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300 The Inner Life of Syria.

both for man and beast. The scenery, however, was wild and
beautiful. After a few hours we found our camp pitched in a
lovely spot, Afks. There arose before us a steep wall of moun­
tain, with picturesque rock caves, three waterfalls bounding out of
them and joining the foaming, rushing river. The spot is called
M'gharet Af'ka (Cave of the Nahr Ibrahim). It evidently repre­
sents the "sacred lake and grove" of Venus Aphacitis, which a
modem writer places in "Coole-Syria, between Biblos and Helio­
polis, near the summit of lfount Lebanon "-an impossible
situation. Pagan votaries used to throw into the cave water,
which suggests the famous fountain of Vaucluse, gifts of gold,
silver, and bronze; of linen and of "byssus," or fine cloth. The
yearly festival was suppressed by Constantine.

Here we ought to have arrived last night, but neither man nor
beast could have done it in the time. Here we breakfasted, and
then resumed our second bad day in the Kasrawsn. The horses
were weak from unnatural action-I mean doing the work of
goats, springing from ledge to ledge. 'Ve passed Arab black
tents, and the dogs rushed out to defend their camp, when the
Sais entrusted to carry my little gun was brutal enough to send
it's contents into one of them, wounding without killing it. The
poor beast ran yelping into his master's tent, who took him in his
arms. It made my blood boil all the evening, and I should have
been delighted if they had peppered him back. It was one of
those cowardly acts which Syrians of his class commit. If he had
been alone he would have been frightened to death of the Arabs,
but under cover of Consular protection he took advantage to do an
act of insolent cruelty. Passing other tents later, I stopped and
bought a fine pup of Kurdish breed, and carried it on the saddle
to our camp.

The next morning we rode to the top of Jebel Sunnin (above
sea-level 8555 feet), one of the three highest points in Syria, and
we had another six hours of the Kasrawan, which is what the
Syrians call a "Darb Jehannum" (road of Gehenna). All this
day I found what is commonly called the Jericho rose, and the
ground was covered with what appeared small white snail shells.
It was pleasantly cool, and there was' a little Khan which gave
the best leben I ever tasted. We were so thirsty that it seemed
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&8 if we could never drink enough. I could not help laughing,
after draining off my third bowl, when the poor woman, in spite of
Arab courteousness and love of pressing one to eat and drink, was
obliged to utter a loud "Mashall8,h." 'Ve were still surrounded
by amphitheatre-shaped mountains, with the points to the sea and
Sidon. The sunset was splendid, and the air was cool and
pleasant. We debated whether to camp or to go on, but the place
was 80 tempting, in ledges of corn-field with a running stream,
that we ended by remaining, and we were repaid by a charming
evening. I doctored a poor girl with ophthalmia, and left with
her remedies and directions. She came to see me afterwards,
at Bludsn, quite well.

August 3rd.-We rode quietly down the mountains, and my
husband made a second ascent to another high point, a con­
tinuation of Sunnin (6825 feet high), called Jebel el Kunaysah.
We enjoyed the grand view and the pleasant road, though it was
&8 steep as a railway bank; and we came to another little Khan,
where we breakfasted. On the descent we could perceive Zahleh,
in a hollow, like eggs in a nest. It contains 12,000 or 13,000
of the fanatical fighting Catholics before mentioned. If the
Druzes chose to plant guns round the edge of the nest, the poor
eggs would be very soon smashed; but they fortunately have no
cannon. The Zahleh men are a fine, brave race, and have always
kept their independence; their town is the largest Christian settle­
ment in Syria. It is pitched upon the two sides of a valley or
ravine, the river and garden filling up the narrow floor. Being
on the roots of the Lebanon, it has a good view of the Buks'e
plain. The Anti-Lebanon, which rises on the opposite side,
bounds its horizon. Miss Ellen Wilson, the lady I mentioned in
connection with Miss Fanny James as being a lone, unprotected
woman with a dangerous mission to perform, asked us to her
house, and we accepted her hospitality instead of remaining in
our tents. I wished to put her on a friendly footing with my co­
religionists and our religious houses, and we went round and
visited them together.

Miss Wilson had in her establishment a bright little girl,
native of the Lebanon, born of Greek Orthodox parents-poor
but respectable people of the agricultural class. They have a
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large family of six children, for whom the father provides from
vineyards, fields, or silk-worms. She was then about seventeen,
the best native type of my own sex I have seen. She was par­
ticularly interesting to me, for she was then all Syrian nature
revealed, with its virtues and faults budding. She wore her hair in
two long, thick, black plaits, confined by a coloured kerchief; she
had a pretty, round, baby face, with that peculiar flat back to the
head, and immense length from the eyes to the chin, which some
painters admire; large black eyes and long lashes, which were the
beauty of her face, dark brown complexion, small nose, and big
pouting lips, with two rows of large white teeth, which, until then,
had never known or wanted a tooth-brush. The Syrian figure is
not generally remarkable for beauty, like the Egyptian; in fact,
perfect nature is rather angular. It is never teased by corsets,
but only a tight-fitting simple cotton dress. The little girl
accompanied me to the Turkish bath, which was most comfort­
able; the divan was laid out with white cloths for the siesta
after it, and all the refinements of flowers, incense, lemonade, and
coffee, and narghilehs were carried out, whilst the marble en­
trance was slightly darkened. There we sat and chatted in
broken English and Arabic.

August 4th.-The Kaim-makSm (Governor), with the Kadi and
his son, dined at Miss Wilson's with us, and some young men
came up after dinner and recited complimentary verses in Arabie
of their own composition. The Governor appeared to be well
fitted for his very difficult post, and the Kadi was brother to our
old friend, Dr. Meshaka.

August 5th.-Miss Wilson and I visited the Jesuits, a monas­
tery of fifty or sixty fathers-Mr. Palgrave's old quarters. We
then went to see Noah's tomb at Mu'allakah. It was in a room
of 104 feet 10 inches long, 10 feet 2 inches broad, and 8 feet
3 inches high. The tomb itself was the same length as the room.
If all were of those dimensions, I wonder how big the ark was?
On our return we took the girls down to dine in our camp; that
night poor Miss Wilson was taken ill with a fever, which, it
appeared, had been through the school.

August 6th.-I went to the sacraments at the Maronite Chapel
We took coffee at the priest's house afterwards, and we then



I fall Sick. 303

visited the Governor's wife and all the notables-Umm Salim,
Bayt Jeddsun, Bayt Abu Farah, and many others. We also
inspected the Latin church and the hazara, and afterwards we
received calls at the camp.

Sunday, August 7th.-The Kaim-makam came with an escort
to take me to High 1\1888 at the Greek Church, after which we
breakfasted at the Bishop's, a civilized and educated prelate.
Here we met all the Church dignitaries. Then we went to the
Suk, which, however, contained only vegetables. In the after­
noon we had a Presbyterian service at the schools, and an Arab
man-teacher preached. The Greek Church is very handsome,
with marbles from Italy, paintings from Munich, and one fine
Spanish lIadonna. Zahleh has 18 churches, 11 schools, 700
scholars (Catholics), 16 com-mills, and five telegraph-wires.
There is only one Moslem family, and only one English person­
Miss Wilson.

August Btn.-The girls dined in camp with us, and we had
sword-dancing and music for them. Captain Burton was unfor­
tunately seized suddenly with the fever, from which Miss Wilson
had recovered, and had to lie down; his head, face, and neck were
scarlet, and it was difficult to walk him up the hill, where we put
him to bed and doctored him. I nursed him all night, and
caught the complaint. I cannot say what we both suffered, in
spite of every attention from everybody in the house.

Previous to my falling sick, ~li88 Wilson told me that my
little friend who accompanied me to the bath had need of change
of air, and that the Bludsn air for a month would be good for
her. By this time the girl and I had taken a mutual liking, and
we were both glad of the offer. The only stipulation was, that
she was never to be taken to a Catholic Church, and having made
the promise, I have kept it in all honour. My husband soon shook
off his fever; but I did not, and I fancied I could not get well un­
less I went home to Bludan, so at sunset on the 11th of August
our horses were made ready. I was" lifted out of bed and put in a
litter. We wound out of the town, descended into the plain, and
began to cross it. After an hour and a half I did 80 pity the
men who had to early my litter that I begged to be allowed to
try to ride. I told Selim to be quiet. We went at foot's pace till
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one o'clock a.m, in a bright moonlight across the plain. Then
we passed rugged defiles, where once or twice the horses missed
their footing, and struok fire out of the rocks in their struggles to
hold up. At two in the moming I felt that I was going to drop
out of my saddle, and cried for quarter. The tents were hastily
half pitched, and we lay down on the rugs till daylight, when we
started again, and reached Bludsn before the sun was hot.

I felt 80 very happy to get home that I thought I was cured,
but the next day parched skin, burning eye-balls, bursting head,
dried tongue, throat, and chest, warned me back to bed, when a
constant succession of fainting fits and a horror of food, lasted me
three weeks. I would not take quinine, preferring to trust to my
own good constitution. I believe that those strong remedies are
the principal causes why many women come out of the tropics
mere wrecks. I used to hear the incessant clatter of hoofs, and
constant arrivals of people condoling with Captain Burton upon
my death. I gathered that when I was carried out of Zahleh in
the litter I lay 80 still that everybody thought my corpse was
being carried home to be buried. The news had spread far and
wide, and I had all the pleasure of hearing my own praises and
lamentations.
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CHAPTER XX.

DISAGBEEABLES IN DAMASCUS-MY PATIENT8-CONSCBIPTION­
VILLAGE SQUABBLES-MOUNTAIN LIFE AGAIN-VINEYARD
HARVEST-MOSLEMS AND CHRISTIANS.

