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CHAPTER 1.

ALEXANDRIA TO JAFFA—WAR TN PALESTINE—ACRE—TYRE—SIDON —BEYROUT
—THE CEDARS—BAALBEC—DAMASCTS, &C.

SoMmE few years back, in the red and glowing haze of an
Egyptian sunset, a party of Frank travellers stood upon the sandy
shore of the harbour of Alexandria, surrounded by their hetero-
gencous packages, and awaiting the uprising of that evening
brecze which was to waft them to the coast of Palestine. In
those days Mediterranean travelling was very different from what
it now is, stcam-boats were not yet introduced, and the impatient
pilgrim, with his imagination cagcrly fixed upon the sacred
localitics of his religion, or the wonders of Egypt, had often to
waste many weary days, or perhaps weeks upon the way, before he
could attain the desired object. Such had been the case in the
present instance. After long waiting to no purpose for an
opportunity of proceeding to Jaffa, our party, in pure despair,
had at length chartered a vessel to that port, and laid in a stock
of provisions sufficient to last them the passage. With every
preparation made, and impatience at its utmost stretch, the Arab
captain still found each day some pretext, real or imaginary, for
delaying his departure. Sometimes the wind was positively
contrary ; sometimes it was fair, but then either too strong or else
too light; and it was only at a propitious juncture, when the
steady land-breeze promised to carry us fairly to our destination
in four-and-twenty hours, that the dilatory Reis at length arose,

B



2 THE PASSENGERS.

took the pipe out of his mouth, tightened his girdle, shuffled on
his papooshes, screamed madly to his ragged sailors, and
definitively prepared to embark.

Of the party of five, squeczed with their baggage into the
ship’s little erazy boat, four were Englishmen, and one American,
and even amidst the grotesque variety of character and costume
which salutes the eye at Alexandria, they were justly regarded
by the natives as something out of the common way. They
were, for the most part, men of good family and means, who, at
home, would, some of them, have been remarked for nothing
save aristocratic propricty and retenu, and fastidious attention to
the minutie of fashionable costume. Tley had just returned
from a cruise up the Nile, their countenances werc—not bronzed,
according to the usual phrase, but they were literally baked
into the dark red colour of Egyptian brickdust, and their
unclipped beards and moustaches had grown into more than
oriental amplitude and savagery. Their costume !—that beggars
all description for its reckless abandon, and proud indifference to
public opinion. One wore the wreck of an old plaid shooting-
jacket, with capacious pockets, stuffed with powder and shot, his
waistcoat had long been discarded as worse than useless; what
had been once a shirt, now scarcely more than a waistcoat,
flew wildly away from the open brawny chest; and in lieu of
braces, a thick red sash, stuck full of pistols, was girt around
his loins, serving, doubtfully, to uphold a pair of trowsers in the
last stage of disorganization. His head and feet were & la
Turque, the former being surmounted by a huge turpan, the
latter thrust stockingless into a pair of pointed red papooshes.
Others preferred rather to reverse this process, wearing broad-
brimmed straw hats over a sort of fancy oriental costume sclected
at random from the bazaars; in all, the incongruity was cqually
ludicrous, and all were equally and utterly callous about it. So
cool and yet so crazy looking a set baffled the speculations of the
orientals, who looked up to them with something of that reverence



ARAB COASTING VESSEL. 3

‘accorded to those whom a mysterious Providence afflicts with
mental hallucination.

On boarding the rugged sides of the ship, and gaining its
deck, the wisdom of our-captain’s precaution became somewhat
disagrecably evident, The Arabs, we know, were the first to
brave the perils of the deep, but they have not kept pace with
the gradual improvement in navigation. Our vessel was just
like the old models in nautical cabinets of ships in the middle
ages, high tilted at the poop and stern, and with masts, spars,
and rigging of curious and antique fashion. So far so good—to
a lover of the picturesque; but this was not all; the craft was
perilously crazy, the seams yawned as if the shrunken planks
were about to come asunder, the ropes and sails looked as if the
first stiff breeze would snap the one and split the others to shreds
and tatters. There was neither chart nor compass on board. It
was, in fact, just a sample of the Arab coasting vessels, the
wrecks of which so picturesquely bestrew the shores of Syria.
But then it was the height of summer ; the azure sea, ruffled by
alight breeze, and reflecting the serene blue of heaven, was pleasant
to look upon, and delicious was the coolness of the humid air,
after the hot atmosphere and glaring sands of Egypt. Jaffa was
but two hundred miles, and if the brecze held, we might hope to
reach our destination in four-and-twenty hours, and be up at
Jerusalem in time to witness the ceremonies of the Easter week.

The interior of the vesscl was as primitive as its build and
tackle. It was simply decked over from stem to stern, the
interior gbeing totally hollow, and looking, with its naked
planking and rough ribs, like the interior of some monstrous
skeleton, and smelling as if the process of desiccation had been
imperfectly accomplished. There was no level boarding at the
bottom, which was covered with sand and shingle, by way at
once of flooring and ballast. A portion of about one-third of
this dark den was partitioned off as a cabin, into which, we
descended, and from which, we ascended, by the gymnastic process

B2



4 . DEPARTURE FROM ALEXANDRIA.

of clambering up and down an upright post, having notches cut
into it for the feet. Our carpets and baggage were arranged
upon the sand. Sand is said to breed fleas, and our experience
fully tended to corroborate the opinion. Nothing, in short, but
nasal and ocular evidence could convey to the rcader a correct
idea of the interior of this worm-eaten old ark, or of the
“creeping things innumerable” that took up their habitation
within its uncleanly chinks.

With the usual amount of frenzied gesticulations and unearthly
howling, our Arabs hoisted their tattered sail to the brecze, and
with a turbaned old pilot to direct our way between the perilous
sunken rocks that impede its entrance, we flew rapidly out of the
harbour of Alexandria into the open sea. We had lighted upon
a period then loudly vaunted as that of the “ regencration of
Egypt.” That ancient land, fallen from her ancient glory into
the condition so emphatically called in prophecy the “ basest of
kingdoms,” was supposed to be on the point of springing into
new life at the bidding of Mehemet Ali. Wherever we looked
around, we saw the cvidences of his marvellous encrgy; new
lighthouses appeared, palaces and arsenals hordered the harbour,
and huge threc-deckers and frigates studded its bosom, while the
number of merchant-ships bore . testimony cqually palpable of
increasing commerce. The ambitious designs of Mehemet Ali
were then in full and successful development. Acre had recently
surrendered to his power, and the whole of Syria had submitted
to his sway. Ibrahim Pasha, we knew, was then in that country
with his army, engaged in compelling the reluctant acquiescence
of the petty chicefs to a new and regular system of government ;
one of the first results of which would be the entire sccurity of
travellers, and the certainty of their being treated with every
consideration both by the pasha and his ou.cials. We had
wisely provided oursclves with firmans, enjoining the latter to
aid and assist us, and might reasonably anticipate a triumphant
progress through the length and breadth of the land. With
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anticipations thus pleasurable, we beheld the low shores of Egypt,
the Pharos of Alexandria, and the tall masts of the men-of-war,
gradually lessening from our vision, until after one of those solemn
sunsets, to which no description could do justice, they vanished
in the obscurity of night.

Our old craft skimmed prosperously over the gently rippling
sca, which, as she moved along, was churned into a wake
glittering with phosphoric splendour ; the stars in countless hosts
were above our heads, the night, in short, was splendid, but this
could not withdraw our thoughts from the discomforts of our
situation. The idea of going below was horrible ; we preferred
to have our mattresses spread upon the deck, dovetailed as
well as the limited space at our command permitted, and then
covering oursclves with cloaks, lay down for the night, emphatically
under the guidance of Providence, and Providence alone.

When we awoke and had rubbed our eyes next morning, the
sight that saluted us was most disheartening. The breeze had
almost died away, coming only in occasional puffs, the sea was
alm as glass. We had hoped to see the cevenng’s sun
shining on the walls of Jaffa, but we had evidently made but
little progress, and whether that progress was in the right direc-
tion, was painfully problematical. Our Arab captain cvidently
had but one plan, that of the boy lost in the wood, to go straight
on till he came to the end of it—somewhere, and this was the way
in which he expected to make the coast of Syria, unless, indeed,
it should happen to be that of Cyprus, or peradventure that from
which & had just departed. But we were determined not yet to
croak ; we had a good stock of fowls, plenty of rice, and with the
aid of these “ vivers,” worked into a capital pilau by the skill of
our cook, we contrived to get through the first day in tolerable
good humour. But alas! there came a second, and a third, and a
fourth, and still the same unvarying blue sky and sickly-gleaming
sca, upon which we seemed to be enchanted, for while we were
almost always sailing towards the land, we never somehow could
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contrive to make it, though we knew we must have gone double
the distance. Provisions, too, were rapidly running out, and it
was with the most melancholy feelings that we beheld the cook
drag forth from his coop our last surviving fowl, and behead him
upon the bulwark for a last pilau. DBut on the fifth morning all
our troubles were suddenly dissipated. As the light vapour,
which hung like a veil over the sea, was lifted by the rising sun,
there came into view a long blue range of distant mountains, at
first resembling a bar of clouds, and mistaken more than once
for it, but at length, as the light increased, and our vessel
advanced nearer, it was evideutly land, and, as we hoped, the
IToly Land, to which our pilgrim steps were directed. Our Reis,
who had been on the coast before, was confident, from its general
configuration, that the coast of Palestinec was before him, but at
the same time he gave us to understand with equal clearness,
that he knew not what particular part of it we were abreast of.
Out thercfore came all our maps and guide-books, and an
animated discussion took place, at which the captain and all the
crew assisted, with a noise and volubility proportioned to their
ignorance of the matter. On which hand was Jaffa ? should we
stand north or run south for it? that was the question. A
northerly breeze which happened to spring up, inclined, or rather
compelled us to the latter alternative, and approaching within a
mile of the coast, we continued to follow it to the southward.

Ilour after hour thus passed, and yet no signs of Jaffa
appeared. The country, at first green and pleasant, seemed to
grow more desolate and abandoned as we advanced,“we saw
no signs of life, and consequently no inhabitants of whom
we might inguire our whereabouts. Two eminences rising
above the undulating range of downs arrested our attention as
we passed along, but it was not till afterwards that we learned
that they bore the famous names of Askelon and Gaza.

