they may come ; and for such as are skilful in lamen-
tation, that they may come: and let them make haste, and
take up a wailing for us, that our eyes may run down with
tears, and our eyelids gush out with waters.” And again
there were seven days of weeping in the house of Sakhali.
(See Jeremiah ix, 17, 18.) "

I joined the mourners on the third day. Directly I
entered the house, I heard the minstrels and the loud cries
of the people. (See Matt. ix. 23.) I was led into a large
long room. Women were sitting on the floor in rows on
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two sides of it ; an open space was left down the middle to
the end of the room, where the widow sat apart, with her
two youngest children lying at her feet. Her hair was
dishevelled, and she wore no covering on her head; her
eyelids were swollen with weeping, and her face pale with
watching: she looked as if she had suddenly grown old,
Her dress was rent and disordered ; she had not rested or
changed her garments since she heard the tidings of her
husband’s death. She kissed me passionately, and said:
“Weep for me, he is dead:” and then pointing to her
children, she said: “ Weep for them, they are fatherless.”
I sat near to her. One of her children, who was about
three years old, crept into my lap, and whispered: “ My
Sather is dead.” Then he closed his eyes, and pressed his
chubby little fingers tightly over them, saying: “ My father
3 dead Uike this—he s in the dark.”

The wailing, which had been slightly interrupted at my
entrance, was renewed with vigour. The assembled women
were all in their gayest dresses, soft crimson silk with white
stripes on it prevailing. There were many women from
Nazareth and Shefa ’'Omer and other villages. They had
uncovered their heads and unbraided .their hair. They
looked dreadfully excited, their eyes were red with weep-
ing and watching, and the air of the room was close and
heated, for the widow and chief mourners had remained
there for three days and two nights without rest, receiving
guests who came to mourn with them. The room was
always filled, for as soon as one set of people left another
set came in. During my visit there were seventy-three
mourners present, without reckoning the children who
glided in and out.

Three rows of women sat on the matted floor on the
right-hand side, facing three rows on the left. They
were all clapping their hands or striking their bosoms.
in time with the monotonous melody which they mur-
mured. .

Presently an especial lamentation was commenced, to
which I was invited to respond.

M2
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I was still seated at the end of the room, near to the
widow. The women on my left hand (led by a celebrated
professional mourner) sang these words with vigour and
energy :—

‘“We saw him, in the midst of the company of riders,
Riding bravely on his horse, the horse he loved ! ”
Then the women on the opposite side of the room answered
in a lower and more plaintive key, beating. their breasts
mournfully :—

“ Alas! no more shall we see him
In the midst of the company of riders, |
Riding bravely on his horse, the horse he loved.”

Then the first singers sang :—

“We saw him in the garden, the pleasant garden,
With his companions, and his children, the children he loved.”

Then the second singers answered : —

¢ Alas ! no'more shall we see him: .
In the garden; the pleasant garden,
With his companions, and his children, ‘the children he loved.’

€horus of all the women, singing softly :—

““His children and his servants blessed him !
His home was the shelter of happiness !
Peace be upon him !”

First singers (loudly and with animation) :—

“We saw him giving food to the hungry,
And clothing to the naked ! "

Second singers (softly and plaintively) :—

“ Alas | no more shall we see him
Give food to the hungry,
And garments to the naked ! ”
First singers :—
“We saw him give help and sucoour to the aged,
And good counsel to the young -
Second singe

“ Alas ! no more shall we see him
Give help and succour to the aged,
And good counsel to the young.”
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Chorus of all the women, singing softly :—

“ He suffered not the stranger to sleep in the streets :
He opened his door to the wayfarer.
Peace be upon him.”

After this, they started to their feet and shrieked as
~loudly as they could, making a rattling noise in their

throats for three or four minutes; while the widow knelt,
swaying her body backwards and forwards and feebly
joining in the wild cry.