ABOUT this time the Bayt et Tell, one of the two Houses of
Zebedani Shaykhs, came up to take refuge with us. They had
been somewhat harshly made responsible for a defaulter, and,
through enemies blowing up their coals, the Government had
allowed soldiers to fetch them to the Diwan, which means to
prison, till their case could be tried. The weather was fearfully
hot. The confinement, and expense of getting food, would have
been terrible. Rashid Pasha was absent at Jerusalem, and left
Holo Pasha, acting Governor-General. A friendly note to hun
obtained the favour of the Bayt et Tell remaining at large, on
our being responsible for their appearance when needful.

Upon the 26th of August, Captain Burton received at night,
by a mounted messenger, the two following letters from Mr.
Wright, Chief Missionaryat Damascus (No.2), and from Mr. Nasff
Meshake, Chief Dragoman of the' British Consulate (No.1). I
give them as they were written:-

No.1.
DEAR SIR,

The Christians in Damascus are in great alarm ; most of them have left
for Saidnayah, and others are about to leave elsewhere. Their alarm was
occasioned from the following facts :-signs of crosses were made in the
streets in the same way which preceded the massacre of 1860. On the
23rd instant a certain Mohammed Rashid, a Government Inspector
(Teftish), being in disguise, caught a young Jew, twelve years old, in the
service of Solomon Donemberg, a British protected subject, making signa

X
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of crosses in a cabinet of a mosque at Suk el Jed1d. Yesterday another
young Jew, in the service of Marco, a French Jew, was caught also.
Both of these two boys were taken to the Government; being under age,
they were at once released by order of Mejlis Tamiz Huktik. It is
believed that the Moslems are the authors of these signs, either directly or
indirectly, to stop the Government from taking the Redif (militia), which
is managed in a very oppressive manner, that is, leaving many families
without males to support them. Such kinds of Redif prefer rather to be
hanged than seeing their harims without support or anyone to maintain
them in their absence. A certain Nicolas Ghartous, a Protestant from
Am Sham, reported to me yesterday that while waiting on Mr. Anhouri,
near the barracks of the Christian quarter, being dressed like a Dnue,
three soldiers of the same barracks came to him and said, " Yakik e1 'ijl,"
a technical term used by the Druzes meaning, "Are you ready for another
outbreak 1" Ghartous replied, "We are at your disposal." The soldiers re­
plied, "Prepare yourself, and we will reap our enemies from here to the Bab
Sharki" (the Christian quarter), and thus they departed. Hatem Ghanem,
a Catholic member in the Haursn, came here to recover some money due

. to him by Atta Zello of the Meyd&n Aghas. While claiming the money
he was beaten, and his religion and Cross were cursed by his debtor, who
was put in prison at the request of the Catholic Patriarchate. Twenty to
thirty Redifs of the Meydan ran away to the Leja'a, to take refuge there.
The Redifs will be collected next Saturday, the 27th instant, some say at
the Castle of Damascus, others at Khabboon and Mezzeh. The report is
current that on that day there will be no work in town, and that there
will be an outbreak. Although Ibrahim Pasha, the new Governor, arrived
on the 22nd instant, he will not undertake his duties till the return of
the Wali. The Government, as well 88 some Frenchmen, through M.
Roustan, who is now at Jerusalem, intend to propose to the Wall to leave
Holo Pasha to continue occupying his present function under the preeent
circumstances. The Mushir left on the 19th instant. The Wall is absent.
The Muffetish, whom you know his inefficiency, is the Acting Governor­
General. Consuls are absent (that is the French and English). The
presence of the high Functionaries, and especially the Consuls, is a great
comfort to the Christians in general.

No.2.
My DEAR SIR,

I have just got in from Rasheiya, and before I sat down several
Christiana and one Moslem came in to ask if I knew what was comiDg.
They seemed to be very much afraid; but, except that people don't act
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logically, I see no reason for fear. The fear, however, does seem verygreat.
I know nothing. Any English of us here should be ready at the worst
to fight our corner. Many thanks for your prompt action- in our- affairs.
I t is something to have

U One firm, strong man in a blatant land,
Who can act and who dare not lie."

It appeared that one of those eruptions of ill feeling which
are periodical and epidemic in Damascus, resulting from so many
religions, tongues, and races, was about to simmer into full boil.
The chief hatred is between the Moslems and Christians; the
rest are fond of stirring up both, for they reap all the benefit.
It appeared that a slaughter-day was expected on the 27th of
August-all the chief authorities, by an accidental combination
of affairs, were absent, as well as the Consuls, and therefore there
would be nobody to interfere, and nobody to be made responsible.
This was the night of the 26th. Captain Burton and I in ten
minutes made all our plans and arrangements, then saddled the
horses and cleaned the weapons. We had never before been in a
Damascus riot, but we supposed it would be like the famous affair
of 1860. He would not take me into Damascus, because, as he
said, he intended to protect Damascus, and he wanted me to pro­
tect Bludan and Zebedani. The feeling that I had something to
do took awayall my fever,and though I wasbefore crawling about,
I was now as upright and strong as a palm tree. In the night I
accompanied him down the mountain. He took half the men,
and left me half. When we got into the plain we shook hands
like two brothers and parted. Tears or any display of affection
would have cost us our reputation.

He rode in four and a half hours to Damascus, put up his
horse, and got to business. When he stated what he had heard,
the local authorities showed extreme surprise. He was on the
best of terms with them .all, and therefore said laughingly, "Now,
gentlemen, which of you is to be hanged if this thing is not
prevented? Mind, it will cost you Syria, and unless measures are
taken at once, I must telegraph to Constant-inople." This had the
desired effect. "What," they asked, " would you have U8 to do?"
He said, "I would have you post a guard of soldiers in every
street, order a patrol all night, and I will go the rounds with
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Holo Pasha. Let the soldiers be harangued in the barracks, and
told that on the slightest sign of mutiny the offenders will be
sent to the Danube (their Cayenne). Issue an order that no Jew
or Christian shall leave the house until all is quiet." All these
measures were taken by eight o'clock a.m., and continued for
three days; not a drop of blood was shed, and the flocks of
frightened Christians who had fled to the mountains began to
come back. There is no doubt but that my husband saved
Damascus from a very unpleasant episode. Messrs. Wright and
Scott, the Dragomans, and a few staunch souls who remained
quietly with him, appreciated his conduct, and he received -many
thanks from those on the spot. But the feeling between Beyrout
and Damascus is, as I have said, curious. Nearly all the Christians
and Europeans had tried to leave, and the diligence was 80 much in
request that a friend of mine could not get a seat for three weeks.
Yet these people, as soon as they sighted the Mediterranean,
blatantly vociferated, "Oh, we were not at all frightened! There
was no danger whatever." One gentleman, who had lived for
seven years safely on the coast, and who had then never ventured
up to Damascus in his life, wrote me a pleasantly chaffing letter,
"hoping I had recovered my fever and fright," and giving Cap­
tain Burton and myself instructions how to behave with coolness
in times of danger. I need not say that. he was a civilian whose
dislike to the "smell of powder" is notorious.

After I had parted with my husband I climbed back to my
eyrie, which commanded the country, and as long as the ammuni­
tion lasted we could defend ourselves, unless overpowered by
numbers. Of course, as it was my first year in Damascus, I had
not the slightest idea what was going to happen, except by the
horrible accounts my friends gave me of the massacre of 1860.
But flying and excited stragglers dropped in every lew hours, and
from what they said you would have supposed, at least, that
Damascus was deluged in blood, and therefore expected that it
would spread allover the country like a fire, and that eventually
crowds of l\Ioslems would surge up to exterminate us. I often
laugh at all my preparations; but yet, even now, knowing Syria
as well as I do, if I were living in any part of it, except at the
Beyrout side of the Lebanon, which is always safe, if I were told
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that I was going to be attacked I should do exactly the same, and
be glad to find that it was a false alarm. Twenty times you are
threatened and it is a case of " wolf;It the twenty-first time you do
not believe it, you are not ready, and are killed. Firstly, I col­
lected every available weapon, and all the ammunition. I had
five men in the house: to each ono I gave a gun, a revolver, and
a bowie knife. I put one on the roof with a pair of elephant guns,
carrying four ounce balls, and a DIan to each of the four sides of
the house, taking the terrace myself. I planted the Union Jack
on the flag-staff at the house top. I turned my bull terriers into
the garden to give notice of any approach. I locked up my little
Syrian girl, who was naturally frightened, being a Christian and
very young, in the safest room. My English maid, who was as
brave as any man, was to supply us with provisions, attend to our
wants, and be generally useful, When everything was done, I
consulted with our old .l\.fghan Kawwass, Mohammed Agha, and he
agreed with me that if they surged up in hundreds against our
house we could not kecp them off long with our small arms, 80 we
filled all the empty soda-water bottles full of gunpowder, and laid
fusees ready to stick in and light, to fling them in amongst the
crowd. I then rode down to the American mission, and begged
them to come up and shelter with me; and then into the village
of Bludan to tell tho Christians to come up to me on the slightest
sign of danger; and, lastly, to Zebedani, whosepopulation is nearly
all ![oslem. I gave the same offer of shelter and protection to the
handful of Christians of both churches here, in the event of any
sign of trouble. I rode on to the Shaykhs' and asked them how
things would be if the news proved true, and the l\Ioslems were to
rise in our part of the country. They told me that there would be
a fight. "Our half of the village will fight with you and yours,"
they said; "tho other half will destroy the Christians here and at
Bludsn. It would be doubtful if they attack your house; but if
matters are 80 bad as that, they shall pass over our dead bodies,
and those of all our House, before they reach you." A brave
speech, and kindly meant, but if anything had happened I should
have been to the fore. Every night the chief Shaykh and his
brothers came IIp ana picketed in the garden, but I would not
for the world have let them think that .I wanted their protection
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against their co-religionists, and I only allowed it on the ground
that they were permitted by the authorities to go free on my
husband's responsibility. However, we waited and watched, we
watched and waited, but no one came, except more flying strag­
glers with exaggerated news. I was never destined to do any­
thing worthy of my ancestor, Lady Blanche Arundell, who
defended Wardour Castle, for one midnight a mounted messenger
rode in with a letter from my husband, saying that all was well,
but that he would not be home for a week. During the three
days we were in suspense a very large vulture kept perpetually
hovering over our house and sitting on the tops of the trees. The
people said it was a bad omen, and I fetched my little gun,
though I rather begrudged the cartridge just then, and when it
was out of what they call reach, I had the good luck to bring it
down. This gave them great comfort, and a boy climbed the
tallest tree and hung the dead bird to it.