Slowly the evening came on, and all of us, even the captain,
were seriously disquieted. At length, while speculating as to
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some mecthod of bringing our uncertainty to an end, we
sudderly descricd a solitary Arab slowly wending his way along
the sandy beach, distant about half a mile from the ship. A
brilliant idea flashed across the brain of the Reis, his eye
twinkled with sudden inspiration, and he gave instant orders to
lower the ship’s boat and give chase to the individual whom
Providence had sent for our succour. The order was obeyed with
unusual alacrity, and in a fow moments the boat, manned by two
sailors, was dashing towards the shore, while leaning over the
bulwark in a row, we awaited the result with intense interest.
For some time after the boat left the vessel, the Arab con-
tinued to pace on slowly as before; but as he saw it get nearer
the shore, he suddenly paused and regarded it with evident
uncasiness, It touched the beach at last, and one of the sailors
leaving it in the care of the other, jumped ashore and advanced
in the dircction of the chase. At first, not to startle his man,
he walked on gently ; but finding that the Arab quickened his
pace in proportion, he suddenly broke into a run, at the same
time shouting and waving his arms towards the fugitive, who,
his suspicions being now fully confirmed, started off at the
utmost speed of which he was capable. In fact, the terrible
conscription, dreaded above all things by the Syrians, was then
in full operation, and the man supposed that our object was to
kidnap and earry him off in chains as a recrnit. He dashed
on, then, furiously, madly, as if the avenger of blood was behind
him, while we watched the result of the race with an anxiety
produccd®by the conviction, that possibly our very lives depended
on his capture. The same conviction secmed to animate the
legs of the pursuing boatman, who after almost superhuman
efforts at length came up with the fugitive, and after running
neck and neck with him for some minutes, bawling all the while
to him to stop, but bawling in vain, finally clutched his hand
upon his shoulder, and advoitly tripping him up, sent him
rolling over and over in the sand. On jumping to his legs, the



8 ARRIVAL AT JAFFA.

man was about to defend himself, when the explanations of his
captor seemed to satisfy him, for he came to a stand still, and
after a quiet parley resumed his onward way, while the
boatman retracing his steps, regained the boat, and both plying
their oars with vigour, in a few moments more were climbing up
the side of the vessel. There was a gencral rush—and “ where
are we?”’ was the eager demand. The captain’s long face secemed
longer and yellower as he learned the fact, communicated to our-
sclves by the dragoman, that we had been running all day away
from Jaffa, of which we must have been nearly ahreast in the
morning, and that had we but continued our southward carcer
during the night, we should by daylight have been off the
Pelusian mouth of the Nile, and in a fair way to regain the port
from which we had started. With such a system of navigation,
and with no harbours to run for besides, one ccases to be
startled at the number of wrecks with which the coast of Palestine
is studded.

There was of course nothing for it but to get back again to
the latitude of Jaffa as quickly as possible, which we happily
contrived to do about noon on the following day. As we drew
near, the gloomy old city, encircled by its heavy wall, stood out
upon its hill-side, overlooking one of the most ancient sea-ports
in the world, so old that Noah is traditionally supposed to have
selected it for the building of his ark, and a more miserable place
he could hardly have chosen for the pwpose, since it is exceed-
ingly confined, and imperfectly defended from the sea by only a
natural ledge of rocks, over which the surf, in heavy, weather,
breaks with tremendous violence, and only approachable through
a passage between them. Several distressing casualties have
occurred in effecting the entrance in small boats, and many a
ship has been dashed to pieces upon the perilous shore. Within
this ledge we perceived what secemed an unusual number of
small boats, and we were no less surprised at the quantity of
tents pitched among the thickets and gardens that environ the
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town. As a pilot-boat came off to take up the passengers
through the recf — for the vessel remained outside—we ascertained
the meaning of these uncxpected appearanccs. The whole
country, we learned, was in a state of insurrection. The hill
chiefs of Palestine, accustomed, under the old standard of the
sultan, to enjoy virtual independence, were not disposed to bend to
the yoke of Ibrahim Pasha; and taking advantage of the general
disaffection occasioned among the inhabitants by the conscription,
had raised the standard of revolt, occupied the mountain passes,
and prepared for a desperate and sanguinary struggle. At that
moment Ibrahim Pasha was encamped with a small body of
forces in the vicinity of the town, awaiting the arrival of
succours from Igypt before venturing to measure his strength
with the rebellious chieftains.

This information threw a sudden cloud over the bright antici-
pations of spirits highly excited with the expectation of reaching
Jerusalem in a few hours. Nevertheless, embarking our effects
and taking leave of the old captain, we descended into the boat,
pushed through the reef, crossed the harbour, and jumped
upon the shore of Palestine, amidst a crowd of vociferous
Arabs and yclping dogs, the latter race, hereditary persecutors
of Frank traveliers, raising a tenfold clamour at the sight of
our grotesque habiliments. Preceded by our dragoman, we
hastened through a maze of dark and tortuous alleys to the
abode of the British vice-consul, to seek from his authentic lips
the confirmation or denial of the evil tidings we had just heard.
We speedtly reached his house, which differed little from the
dilapidated cdifices we had already passed; but having over
its sombre portal the welcome inscription, ¢ Consolato Inglese,”
with some rude attempt at an imitation of our national arms.
‘We were ushered into a room furnished, although rather meanly,
with divans and mats; but from its latticed windows, overlooking
the port with its picturesque jumble of shipping, its rugged reef,
and our old vessel, riding at anchor on the bluest of blue seas,
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canopied by a cloudless sky of similar intensity of colour,
gemmed by a few barks with huge white sails, flitting birdlike
across the outstretched expanse,—the scene, simple as were its
elements, was lovely, the sea-breeze blew freshly into the
apartment, we had got rid of the old ship, and in spite of
sinister forebodings we could not but rejoice at feeling our feet on
terra firma, and on the threshold, at least, of the land which we
had come so far to see.

Our reflections were interrupted by the entrance of a figure
even more grotesque than our own, who saluted us with an
infinity of airs and graces. He was a tall, gaunt, hairy indi-
vidual, invested in a long purple gown of state, which had grown
exceedingly shabby, hurriedly and in honour of our visit thrown
over an under garment, which had once been white; his naked
hairy legs were partially invested in a pair of dirty socks,
terminating in yellow buskins; while in his hand, as he bowed
and bowed again, he waved theatrically to and fro a tarnished
three-cornered cocked hat, which had been bestowed on him,
as we understood, by Napoleon Bonaparte. After a ceremo-
nious interchange of obeisances between ourselves and this
dignified representative of our country, we plunged at once ““in
medias res,” and earnestly inquired of him, through our dra-
goman, if the report we had heard was indeed founded in truth.
As he assured us it was, our hearts sank within us. We had
come threc thousand miles, through all manner of hindrances
and impediments, to see Jerusalem, and found ourselves balked
when almost within sight of the place. Compassiohating our
distress, Signor Damiani (such was the name of the vice-consul)
proposed that we should wait upon the pasha, and learn from
himself the actual state of affairs, at the same time offering to
act as our guide and interpreter, not sorry, perhaps, to have an
opportunity of displaying his dignity as agent to a nation with
which he well knew, as in fact we did all, the pasha desired to
be upon the best of terms. We closed instantly with the proposal;
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the vice-consul mounted his three-cornered hat, and with a mock
heroic dignity escorted us into the street, along which, headed by
himself and his dragoman, as well as our own, we filed in solemn
procession, to the evident satisfaction of the grinning gamsins,
and the fearful irritation of the canine part of the population,
who followed at our heels three deep in howling chorus to the
outskirts of the town, in spite of objurgations both loud and deep,
and notwithstanding a volley of stones and brickbats, with which
we attempted to give effect to them.

The streets along which we passed, were like those of most
modern oriental towns,—nests of filth and nurseries of plague,
close, fetid and gloomy, bordered by stone-built houses with
small latticed windows and heavy portals, and in some places
covered over to exclude the glaring sun. The town is of small
extent, and in a few minutes we reached the gate and emcrged
into the open country, The change was so perfectly magical
that we all uttered involuntarily an exclamation of surprise.

Indeed, the scene before us was one that could never be
forgotten. A range of long billowy swells of deep red carth
arose from the verge of the blue Mediterranean, which was
rimmed by a border of fine white sand, upon which the crisped
waves, as they chased each other to the brink, broke into long
lines of silvery spray, lighting up the whole landscape with their
flashing brilliancy. The wavy surface of deep ochre was every-
where dotted with gardens and bosquets of the most vigorous
verdure, in which the palm, fig, olive, pomegranate, carob and
other orienthl trees were matted together into a mass of deepest
green. Roses and jasmines of rarc beauty, “the rose of
Sharon,” adjacent to Jaffa, being mentioned in Solomon’s Song
as the very type of beauty, trailed at will among these verdurous
clumps, and perfumed the air on all sides. But it was not alone
the face of naturc which attracted us, for everywhere, perched
upon little monticules or half-hidden among the bowery thickets,
were reared the white and green tents of the Egyptian army.
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Horses were picketed, arms piled, groups of soldiers in the
picturesque white dress and red caps of the Nizam, were thickly
scattered about; while their officers, in dresses of the same cut,
but gorgeous in crimson, blue, and gold, were smoking and
reposing themselves among thickets of palm and pomegranate.
From the universal air of enjoyment that prevailed, one would
hardly have imagined that the soldicrs were on the cve of a
bloody campaign, from which half of them, at least, were never
destined to return. But a few months since and the greater
part of these men had been peasants on the Nile, dragged
from their homes by arbitrary power, and marched in chains to
Cairo, where they had been drilled by Ifrench officers, and sent
into Syria to carry out the ambitious designs of the pasha.  Yet
to all appcarance they scemed quite to have forgotten their
troubles, and from the victims of a degrading tyranny, to have
passed easily into its readiest instruments.

On a sandy hillock slightly dominating the whole encamp-
ment, a small mosque or tomb, surmounted by a dome, was
pointed out as the head-quarters of Ihrahim, and to this we
accordingly directed our steps, rcceiving many cordial salutes
from the Egyptian or Frank officers as we threaded our way
through the scattered tents. On recaching the spot, a sentinel
made known our arrival to an aide-de-camp, who at once
conducted us into the interior of the building, in which a few
divans and carpets had been hastily arranged.  Seated upon one
of these was the redoubtable conqueror of Syria, whose name,
like that of Ceeur de Lion in the days of the Crusades, thrilled
like a spell of terror through the hearts of his adversaries. There
was something, we thought, of the pride of conquest in his
flashing eye, which redeemed what was otherwise a rather vulgar
and butcherly aspect, as e bowed in return to our respectful
salutations, and beckoned us, with an ill-suppressed smile at our
sublime conductor, to be seated on an opposite divan. Sad to
say, on this occasion, upon which he had been calculating for a
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display of his eloquence, poor Damiani found his occupation
gone, and himself reduced to a mere dummy by the presence of
Omar Effendi, an aide-de-camp, and intimate friend of the
pasha’s, who had been sent to England when a youth by
Mechemet Ali, who spoke our language with surprising fluency,
and whose deportment cxhibited not a little of the polish of
European society. With him thercfore, to the vexation of the
poor vice-consul, we cntered at once upon the business that had
brought us to the place.