Some of the women reseated themselves on the floor
quite exhausted, some retired, and a number of guests
from ’Akka came in and took the vacant places. A minstrel
woman began slowly beating a tambourine, and all the
company clapped their hands in measure with it, singing :.
“Alas for him! alas for him! He was brave, he was good,
alas for him!” &e. Then three women rose, with naked
swords in their hands, and stood at two or three yards’ dis-
tance from each other. They began dancing with slow and
graceful movements, with their swords at first held low and
their heads drooping. " Each dancer kept within a circle of
about a yard in diameter. By degrees the tambourine and
the clapping of the hands and the songs grew louder, the
steps of the dancers were quickened, they threw back their
heads and gazed upwards passionately as if they would
look into the very heavens. They flourished their uplifted
swords, and as their movements became more wild and
excited, the bright steel flashed and bright eyes seemed to
grow brighter. As one by one the dancers sank overcome
with fatigue, others rose to replace them. Thus passed
seven days and nights. Professional mourners were in
constant attendance to keep up the excitement, and dances
and dirges succeeded each other with intervals of wild and
hysterical weeping and shrieking. I remained about two
hours in the room, and occasionally I watched from a
window which overlooked it. I could see that the leader
had a powerful influence over all present; a certain tone
of her wild wailing voice drew tears from the eyes and
produced hysterical emotion in some cases.
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There are girls who have a morbid taste for the excite-
ment thus preduced, and are celebrated for the facility
with which they fall into fits of uncontrellable weeping.
The real mourners and the amateur actresses in these
scenes are usually ill afterwards, but the professional
assistants do not appear to suffer from the fatigue or
excitement, and they do not lose their self-control for a
moment. :

Poor Khalil Sakhali never quite recovered the shock
caused by this death. It became an epoch from which
to reckon events throughout the district where Elias had
been so well known and so much respected. It was usual
to say, “ Such an event occurred before or after the death of
-Elias” And there was a saying current in Hiifa to the
effect that “the men of the Sakhali family die always
among strangers and away from home ;” but I suppose the
spell is broken now, for Khalil, the old man, died in his
own house, in January, 1860. I was not in Héifa at the
time, but I was informed that Khalil had been staying
at ’Akka and was very ill there. On his way back to
Hiifa in a very weak state, while riding along the sands,
he was thrown from his herse and so mmuch injured
that he was carried home and died in three days. My
brother went to the funeral, and in a letter to me he spoke
of it thus:—

“«] never in this neighbourhood saw a funeral so nume-
rously attended. The church as well as the court without
was completely crowded. Seven priests (four of whom
had come from a considerable distance for the purpose)
chanted the appointed psalms, and the burial service was
performed as usual. After the Epistle, Gospel, and Absolu-
tion had been read, the chief priest said to the congregation,
‘Dear brethren and children, Xhalil Sakhali was a man
who lived very long in this world. He has had a great deal
of business and has been in communication with a great
number of people. It is possible that in certain trans-
actions he may have given cause for offence. Some people
may have felt themselves insulted, some may have been
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grieved or offended, either with or without reason. This
now is the time for pardon, and I hereby beseech you all
present, and by the blessing of God I implore you all, to
pardon him fully, to forgive him all offences as you-hope to
be forgiven.” The whole congregation then answered: ‘ May
God pardon him!’”

This ceremony of asking pardon of the living for the
dead is observed in a-slight degree at all burials among the
Greeks, but it is not generally so emphatically expressed or
so enlarged upon as in the case of Khalil. He was a man
of great influence. He was the founder of the Greek Church
in HAifa; and the only good houses in ‘the town belonged
to: himr or to members of his family.



CHAPTER VIIL

THE history of the Sakhali family has led me away
from my own. I will return to the time when we
hastened into our new house on account of the commence-
ment of the winter rains—Christmas, 1855.

On the 30th of December, after three days and nights of
almost incessant rain, a bright sunshiny .afternoon tempted
us out. We passed threngh the west gate, and the sudden
change which had taken place in the appearance of the
country surprised me exceedingly. The ground, which had
lately looked so brown and parched, cracked into fissures
by the summer heat, was now carpeted with vividly green
grass and tiny leaves. Many large slabs of rock, which had
before been concealed by earth, were now laid bare. The .
tombs in the Greek and Latin cemeteries, the broad stone
threshing-floors on the sloping plain, the masses of rock
around and on the terraced hill-sides, washed by the recent
torrents, looked brightly white.