The following days were passed in small rides about the
mountains, sometimes a long pic-nic in the mountains with my
usual train, learning Arabic under shady trees by bubbling
streams, or sitting in the vineyards eating grapes with the pea­
sants. These villagers seldom kill sheep during winter, 80 they
begin early to provide for cold weather. A flock is driven in by
the Kurd shepherds, and those who want to buy choose one or
two, the brown being considered the best. Each marks the sheep
of his choice. If he has the means, the buyer fattens the sheep
himself, but if he has not, the shepherd fattens it, and when it is
killed they divide it. To fatten the wether, they tie it up in an
outhouse, and it must not be frightened or startled, and feed it
on fine grass and vine leaves for ten weeks. The first month it
does not put on much flesh; the last month they force it to eat,
and girls sit all day stuffing it with mulberry leaves, and giving it
salt, onions, flour or bran; they also bathe it twice a day. The
Syrian sheep have a different tail from ours, more like a large
flap of meat. An Eastern, when he sees English mutton without
tails, thinks '\·0 have cut them off to eat. This appendage weighs
7 Ratls (about 35Ibs.), and the body about 28 Ratls (or 1751bs.)
altogether. When the sheep is cut up for use, they melt the
tail like butter, and the proceed looks like white lard. They chop
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it very fine with two knives, like mince, and put it and all the
fat in a big saucepan to dissolve. They cut the lean in slices,
and hang the meat on ropes. It must all be done by "a pure
man living on grapes," whatever that may mean. He must also
neither smoke nor drink; he adds pepper and salt to the butter,
boils it till clarified, and lets it cool. He prepares earthenware
jars, with large mouths-boiled first in ashes, water, and fig
leaves to cleanse them. He pours in the grease cool, till three­
quarters full, the third part is filled with pepper to keep oir
animals, and covered with leaves. They then lute it with clay
till it is wanted-this in winter is used instead of butter and meat,
and they eat it in alternate layers of dried meat and fat, cooked
together.· The first cost of the sheep is 180 or 200 piastres
(100 piastres is 16 shillings), and, with economy, one wether 80

prepared will last a large family three months, though I think
it is rather a case of" bread and point."

We went through the grape cure for a fortnight, i.e; eating
nothing but bread and grapes. I saw my patients as usual for
two hours a day. People say that it is a very risky thing for
amateurs to practise medicine; but I found that with some
natural instinct about medicine, and a few good books, by dint
of daily experience, by never using any but the simplest reme­
dies, and not those unless I was quite sure of the nature of
the illness, that I managed to do a great deal of good. I found
that native doctors killed numbers, whereas I not only did not
kill but cured. When -a case was too complicated for me, I used
to put the invalid on a mule, and send him down with a man to
Beyrout, fifteen hours away. Our garden presented the strangest
scene in the afternoon-fever patients making wry faces over
quinine wine, squalling babies guggling oil, paralytic and rheu­
matic Bedawin being shampooed, and gouty old women having
joints painted with iodine. One day I was late, and a Syrian girl,
who had watched me like a monkey, and thought she knew all
about it, ventured to administer doses to an old womanand a child;
it resulted that the child drank the eye-wash, and the old woman
rubbed her eyes with the oil of the male-fern, but I never heard

• My husband tells me that this is the well-known "kanrmeh," which, as
travelling food, ranks with the North American" pemmican."
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that they were much injured. They used to come to me for the
most curious things. Perhaps one would point at his head. "Do
speak, 0 thou silent one, I am not inspired." He might answer,
"In the morning my heart goes round like that, and in the
evening it goes round like that," making a circle with his hand
like a wheel in different directions. They always speak of the
heart instead of the stomach or the chest. "Kalbi bi-yuja'a,"
(" My heart hurts me It) is the commonest complaint. Whoover
wants to be charitable here must keep a chemist's shop in the
house, well stocked with English drugs, packed in tins to prevent
the sea and climate affecting them; and whoever wishes to suc­
ceed, must multiply an English dose by four. My husband often,
when he saw me unhesitatingly give a large dose, used to. exclaim
in an agony, "I know you will kill somebody." However, these
are the only cases who slipped through my fingers.

A fine, strong young mountaineer, who had breakfasted on two
Ratls (4 or 5 lbs.) of unripe mishmush (apricots) at the mountain
spring, and immediately showed cholera symptoms, was ill for
seven hours when they sent for me. I found him clinging to the
beams of the shanty, and literally shaking its walls, crying, "For
the love of Allah, save me, save me l " But it was too late; all
my efforts were unavailing, and he expired at the end of an hour.

The second was a small boy of two years old. His father, 8,

Jew, begged me for some medicine, and carried it home; but he
yielded to his fanatical neighbours, and conceived a prejudice to
a Christian tumbler and Christian drugs. I said to him, " Your
boy will die if he does not drink that;" but, religion getting the
better of him, he dashed the tumbler and contents to the ground
rather than defile his child. The boy did die at the hour I said,
and the poor father has never forgiven himself. He was an
only SOD, and that, to an Oriental Jew, was much like Isaac to
Abraham.

The third was a poor youth who showed symptoms of cholera.
I was not sent for till he was almost blue-black, and he expired
before I raised the cup to his lips.

I received, however, a very equivocal compliment one day, A.
poor woman came to me to beg for medicines, and described her
symptoms; the doctor was with me, but she did not know him.
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He said in French, "Don't give her anything but a little effer­
vescing magnesia. I won't have anything to do with her; it is
too late, and it risks reputation." I did as he bade me, simply not
to seem unkind. At twelve next day I sent to inquire after her;
she was not better nor worse, but at four p.m. I was told she was
dead and buried. .

Soon afterwards a young man, about twenty, came to me, and
said, "Ya Sitti! will you give me some of that nice white bubbling
powder for my grandmother, that you gave to Umm Saba the day
before yesterday. She is so old, and has been in her bed these
three months, and will neither live nor die."

"Oh, thou wicked youth," I answered; "begone from my house.
I did but give Umm Saba a powder to calm her sickness, but it
was too late to save her, and it was the will of Allah that she
should die."

Once a girl sent for me to a village, saying she had broken
her leg. I had a litter constructed, hired men, and went down,
meaning to send her to Beyrout. When I came near the place
I met her walking. "How can you be walking with a broken
leg? " 'Vith many tears she showed me a scratch on her knee
that an English baby would not have cried for.

Some would come and ask me for a medicine to make them
young again. Others had spots on their faces, others a sun-burnt
patch. Several women wanted me to make them like Sarah of
old. I gently reminded them of their ages, and that I thought
no medicines or baths or doctors could avail.

"My age?" one screamed; "why, what age do you take me
to be?"

"Well," I replied with politeness, "perhaps you might be
sixty." (She might have been seventy-five.)

"I am only twenty-five," she said, in a very hurt tone of voice.
"Well, then, I must congratulate you on your early marriage,

for your youngest daughter is seventeen, and she is working in
my house."

When a child is born to a house, the mother keeps her
bed, drinking strong pepper-water, eating chicken diet, and not
washing her hands or face for forty days. The child goes
through many wonderful operations, which are supposed to
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make it strong and healthy, and the skin inpervious to chafes.
Firstly, the nurse puts her finger down its throat to clear the
passage, cracks all its joints, and moves all its limbs about in a
gymnastic fashion; then she swaddles it. She boils sea-salt till it
is very strong brine, and lets it cool. On the second day she
washes the baby in this liquor, and when dry she mixes oil and
Rihon (basil), and glues every joint, with the idea that it will never
be sore afterwards, and powders it with basil. She then kohls ita
eyes. These operations are in full vigour for eight days, and even
for a month.

On the 3rd September the Russian Consul, M. Ionin, the
pleasant colleague who went to Tudmur with us, came to pay us
a visit. It was at this time that Holo Pasha sent me the leopard
so often mentioned, as a mark of his esteem and appreciation of
my husband's efforts in helping him to quiet Damascus. The
people called him Abu Faris (father of the horseman), because
this animal, like the Indian cheetah, is used for hunting deer, and
is usually carried on the rider's crupper. He grew in size and
beauty, and became my dearest pet. He had bold, bad black eyes,
that seemed to say, "Be afraid of me." He soon learned to know
he was not to worry any of the household, but he delighted in
fighting all my animals, particularly my Persian cat. There was
an armed peace between him and the bull-terriers. He used to
sleep on my bed, and on one occasion an English stranger, not
knowing the house, walked into my room at siesta time, and
found me asleep, with the leopard curled up on my feet. He ran
off in a fright to my husband, to beg him to come quickly with
his gun.

The" Nimr " used to hunt me round the garden, playing hide
and seek in the trees. I always got the worst of it, but when he
bit too hard I used to box his ears, which kept him quiet.