After complimenting the pasha upon the success of his arms
and the vigour of his administration, in terms which we were well
assured lost nothing by being translated to him, inasmuch as they
elicited a gracious smile and bow, we inquired more particularly
the chances of our being able to visit Jerusalem. In reply, the
cffendi assured us that unless we went in the train of the pasha, the
thing was simply impossible, the mountain passcs, through which
the road runs, being strongly guarded by the insurgent Arabs,
who, as lhe informed us with a satirical smile, regarding the
[ranks as the natural allies of 1braliim, and especially as known
to be the advisers of the detested measure of the conscription,
would not fail to pick us off from their lurking-places, as first-fruits
of their grateful regard. Ibrahim’s eye was upon us as this
announcement was made; he observed our blank and disappointed
expression, and with great animation and heightened colour,
addressed a few words to the effendi, which the latter immediately
translated for our bencfit. ¢ Why,” said the pasha, ¢should
they not maech up with us, and witness the discomfiture of the
rcbels, who will fly like chaff before the face of our victorious
troops? Even at this moment the sails are in sight, which bear
the cxpected succours sent from Alexandria; as soon as they are
landed we shall march without delay ; the campaign will be short
and vigorous, and the English effendi will speedily enter Jeru-
salem in triumph. Horses and tents shall be freely furnished,
and every necessary provided, as is the pleasure of his Imperial
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Highness, our fathcr. What say they ?” We looked in each
other’s faces, but reading therein nothing like unanimous assent
to this gracious proposition, and conscious that the present was
not the place to enter upon a discussion of its merits, we arose,
and bowing our respectful thanks, with a promise to decide
before the army should be ready to march, we retraced our steps
towards the city.

As we passed through the camp in returning to the town, we
found the air of listless enjoyment had given place to one of
serious preparation. Several ships of war were seen in the
offing, and crowding all sail, with a fair wind, were rapidly
nearing Jaffa. The place itself was all in a bustle, an embargo
was being laid upon every boat in the port, for the purpose of
landing the approaching succours. In the midst of this scene
of confusion, we returned to the house of Signor Damiani, who
hospitably placed before our numerous party such refreshment
as the place afforded, over which we held scrious consultation
touching the pasha’s proposal, at which our worthy host was
present to assist us with his counsel. From his knowledge
of the state of the country, and such information as he had
picked up respecting the force of the insurgents, he had reason
to believe that the struggle would be more severe and protracted
than Ibrahim was pleased to imagine ; and should this prove to
be the case, and his arms sustain a reverse, our position as his
allies would be extremely critical. On the other hand, should
the pasha’s anticipations of victory be fulfilled, and the country
be reduced to obedience, nothing could be easier tlan to return
again to Jerusalem by another road through the interior. We
therefore decided—nem. con.—on taking a boat and visiting the
coast, which was then entirely tranquil, until the issue of the
quarrel should be decided.

It was too late to obtain a boat and depart that evening, as all
were wanted to land the troops, and moreover, we so much
enjoyed the lately acquired liberty of our legs, that we had small
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disposition to deprive them of it. Leaving all arrangements
thercfore till next day, we accordingly sallied forth, determined
to make the most of the time upon our hands.

Jaffa, or Y4f4, the ancient Joppa, is one of those places which
owes more to its vencrable associations than to anything else;
“Vox ct preeterea nihil,”—the name is here everything. In this
antediluvian sea-port, as the Pheenicians considered it, Noah, as
before said, is supposed to have built the ark. Classic tradition
here chains Andromeda to one of the grim rocks of the port,
from which she was delivered by Perscus. Leaving the regions
of fable, we know for certain that the cedar wood from Lebanon,
hewn by the skilful Sidonians, and intended for the erection of
Solomon’s Temple, was floated hither from the Tyrian shores,
and conveyed by land to Jerusalem.

By far the most interesting fact connected with Jaffa, however,
is that here was the house of Simon the tanner, to which St.
Peter, after being warned by a symbolical vision, that the barrier
between Jew and Gentile was broken down by the new dis-
pensation, repaired from Jerusalem, to learn the memorable
lesson, as yet ignored by the world, that of a truth “God isno
respecter of persons.”  As tradition is never at fault in Palestine,
the identical house of the pious Simon is still devoutly shown,
and as devoutly Dbelieved in. Nor is Jaffa without a niche in
modern history. Hardly any onc needs reminding that Bonaparte
here put to death, in cold blood, a part of the garrison, on the
ground of a breach of parole, during his short, and, thanks to the
valour of owr countrymen, disastrous attempt upon Syria. As
Jaffa is the port of Jerusalem, from which it is distant only about
forty miles, it has always been, too, the chief landing-place of
the innumerable pilgrims who have repaired to the Holy City,
tfrom the earliest times even unto the present day, when large
cargocs annually arrive.  As the road lies through a narrow pass,
affording exccllent opportunity for levying a tax upon these
unfortunates, the native chieftains little relished the abolition of
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such a system, and the rendering the road secure by Ibrahim
Pasha. “ Hinc ille lachryme!”  One might walk all over Jaffa,
and never dream that anything important could have happened
there, so dull and insignificant is the place, and so destitute of
anything in the shape of monumental interest. In our western
towns a prison is a thing apart; here the whole town is a prison,
and one only feels free in emerging from its gloomy gates. In our
perambulations on the following morning, we met with one
of the American missionarics of Jerusalem, who having left
his wife and family there, had come down here on business.
He now found himself unable to regain his home, with the
knowledge, besides, that it would inevitably become the seat of
hostilities, while he was unable to return and protect his exposed
household. Nor were his apprehensions at all without foundation,
and we had reason to congratulate oursclves that we had retired
from the seat of war. It was not, of course, until some months
afterwards that we learned the issue of the struggle. Ibrahim
Pasha had marched up into the hill region of Jerusalem, but o
far were the inhabitants from scattering like chaff, that they cut
off some of his regiments, and ncarly succceded in capturing their
redoubted leader himself. Some of the Arab chicftains mean-
while obtaining ingress, it is said, by crceping up through an
ancient sewer or water-course, the channel of which had become
dry, surprised and sacked the city, and when, at length, the
unfortunate missionary was able to return, he found his home
desolated, and his wife in a state of insanity. It was only after
receiving considerable reinforcements, that the pasba succeeded
at length in overcoming the resistance of the insurgents.

On the next day, although hardly escaped from the tedium of
a weck's voyage, we were again huddled on board a small Arab
coasting bark, which, with our servants and baggage, we
completely filled; in the hope, however, that five-and-twenty
hours at the utmost would carry us to our destination. This
time the fates were propitious, for going on board .as the night
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breeze sprung up, we made such rapid progress that, passing at
a distance the ruins of Caesarea and Castel Pellegrino, we doubled
Cape Carmel the following noon, and running across its famous
bay, shortly after landed at the foot of the ramparts of Acre.

This far-famed city, the bulwark of Palestine, so often and so
obstinately contested, had but just passed through one of its
most memorable sieges, and presented at that moment a vivid
picture of the devastation that follows in the track of war. The
whitening bones of camels lay scattered on the strand, and the
ground near the walls seemed heaving with the ill-concealed
heaps of festering corpses. On entering, by the Jaffa Gate,
this unfortunate town, we found it shattered to pieces from one
end to the other; whole streets lay in ruins, the roofs of the
mosques were broken in, the fountains dry, and even the huge
and gloomy fortress built by the ferocious Djezzar, with walls
fifteen fect thick, had been laid open to the light of day by the
showers of hombs directed against it during a six months’ siege.
Such of the wretched inhabitants as survived, had just began to
patch up again their tottering houses, and some little show of
traffic was beginning to appcar in the ruined bazaars. Mchemet
Ali, with his usual energy, was rapidly repairing the fortifications
which his cannon had just been battering to pieces, and at vast
expense rendering this stronghold of his power in Syria
impregnable, as he fondly flattered himself; with what success,
we shall hereafter see.

In the midst of all this, our only refuge was the Catholic
convent, vahich had to some extent escaped the general de-
struction. The poor monks willingly put the building at our
disposal, and offered us such hospitality as they could. But
the confinement of our quarters, and the scarcity of provisions,
developed an alarming evil—confusion arose in the camp. Like
Abraham and Lot in olden time, we found the land was not
wide enough for ourselves, our servants, and our cattle, and we
were ready to exclaim to one another, like the patriarch to his

c
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brother, “ Separate thyself, I pray thee, from me: if thou wilt
take the left hand, then I will go to the right; or if thou depart
to the right hand, then I will go the left.” The difficulty was
rendered insuperable by the quarrels of our dragomen for place
and precedence. In Syria, where there are neither inns, roads,
nor conveyances, and where, moreover, the traveller is generally
ignorant of the language, he finds it absolutely indispensable
to carry a servant with him, and soon discovers that while
nominally the master, he is really in the power of his dragoman,
who feeds him how he likes, and when he likes, makes him pay
double price for every article purchased, and often runs away and
abandons him in the moment of danger. To manage, therefore,
one of these fellows, requires a constant exercise of firmness, and
is a perpetual trial of temper; and wherc several of them are
together, the difficulty increases like a scries in geometrical
progression, as, with the low cunning peculiar to them, they
generally contrive to involve their masters in the disputes that
arise among themselves. Such unfortunately was the case in the
present instance ; and it became cvident that we must break up
our party, and pursuc different paths.

Another cause of division arose. The East has always been
the land of exaggeration ; the imaginative turn of the orientals
leading them to magnify perils, and multiply numbers to an
indefinite extent. We got at last to be quite used to this, but
at first it was rather alarming. We had fallen upon a time
“ of wars, and rumours of wars.” I was taking a turn through
the bazaars, when an individual accosted me with: an air of
mystery, and declared that it would be unsafe to prosecute our
journey. Thousands of insurgents were in the vicinity of the
town, ready to pour through its ruinous breaches, and wrest it
from the possession of Mehemet Ali at the news of the slightest
reverse sustained by Ibrahim. The roads, he averred, were all
beset, and to proceed would be the merest insanity. I ascended
the ramparts and looked abroad, but not a soul was to be seen;
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yet what motive could the man have for deceit? On returning
home, I told my companions what had happened, and a difference
of opinion immediately arose as to our plans, some maintaining
that it would be running a foolish risk to go on to Beyrout by
land, when we could procecd thither by sea. Our servants took
up the question; and my own, who, with a swashing and a
martial outside, was really one of the whitest-livered cowards the
sun ever shone upon, earnestly requested me to let him go by
sea. Should we be attacked by robbers, he pathetically pleaded,
they might content themselves with stripping the masters, but
the throats of the dragomen they would infallibly cut. The
discussion terminated, at length, by the greater number of our
party deciding to go by sea, and my giving my cowardly
dragoman leave to accompany them, and take charge of my
baggage ; while the Amcrican and myself resolved to pursue the
land route by Tyre and Sidon at all hazards, and with a single
attendant.