We climbed the castle hill, just behind Haifs. White,
yellow, and purple crocuses were growing round the roots
of the trees, under the shelter of rocks, and in the midst
of leafless thorn-bushes ; * while the glossy green leaves of
flags, arums, squills, and cyclamen were unfolding and
shooting up everywhere.

‘We looked down on to the town ; thousands of birds, chiefly
sparrows, were on the house-tops (the flat roofs of which
are composed of massive beams of wood, crossed by planks,
poles, and brushwood, overspread with earth and small

* ¢« The lily among thorns,” Song of Solomon, ii 2.
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stones, rolled firm and smooth). In preparation for the
winter rains the roofs had all been newly covered with
mortar made of earth, brought from the common or unin-
closed land of the hills, well mixed with straw. The newly
disturbed earth, rich in bulbs and grass, and wild-flower
seeds, had naturally attracted the birds, and as I watched
them pecking and tw1ttenng there, I felt the significancy
of the expression in the Psalms, which refers to the
* sparrow on the housetop.”

On the 30th of January, soon after sunrise, several little
boys came with large bunches of the “narojus,” 7e. the
yellow narcissus, a favourite flower of the Arabs. The boys
asked for “backshish,” and said, “We have brought these
flowers because they are called by the name of the Consul.”
Then I understood why many Arabs, especially children,
called us “Narojus,” instead of Rogers. In the afternoon, I
went on to the hills, where narcissus and wild hyacinths
were growing in profusion ; goats were leaping and skipping
from rock to rock, and enjoying the plentiful pasture. I
looked down on to ‘the town ; its appearance was perfectly
changed. Out of the lately-made roofs of earth, fresh green
grass had sprung, so that every house-top looked like a grass

- plat, and on some of them lambs and kids were feeding.

But these grass-grown roofs are rarely sound enough to
keep out the rain ; we often heard our neighbours complain-
ing of water pouring in torrents into their rooms, and I have
sometimes been roused in the night by an unexpected
sprinkling. Patches of fresh earth are added from time to
time, and the roofs are rolled occasionally with a heavy
stone, like a common garden-roller. One is usually kept on
the top of each house or block of houses. .

When I went out on the 11th of February, I saw
labourers busy in the plain, at the foot of the Carmel Hills.
Large patches of land were being ploughed. The rich
brown earth was thrown up by clumsy-looking plough-
shares, dragged by oxen. Boys were employed in gathering
out stones from tracts of land, round which men were
building low rough stone walls. New hedges of prickly
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pears were being planted round gardens and orchards,
thus:—A stone wall, about a quarter of a yard high, is
made, and then quite covered with earth. Along the top
of the bank thus formed, portions of the cactus stems are
planted, about a foot apart. These stems are green and
broad, and so flat and jointed that they loek like large
rounded leaves joined together. In some places the fain
had washed away the earth, and I could see the roots
shooting out from the edges of the stems. The growth of
this species of'the cactus (Opuntia) is so rapid, that a bank
thus planted becomes; in the course of one season, a very
formidable hedge. Pts blossom is yellow, and it yields: the
pleasant, cooling fruit, called “prickly pear,” or “ Indian
fig.” The Arabs call it “ Subber,” i.e. “ patience,” on account
of the care and patience required in gathering and peeling
it; for it is eovered with spines and fine stinging hairs, and
the plant is armed everywhere with large sharp thorns; in
spite of this, the camel feeds on it freely. Even in the driest
seasons, the stems are juicy, and, when: pierced, moisture
oozes out plentifully. It is the natural home of the cochi-
neal insect ; but the cultivation of this valuable artiele of
commerce is, unfortunately, neglected in Palestine:

The blossoming arum, the blue iris, squills, and daffodils
were growing so abundantly in the burial-ground, that the
sides of the tombs were quite concealed. On' the un-
ploughed land of the plain, and on the hill-sides, I found
anemones, ranunculuses, marigolds; ground-ivy, cyclamen,
and many other wild flowers. The thorn-bushes, which
during the summer and a2utumn had been so dark and
bare, were clothed with delicate green sprays of finely-
serrated leaves, which almost hid the sharp, cruel-looking
thorns. They were sprinkled with little round buds—when
they opened, they threw out silky tufts of crimson, crowned
with golden-coloured powder. The seed-vessel is round,
and divided into four quarters; at first it is almost white,
but gradually becomes pink ; and at the apex there is a
little green tuft, in the shape of a Greek cross. When the
seed is quite ripe, it is about half an inch in diameter, and
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of a deep shining red colour. I had been told it was of
this thorn that the wreath was made which once crowned
the head of Christ. It may be so; and I have never seen
a plant of which so beautiful, and at the same time so
cruel, a crown could be composed. This thorn is the
Potervum spinosum.

About Easter, it is seen in all its beauty, the leaves
glossy and full-grown, the fruit or seed-vessels brilliantly
red, like drops of blood, and the therns sharper and stronger
than at any other time. No plant or bush is so common
on the hills of Jud®a, Galilee, and Carmel as this. It is
used extensively for fuel, espeeially for the bakers’ ovens,
and “the crackling of thorns under @ pot” may often be
heard in Palestine.

The gardens and orchards looked very beautiful. Almond
trees were full of blossom. Lemon and shaddock trees were
laden with frait. The winter rains were over; “flowers
appeared on the earth, the time of the singing of birds had
come, and the voice of the turtle was heard:in the land.”
And again the appearance of the town of Hdifa was per-
fectly changed ; the last few days of warmth and uninter-
rupted sunshine had quite withered and burnt up all “ the
grass on the house-tops,” so that there was: not a green spot
left. Boys and girls were gathering the short yellow hay ;
but there was very little of it, for the grass had not had
time to grow up fully, or put forth its seed; ané the
harvest on the house-tops was mere child’s play, “ wkere
the mower filleth not his hand, nor he that bindeth sheaves
his bosom.” (Psalm cxxix. 6—38.)

On the 19th of February, early in the morning, a young
Bedouin brought me a large wooden bowlful of clotted
cream, and announced the coming of four men of his tribe.
While he spoke, they entered. They were rejoicing, on
account of the abundance of milk which their flocks yielded,
now that they were at pasture on the Carmel range. They
were very dark, and wore long white cotton shirts with
wide sleeves, and loose, heavy camel-hair cloaks. They
seemed to be rather taken by surprise by the looking-glass,
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in which they could see themselves at full length. The
one who seemed to be the chief of the party invited me to
visit him, with the Consul, at his tents, at an hour’s .dis-
tance from Héifa In answer tomy questions, he told me
that there were several women -at the encampment, and
that they were busy making stores-of cooking butter. The
cream is sheken in goats’ skins, and afterwards boiled ;
and when the milk and whey are completely extracted, the
butter will keep good for a very long time (at this season
the markets are always well supplied by the peasantry and
Bedouins together, and during fhe spring, housekeepers
refill their butter jars with a store for the summer and
autumn). One of these Bedouins carried a lance, about
twelve feet long; at the top of it there were two round
tufts of black ostrich feathers, about one foot apart. The
upper tuft was fringed with little white feathers. Between
the tufts, strips of scarlet cloth were twisted. The lance
was 80 heavy that I could not lift it ; it was of wood, with
a metal barb. All the men wore large red and yellow
silk striped kefias (7. e. fringed shawls) on their heads,
fastened round the crown with a thick rope, and put on
like hoods. They all had high pointed red leather boots,
which, however, they took off at the door. One man dis-
played a heavy silver ring on his finger; a name was
roughly engraved on it. The wearer said, “Salute the
Consul ; may Allah keep all sorrow far from him!” Then
he and his followers went away.