His end was that he worried the same baker who was once
before bitten by the terriers, and who must have had something
uncanny about him that brutes saw and humans did not. I shall
always remain under the impression that Abu Faris was poisoned
out of fear by the villagers, When in the height of his beauty,
he was playing one day in the garden; a Shaykh was paying me a
visit under the lemon trees, and admired him much, and said, "I
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have often killed the Nimr in the Desert, but now that I see how
it can be tamed, and how beautiful it is, I shall never be able
to kill one again." Shortly afterwards he withered away, and
nothing I did appeared to do him any good. He always lay
amongst the horses for warmth, and one evening, about a fortnight
after he had been ill, when I went round to take the last look at
the stables, he crawled from under Selim, and put his paw up to
me. I sat down on the ground, and took him in my arms like a
child, and in about half an hour he died.

Septem1Jer 4tl~.-'Ve went off in a body at daylight, to accom­
pany the Russian Consul on his way to Beyrout- This is the
second European officer with whom the Governor-General has
quarrelled, and whom he has succeeded in removing. M. Piles­
tri, Italian Consul, was the first, and he was only too glad to
exchange for pestilential Bombay. It is now }[. Ionin's turn, and
possibly ours may come next. The Wali is strongly supported
by Aali Pasha, the fanatical and Christian-hating Grand-Vizier­
now (1872) defunct; and whilst the Turks support their employes,
European nations show their justice and liberality by throwing
over men who cause trouble or give offence by doing their duty.
The fault lies, however, not at home; all depends upon the
representations made by the Consul-General at Beyrout, whose
interests arc mostly synonymous with those of the Wali in
keeping down the Consuls at the Capital, to the Ambassadors at
Constantinople, who are more or less obliged to trust to reports,
not being on the spot to know the truth, and who are not in direct
communication with Damascus, and "rho should always be men
who know no timidity or weakness.

September 10tl~.-The Redff, or conscription, was in full force.
Said Beg, a gentlemanly and enlightened Turkish officer, came
round with a little Turkish subordinate. The Bludan village
begged me to intercede for them. They told me that the whole
community produced only twenty-five men, and that if these were
taken they would starve. I rode down to Zcbedani, to see these
officers, who were quartered at the Shaykhs', The Bub. was there
when I arrived, and received me sitting, with as much contempt
as if I had been the village cat. I immediately seated myself
and did not address him. The old Afghan Kawwass came up
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boiling with rage, and saluting me said, " If he does not get up in
two minutes, Sitti, I shall give him the kurbash (cow-hide whip)."
" Not so," I replied; "but wait till his superior officer comes in."
Presently a rustle was heard, and all put themselves in respectful
attitudes to receive Said Beg. My little Syrian girl said to
me, in an agitated tone, showing the attitude of the Christian
before the Moslem, "Rise, Sitti, to receive the Beg!" " I rise"
(said aloud, and somewhat pompously) "only for the Sultan."
Presently Said Beg appeared, came straight over to me, kissed
my hand with all the courtesy of a French gentleman, and, asking
leave to sit by me, conversed with me for some time. This com­
forted the Kawwass, who thought I had been grossly insulted by
the sub.; he came forward and saluted the Mir Alai, and told
him how I had been received. The little man was ordered out of
the room at once. I conclude he misbehaved elsewhere, as shortly
afterwards Said Beg refused to employ him. I invited the Beg
and all his suite to breakfast with my husband and myself.
This was accepted, and I told him my trouble about. Bludan,
" Only twenty-five men," he remarked, gaily; "well, it would be
a shame to touch them-and then they are your proteges; when
I pass your village I will turn a blind eye to it." And 80 he
did.

I did not then know what I learned afterwards, that Bludsn
being a Greek village, Said Beg could not have taken recruits
from it. This is a fair sample of how Syrians like to keep you
constantly at work using your influence in their behalf, usefully or
uselessly, to bring themselves into notice. Said Beg's courtesy was
not less pleasing on this account. He knew I was deceived, and
under either aspect he would have behaved like a gentleman.

About this time, Miss Wilson sent to fetch away her Syrian
girl; but an hour after we left Zahleh she had told me that she
never meant to go back there. I assured her that it was against
all rule for an English lady to go to the house of another and
tamper with her dependants, and that it would put me in a very
awkward position. She replied that she was determined to remain
with me, or go home to her father. I explained the affair to Miss
Wilson, who was naturally hurt, she having been like a second
mother to the little girl; and I greatly admired the temper and
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resignation with which Miss Wilson met her disappointment. So
she became part of my establishment. I have discharged my .
duties, in every detail, to the best of my power and with sincere
affection for four years. I little knew when I undertook it
what an awful responsibility it was to take an Eastern girl-another
man's child-from under her father's roof and protection, away
from her own land and the laws she has been accustomed to, to
bring her to England, and a life in Continental towns. My attempt
at benevolence is, I believe, rewarded by a faithful affection. It
has taught me what the emancipation of the Syrian woman means,
and what results it would bring to the world. If I am the means
of her making a happy marriage, and I live to see her doing good
in her own land to her own people, my object will be attained,
and I shall be well repaid for my labours and anxieties.

September 13th.-Rain fell, and we were so unused to it, that
when the animals in the garden felt it they began to gallop as if
mad with fright. A day of ill-luck. 'Ve expected a muleteer
with a load of provisions, some bottles of porter, found with great
difficulty at Beyrout, and some fruit, eggs, and wine. He did
arrive, but alone. He told us that his mule had dropped down
dead, and all the things had been lost. It seemed 80 improbable
that we detained him, and sent a Kawwass on horseback to the spot
described; and true enough the mule was dead upon the road, the
bottles of porter and wine were broken, and the eggs and fruit
were all a pulp. He was too unfortunate to punish, 80 we had to
bear this gift of the" unlucky thirteenth" as best we could, and
help him to buy another mule.

Although it may be said that everything was quiet, still
there was a lurking ill-feeling between Moslems and Christians
ever ready to boil over. I made a point, since the 27th of August,
of always riding down to Mass at Zebedani with a large train, as
our presence encouraged the Christians, and gave them a little
security. The Moslems were particularly respectful; they always
rose up to salute in passing, and the Shaykhs even asked to ac­
company me to Mass. When they entered a murmur arose amongst
the Christians - such a foolish proceeding on the part of fifty
miserable dependants, among 80 many thousands. I said to my
co-religionists," The Shaykhs pay us a great compliment by wish-
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ing to attend our Church and hear our service. If you have the
bad taste to object, I shall remain outside also." What seemed to
elicit the loudest Mashallahs was that the small Christian acolyte
boys could read, sing, and chaunt the epistles from the book.
They carried their good taste so far as to watch everything I did,
and do the same, even to the eating of the" brioche," the "bread
of peace," not the Sacrament. I make this explanation because
even so educated a lady as Miss W., when asked to dip her
hand into the brioche basket, thought she was being invited to par­
take of our Sacrament. To the fanatical and uneducated Catholics
her refusal meant, " I will not eat the bread of peace and good
will with you." "One Moslem woman asked to have the gospel
read over her son's head. I fancy the idea was that the child
would become my god-son.

Every now and then there was a fight between a Moslem and
a Christian. If my husband was absent they used to come and
ask me to. settle the differences. " We would rather come to you
than go to the Diwan with our quarrel, for you have only one eye
(meaning you see straight and justly), and 0!1e tongue, and you
don't want bakshish to back up the richest." My reply was, "If
I settle your quarrel, will you promise to abide by my decision,
even if I punish one or both of you?" "Yes, we will; we have
tried yo~, and you have always been right." Then I used to settle
it. This was made use of against my husband by some official
enemy, " that I set myself up as a justice." I did no more than
I would have done if I were Lady Bountiful at Grundy Castle-on­
the-sea, in England, and were asked by villagers to settle a dis­
pute, instead of going to the local magistrate. It is as charitable
and useful an action to be a peace-maker as to feed the hungry
or nurse the sick.

I will give a few samples of the sort of quarrels that took
place. One day, at this time, a Moslem let his cows into a
Christian's orchard. I asked the Christian what his orchard was
worth.

" So much."
"Is that your only means of subsistence? "
" Yes."
To the Moslem: "You know that what this Christian says is

true? "
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" Yas ;' I do."
" How many cows had you?"
" So many."
" What are they worth? "
" So much."
" What are your means of living? "
"So many cows, so many orchards, so many vineyards."
" How many cows were in this poor man's orchard? "
" So many."
" And the damage done is so much ? "
To the Christian: "Is all this true?"
" Quite true, Sitti."
To the Moslem: "Well, then, you must give 80 many cows

to this poor man, the equivalent of what you have deprived him
of."

It was done, and they both went away content.
Witne88as are sometimes necessary, but, as they can be bought

for twenty piastres, or less, it is much better to make both enemies
agree, if you can, upon the truth of each other's statements. .

One day a Moslem woman and a Christian man fell out about
a chicken. The man tore off the woman's ear, stole her gold
ornaments, and beat her black and blue. They both arrived
covered with blood-she, also, had managed to injure his features
with a stone whilst she was being beaten. They accused each
other 80 violently that at first I could not understand them; but
88 they asked me to settle their quarrel, and promised to abide by
whatever punishment I chose, after hearing all sides, and the
swarms of witnesses who crowded up out of the village, the man
proved to be evidently in fault. It was 80 cowardly, and such
provocation from a Christian to a Moslem woman at such an
awkward moment. I asked the Shaykh of the village, who has
the power of punishing, to give the offender a week's prison,
but to see that he was fed at my expense. And he went to
prison willingly, because he had consented to abide by my
decision. When he came out he had to apologize to the woman,
to restore her ornaments, and to give her some money, which I
supplied for the purpose. They were the most quarrelsome people,
up in that peaceful looking village, I ever saw,and sometimes our
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garden \\·88 like Bedlam; but my acting" justice of peace tt pre­
vented small affairs becoming big ones, and saved long and
troublesome petty trials at the Diwan.