Before separating, however, we resolved to make a visit
together to Mount Carmel, which stood out boldly on the other
side of the bay, projecting its lonely hallowed ridge into the sea,
and crowned with a white convent, which had a particularly
inviting look. The distance being only ten miles by the sea-
shore, we did not start till late in the afternoon, and owing to
the perils with which we were said to be environed, we hired a
small escort, which, with our own party, made up aebody of
twenty men all armed to the teeth. We sallied out by the Jaffa
gate, and lo(ept along the shore, pushing our horses through the
spray, and keeping a sharp look-out upon the jungle of prickly
bushes and palmetto shrubs that bordered the sandy beach, in
full anticipation that a body of Arabs might suddenly dash
through and dispute the passage; but we met with nothing
looking half so robber-like as ourselves, and pursued our ride
without the slightest let or impediment.

In rounding the bay we forded two rivers of historic interest.

c2
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The first, an insignificant stream not far from Acre, was the
Belus, upon the banks of which, according to tradition, glass
was first made by the Phanicians. The second, which rolls
into the bay ncar the foot of Mount Carmel, is ¢ that ancient
river, the river Kishon,” which once ran into the sea purpled
with the blood of the hosts of Siscra. It comes down through
a sedgy jungle, and when swollen by rains is decp, and dan-
gerous to ford. Amnother mile or two on, is the little town of
Caipha, the roadstead of which offers but uncertain shelter to
barks driven into the bay, as the ribs of many a coasting vessel,
half-buried in the sand, and with the sea breaking wildly over
them, sadly testify. We rode through Caipha, the inhabitants
all coming out to stare at our numerous cavalcade ; and passing
through a vencrable olive wood, asccnded the rugged steep that
leads up to the top of Carmel.

On the summit of this holy mount we scemed to breathe
another atmosphere than that of the turmoil which had pursued
us since our landing. From the top of the promontory on
which we stood, its rugged sides descended almost perpen-
dicularly into the sea. Westward, the vast expanse of water
was bounded only by the aérial horizon, towards which the sun
was solemnly descending through a sky of undisturbed serenity.
The low monotonous roar of the waves, which fretted round the
foot of the crags, just ascended faintly to our car. Northward,
the eyesfollowed the sinuous outline of the bay we had just
rounded, and resting for a moment on the white walls of Acre,
jutting into the sea on their stony reef, traced the distant coast
surmounted by the snowy ridges of- Lcbanon, faintly melting
into gorgeous haze. Southward, stretching from the foot of the
mount, were the level and " desolate plains extending towards
Jaffa. The rocky surface of the mount was thickly covered with
wild shrubs and flowers, which, as we crushed them in our
passage, gave out a pungent and aromatic odour, that, combining
with the freshness of the sca-brecze which plays over this lofty
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crest, carricd healing and refreshment to the senses. There was
no disappointment, no discrepancy with preconceived expecta-
tions ; the actual beauty of the site fully answered the most
poetical idea one could form of it.

In the meanwhile some of the party had entered the building,
and the servants had conveyed our baggage upstairs. The
Convent of Mount Carmel is a large and handsome edifice, neatly
constructed of white stone—a shining landmark to marincrs
far out at sca. One or two vencrable monks came out and
conducted us to the suite of rooms appropriated to our use,
and cvidently enjoyed our expressions of agrecable surprise.
There was nothing at all monastic about them—nonc of that
fusty odour of sanctity, redolent of lamp oil and incense, that
pervaded the gloomy corridors and cheerless cells of the convent
at Acre, with their iron-barred windows and wooden pallets.
The rooms were spacious and well lighted with glazed windows,
and the curtained beds were scrupulously white and spotless,
looking most irresistibly tempting to men whose ribs ached, and
whose skin was tatooed with the misery of their recent nightly
quarters. The good monks raised our satisfaction to the highest
pitch by the production of an excellent supper; and such was the
tide of mental exhilaration and the scnse of bodily comfort, that
it became a question whether we had not better take up our
abode with them altogether until the country was reduced to a
state of tranquillity. That night we revelled in clean sheets,
and rose next morning like giants refreshed with sleep. The
iand and Sea were glorious, and we could have gazed untired
“the morn, the noon, the eve away,” but for the go-a-head pro-
pensities of certain of our number, who insisted forthwith on
“doing " the mountain, and then returning to Acre. Ac-
cordingly, under the conduct of our monastic guides, we visited
a large apartment deeply cut into the rocky hill side, and
denominated “the School of the Prophets;” nor were we at all
disposed to cavil at a tradition so apposite to the genius loct.
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The solitudes of Mount Carmel, we know, were the favourite
haunt of Elijah and Elisha, and here occurred the striking scene
of the destruction of the prophets of Baal. Nothing has since
invaded the primitive wildness of the place except the solitary
convent. It remains in a state of nature, and one may range
for hours about its thyme-covered summit, still haunted by the
wild boar and the eagle. There is something exceedingly grand
and elevating in the commanding isolation of a spot linked with
so many and such interesting memories.

Before noon we took leave of our hosts, with whom we left a
little offering towards the completion of their edifice, which, like
the other Terra Santa convents, is under the protection of
France. Putting our steeds to their mettle, in less than two
hours we regained Acre, and betook ourselves to our convent,
which seemed more dismal than ever by contrast with the un-
wonted luxuries of Carmel. Myself and companion now hired
horses, and prepared for our departure to Beyrout on the fol-
lowing morning, maugre the thousands of insurgents, who some-
how scemed to keep themselves most carefully out of sight.

I had straggled about the interior of the ruined city, but had
not yet made the tour of the walls. Accordingly, ascending to
the breastwork by a flight of steps, I traced its whole circuit
so far as the gaps and breaches would admit. Next the seca
they were but little injured, being protected by a reef of rock,
on which there is a constant surf, and which tended to keep
vessels at a respectful distance. On the land side, where there
is a deep ditch, the work of havoc had been most tremendous.
Few ramparts can boast of such associations as these. Extend-
ing inland from the foot of these walls was the plain which had
trembled under the fiery onset of the Crusaders; here Richard
of England had pitched his camp, and here, in later times,
Bonaparte had taken his stand to urge his columns into the city,
which, already reduced by the rules of war, still kept up a
desperate resistance from day to day by the valorous cfforts of
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Sir Sidney Smith, until the Gallic invaders were forced to a
disastrous retreat. Upon this defence the fate of empires may
have turned, since, if Bonaparte could have obtained a footing
in Syria, the tide of his ambition might have flowed eastward
instead of westward.

On the same spot Ibrahim Pasha had recently encamped,
during the siege which had left behind it such fearful traces;
and on the plain which had so lately been trodden down by his
army, he was even now making preparation to introduce an

WALLS OF ACRE.

improved system of agriculture, by the compulsory labour of the
peasantry, already oppressed by all sorts of exactions, and
demoralized by incessant warfare.

On further rescarch among the ruins, we lighted on a large
building of the era of the Crusades, when within the narrow
circuit of the walls of Acre were crowded together the military
orders and representatives of every Christian power ; when every
street had a feud with the next one; every building was a
scparate fortress, and immorality and corruption were at a
fearful height. It was from Acre that the Christian knights were
finally expelled, after a murderous slaughter of the Templars;
the Hospitallers retreating to Cyprus, and thence shortly after
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establishing themselves in Rhodes. The edifice we discovered
is supposed to have belonged to this order.

Early on the morrow my companion and myself took leave
of our friends, whom, unless we fell into the hands of the
Philistines, we expected to meet again at Beyrout, and sallied
forth into the open plain. Our cortége was insignificant enough,
consisting of a single servant, four horses for ourselves and
baggage, and the mukharey, or groom, who had the animals in
charge. 'We took care to carry but just piastres enough to. bear
our expenses for a few days, and were hardly worth the powdex
and shot of any wandering troop of marauders. So far from
meeting with any, the plain scemed more than usually solitary.
Its fertile expansc lay half uncultivated, and a straggling peasant,
visible at wide intervals, only added to the oppressive solitarincss
of the landscape. It is a sad consequence of oricntal despotism,
that the rich' and level tracts arc comparatively neglected, while
the rugged mountains are carefully terraced and cultivated;
since, in the former, the greedy extortioner can so much more
casily pounce upon the unhappy peasant, and deprive him in an
instant of the fruits of a ycar’s labour.

Leaving the plain, we ascended a steep road leading almost
close to the shore, and carried over the edge of a rugged pre-
cipice, called, from its-appearance, “ Ras el Abiad,” or the
“ White Promontory ;” and here at nightfall we encamped in a
solitary khan. By this time we had obtained ample evidence
of the falsity of the rumours which had' somewhat disturbed us
at Acre. - In fact, notwithstanding the presence of wawin Judca,
such was ‘the terror inspired by Ibrahim’s arms, and such the
vigour with which his determination to make the roads secure
was carried out, that we soon came to feel the most entire
security, nor ‘did we mect with one solitary instance of annoy-
ance in the part of- Syria we traversed.

On the morrow, coming abruptly to the edge of the precipice,
at a point where it sunk down sheer some two hundred feet into
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the sea, the territory of old Pheenicia spread out before us,—the
cradle of ancient commerce and navigation, and which has played
so important a part in the history of mankind. It is a narrow
strip of plain, rarely extending above a mile or two from the
shore, and backed by ranges of mountains piled tier upon tier to
the snow-covered crests of Lebanon.. Jutting out at about three
miles off, was scen the desolate-looking island of Tyre, con-
neected with the mainland by a broad causeway of sand; while
some broken lines of aqueduct, and a little hill crowned with a
small mosque, arc dotted about the adjacent plain; far different
from the scene which must once have burst upon the spectator
from this height, when caravans converging from all parts of the
Kast unloaded their riches at the port, which was filled with
the thousand sails destined to waft them to the remotest coasts
of the known world. But it was not the time, nor was it the
place to moralize on the spectacle of fallen grandeur before us,
our utmost attention being bestowed on the preservation of our
precious necks, as we stumbled and slid down one of the most
dangerous stone pathways in the world, gaining dizzy peeps
down upon the sea chafing among the “ unnumbered idle peb-
bles™ at our feet. This road, said to have been made by
Alexander the Great, is no doubt as old as the city itself, and
bears the suitable appellation of “ the Ladder of Tyre.”