I had just dismissed the bearer of the bowl of cream
with a backshish, when two little girls of the Sakhali
family came to me, saying: “ Oh, Miriam, peace be upon
you! We have thought you must be sad and lonely, now
that the Consul is away from Héiifa. May he return to
you soon, and in safety!” I invited my friendly little
neighbours to take off their izzars (the white sheets in
which they were enveloped), and to remain with me to
breakfast. They wore dark cotton trousers, made very full
and long, and cloth jackets, closely fitting and fastened up
to the throat. Their mundils, or bright-coloured muslin
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kerchiefs, were put on like shawls over the head, crossed
under the chin, and the ends tied on the top of the head.
Their hair was braided, and hung in long plaits over their
shoulders. Their finger-nails and toe-nails were rosy with
henna-dye. They left their yellow shoes at the entrance of
the room. They were very much interested in tarning out
the contents of my work-box, and in looking through books
of pictures, about which they asked many questions, and
made eurious comments, not omly teaching me, uncon-
sciously, Arabic words, but showing me the spirit of
Oriental ideas. They were amused to hear about English
children, and laughed heartily when I told them that in
England a few camels are kept as curiosities, in a beautiful
garden. They could not understand how we could live in
a land where there are no camels to carry burdens. I tried
to explain to them the use of carts and railed roads; but,
as they had never seen a wheeled carriage of any kind, it
was very difticult to convey the idea, even with the help of
pictures. They were very clever, quick children; and,
though only eight and nine years old, they could already
make bread, and prepare many simple dishes. They were
surprised that I had not been taught how to cook; it is the
chief point in the education of an Arabgirl.

‘While 1 was oecupied with my amusing little guests, our
Egyptian groom Mohammed arrived, leading a beautiful
white mare, and bringing a letter from my brother, inviting
me to go immediately to Shefa ’Omer (about three hours’
distance), to meet him there, and to return with him to
Haifa the next day. The children said : “ We are glad you
will to-day see the Consul; but we are sorry you are going
away from us; go in peace.” I was soon ready, and
mounted on the white mare; her long mane and tail were
deeply dyed with henna (bright orange colour); it is said to
be a preventive of disease. A large glass bead of sapphire
blue hung from the neck of the animal. I asked the groom
what it was for; he said: “It will avert the effect of a
glance from an evil eye; this mare is so beautiful that she
is in danger of being looked at with admiration and envy
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by those who have power to destroy her and her rider even
by a look.” He said he dare not suffer me to ride such an
animal without this precaution. Many of my friends,
Moslems and Christians, walked by my side as far as the
gate, and “Go in peace, and return to us in safety,” rang
in my ears as I rode along the sands, attended only by our
trustworthy groom Mohammed, and under the protection of
the sapphire bead. I asked him if my want of confidence
in the charm would destroy its efficacy. e answered
solemnly: “ Its power cannot be destroyed, praised be Allak !”
It was noon; the sun shone, but not too fiercely; the wind
blew, but not too roughly; and the waves rippled round the
feet of the mare, and of Mohammed’s sturdy little donkey.
‘We crossed the Kishon cautiously and safely on the bar far
out at sea; the river was rather deep and dangerous that
day. We turned away from the shore and traversed the
drifted sand-hills, where tall trees and shrubs were half
buried ; but grass was springing up plentifully where the
land was firmer, and the rain rested here and there in quiet
pools, bordered by the iris, blue and yellow, rank grass and
blossoming reeds. Advancing a little farther into the plain,
we came to a perfect paradise of flowers, The ground for
a mile or more in every direction was completely carpeted
with anemones, scarlet, crimson, white, blue, purple, pink,
and lilac, with patches of clover and mallows here and there,
and buttercups and cyclamen. I had never seen such wealth
of wild flowers, or such vivid colouring, and there seemed
to be no one to enjoy it. We were quite out .of sight of
human beings and human habitations. The enly building
to-be seen was the dome over the fountain of Jethro, a
retreat for ablution and for prayer, with a few tronghs round
it for watering cattle. It is just half-way between HAifa and
Shefa ’Omer. I paused a moment to enjoy the scene and
the silence. My mare began cropping the thickly growing
mallows. Mohammed exclaimed : “Ya Sittee, cows thrive
on mallows, bu$ to running horses they bring death.” As
we rode on again, I asked Mohammed if his parents still
lived in Egypt ; he replied ; “ God knows! Itis more than
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twenty years since I left my mother. She was a widow,
peace be upon her! and I have never heard of her since.
It is too late now ; no letter would reach her, for she is poor
and unknown in the land. When the poor leave their
parents, they leave them for ever. That is the reason why
mothers weep and refuse to be comforted when their sons
go away from their homes. Letters can be carried for the
rich, and for people who are known.”