Their ideas of equity were amusing. Zubaydah, the widow of
a deceased Kawwass, a curious woman, for whom I have a regard,
considers herself a British subject. She owns a share of a garden
worth 950 piastres, out of the total value of 1200; and a poor
Fellah has another part of 250. Neither can afford to buy the
whole garden, so they offer it for sale, each to receive his or her
own portion. She wants me to get somebody to put the Fellah in
prison till he can pay her the 950, and take the garden off her
hands. He wants me to compel some person, by force, to buy the
garden from them at 1200 piastres. If I were the harlm of an
Eastern, they would nlanage it by expending much of it as
"bakshish." If I let them go to the Diwsn, in one week they will
own neither piastres nor garden; 80 the shortest way is to give
the Fellah work, and to lct him earn the 950 piastres to pay to
Zubaydah, to keep the garden, and to make a livelihood out of it
for his family.

One day, when my husband was away, they brought me a wild
boar. I was sorely tempted, being in want of meat at times, but
I had been too well trained to risk our reputation by eating pig
in the sight of l\Ioslems and Jews, So I exclaimed, "Take away
that unclean food from my purc home," and I had the place
washed where it had lain. Kevertheless I hungered and thirsted
after brawn and rashers of bacon. 'Ve gave in entirely to these
prejudices, a proceeding which may do good, and which cannot do
harm. Besides, ~Ioslems sometimes punish Christians by subject­
ing strange meats to strange indignities.

September 27th.-AII my household, and the principal people of
Bludan and Zebedani, went in a body for a pic-nic to the sources
of the Barada, ,,:re had a Jerid in the plain. We stayed
during the great heat in the black tents of the Arabs, who
danced and sang, and made impromptu verses in our honour­
a practice in which they excel. They have the art of saying
the prettiest things in your praise without seeming to wish you
to hear it.

When Bedawin dance for you, the men will either form line or
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a squad, like soldiers. They plant the right foot in time to tom­
tom music, with a heavy tread and exclamation like that used by
our street menders when the crowbar comes down with a thud
upon the stones: when they are numerous it sounds like the
advance of an army. At last they burst out into song, which
is impromptu, and varies every time, but I give a literal trans­
lation of that sung to-day.

" Mashall&h! MasluW&h! At last we have seen a man!
Behold our Consul in our Shaykh !
Who dare to say' good-morning' us (save Allah) when he roles'
Look at him, look at the Sitt !
They ride the Arab horses !
They fly before the wind !
They fire the big guns !
They fight with the sword!
Let us follow them all over the earth !"

(Ohorus.) "Let us follow, let us follow," etc., etc.

September 29th (Michaelmas Day).-We had no goose nor any
meat, except a hedgehog which the dogs caught and killed. The
Arabs roll it round in the mud, dig a hole, put hot braise into it,
and bake it; the mud and the prickly skin come off, and the
flesh is as tender as a young partridge's. In England it is gipsy
food, and I can only say that the Rommany knows what is good.
The flesh, however, like porcupine, is somewhat dry, and requires
basting with butter or mutton fat.

September 30eh.-Our cook fell ill. One of the dogs had
snapped at his finger, and his hand and arm swelled up to "
fearful size. He would not see any but an Arab doctor. I sent
for the best quack and a priest, and sat up night after night
trying to keep down fever. The case was beyond my skill, and
he became worse and worse. I implored him to let me send him
in a litter to Beyrout, but he would not hear of it.

It is now the vineyard harvest, the prettiest possible sight;
it is so pleasant to sit amongst the vines, to eat grapes, and to
talk to the people. When I think of the difficulty of the poor
little bunch of grapes in England, and I look upon these baskets
the size of a bath, dropping over with large, luscious ripe fruit,
each berry 88 big as a damson, both purple and white, with a

y
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crisp taste, and the bloom on, I long to send a balloon full to
you in England. The people give me a basket constantly.
Here the vines are pegged down to the ground, and cover
large tracts. The .owner or his family live with them night and
day, and make loud noises to keep off wild beasts. This is
done by striking a kind of jar, with a bit of parchment or skin
drawn tight over it, like a drum.

Whilst the ill-feeling was simmering between Christians
and Moslems, I rode down as usual to Zebedani to hear 1\1ass,
attended only by one servant, Habib el Jemayl, a strong, brave
boy of twenty, a Maronite of the Lebanon, who was devoted to his
master and to me. I should not have feared to go alone, because,
from my husband's position and his influence in the country, any­
body knowing that I belonged to him would have been afraid to
molest me, even had they wished. Moreover, I had acquired the
love and respect of the people, by my daily devotion to their
necessities. My chief difficulty was to pass through the crowd
that came to kiss my hand, or even my habit. This is a boastful
saying, and would I were not bound to say it, but it must be,
because my husband's official enemies misreported the facts home,
and it has gone forth to the world that I flogged and shot the
people. Many men despise a contemptible foe, but he was a wise
man who said, "If you knew the value of an enemy, you would
buy him up with gold." I have now an opportunity of stating
what did occur, to lay bare the cocoon from which some person
has spun for me a mantle full of thorns. If I am over sensitive,
pity me, for it hurts nobody but myself.

Zebedani, I have said, is divided between two houses, who,
after a small fashion, may be called the local Capulets and
Montagues-the Bayt et Tell, the good and friendly Shaykhs, and
the Bayt el Z., a rich and lawless house. Between these two
exists a blood-feud. You do not realize in England what that
means. There is a quarrel between two families in which blood
is drawn: after that it is a point of honour that one should watch
the other in order to kill one every time they go out, on the
principle of retribution, like "having the last word." This is
called "Thar," and it not only involves families, but sometimes
villages and tribes. The blood-feud, renewed after long intervals,
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and on all great occasions, may last for centuries. It is sanc­
tioned by the Koran: "O! true believers, the law of retaliation is
ordained to you for the slain: the free shall die for the free."
The Amb regards this revenge as his most sacred right and duty.
His saying is, " Were hell fire to be my lot I would not relinquish
the Thar." As the Bayt el Z. was a turbulent family, who
killed the mules, destroyed the vineyards, worried the poor, and
were the general bullies of the country, they were very trouble­
some to the Government, and it has been an old custom for the
British Consulate to be friendly with the Tell Shaykhs.

One day I sent Habib on an errand by another way, and rode
alone through the village. As usual, every one rose up and
saluted me, and I was joined by several native Christians. Sud­
denly Hasan, one of the Z.'s, a young man of about twenty-two,
put himself before my horse and said, "What fools you Fellahin
are to salute this Christian woman; I will show you how to treat
her." This was an insult. I reined in my horse; the natives
dropped on their knees begging of him to be appeased, and
kissing my hands, which meant, "For Allah's sake bear it
patiently, we are not strong enough to fight for you. We are
afraid of him, and yet we like you so much we don't want you to
be insulted."

By this time a crowd had collected. "What is the meaning
of this? ". I asked. " It means," he replied, "that I want to raise
the devil to-day, and I will pull you off your horse and duck
you in the water. I am a Beg and you are a Beg. Salute me."
You in England cannot comprehend the extent of the insult
when an Eastern says this much to an Englishwoman. Fortunately
Habib had heard some noise, galloped up as fast as he could, and
seeing how I was engaged, thought I was attacked, and flew to
the rescue. Six men flung themselves upon him, and during the
struggle his pistol, or rather blunderbuss, went oft', and an ounce
ball whizzed past our heads to lodge in a plaster wall. It might
have shot me as well as Hasan. The natives all threw them­
selves on the ground, as they often do when there is shooting.
The brother of Hasan, a steady fellow, dragged him away. I rode
on amid the curses of the Z. family upon Habib and myself.
" We will follow you," they said, "with sticks and stones and
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guns, and to-night we will come in a party to bum your house,
and whenever we meet an English son of a pig we will kill him."
"I thank you for your warning," I said; "and you may be quite
sure I shall not forget you." I went home, and waited till night
to see if any apology would be offered, but none came. But the
Shaykhs came up, and the priest, and a Christian employe who
was collecting the Ushr (the tenth), and nearly all the Christians
with one appeal said, "If you do not notice this, God help us; we
must leave our homes-we are too few, and dare not stay there."

Having waited a reasonable time, I wrote an account of the
affair to Damascus. The Wall, who at that time was not ill-dis­
posed towards my husband, behaved like a gentleman. Next day,
when it was too late-I suppose they had wind of my last step­
Saleh Z., the father of the youth Hasan, accompanied by the
Emir Harfush and by fifty of the principal people, came up to
beg my pardon. I treated them with the honours due to their
several ranks; but I stood, and kept the others standing, and
offered no pipes nor coffee. I observed that the young culprit and
some of his male relatives were far from being sorry, but that his
father and brother, well-disposed men, had forced him and others
to come and apologize. I therefore coldly replied that had they
come yesterday the insult might have been atoned for, but that now
the affair was in the hands of others, and must take its course.

I then dismissed them, but invited the Emir Harfiish to
remain with me, which he did, and discussed the matter over
coffee the best part of the afternoon.

At night arrived at Zebedani a company of soldiers and two
officials-Hanna Shalhiip of the Diwan, and Isma'il Beg, Chief of
Police; all quartered themselves on the Z.'s, already a punish­
ment. I knew nothing of it in Bludan till the morning, when our
old Afghan Kawwass told me that they had arrived with orders
from the Wali to bum and sack the house. I was in my saddle
in five minutes, and accompanied by all the men servants and
the people of Bludan, hastened down to Zebedani. Before I
reached the town I found the soldiers drawn up in a line to
salute me. The two officials were more than kind and courteous.
Every soul in Zebedani turned out on foot or on horseback to
greet me, and all the surrounding villagers who had heard the
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news flocked in. I asked Mohammed, the Kawwass, the object
of this grand ovation. "That is for you, Sitti, because every­
body is so pleased with you, and because everybody is glad at
the discomfiture of the Z.'s."