From the foot of this pass we galloped over the broad plain
towards the city, making a temporary halt at the extensive
cisterns called “ Ras el Ain,” works of very ancient date, and
conveniently attributed, like so many others in eastern lands, to
the potent agency of Solomon. The original city of Tyre stood
somewhere on the mainland, probably on the ground we had
passed over on the way from the “ Ladder,” and these cisterns
no doubt had some connexion with it. .At a short distance we
struck upon the broad sandy isthmus, which time and tempest
has heaped over the stone causeway made by Alexander when
Lic levelled the glory of Tyre in the dust, and hurled her towers
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into the midst of the sea. At the end of the causeway is the
wall encircling the modern town; the blood-red flag with the
white crescent hung idly from its staff, and a couple of sentinels,
in the costume of the Egyptian army, kept watch at the
unfrequented portal. Passing through this, we entered the
small mean town, which occupies an angle of the original site,
and made our way to the remains of the past. The sea broke
against a few ruinous fragments of walls, upon which, in literal
fulfilment of Ezekiel's prophecy, the fishermen had found “a
place for the spreading of nets,” while one or two of their small
barks lay within at anchor. We took a boat and rowed out a
short distance to obtain a view of the island, which is of small
extent, and presents to sea-ward a rugged line of rocks. The
mouldering ruins of the cathedral, built in the middle ages, and
the few buildings of the modern town, thinly sprinkle over the
desolate site. In the distance towers the range of Lebanon, and
to the south of it, the isolated snow-crowned summit of Mount
Hermon. A boatful of fishermen were plying their occupation,
and one or two ships of small burden lay at anchor off the port,—
sole representatives of the ancient glories of this world-renowned
emporium.

We slept that night at a khan near Tyre, and on the
following day pursued our way along the confined Phoenician
plain, toiling through the deep sands, and over the rugged stony
horse-tracks ; and, passing over the site of Sarepta, where Elisha
restored the widow’s son to life, reached, about noon, the
luxuriant gardens that surround the modern Saida, aad came to
a halt before entering the city gates.

It now became a question how best to dispose of ourselves for
the night, inasmuch as, besides the khans for the reception of
travellers, there was a Catholic convent at Sidon, as well as
consuls both English and American, who, if we went to their
houses, would probably rcceive us with hospitality. These
agents are generally natives of some consideration, who serve
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without pay, glad of the immunities and privileges attaching to
the office, and eager to show respect to travellers from the
countries they happen to represent.

My American companion, on whom I was now exclusively
dependent for society, was a very creditable sample of the sons
of the West ; but he possessed two of their peculiar characteristics
in a preeminent degree, that of going a-head, and that of bragging
as to the infinite superiority of everything transatlantic. The
objects we met with seemed a perpetual text-book to remind him
of something better at home. Especially did he delight in
comparing the new with the old country, to the infinite dispa-
ragement of the latter. The American girls were the handsomest
in the world; the ponies beat all creation at a trotting match;
the houses in New York were far finer than those in London ;
even the pumpkin, or, as he would have it to be according to
Walker, piinken pies of America were unequalled by any other
earthly delicacies attainable in England. Happily, if the
Americans sometimes exhibit the pardonable vanity of a young
people, nothing can exceed the indifference of John Bull as to
what people say or think of him. I listened, and sunk into
insignificance; and as my fellow-traveller had been long enough
in the East to grow a beard, allowed him to take precedence, and
make all the necessary arrangements.

Now it so happened that he was in theory a devoted vege-
tarian, and had strenuously urged upon myself the propriety of
abstinence from animal food during the journey, as a gross diet
breeding fhe most pernicious humours, altogether unsuitable to
the burning climate of Syria. To this I had agreed, and rice
with lebn, or curdled milk, and such bread as we could obtain at
the khans, had constituted our sole diet since leaving Acre. It
was suspicious for the stability of this sclf-denial, that my
American on this occasion was taken with a sudden desire to pay
a visit of respect to his consul, and was not disposed to proceed
at once to the convent, represented to us as a perfect House of
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Famine, but where at all cvents we determined to.take up our
abode for the night. However, I said nothing, but promised to
meet him at the convent, after surveying the exterior of the city ;
whereupon he speedily dived-through ‘the gate and disappeared
with surprising alacrity.

The spot where we parted was an cxtensive cemetery inter-
spersed with immense plane-trees, coming up to the city wall,
which is massive and strong, and joins on to a castle on a hill,
erected by St. Louis in the time of the Crusades. In order to
obtain a better view of this building I made my way across the
turban-headed broken tombstones, and sat down in the shade not
far from a tent :pitched in a sequestered spot, at a distance from
the road-side, apparently the temporary home of some wandering
traveller who, like myself, had chosen this place for the seclusion
and quiet it afforded. This impression was confirmed by sceing
the curtains of the tent softly opened, the glimpse of a female
figure within, and a pair of braceleted arms put forth and waved
mysteriously to and fro, as I supposed, to warn the dog of a
Clristian that he was thrusting his contaminating presence too
near to the privacy of a Moslem lady. T ully expecting that the
summons to depart, if disregarded, would be summarily enforced
by the cudgel of her indignant lord and master, I hastily retreated
to a more respectful distance, and averting my vagrant optics
from the forbidden precinets, fixed them with an intensity of
gaze upon the crenelated battlements of the gothic chatcau of St.
Louis. On a casual divergence from this line of vision, which
I had maintained for some time with ﬁndeviating fectitude, 1
perceived that the inmate of the tent scemed more disquieted than
ever, and the clapping of her hands continued with unabated
activity. I rose to depart to a still wider distance, when lo! the
tent door suddenly opened, and the lady hersclf,—prok pudor /—
without the muslin sack and yellow bLuskins in which Turkish
women usually protect themselves from unhallowed eyes,
advanced straight through the tombstones to the very spot where
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I was standing. In another moment she stood before me, in a
Syrian dishabille of so peculiar a nature that her character and
object could be no longer misunderstood. Looking towards the
tent, I then observed a man, the proprietor of this unfortunate
creature, intently watching the result of the manceuvre. I waved
my hand with ‘an expression of dissatisfaction, and the child,
for she was no more, returnecd mechanically to the tent of her
heartless master, who no doubt lived upon the wages of her
shame. A strange incongruity, to pitch the tabernacle of guilty
cnjoyment amidst the festering remains of mortality.

After this adventure I left the cemetery and found my way to
the Catholic convent, the misery of which fully answered to the
accounts we had heard of it. A young Italian monk stepped
forward with an air of genuine cordiality, and welcomed me to
such accommodation as his poor home afforded. His mien and
countenance were strikingly noble, and he seemed a being far
superior to the generality of Terra Santa monks. There was
absolutely no refreshment of any kind in the convent, and in
rummaging my saddle-bags for some miscrable fragments of
bread wherewith to stay the cravings of an appetite sharpened
by several hours’ ride, a small pocket Bible fell out, which the
young monk seized with curiosity, and immediately made my
possession of this prohibited article the textof a warm discussion
in Italian upon the merits of our respective creéds. Famished as
I was, I felt my mental energies unequal to sustain the honour of
Protestantism with any chance of success, and was trying to beat
a retreat, when my companion suddenly. entered with a radiant
expression of visage that cut ‘me to the very quick. His cheeks
glowed and his eyes twinkled with such unusual satisfaction and
lustre, I felt sure that something peculiar had taken place. My
suspicions were arouscd, and T eagerly demanded whether he had
not been’ guilty of a breach of .that abstinence which he had so
rigidly imposed upon me. “ What could I do?” he replied, his
eyes fixed on the floor; “after taking so much pains to welcome a
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stranger, it would have been churlish to refuse them the pleasure
of seeing me eat. I was obliged to break through my rule for
once; but to-morrow we can begin again, and carry it out with
rencwed strictness.” It was evident he had been imitating the
practice of Dugald Dalgetty, and laying in a stock of provant
when the chance turned up, sufficient to bear up against a week’s
starvation.

The great object of my friend was now to go up into the
mountain, above Sidon, to pay a visit to Lady Hester Stanhope,
and I was perforce compelled to accompany him.

Everybody knows that Lady Hester Stanhope was for many
years as great a “lion” to Syrian travellers as the Holy Sepulchre
or the Temple of Baalbec, and that no book of the many that
were annually published was decmed complete without a pecp
within the walls of Djouni, and some fresh details about the
strange and eccentric life of its possessor. Those who were
fortunate enough to be admitted to a brief interview often came
away with hasty impressions, which when wrought up for effect
gave but a distorted view of the original. Others, who were
unsuccessful in their object, avenged themselves, naturally
enough, by taking the most unfavourable view of her character;
and thus the idea most generally formed of Lady Hester
Stanhope was that of a half-crazy misanthrope, who, disappointed
in her pursuit of power at home, brooded over her imaginary
wrongs in this wild solitude, till, her mind becoming unhinged,
she with malicious pleasure loved to refuse to her own country-
men that hospitality she so profusely extended to all besides.

With this persuasion, unfurnished besides with any credentials,
and absorbed in the splendid and novel scenes of which, with all
their associations, every day of Syrian travels furnishes a new
stock, it may be supposed that an humble artist could not have
the least idea of intruding upon the seclusion of the lady of
Djouni. In fact, nothing was further from his thoughts, and
even his wishes; but chance, in spite of himself, brought about



LADY HESTER STANHOPE. 31

what all the contrivances of others had so often failed to
effect.

My friend had provided himself with a letter of introduction,
and was in a state of the highest exultation—greater, probably,
than on any other occasion during his tour; and, as we toiled up
wild hill after hill, looked out impatiently for the lone abode of
the mysterious lady. In fact, it was high time, for his reception
was yet uncertain, and we might still have to seek some other
shelter for the night: it was therefore with great satisfaction that
from a sudden rise we caught sight of the white walls of Djouni,
on the crest of a steep hill, in the midst of a wilderness of
rugged ravines and impracticable looking crags, crowned with
the snows of Central Lebanon, which glowed with the last rays
of sunset. Here we determined to await the answer to my
friend’s missive, despatched by his servant, before making a
nearer approach to the walls, from whence after all we might
have to make an inglorious retreat.