He was surprised to hear that in England all houses are
named or numbered, and that letters directed to the poorest
people in the country are taken as much care of as those ad-
dressed to the most wealthy. Mohammed had lost the use
of one eye. In answer to-my inquiry, he told me that his
mother had purposely destroyed the sight, by the application
of poisonous leaves when he was-young, to render him unfit
for service in the army, for he was her only son. This
practioe was very eammon in Egypt until Ibrahim Pasha
put an effectual -stop to it by ordering a regiment to be
formed entirely of one-eyed men, and every one who had
lost the sight of an eye, either by accident or design, was
compelled to join it. Mohammed, among others, was
enrolled, and this Cyclopean regiment became the most
formidable in Egyptian service* We passed between large
fields where wheat and barley were springing up vigorously,
and over fallow ground garnished with blossoming weeds.

* T could mot understand what sort of leaves Mohammed referred to,
but they were gathered from a shrub which grows in gardens on the banks
of the Nile. On homeeopathic principles Isuppose that this eye-destroying
leaf should also have the power of renowating injured sight. Several
Arabs (Christians) confessed to me, that when they were schoolboys, they
resorted to all sorts of schemes in order to avoid attending school. They
used sometimres to rub their eyelids with freshly gathered fig-leaves, and
the milky juice which exudes from them soon causes the eyelids to swell
so much that they can scarcely be opened for two or three days, but no per-
ceptible injury is done to'the eye. When fig-leaves were not to be found,
they used stinging nettles instead. The boys said they cheerfully suffered
this self-inflicted pain for a few days, for the sake of the holiday which
neocessarily accompanied it, and the temporary escape from the monotonous
duties of school, and the thick stick of the schoolmaster. However, where
Arab boys are kindly and intelligently taught, they lea.rn eagerly and make.
wonderfully rapid progress,
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Now and then we overtook a land tortoise, leisurely making
its way across the country. They are very common in the
plains of Palestine. Mohammed told me that Christians
of the East eat them, especially in Lent, and the peasants
catch and carry them to market towns in great nmmbers.
I afterwards heard this confirmed, but I never saw the dish
anywhere. 'When we reached the hill country I could
scarcely recognise the valleys and the hill-sides, which I
had traversed in October, and again in November. Every-
thing was changed and: beautified by spring. There was no
bare earth to be seen, it was all concealed by vividly green
vegetation. The periwinkle was conspicuous, and in the
hollows of the: white rocks and. between the stones tiny
flowers were flourishing. The evergreen oaks were gar-
landed with wild clematis, and a creeper with lilac bell-
like blossoms travelled from tree to tree in-graceful festoons.
The “pastures on the hills were clothed with flocks, and the
valleys were covered with corr:” Here we saw some human
beings, the first we had met on our way. There was a very
old man, with a long staff in his hand, sitting under a tree.
He rose up when he saw us eoming. He wore over his long
shirt a short pelisse made of sheep-skin, and an old shawl
head-dress. Some youths came forward as we approached.
They were bronzed and weather-beaten. They had nothing
on but long coarse cotton shirts, girdled with leather belts.
Long clumsy-looking guns were slung over their shoulders.
Their heads were hooded in old red and yellow shawls
(kefias); the herds and flocks upon the hills were in their
care. The old man raised his hand to his forehead as we
went by, and he said : “ God direct you” One of the young
shepherds was sitting on a rock playing on a short flute,
made of a reed; he placed the end of it in his mouth, and
produced soft but clear musical sounds. I could only detect
five notes. Mohammed pointed out a black tent, made of
camel-hair cloth and branches, pitched under a large tere-
binth-tree. It was no doubt the portable home of the
herdsmen. Here we were met by an African horseman, as
black as ebony. He was dressed entirely in white and
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crimson, and was riding at full gallop. He paused to greet
us, and said to Mohammed, “ The English Consul is near at
hand; he is coming forth to meet his sister, but my eyes
have seen her first; I will hasten to give him joy, and tell
him that she is well and on her way;” and Mohammed
answered, “Go in peace: blessed is the bearer of good
tidings.” We were soon in the olive-groves of Shefa
’Omer, and there to my delight I met my brother. Saleh,
Habib, and Stephani joined us; they handed blossom-
ing almond branches to me, in token of welcome. We
rode up the steep hill on which the town stands, and
alighted at the house of Habib; he led me inte his
guest-chamber, a large, eight-windowed, square room.
On two sides of it mattresses were placed on the floor,
covered with Turkey carpets, and cushions cased in silk
and satin were leaning against the walls. On one side
a handsome carpet was spread, with a small silk-covered
square mattress, and pillows arranged for one person
only; this he said was intended for me. Egyptian matting
covered the rest of the floor, and in one corner was a
raised bed-stand, with muslin mosquitoe eurtains. We
went out on to the broad terrace, which overlooks the sea
and the plain, and rested there, exchanging news. I re-
ported the visit of the Bedouins. My brother explained to
me how the townspeople, the villagers, and the peasantry
dread the approach of these wanderers with their flocks and
herds, for, he said, “they not only spoil the pasture-land,
but the crops are endangered. There will be no real safety
for cultivators and agriculturists in Palestine till these
incursions are put a stop to. The Bedouins come from
beyond Jordan, every year, just after the winter rains are
over, when the grain is springing up, so that people do not
venture to cultivate more land than they hope to be able to
protect. That is one reason why there are so many waste
places in the country, and why some portions of the most
fertile plains are abandoned by the peasants of Palestine,
and only cultivated by wandering tribes, who pitch their
tents in a favourable spot, plough, sow, and reap, and then
N
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perhaps re-cross the Jordan, and return no more till the
following spring.”