We went to the Shaykhs' house, where I remained with
Hanna Shalhiip and Ismai'l Beg. I told them exactly what had
occurred, and I expressed great regret that the pistol had gone oft'
in the scuffle, as there had been no intention of using firearms.
Isma'il Beg replied, "I only wish you had shot him; you would
have rid the country of a bully, and the Government of great
anxiety." Then I said to him, "Our Kawwass has told me that
you have come to burn and sack the house. You surely will not
do so; I could never get over such a thing. The Wali has, I am
sure, sent you only to teach the people that his friends-and
strangers too---are not to be insulted with impunity. I had an
apology yesterday, and am quite satisfied, but in order to calm
the fears of these Christians, and that the Z.'s may not boast that
no notice was taken of their insult.-I hope you will administer
some slight punishment, for example's sake, to Hasan, who began
the quarrel. They will have had fright enough at seeing how
seriously the matter has been taken at Head-quarters."

The officers demurred very much at doing 80 little, but at last
they assented to my request. But instead of taking only the
original culprit, they led oft' eleven who had excited the people.
The villagers gave information only too gladly, and then they
departed with their prisoners, who were condemned by the Diwsn
to six weeks of jail. I shall finish the story to the end, for it has
a happy revers de la medaille. The term of punishment, during
which the family often interceded, passed away. My husband
would not move in the matter; he said the affair was the Wali's,
not his, and that he would not be justified in interfering. The
Governor-General added, "I don't care to let them out to begin
allover again." At the end of some time, however, at my
repeated entreaties, he discharged them. They confessed their
fault, saying, "We even did more than what you accused us of."

To finish the story, the following summer I went back to
Bludsn, and the Z. family called upon me, and asked me to be
friends with them. I saw a chance of doing one good thing for
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that neighbourhood, so I said to them, "We will be friends with
you, and very staunch friends, but I must make a condition­
perhaps the hardest I can ask you." They swore by the Prophet
that whatever I asked them they would do. Then I said, " Make
up your quarrel with the Shaykhs' house. Bury your Thar, and
on such a day you will both come to our house and embrace, and
we will all eat bread and salt together." They agreed, and I had
no difficulty with the Shaykhs. The meeting took place three
times-first at our house, neutral ground, then at the Z.'s, lastly
at the Shaykhs'. Before I left Syria they were on the most
comfortable terms, which, I hope, lasted after our departure. All
the turmoil of that neighbourhood was at an end, and both vied
with us in being good to the poor and protecting the handful of
Christians. They often said, " If in future times any disturbance
occurs, we will remember you, and save them for your sake."

Hasan and I also became great friends. After doctoring him
for weak eyes, I asked, "What made you want to hurt me, 0
Hasan ? " He replied, "I don't know-the devil entered my
heart; the excitement of all that was going on made me want
to begin a quarrel, and I was mad to see you always with the
Shaykhs and never noticing us, and Kasim (an unruly relation)
set me on, but since I have got to know you I could kill myself
for it." This is the sense of what he said, though in his own
language it was much prettier. The youth had an excellent
heart, but was misled and intoxicated by the troubles of the times.
When my husband was recalled there were none so sorry, none
more anxious to obtain our return, and were the first and foremost
with all their people in coming forward with a letter of sympathy,
signed and sealed with their seal.

My own mistake in this case, for I was also in fault, was the
over attention paid to the Tell Shaykhs and neglect of their
rivals. Syrians have the susceptibility of children; nothing easier
than to hurt their feelings, and a chance word is rarely forgiven.
The. native proverb is-

ee There are drugs for the hurt of lead and steel,
But the wounds of the tongue, they never heal."

My excuse is that the Bayt el Z., justly or unjustly, bore an ill­
name, and that it was said to pride itself upon its hatred to, and
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persecution of, our Christian neighbours. Still, had I to live my
life in Bludsn over again, I should sedulously avoid all display of
partiality.

I related the circumstances to our Consul-General, who had
been told the story in this form:-That I had seen a poor Arab
beggar sitting at my gate, and because he did not rise and salute
me I had drawn a revolver and shot him dead; to which he wisely
replied that it wasvery extraordinary if true. It was no poor Arab
beggar who told that falsehood. They knew too well howthey were
received by me. When Mr. Eldridge heard me he said that it
was the right thing to do at that particular crisis of feeling in the
Anti-Lebanon, that I had done perfectly right, that he was glad
that I had acted as I had done, otherwise it might have been a
very troublesome business. I also told Mr. K., of the Foreign­
office, who visited Beyrout and Damascus; and he said the same,
and so I hope will my reader.

We now prepared to leave Bludsn, which was (October) be­
coming cool and windy, and we knew that ere long our mountain
home would be blocked up with snow, fit quarters only for bears
and wolves. The fifth was an unfortunate day. Our poor JibrUn
(the cook) became 80 much worse that I had to send for the priest
of Zebedani, to give him the last sacraments of the Church. As
is often the case, after the mind is at rest, his illness changed for
the better, and, after a narrow escape, he recovered sufficiently to
return to his family. This same day we had a very high wind,
and my English maid was blown, entangled in her crinoline, from
the top of the stairs to the bottom. She received several injuries,
and was also on the sick list for some time.
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CHAPTER XXI.

BREEZY TIMES-STRUGGLES BETWEEN RIGHT AND WRONG-
"FAlS OE QUE DOIS, ADVIENNE QUE POURRA."

UNOFFICIALLY speaking of official things, we had rather a lively
time, in an unpleasant sense, during these summer months. I
always say "we," because I enter so much into my husband's pur­
suits, and am so very proud of being allowed to help him, that I
sometimes forget that I am only as the bellows-blower to the
organist, or the little tug to the splendid three-decker. However,
I do not think that anybody will owe me a grudge for it, except
the gentleman who complained to the Foreign-office that I had
been heard to say, "I had finished my despatches "-meaning
that I had finished the task of copying them. Imagine what sort
of a mind the man must have for a post of trust and responsibility,
what fitness to be an awarder of justice, who could find this non­
sense important enough to note down against a woman, and twist
the wrong way.

Captain Burton's appointment was conferred upon him by
the Earl of Derby, then Lord Stanley, in November, 1868. He
was absent in South America on "sick leave" after a severe illness.
As soon as the news reached him he hurried back, and on arriving
was desired by Lord Clarendon, who had succeeded in office, and
who was most considerate about the unhealthy season, to arrive at
Damascus in October.

During Captain Burton's absence, a few persons who disliked
the appointment, and certain missionaries who feared that he was
anti-missionary, and have since handsomely acknowledged their
mistake, took measures to work upon Lord Clarendon on the plea
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that he was too fond of lIohammedans, that he had performed a
pilgrimage to Mecca, and that their fanaticism would lead to
troubles and dangers. On becoming aware that he had lived in
the East, and with !Ioslems, for many years after his pilgrimage,
Lord Clarendon, with that good taste and justice which always
characterized him, refused to change his appointment until that
fanaticism was proved. He had the pleasure of reporting to him
a particularly friendly reception.

He wrote before he left London :-

"I now renew in writing the verbal statement in which I assured his
Lordship that neither the authorities nor the people of Damascus will show
for me any but a friendly feeling; that, in fact, they will receive me as did
the Egyptians and the people of Zanzibar for years after my pilgrimage to
Mecca, But, 88 designing pel"8ons may have attempted to complicate the
situation, I once more undertake to act with unusual prudence, and under
all circumstances to hold myself, and myself only, answerable for the
consequences."

Though he had not rcceived his Barat (ezequat'Ur) and Fir­
man till October 27th, he exchanged friendly unofficial visits
with His Excellency the 'Vali (Governor-General) of Syria.
Then he was honoured with the visits of all the Prelates of the
Oriental Churches, as well as by a great number of the most
learned and influential Moslems, and of the principal Christians.
Amongst them were his Highness the Amir Abd el Kadir, his
Excellency the Bishop of the Greek Orthodox Church, the Syrian
Orthodox and the Syrian Catholic Bishops, Archimandrite Jeoora
of the Russian Orthodox Church, the Shaykh el Ulems (Abdullah
Effendi el Halabi), the Shaykh el Mclawfyyeh of Koniah, Ali
Pasha el Aazam, and Antun Effendi Shami; Said Effendi Ustu­
waneh, President of the Criminal Court of Damascus and its
dependencies; ~Iohammed Effendi el l\linnini, Vice-President of
the Criminal Court of Appcal; the Mufti Mahmud Effendi
Hamzeh, Shaykh Mohammed Effendi el Halabi, member of the
Lower Court, and several others.

All these dignitaries evinced much pleasure and satisfaction
at his being appointed H.M.'s Consul in their City. Some of
them indeed, earnestly requested him to interest the English
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public in forming a company for making milways through
Syria, that being the sole means of bringing about the civili­
zation of their country.

In conclusion, notwithstanding Abdullah Effendi being the
most learned, influential, and Orthodox Moslem, and though it is
not consistent with his principles to call upon any Christian before
being visited, he first came to the office in company with his
brother, and after an interview of fifty minutes departed, with a
promise to renew the visit.

The first shadow upon our happy life was in June---July,
1870. A gentleman who is an amateur missionary residing at
Beyrout came up to Damascus, visited the prisons, and distributed
tracts to the Mohammedans. It was the intention of the acting
Governor to collect these prints, and to make a bonfire of them
in the market-place. Damascus was in a bad temper for such
proseiytizing. It was an excitable year, and it was necessary to
put a stop to proceedings which, though well meant, could not
fail to endanger the safety of the Christian population. The
tract distributer is a kind, humane, sincere, and charitable man,
and we were both very sorry that he had to be cautioned. He
has an enthusiasm in his religions views which makes him
dangerous outside a Christian town. At Beyrout he was well­
known, but at Damascus he was not, and the people would have
resented his standing on bales in the street haranging the Turks
against Mohammed. I believe this gentleman would have gloried
in martyrdom; but some of us, not so good 88 he is, did not aspire
to it. His entourage, also, was not so humble or 80 kind 88 himself.