I say we, because, although I myself had sent neither a card
nor message, yet was I not without a lurking hope that I might
obtain, under cover of my companion, though not a sight of her
ladyship, at least, what I more valued at the time, a supper
and the shelter of her roof. The truth is, I had slept the night
before on the ground, in a miserable khan, and was both fatigued
and famished ; it was getting quite dusk, the neighbourhood was
wild and insecure, the mukharey did not know the mountain,
and there was a bitter cold wind sweeping over the heights of
Lebanon, sharpening the painful sense of my interior vacuum, and
giving zest to the anticipation of a soft couch and savoury fare.

This blessed anticipation was dispelled by the return of the
servant, who after long delay came back at a gallop. ¢ Her
ladyship,” he said, “ had made especial and pointed inquiry if
his master were really an American; as such she should consent
to receive him, but not if he were an Englishman in disguise.”

My Yankee friend was in raptures, while I was indignant at
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this strange and unfeeling caprice, this degrading preference of
a transatlantic tuft-hunter; so, after hastily arranging to keep a
look-out for the favoured individual in order to mect him on the
following day, I turned aside in dudgeon to find some other
shelter for the night.

" My wrath, when I found myself alone, with bed and board to
seek, was extreme, but it was nothing to.that of the mukharey,
who gave way to the most furious imprecations upon a degree of
inhospitality unknown among Arab hinds. We were really at
a loss,—the paths among these precipitous mountains, by day all
but impracticable, are actually perilous on a dark night; we had
only the lights of scattered dwellings to guide us, and, in attempt-
ing to make for the nearest group of them, were descending almost
headlong into a ravine, where we werc soon brought up among
tangled rocks and bushes. I urged the mukharey forward: he
became furious, and pointing to the lights above us, significantly
drew his finger from ear to car; but whether to intimate that he
intended to cut my throat, as being the causc of his troubles, or
that we were both in risk of such a treatment at the hands of
some fancied robbers, I could never discover. With much
difficulty we scrambled up again, and feeling our away along the
more level ground, came at length to a small village, welcomed
by the clamorous onset of a pack of Syrian curs.

We stopped at a cottage ; the wrathful mukharey explained
our treatment and our troubles, at which the peasant significantly
smiled. They did not invite us to enter, but spread our carpet
for the night on a raised platform of hardened plaster, beneath a
wide-branching mulberry-tree, and soon after, a finc comely girl,
in the beautiful costume of Lebanon, with bracelets around her
arms and ankles, brought forth a large bowl of milk and a little
Syrian bread, which appeased our hunger, and restored our
exhausted frames: after this, wrapped in cloaks and coverlets,
we lay down like Sancho among the saddle gear, and slept
soundly.
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I awoke quite chilled with the keen air of the mountain, and
with anything but a pleasant feeling towards the mistress of
Djouni, the walls of which inhospitable abode I now perceived
to be divided from our nocturnal bivouac by an almost impassable
ravine. Before noon I saw the fortunate Yankee issue from the
portal, with a led horse and some scrvants, upon which the
mukharey saddled my steed, and we joined him at the bottom of
the valley. i

His manner was provokingly triumphant and patronising,—
“My dear fcllow, you are to come to Djouni,—I explained it
all; her ladyship was so sorry that you should have gone to
that village, and would have sent for you last night, but that
the path was dangerous, (from which I gathered that intelligence
of my movements had been conveyed to Djouni,) and now, after
visiting some convents to which she has given me a guide, it is
her wish that I should bring you to see her.”

There was much within me that rebelled against this sort of
invitation, but my bones were sore, and my spirit humbled ; I
had no wish to sleep a sccond night on the peasant’s dais;
moreover, the whole thing struck me as so ridiculous, that it
wag unworthy of any feeling of serious resentment. I therefore
gulped down my remaining chagrin, resigned my miserable hack
to the mukharey, and mounted instead the caparisoned steed
appointed for me.

I shall not give any further details of the ride than to observe
that we visited a large convent, and also a nunnery, in somewhat
suspicious groximity, and on presenting ourselves at the latter,
where as we approached we could see the sisterhood peeping at
us from the lattices, we were received, not as we had expected,
by a lady abbess, but by a goodly personage of the opposite
scx, who seemed to have the spiritual direction of the fair
recluses. About three o’clock we reached the walls of Djouni,
and were at once ushered into the presence. The building, or
rather maze of buildings, enclosed within the old convent,—for

D
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such had been the original destination of Djouni,—were for the
most part erected by Lady Hester for the reception of those
whom she imagined would, at the great epoch of trouble that
would precede the coming of tie Murdah, repair to her for protec-
tion; and were so cunningly devised and intricate, as to create
a feeling of mystery in the minds of strangers. Through these
we were conducted to her reception room,—sunk in a subdued
shadow, befitting the grave and imposing appearance of the
robed and turbaned sibyl who professed to read in the stars the
destinies of nations and of individuals. She certainly possessed
—partly, no doubt, from nature, but principally from long and
penetrating habits of observation—an almost preternatural power
of divining the characteristics of those subjected to her gaze,
especially those least obvious to the common obsecrver, but of
which the conscience of the startled delinquent secretly re-
cognised the truth. No one, from prince to peasant, escaped
the keenness of her scrutiny, and without respect of persons,
his good and bad marks were instantly scanned, his star revealed,
and the decisive and irrevocable judgment pronounced upon him.
“It was this comprehensive and searching faculty, this intuitive
penctration,” says her biographer, “ which rendered her so for-
midable; for, under imaginary names, when she wished to show
a person that his character and course of life were unmasked to
her view, she would in his very presence paint him such a
picture of himself, in drawing the portrait of another, that you
might sce the individual writhing on his chair, unable to conceal
the effect her words had on his conscience.” .

My American friend, who, to do him justice, was rcally a
handsome fellow, had met with her unqualified approval. er
decision on my character and fate now came, and it must be
confessed that, after all, it sounded very much like vulgar
palmistry. Born under a good star, a fortunate career was
promised ; and amidst the cares and troubles of life it is con-
soling to think, that onc’s futurc advancement rests upon the
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sccure and satisfactory basis of astrological prediction. Such
good things were not, howcver, bestowed without the accom-
paniment of some humiliating but truthful disclosures, of which
she playfully declared “she could let out more if she would.”
Satisfied apparently by her scrutiny that my star was neither
hostile nor malignant, she led the way into her garden, struck
with the beauty of which, the fresh green of its turf and alleys,
kept, cspecially for so sultry a climate, in the nicest order, I
could not help remarking that it reminded me of England.
This remark, though it might afford a sccrct pleasure, was by
no means graciously received. ¢ Don’t say so,” she exclaimed ;
“1 detest everything English;” yet the semblance of this
fecling with which she was so often reproached, was no doubt
but the affected hatred expressed by many when disappointed
in gaining an object sccretly beloved. For Lady Stanhope was
fond of recalling her English life, and if we arc to credit her
biographer, it was the want of a provision suitable for her rank
and pretensions that first drove her from her native land, while
her experience of the hollowness of the great, and the forgetful-.
ness or perfidy of friends, with an exaggerated estimate of what
was duc to her who had once played so conspicuous a part,
contributed to add disgust to disappointment.

Her appearance struck me as remarkably majestic: her tall
and stately figurc was robed looscly in a simple Arab dress, a
turban of mystic and indefinite outline overshadowing her high,
pale, Roman features, which, if they were not classically correct,
had a nobleness of contour and an expression of mingled dignity
and sweetness. She scemed fitted at once to awe and fascinate
those around her. She bore a strong resemblance to the great
Lord Chatham: this instantly occurred to me, when, some years
after secing her, I was turning over a volume of portraits, and
lighted suddenly upon that of the above-named statesman ; and
on reading her memoirs, I was gratified to discover that this was
also the opinion of her friends and biographer.

D2
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A black slave now summoned us to dinner, which was pre-
pared for us in a comfortable pavilion, her ladyship always
dining alone. The dinner was truly excellent, setting aside the
additional relish given to it by a fortnight’s penance upon bread
and eggs. We were especially grateful for an inimitable apricot
tart, in which my last lingering bitterness was buried, and which
my Yankee friend with enthusiasm declared might vie even with
the ¢ piinken " pies of his own country. We little thought at
the time that its composition, as well as our other comforts,
might have been presided over by the priestess who had just
revealed our characters and destinies; for the restless spirit of
Lady Stanhope was accustomed to allow nothing to pass without
her superintendence, from the fate of nations to the garnishing
a dish of vegetables; and besides, she could not bear to sec her
guests neglected—although she often declined to see a visitor,
from her utter inability to rcceive him as she wished. These
difficulties are revealed in a most amusing manner by her
biographer. ¢ Now, doctor,” she would say, “what can be got
for their déjeuner & la jfourchette? for there is nothing whatever
in the house. Ah! yes, there is a stew of yesterday, that I did
not touch—that may be warmed up again, and some potatoes
may be added; and then you must taste that wine that camec
yesterday from Garyfy, to see if you think they will like it.
The spinach my maid mustdo;” (and, by the way, we ourselves
had some for dinner;) * Dyk (the cook) does not know how to
dress spinach, but I have taught Zezeféon, to do it very well.
(Ding, ding, ding.) Zczeféon, you know how to boii spinach in
milk, and you must garnish it with five eggs, onc in cach corner,
and one in the centre.” ¢ Yes, Sytty,” (my lady.) ¢ And,
Zezefoon, send the yacknay (stew) to Dyk, and let it be warmed
up for the strangers. They must have somc of my butter and
some of my bread. Likewise give out the silver spoons and
knives and forks; they are under that cushion on the ottoman
there: and mind you count them when you give them to
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Mohammed, or they will steal one, and dispute with you after-
wards about the number—a pack of thieves.” Such precautions
may seem unworthy of a grande dame, but they were highly
necessary: in fact, her servants were literally what she called
them, and plundered her of her very wardrobe; and her un-
comfortable, and often destitute state, has been known to affect
her visitors even to tears.