According to Judges, sixth chapter, third and sixth verses,
these wanderers used to commit just such depredations in
Palestine three thousand years ago, and at the very same
season ; for it is written : “ When Israel had sown, then the
Amalekites, the Midianites, and the children of the East (i.e.
from beyond Jordan) came up against them, they destroyed
the increase of the earth and left no sustenance for Israel ;
they came with thesr cattle and thevr tents, and they and their
camels were without number, and Israel was greatly im-
poverished.” This is one of the chief causes of the present
poverty of the country. 'When the sun went down, we
entered the guest-chamber ; large lanterns were lighted and
placed on two small stools in the middle of the room.
The Governor, Abu Daoud, and his little son arrived to
greet me. Soon afterwards Salihh Agha came, in his large
scarlet cloak, edged with gold lace and embroidery. His dark
face was deeply shaded by his lilac and silver shawl, worn
like a hood, bound round his head by a thick white cord of
camel-hair. His eyelids were kohl tinged, and he looked
rather fierce on the whole. He and his brother, the cele-
brated Akiel Agha, are the most powerful and formidable
people in the Pashalic of ’Akka. They came originally from
Morocco, and are now in the service of the Turkish Govern-
ment ; they have three or four hundred armed horsemen
under their command. They may be regarded as the
mounted patrols of the hills and plains of Galilee, for it is
their duty to keep the roads clear that people may travel
in safety. To a considerable extent they succeed, and
thanks to their energy, highway robbery and murders are
rare ; but they cannot of course keep all the wanderers out
of the country. Over some tribes Akiel Agha has great in-
fluence, but with the Kurds and other hostile hordes he
sometimes comes into collision, and warfare ensues, and
then all the tribes friendly or in alliance with him naturally
come to his assistance. But, notwithstanding these out-
breaks, it is certain that without the Agha's somewhat
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irregular guard, affairs in the Pashalic of ’Akka would be
very much worse, and travelling would be attended with
more danger.