Captain Burton was obliged to give the caution, to do his
duty to his large district, thereby incurring most un-Christian
hatreds, unscrupulously gratified. Captain Burton, with the high,
chivalrous sense of honour which guides all his actions, redoubled
his unceasing endeavours to promote the interest and business of
these persons, amidst the hailstorm of petty spites and insults,
which justice and greatness of mind on his part they themselves
were obliged eventually to acknowledge, however reluctantly. We
are decidedly destined to stumble upon unfortunate circumstanees,
Since that, a gentleman told off to convert the Jews in one of
Captain Burton's jurisdictions, insisted on getting a ladder and a
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hammer, and demolishing a large statue of St. Joseph in a public
place of a Catholic country, because he said it was "a graven
image." Why are the English so careless in their choice?" and
why have other foreign Consuls no desagremens on this head?

The Druzes applied early in 1870 for an English school.
They are our allies, and we were on friendly terms with them.
As two missionaries wished to travel amongst them, Captain
Burton gave them the necessary introductions. They were cor­
dially received and hospitably entertained by the Shaykhs, but
on their road home they were treacherously followed by two
ma'UvaiB BuietB and attacked, they were thrown off their horses,
their lives were threatened, and their property was plundered.

Such a breach of hospitality and violation of good faith re­
quired prompt notice; firstly, to secure safety to future travellers,
and, secondly, to maintain the good feelings which have ever sub­
sisted between the Druzes and the English. To pass over such an
act of treachery would be courting their contempt. He at once
demanded that the offenders might be punished by the Druze
chiefs themselves, and 20 napoleons, the worth of the stolen goods,
were claimed by him for the missionaries. The Druzes went down
to Beyrout to try to pit Consulate-General against Consulate, and
refused to pay the claim. He then applied for their punishment
to the Turkish authorities, knowing that the Druzes would at once
accede to his first demand-a proceeding approved of by H.M.'s
Ambassador at Constantinople. After three months the Shaykh
el AkkaI, head religious Chief, brought down the offenders, who
were recognized by the missionaries. They confessed their guilt,
and the Shaykh, who was staying as a guest in our house, assured
Captain Burton that he was perfectly right in acting as he had
done, and that every Druze was heartily ashamed of the conduct
of these two men.

In June, 1870, Captain Burton prepared a despatch for our
Ambassador at Constantinople, on the system of defrauding the
poor and of ruining villages by the Damascus Jewish money­
lenders.

I will now try to explain how these matters stood.
In former days, when not a few Europeans were open to certain

arrangements which made them take the highest interest in the
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business transactions of their clients, a radically bad system,happily
now almost extinct, was introduced into Syria. The European
subject, or protege, instead of engaging in honest commerce,
was thus encouraged to seek inordinate and usurious profits by
sales to the Government and by loans to the villagers. In such
cases he, of course, relied entirely upon the protection of a foreign
Power, on account of the sums to be expended in feeing native
functionaries before repayment could be expected. Thus the
Consuls became, as it were, huissiers, or bailiffs, whose principal
duties were to collect the bad debts of those who had foreign
passports.

Damascus contained a total of forty-eight adult males pro­
tected by B.B.M.'s Consulate, and of these there are a trium­
virate of Shylocks whose names I suppress. Most of them
are Jews who were admitted to, or whose fathers acquired, a
foreign nationality, given with the benevolent object of saving
them from Moslem cruelty and oppression in days gone by.
These proteges have extended what was granted for the preserva­
tion of their lives, liberties, and property, to transactions which
rest entirely for success upon British protection. The case of
No.1, whom we will call Juda, is a fair example. He has few
dealings in the City, the licit field of action. But since the
death of his highly respectable father, in 1854, he has been
allowing bills signed by the ignorant peasantry of the province
to accumulate simple and compound interest, till the liabilities
of the villagers have become greater than the value of the
whole village. A--, for instance, on the eastern skirt of
Mount Hermon, owes him 106,000 piastres, which were originally
42,000. He claims 5,000 purses from the B-- family, upon a
total debt of 242,000! piastres, in 1857. We have not yet passed
through a single settlement where his debtors did not complain
loudly of his proceedings; and to A-- may be added C--,
Q--, and D-el X--, a stronghold of the Druzes. Some
villages have been partly depopulated by his vexations, and
the injury done to the Druzes by thus driving them from the
Anti-Lebanon to the Hauran, may presently be severely visited
upon the Ottoman ,authorities. The British protege is compelled
every year, in his quality of Shubasi (farmer of revenue), to
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summon the village Shaykhs and peasantry, to imprison them,
and to leave them lying in jail till he can squeeze from them 88

much as possible, and to injure them by quartering Hawaii,
or policemen, who plunder whatever they can. He long occupied
the whole attention, though it had other and more important
duties, of the Village Commission (Kumision Mahasibat el Kura),
established in A.H. 1280 (1863). For about a year a special
commission (Kumision Makhsus) had at that time-1870-been
sitting on his case, whose intricacies, complicated by his unwil­
lingness to settle anything, wearied out all the members. At
different times he quarrelled with every person in the Court­
from the Defterdar, who is its President, to the Consular Drago­
mans, who composed it. Even felony was freely imputed to him
by various persons. He was accused of bribing the Government
Khatibs (secretaries) to introduce into documents sentences of
doubtful import, upon which he can found claims for increased
and exorbitant interest, of adding lines to receipts and other
instruments after they have been signed, and of using false seals,
made at home by his own servants. One of the latter publicly
denounced him, but was, as usual, paid to keep silence. He
is reported again and again to have refused, in order that the
peasants might remain upon his books, the ready moneys offered
to him for the final settlement of village liabilities. His good
management had baffled all efforts at detection, whilst every one
was morally certain that the charges were founded on fact. He cor­
rupts, or attempts to corrupt, all those with whom he has dealings.

Captain Burton wanted to inform them that British protection
extends to preserving their persons and property from all injustice
and violence, but that it would not assist them to recover debts
from the Ottoman Government, or from the villagers of the
province, and that it would not abet them in imprisoning or in
distraining the latter. To such general rule, of course, excep­
tions would be admissible, at the discretion of the officer in
charge of R.B.M.'s Consulate; in cases, for instance, when just
and honest claims might be rejected, or their payment unduly
delayed. The sole inconvenience which would arise to such
creditors from their altered position would be the necessity of fee­
ing the Serai more heavily; and even then they openly com-
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municated with the local authorities, reserving the Consulate as
a forlorn hope. The change might possibly have directed their
attention to a more legitimate commercial career. Such a
measure would have been exceedingly popular throughout the
country, and would have relieved us from the suspicion of
interested motives-a suspicion which must exist where honesty
and honour, in an English understanding of these words, are
almost unknown; and from the odium which attaches to the
official instruments of oppression. Finally, the corruption of
Damascus rendered Captain Burton the more jealous of the good
name of the Consulate, and the more desirous of personal
immunity from certain reports which, at different times, have
been spread about others in office. He therefore wanted to post on
the door of H.M.'s Consulate, Damascus, the following notice :---:-

Her Britannic ~Iajesty's Consul hereby warns British subjects and
proteges that he will not assist them to recover debts from the Government
or from the people of Syria, unless the debts are such as between British
subjects could be recovered through H.M.'s Consular Courts. Before
purchasing the claims, public or private, of an Ottoman subject-and
especially where Government paper is in question-the protege should, if
official interference be likely to be required, at once report the whole
transaction to this Consulate. British subjects and protected persons are
hereby duly warned that protection extends to life, liberty, and property,
in cases where these are threatened by violence or by injustice; but that
it will not interfere in speculations which, if undertaken by Syrian sub­
jects of the Porte, could not be expected to prove remunerative. British
subjects and protected persons must not expect the official interference of
the Consulate in cases where they prefer (as of late has often happened at
Damascus) to urge their claims upon the local authorities without referring
to this Consulate, and altogether ignoring the jurisdiction of H.B.M.'s
Consul Finally, H.B.M.'s Consul feels himself bound to protest strongly
against the system adopted by British subjects and protected persons at
Damascus, who habitually induce the Ottoman authorities to imprison
peasants and pauper debtors either for simple debt, or upon charges which
have not been previously produced for examination at this Consulate. The
prisons will be visited once a week. An official application will be made
for the delivery of all such persons.

(Signed) R. F. BURTON,
H.B.M.'s Consul, DamascU&

Damascus, June 20th, 1870.
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I have already related how, on August 26th, Captain Burton,
received a letter from the Rev. W. Wright, and likewise one from
the Chief Consular Dragoman, Mr. Nasff Meshaka, which induced
him to ride at once to Damascus (from Bludan, the summer
quarter); how he found that half the Christians had fled, and
everything was ripe for a new massacre; how he sought the
authorities, and informed them of their danger; induced them
to have night patrols, to put guards in the streets, to prevent
Jews or Christians leaving their houses, and to take all measures
needful to convince the conspirators that they would not find
every one sleeping 88 they did in 1860. The Wali and all the
chief responsible authorities were absent. The excitement
subsided under the measures recommended by him, and in three
days all was quiet, and the Christians returned to their homes.
I affirm that, living in safety upon the sea-coast, no man can be
a judge of the other side of the Lebanon, nor, if he does not
know some Eastern language, can he be a judge of Orientals
and their proceedings. Certain Jewish usurers had been accused
of exciting these massacres, because their lives were perfectly
safe, and they profited of the horrors to buy up property at a
nominal price. It was brought to Captain Burton's notice that
two Jewish boys, servants to British protected subjects, were
giving the well-understood signal by drawing crosses on the walls.
Its meaning to him was clear. Be promptly investigated it,
and took away the British protection of the masters temporarily,
merely reproving the boys, who had acted under orders. He
did not take upon himself to punish them. Certain ill-advised
Israelitish money-lenders fancied it was a good opportunity to
overthrow him, and with him his plan of seeing fair proceedings
on the part of British proteges; 80 they reported to Sir Moses
Montefiore and Sir Francis Goldsmid that he had tortured the
boys. His .proeeedings were once more proved just. The corre­
spondence on the subject was marvellously interesting, but being
official I cannot use it.