In the afternoon we were again called, and, as it proved,
to a sitting of several hours, during which the conversation,
wherein her ladyship bore the principal part, never flagged but
while our pipes were being lighted afresh. It is common enough
in the East for ladies to smoke, but the mistress of Djouni would
indulge for hours, nourishing thus the dreamy and imaginative
mood in which she loved both to recall the scenes of her carlier
life, and then, by a sudden transition, to expatiate in wild and
mystic visions of futurity. This double and curiously contrasted
tendency it was that precminently characterised her conversation,
and gave it so singular a charm. Few, if any, indeed, of her
sex, had in modern times been more conspicuous in the great
world : the niece, confidant, and even counsellor of Pitt, and at
the head of his establishment, she was profoundly acquainted
with the political as well as fashionable life of her time, and
being gifted with more than masculine vigour and penetration,
and endowed with astonishing fluency and vivacity of expression,
her anecdotes of state intrigue or private scandal, her racy and
graphic delineation of individual characters, her play of witty
remark, of light and lively satire, mingled with traits of grave
and sometimes pathetic recollections of long bygone incidents,
were, especially to persons who had lived in so totally diffcrent a
sphere, life-like and amusing as the finest comedy, and not the
less so, that her opinions mingled largely with her narrations. It
was casy to perceive that all her predilections were aristocratic—
race with her was everything ; but this was, after all, far less the
vulgar prejudice of merc high birth and fortune, regardless of
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correspondent elevation of qualities, than a fecling that these
quaiities depended upon purity of blood, and that it was utterly
in vain to attempt making, as it is said, “a silken purse out of a
sow’s ear.” ¢ God created,” she would say, “ certain races from
the beginning ; and although the breed may be crossed, and the
cart-horse be taken out of the cart, and put to the saddle, their
foals will always show their good or bad blood. The good or bad
race must peep out; high descent will always show itself.”  Yet
here her notions were somewhat inconsistent, for elsewhere she
declares that * by low born she does not mean poor people; for
there are many without a sixpence who have high sentiments;”
and “ although she was constantly drawing a line between the
high and low born, good qualities in the most menial person bore
as high an estimate in her mind as if she had discovered them in
princes.” .

Like many of those who exclaim the loudest for the main-
tenance of despotic rule, she was herself the last to brook the
idea of a superior power; she preferred kecping up, among the
solitudes of Lebanon, the empty image of supremacy, to being
less than she was once at home; and this feeling, which, with
reduced means, led to her expatriation, nourished by solitude,
and unchecked by opposition, became at length the ruling
principle of her character. Even the shackles of “principle ”
were unsupportable and not to be mentioned, as she said, “to a
Pitt,” who could not act otherwise than royally by her own
proper impulse, without being bound by the laws intended only
for the restraint of meancr souls. In keeping with this, she was
generous and princely, but arbitrary and exacting: she would
exercise a ruling foresight over the well-being of all around her—
would attend with her own hand to their necessities ; but then,
she must be the arbitress of their most petty concerns, and woe
to the recusant who stood upon his independence! a network of
espionnage was cast around him, and he would find himself in the
meshes of an almost supernatural watchfulness and omnipotence
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of petty tyranny. Such are the painful inconsistencies of
powerful but ill-regulated minds. But even this stern-spirited
woman, if she could not walk humbly with her God, nor recognise
the superiority of man, was not without her “hero worship.”
Pitt was her idol, and the ingratitude supposed to be evinced in
his trcatment and in her own, and felt more on Aés account than
on her own, was the theme on which she, at least, never wearied,
whatever might be the sensations of her visitor.

In the cvening of the same day we reached Beyrout, the
ancient Berytus, now the principal sea-port on the coast of Syria,
and the head-quarters of missionary operations. The situation is
splendid, at the foot of the snow-crowned Lebanon, and sur-
rounded by the most luxuriant vegetation. But the air, affected
by the quantity of sand in the neighbourhood, is hot and
relaxing, and in summer almost insupportable, while the town is
pestiferous and fetid.  'We found refuge for the night in a small
inn, where we were almost suffocated.

Next day we visited the British Consul, Mr. Abbott, and also
some of the American Missionaries, who inhabit handsome
country houses at a short distance from the walls, and where,
duriug our sojourn, we generally spent the day, returning at
night to our horrible prison in the town.

Beyrout is the port of Damascus, from which city it is but two
days’ journey across the mountains; but as it was our wish to
visit the Cedars of Lebanon, and the Temple of Baalbee, we were
compelled to take the more circuitous road by Tripoli.

Our rowte lay along the sca-shore, at the foot of Lebanon,
and proved, upon the whole, rather tedious; the only remarkable
objeet on the way being the sculptures at the Nahr cl Kelb, or
Dog-river, a short distance from Beyrout. There, are to be seen
tablets cut in the face of the rock, commemorating the passage
of Rameses the Great on onc of his warlike expeditions, and
also that of some Assyrian conqueror, in his career, perhaps,

towards Egypt.
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On leaving Tripoli and its noble Gothic chateau, we set our
faces towards the steeps of Lebanon, which we had hitherto
only skirted, but were now to cross, in order to reach Baalbec
and Damascus. The whole road, or rather horse-track, was a
succession of pictures. At first, it passed over the rich plain,
extending from the sea to the foot of the mountains,—the seat of
the most exuberant productiveness: somectimes diving into the
luxurious and perfumed verdure of an orange-grove, with its
thousands of glowing fruit; or passing through a field of the
tall rustling sugar-canes ; or through the grey, refreshing shadows
of an olive wood ; or a more open plantation of mulberry, inter-
mingled with trailing vines; or over an open, sunny stretch of
waving corn.

On reaching the foot of the mountains, the track becomes
narrower and more difficult, and thickets of dwarf round-
topped pine and umbrageous carob dot the hill-side, which,
wherever the abruptness of the ground requires it, is built up
into terraces, and planted with mulberry-trees, for the silkworms,
which constitute the principal wealth of Lebanon. We still con-
tinued to clamber, height after height, till when half-way over the
mighty range, we paused to gaze upon the extraordinary scene
around us. Our halt was on the edge of one of those tremendous
ravines which, commencing among the topmost peaks of the
snow-tipped range, rising overhead like a wall ten thousand feet
up in the sky, gradually descend, by many windings, through
the heart of the mountain, and open gradually as they sink lower
and lower, till they debouch into the plain at its feet. In their
lowest depths, and hung dizzily upon their sides, among little
patches of corn and mulberry, appeared innumerable villages of
white flat-roofed houses. We could trace paths from one to
another, among the terraces into which the sides of the mountain
were laboriously cut, and could detect here and there, in more
sequestered nooks, or see proudly perched upon some command-
ing eminence, the white walls of the numerous convents with
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which it is everywhere studded. Far below these solitary abodes
reposed the luxurious plain, gemmed with its numerous villages,
and extending to the margin of the sea, which spread out west-
ward till lost in empurpled haze. As we stood and listened, we
could just faintly hear the roaring of the Kadesha, or Holy
River, as it made its noisy way from the solitudes of the Cedars,
past the village of Besherrai, at the foot of the precipice on which
stands the convent of Canobin, the rcsidence of the Greek
Patriarch. In another gloomy cleft of the rocks appeared a soli-
tary convent, that of St. Antonio, to which we now ascended by
arugged and dangerous pathway, upon the edge of unfathomable
chasms. After resting for a short time at this sequestered spot,
we still continued our ascent, and at sunset reached the village
of Eden, one of the highest up the mountain, and within a short
distance of its topmost crest. In one day’s ride we had passed
through every variety of climate,—first, the sultry enervating
heat of the plain, then the temperate zone of the midway range,
until now, at even, we were fairly shivering in the alpine eleva-
tion we had reached.

We lodged that night in the house of the Sheik of Eden, who
treated us with the utmost hospitality ; and at an early hour pur-
sucd our way towards Baalbec. It was but very recently that
all this part of the mountain had been cleared, by the fervent
heats of the summer, from the snow that buries it in the winter
and spring ; and large patches of it still glittered on the topmost
crest, which rose but a short distance on the left, cutting into
a sky of ihtensest and most lustrous blue; while the air was
instinet with a keenness and purity perfectly indescribable. On
a swelling mound at the foot of a bare green slope, tipped with
snow, appeared a dark spot of verdure which, as we neared it,
displayed the straight trunks and broad spreading branches of
the famous grove of ccdars,—the first we had hitherto secn, upon
the mountain, which has given its distinctive appellation to this
most majestic of trecs. During the winter they are buried in
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snow, and even in spring are often inaccessible, from the deep
drifts which accumulate in a hollow way that leads up to them.
This was now clear, and, striking into it, our horses’ hoofs
fell noiselessly upon a carpet of twf; large cedars growing out
of the sides overshadowed us as we passed, and, climbing the
ascent under a thickening canopy of boughs, we dismounted in
the centre of the grove, at the foot of those venerable patriarchs
of the forest, which date, according to tradition, from the days of
Solomon.

This famous cedar grove consists of a few trees, obviously of
very great antiquity, and a host of young and flourishing off-
spring around them, that increase in size and vigour as their
aged parents sink into ruin beneath the weight of years.  From
a comparison of the visits of former travellers, the number of the
old cedars has been gradually decreasing, and very few of them
are now left. Their enormous girth—their wildly-spreading
branches, white with the ghastliness of extreme age—the dispro-
portionate hugeness of their stems, and the scantiness of the
foliage that crowns them—show that their vigour is decayed,
their sap dried up, and that their huge and almost lifcless limbs
are ready to fall upon the turf beneath.

Ten minutes from the cedar grove brought us to the top of
the pass which crosses the highest range of Lebanon; and we
immediately began to descend the opposite slope, by a path of
fearful abruptness, into the broad plain of Ceele-Syria,—running
between the ranges of Lebanon and the parallel but inferior one
of Anti-Lebanon. At the further extremity of this plain
appeared the temples of Baalbee, at this distance sceming mercly
a confuscd mass of stone-work glittering in the sun. We had
lingered so long upon the way, that darkness overtook us before
we could cross the plain, and not a single habitation could we
discover, or even an cligible tree under which to establish our
bivouac; and it was not until after much research that our
servants found out a cavern, in which we sought shelter from the
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unwholesome vapours which, ncvertheless, laid the seeds of
subsequent illness.

T arosc in the morning evidently unwell, and, in spite of the
burning sun, which smote upon us as we crossed the plain, felt
the chill and creeping sensation which heralds an attack of fever.
Excited to the highest by the prospect before us, we pushed on
eagerly for Baalbec, which at every mile assumed a morc distinct
appearance; and, as we approached, presented an aspect of
astonishing grandeur. Over a huge wall, rising above the level
of the plain, and composed of stones surpassing in dimensions
anything we had yet seen, uprose the light and elegant forms
of the ruined temples, surrounded by a wilderness of other con-
structions, of different ages and in different styles. Six lofty
columns, of peculiar elegance, crowned with a gorgeous entabla-
ture, rose supreme amidst the general desolation,—so beautiful,
that from whatever point, and under whatever circumstances
they are viewed—whether the sun shines full upon the delicate
chiselling of their white marble shafts, or whether they range
themselves in shadow, spirit-like, against the glow of the twilight
sky, impress the beholder with a mingled feeling of admiration
and melancholy. But it is not my object to portray these
temples, already so often described.  Suffice it to say, that, after
spending the whole day in examining them, we hastened, as the
sun went down, in quest of a brother traveller, to whom we had
a letter of introduction, and who was encamped, as we understood,
at a spot called Ras el Ain, about a mile distant from the temples,
and at the head of the stream which here murmured along one
side of the wall, among heaps of prostrate columns and broken
masonry, that had fallen from the building above.