Akfel Agha’s regiment is a motley crew, formed of
desperate men from all parts of the country, reminding one
of the four hundred over whom David made himself a
captain (1 Samuel xxii. 2). They are distinguished by the
name of “Hawara,” 7.e. “destruction,” and are, in fact, a
tolerated tribe of marauders, empowered by the Govern-

. ment to keep other tribes in check.

Salihh Agha told me that he had served on the Danube
for a ghort time during the previous year, but he did not
like to be so far away from his children ; his tents were
now pitched at Abilene, about three miles from Shefa’Omer.
He sent his lieutenant to fetch his youngest son for me to
see, though it was a dark night and long past sunset.
Supper was announced, and we were conducted to another
room. Water was poured over our hands as we entered,
then we, seven in number, sat on the matted floor, round a
circular tray, raised about six inches from the ground, and
literally crowded with food. A very long, narrow towel was
placed in front of the guests, and reached all round, resting
on our knees, and its fringed ends met and crossed where
I was invited to take my seat. There were six round dishes
of heaped-up rice, boiled in butter; six dishes of boiled
wheat, mixed with minced meat and spices; a few plates
of fowls and lamb, and bowls of lebbeny or sour cream, and
a good supply of sweet cream, cheese, olives and salad. A
cake of bread was before each person. Directly Salihh
Agha was seated, he began eating silently and (as it seemed
to me) voraciously, quite in Bedouin style, making pellets
of the hot rice or wheat in the palm of his hand, and with
a skilful jerk tossing them into his mouth. He divided the
fowls with his fingers, and did me the honour to pass the
most delicate morsels to me. At this rate the contents of
the dishes soon disappeared, for all the gentlemen followed
the example of Salihh Agha, and as, one by one, they were
satisfied, they rose and washed their hands. We then

N2 :
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returned to the large room, where many visitors had
assembled. Coffee and pipes were served. Songs were
sung in praise of the Agha and of the Vice Consul, and
other guests. The songs which called forth the greatest
energy were descriptions of -contending armies and of the
chase. Arrack was handed round to the singers, but none
of the Bedouins partook of it. Little Nimhr, the son of
the Agha, arrived ; he was about seven years old. He came
bounding inte the room, and was soon wrapped in the folds
of his father's scarlet cloak and covered with kisses and
caresses. I was struck by the change in the somewhat
stern aspect of Salihh Agha. He was full of tenderness and
demonstrative affection for his little son, an ugly boy, but
of that piquant description of ugliness which is sometimes
so attractive. The lieutenant wished him to go and have
supper with him, but he said archly, “Did I come here to
have supper or to see the English Sit?” ¢.e. the lady. He
came and nestled by my side; took my hands in his, felt
my dress, and seid it was nice and soft. He showed in
every action that he was accustomed to be noticed very
much, and to be lovingly treated. Wrestling was proposed,
and he immediately challenged Elias, the son of Stephani,
a slightly made, very pretty boy, also about seven, who
deliberately took off his little brown braided and hooded
pelisse, while Nimhr threw down his loose camel-hair
cloak. They each wore scarlet cloth jackets, with hanging
. sleeves like the hussars’, wide-sleeved long white cotton
shirts, and very full scarlet trowsers. They took off the
latter and their shoes. Little Nimhr (z.e. the Leopard)
looked proudly impatient. Young Elias, quietly in earnest,
made a spring on Nimhr and threw him down. The men
clapped their hands and shouted. The wrestling was carried
on for nearly half an hour; Elias was, almost in every
instance, the victor. At last Nimhr, with a mortified look,
after many falls, ran to his father and hid himself in the
folds of the scarlet cloak. Elias looked quite calm and
unexcited by his success ; he sat quietly by my side.

I find that wrestling is a very common exercise in the