Following the course of this stream, we arrived, in about ten
minutes, at its source,—seemingly, a small oval pool, bordered
with grass and sedge. A large trec bent over it, and the ruined
arches of a Christian church stood round about its borders. At
a short distance from these were pitched two large tents, which
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had a most inviting look of snugness and comfort. Lights were
seen within, horses were picketed on one side, and the evening
watch-fire gleamed upon the faces of the Arab attendants,. We
dashed through the rippling strecam, and, dismounting, were
ushered into one of the tents, occupied by Mr.Catherwood, the
gentleman to whom our letter was addressed. He received us with
heartfelt cordiality; and thus, in that evening, undcr the roof of
a Syrian tent, commenced an intimacy which has been renewed
in many lands, and will, I trust, only terminate with life.

That night we passed in the encampment of our hospitable
friends. After I arose on the morrow, the fever with which I had
been struggling completely mastered me; and as the proximity
of the water was deemed injurious, I shifted my quarters, by
Mr. Catherwood’s advice, to the dry and elevated plateau of the
temple itself. Adjacent to its northern portal is a massive castle
of Arabian architecture, long since abandoned to the owls and
bats. On entering its deeply hollowed portal, a broken stairease,
with fissures opening into the gloomy vaults beneath, ascended
to a large chamber, with walls of immense solidity, perforated
by slender lancet windows. The floor was, like the staircase,
full of yawning holes, and covered with the dust of many centu-
rics. This was partly swept away, and my matting and carpet
were arranged on the stone floor, upon which I laid down, with
that horrible shudder in the limbs that ushers in an attack of
intermittent fever. To this shortly succeeded a Leat altogcther
as violent, and the fit terminated by a copious perspiration, which
left the frame in a state of cxtreme depression. *With these
violent attacks of ague, which succeeded each other continually,
were complicated evident symptoms of cerebral diseasc¢ ; my mind
began to wander, and the most gloomy imaginings chased cach
other through my perturbed fancy. Thus passed the first day
and night in this gloomy abode. _

My uneasiness was greatly aggravated by the cowardice of my
gervant, who had, much against his inclination, been obliged to



BAALBEC. 45

abandon the encampment, and follow me alone into this solitary
ruin.  His mind was tortured with real and imaginary dangers;
first, lest we should be robbed and murdered by some assassins,
who might easily conceal themselves among the neighbouring
vaults; and, secondly, lest we should be disturbed by the Efrits,
or Grenii, which, according to Eastern belief, invariably choose
such sites as their congenial dwelling-place. Accordingly, no
sooner did the morning dawn, than he repaired to the encamp-
ment, and made out so lamentable a story, that Mr. B 1, who
accompanied Mr. Catherwood, resolved to leave his comfortable
tent, and come down and pass the night with us at the castle.
Scarcely had he returned with this consoling intelligence, than
I heard an unwonted noise ot many footsteps at the extremity of
the passage, and my friends of the night before entered, accom-
panied by a young English medical man, who had come from
Damascus, to accompany a wealthy Turkish invalid. Finding
me seriously ill, he proceeded to shave my head, and administer
other remedics, which probably checked what would otherwise
have proved a fatal attack.

Thus passed several days, which seemed interminably long,
in a statc of great mental and bodily prostration, deepened by
the horrible solitude of the place. When the last red rays of
the sctting sun shot upward through the slender window on the
ceiling, and the bats rising from the vaults below began to flit
through the chamber, I used to hear the cheering cry of my
friend B i cchoing through the winding passage, and the
tramp and bound of his footsteps, and the clang of his sabre
against the wall, as he sprang hastily up the broken staircase.
And never did a sick child thrill more at his mother’s voice than
1, at the hearty, “ Well, how are you, old fellow?”” which issued
from his lips as he burst into the dreary apartment. Then the
lamps were lighted, the pistols primed, Antonio planted on his
mattrass across the entrance, and everything made snug in case
of attack.
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At last T got well enough to crawl out of the fortress, when
taking my post in its shadow, I would pore for hours upon the
magnificent temple which rose directly in front, watching the
huge brown lizards emcrging from its chinks and crannics to
sun themselves upon the hot stones; or marking the sinuous track
of some glittering suake, as it wound its stcalthy way among
rich fragments of chiselled entablatures scattered around. By
degrees I got about, and after a full exploration of the place, at
last once more mounted my horse, and one morning before
daylight wended my way alone towards Damascus. I was the
last tenant of the Temple. My American companion had
already started for that city; my friends had struck their tents
and gone elsewhere, and I was glad to turn my back upon the
scene of so much suffering.

From the ascent of the Anti-Libanus I took my last view of
Baalbec, and tracing its narrow valleys, approached at evening
the village of Zebdané, where we were hospitably received by
the patriarchal sheik.  Next day we followed the windings of
a stream, which from its source in the highest parts of the
mountains flowed downward to the plain of Damascus. The
heights overhanging it were bare and white, and glittering
painfully in the deep blue sky; but the verdure below was
refreshing and luxuriant. Soon after noon, when the sun was
still near its zenith, and the white parched soil dazzled the eye
and scorched the face with reflected heat, the road, leaving the
course of the valley, struck up the side of a Dbare hill, the
topmost peak of which. was crowned with a small kiosk. As we
ascended, we heard the tinkling of bells, and the leading files of
a large caravan came toiling over the top of the pass in the
opposite direction. Beyond, stretching away into the haze of
distance, as far as the cye could reach, was the immense plain of
Damascus, a perfect sea of verdure, in the centre of which,
marked by a line of white minarets, winding for some two miles
long, and relieving most brilliantly from the intense green,
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appeared that great city itself, with its immense suburbs. In
the foliage around it only onc opening could be discerned, this
was a streak of velvet meadows, through which meandered the
river Barrada, the same we liad been all day following, in its
course towards the city, where its waters are drawn off and
distributed among the endless channels and water courses, which
circulate, like silver veins, among the gardens, to maintain their
perpetual freshness.  Such as Damascus is at the present day, it
was ages and ages ago. Since its foundation every empire of
antiquity has fallen, and every great city been buried in the
dust; the Syrian capital alone survives the wreck of time,
without a wrinkle on its brow, flourishing and populous, and
mvested with eternal youth, Its position being indefensible, it
has changed masters indeced, but ouly for a while; and, as
Lamartine says, “is stamped upon the world’s map, by the
finger of Providence, as the site of a great city.” At the foot
of central Lebanon, on the edge of the great desert, midway
between northern and southern Syria, and only two days’
journcy from the sca, all the commerce of western Asia con-
verges to it as a natural centre. Such was the great city which
now cxpanded before us at the distance of a couple of miles, and
which Mahomet, taking his stand under the kiosk above our heads,
declared to be the carthly paradise of the true believers.

To enter it, however, some little precaution was requisite.
Its Moslem inhabitants, after thosc of Mecca, have cever been
reputed the most intolerant in all the Turkish empire,—a feeling
which the ennual passage of the great caravan had greatly
contributed to maintain. Accordingly, travellers had hitherto
been compelled to put on the most rigorous disguise in venturing
within its walls; a precaution which even Lamartine, who had
very recently visited the city, thought it no more than prudent
to adopt. Of all places in Syria, as we know, Damascus had
submitted with the greatest reluctance to the conquering arms
of Tbrahim Pasha; and although by an overwhelming display of
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force he had succeeded in establishing his new system, by which
the Moslems were no longer permitted to tyrannise over the
Christians, yet it was with reason fecared, that in the first
reverse that might overtake his army, the former would imme-
diately rise and throw off his yoke, avenging upon the Frank
strangers as well as the native Christians (who, it must be
confessed, under their recent emancipation had behaved with
great imprudence) the indignities, as they deemed them, to which
force alone had compelled them to submit. Since leaving Jaffa,
our accounts of Ibrahim’s proceedings had been fluctuating and
uncertain, and by many he was reported to have suffered severe
loss. It was not, therefore, without some uneasiness that
I prepared to enter the city, especially being invested in the
obnoxious coat and pantaloons.

I had a letter of introduction to an English merchant, which
had been given me by one of the American Missionarics at
Beyrout, and only that one; but I was awarc that Mr. Farrcn,
the British Consul General for Syria, had been recently appointed,
and at once determined to call upon him, and learn what was the
state of the country; whether the war was over, and the road
to Jerusalem at length safe. As we approached the northern
suburb, called Salahiyeh, my dragoman ascertained from a pas-
senger that the consul had a country house there, where he was
at that time residing, and that the house of the merchant was
only just across the road. A few moments brought us to the
gate of the consul’s house. A fine young Syrian, of striking
personal beauty, sct off by a very clegant dress, was at that
moment standing at the portal, and immediately led the way to
the interior of the country house. This handsome personage,
who then officiated as the secretary to the consulate, was the
same Asaad el Kayat who has since been so much lionized
among the ladies in England, and, after studying with a view of
introducing the art of healing among his neglected countrymen,
has recently been appointed our vice-consul at Jaffa.
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Nothing could possibly be kinder than the reception given me
by Mr. Farren. He corroborated the information as to the
proximity of the house of Mr. T , the merchant, who would
no doubt give me a room; but as that gentleman, it appeared,
always dined in the city, he pressed me to occupy a seat at his
own table during my stay.

Our conversation immediately turned upon the state of the
country, especially as regarded my own prospects of returning
to the Holy City; and I soon found it was at that time both
peculiar and critical. During the Turkish sway, the adminis-
tration had gradually become exceedingly lax and corrupt; the
pashas, and other officials, usually obtaining their posts by
bribery, and indemnifying themselves by peculation and pillage.
Thus, although the taxes paid to the Porte were nominally low,
the people really groaned under extortion. The Christians and
Jews were oppressed, the country was divided by feuds and
factions ; population declining, the roads were often unsafe, and
travellers liable to insult and robbery. At Damascus, so rife was
the bigotry of the people, that no recognised European agent
had ever been allowed to establish himself within its walls.
Such was the condition of Syria when Ibrahim Pasha rapidly
overran it, and simultaneously with his conquests introduced
a totally opposite system of government. Liberalism, as well
as policy, had induced him to abolish all distinctions between
the Moslems and Christians ; local feuds were put down by the
strong arm; robbers disappeared from the roads; and travellers
were not only able to go about unmolested, but were received
with distinction by the agents of government. The expenses of
the pasha’s administration were enormous, the taxes were raised,
and although the government agents were no longer allowed to
extort money on their own 