The Jews from all times held a certain position in Syria, on
account of their being the financiers of the country; and even in
pre-Egyptian days Haim Farhi was able to degrade and ruin
Abdullah Pasha, of St. John d'Acre. In the time of Ibrahim
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Pasha, about forty-four years ago, when the first Consuls went
there, a few were taken under British protection, and this
increased their influence. Then came the well-known history
of the murder of Padre Tomaso. After this had blown over,
all the richest people of the community tried to become British
protected subjects, or proteges of some foreign Consulate, In the
time of Mr. Consul (Richard) Wood (1840), they were humble
enough. In the massacre of 1860 they enriched themselves
greatly, and men possessing £3000 rose suddenly to £30,000.
Then they had at their backs in England Sir Moses Montefiore,
Sir F. Goldsmid, and the Rothschilds, who doubtless do not know
the true state of the Jewish usurers in this part of the world.
The British Consul became the Jews' bailiff, and when we went
to Syria we found them rough riding all the land. I speak only
of the few money-lenders. When Captain Burton arrived in
1869, Shylock No.1 came to him, and patting him patronizingly
on the back told him he had 300 cases for him, relative to
collecting £60,000 of debts. Captain Burton replied, "I think,
sir, you had better hire and pay a Consul for yourself alone; I
was not sent here as a bailiff, to tap the peasant on the shoulder
in such cases as yours." He then threatened Captain Burton
with the British Government. Captain Burton replied," It is
by far the best thing you can do: I have no power to alter a
plain line of duty." Shylock then tried my influence, but I
replied that I was never allowed to interfere in business matters.
Then Sir Francis Goldsmid, to our great surprise, wrote to head­
quarters-a rather unusual measure-as follows:-" I hear that
the lady to whom Captain Burton is married is believed to be a
bigoted Roman Catholic, and to be likely to influence him
against the Jews." In spite of "women's rights" I was not
allowed the privilege of answering Sir Francis Goldsmid
officially; but I hope to convince him-even after four years­
that he was misinformed. Religion certainly is, and ought to be,
the first and highest sentiment of our hearts, and I consider it
my highest prerogative to be a staunch and loyal Catholic. But
I also claim to be free from prejudice, and to be untrammelled in
my sentiments about other religions. Our great Master and His
apostles showed no bigotry, and it is to them that I look for my
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role of life, not to the clique I was born in. Many amongst us
old Catholics, who live amongst our own people, and are educated
men and women, go forth into the world and are quite unbiased
against other faiths; we take to our hearts friends, without in­
quiring into their religion or politics. And if sometimes we sigh
because they are not of our way of thinking, it is not from any
bigotry or party feeling, it is because we love them, and we wish
that we could give them some of our happiness and security.
I appeal to my enemies-if I have any-to say whether I have
any prejudice against race or creed." At all events, I have
an honest .admiration and respect for the Jewish religion.
They were the chosen people of God. They are more akin to us
than any other faith. Jesus Christ was a Jew, the apostles were
Jews. He came not to destroy the law, but to change the pre­
scriptions necessary for the times. The Great Reformer was the
connecting link between us. He made Christianity, or Judaism,
for the multitude, a Syro-Arabian creed. He parted the Creation
into two great divisions-those who accepted. the new school, and

• Although a staunch Catholio, I am an ardent disciple of Mr. Disraeli-I do not
mean Mr. Disraeli as Prime Minister of England, but the author of" Tanored." I
read the book as a young girl in my father's house, and it inspired me with all the
ideas,and the yearning for a wild Oriental life, which I have since been able to carry
out. I passed two years of my early life, when emerging from the school-room, in
my father's garden, and the beautiful woods around us, alone with" Tancred." My
family were pained and anxious about me-thought me odd; wished I would play
the piano, do worsted work, write notes, read the circulating library-in short,
what is generally called improving one's mind, and I was pained because I could not.
My uncle used to pat my head, and" hope for better things." I did not know it
then, I do now: I was working out the problem of my future life, my present mis­
sion. It has lived in my saddle-pocket throughout my Eastern life. I almost know
it by heart, 80 that when I came to Bethany, to the Lebanon, and to Mukhtara­
when I found myself in a Bedawi camp, or amongst the Maronite and Drnze
strongholds, or in the society of Fakredeens-nothing surprised mo. I felt as if I
had lived that life for yean. I felt that I went to the Tomb of my Redeemer in the
proper spirit, and I found what I BOught. The presence of God was actually felt,
though in visible.

Now that the author, who possesBel by descent, a knowledge that we Northemers
lack (a high privilege reserved to his Semitic blood), has rison to the highest
post in England, I shall incur the suspicion of flattery from the vulgar; but my
honest heart and pen can aft'ord it, and I see no reason to omit on that account
what was written three years ago, when the Conservative Government was at a
discount. Rather will I congratulate my country that, with the ERatern question
staring us in the face, we have at the helm one of the few men in England who is
competent to deal with it.

z
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those who clung to the old. We are of the former, and the Jews
of the latter fold. It would be madness to despise those who
once ruled the ancient world, and who will rule again-do we
not see signs of their return to power every day? It would
be more than folly not to honour the old Tribes of the chosen
people of God. In Syria only the Jews, Druzes, and Bedawin can
boast of their origin. In the world W/3 know, only the Jews and
Catholics can boast of antiquity of religion. An Eastern Jew
cannot but be proud of his religion and his descent. As I turn
over myoid Damascus journal, my heart warms to think that
some of tny dearest native friends at Damascus were of the Jewish
religion. I was on good terms with them all, and received sincere
hospitality from them. At Trieste, again, the enlightened and
hospitable Hebrews are my best friends. It is the Jews who IE'Ad
society here, the charities, and the fashion; they are the life of
the town. When I call to mind how many Jews I know, I like,
and I have exchanged hospitality with, here and in the East, I
do not know how to speak strongly enough on the subject.

But now let us tum to the dark side of the picture. Even
those who are the proudest of their Semitic origin speak con­
temptuously of their usurers. And, let me ask, do we pet and
admire our own money-lenders? Let a Damascus Jew once
become a usurer, back him up with political influence, and see
what he will become. He forgets race and creed; that touching,
dignified, graceful humility changes into fawning servility, or to
brutal insolence and cruelty, where he is not afraid. He thirsts
only for money. The villainies practised by the usurers, especially
the Shylocks in Damascus, excite every right-minded person to
indignation; and if I had no other esteem for my husband, I
should owe it to him for the brave manner in which he made a
stand against these wrongs at every risk. He knew that no
other Consul had ever dared-nor would ever dare-to oppose it;
but he said simply, " I must do right; I cannot sit still and see
what I see, and not speak the truth; I must protect the poor,
and save the British good name, ad'lJienn.e que pourra, though
perhaps in so doing I shall fall myself"-and he did. He is not"
what is called a religious man, but he acts like one; and if he
did nothing else to win respect and admiration, tliat alone should
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give people an insight into his character, whilst I-like Job's
wife-incessantly said, "Leave all this alone, as your predecessor
did, 88 your Consul-General does, and as your successor will do, and
keep your place, and look forward to a better." If the usurers
had been Catholics instead of Jews, I should like them to have
lost their "protection," to have been banished from Damascus,
and e:uommunicated as long as they plied their trade. More I
cannot say.

One man alone had ruined and sucked dry forty-one villages.
He used to go to a distressed village and offer them money, keep
all the papers, and allow them nothing to show; adding interest
and compound interest, which the poor wretches could not under­
stand. Then he gave them no receipts for money received; so
88 to be paid over and over again. The uneducated peasant had
nothing to show against the clever Jew at the Diwan, till body
and soul, wives, children, village, flocks, and land, became his
property and slaves for the sake of the small sum originally bor­
rowed. These men, who a few years ago were not worth much,
are now rolling in wealth. We found villages in ruins, and
houses empty, because the men were cast into jail, the children
starving, and women weeping at our feet because these things
were done in the name of England-by the powerful arm. of the
British Consulate. My husband once actually found an old man
of ninety, who had endured all the horrors of the Damascus jail
during the whole of a biting winter, for owing one of these men a
napoleon (sixteen shillings). He set him free, and ever after
visited the prisons once a week, to see whether the British, pro­
tected subjects had immured pauper Christians and Moslems on
their own responsibility. One of the usurers told my husband
to beware, for that he knew a Royal Highness of England, and
that he could have any Consular Officer recalled at his pleasure;
and my husband replied that he and his clique could know very
little of English Royalty, if they thought that it would protect
such traffic as theirs. The result of this was that they put their
heads together, and certain letters were sent to the Chief Rabbi
of London, Sir Francis Goldsmid, and Sir Moses l\lontefiore. They
sent telegrams and petitions, purporting to be from "all the Jews
in Damascus." We believe, however, that "all the Jews in

...:.
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Damascus" knew nothing whatever about the step. They are
mostly a body of respectable men-hard-working, inoffensive, and
of commercial integrity, with a fair sprinkling of pious, charitable,
and innocent people. These despatches, backed by letters from
the influential persons who received them, were duly forwarded
to the Foreign-office. The correspondence was sent in full to
Captain Burton to answer, which he did at great length, and to
the satisfaction of his Chiefs, who found that he could not have
acted otherwise.

Captain Burton wrote:-" I am ready to defend their lives,
liberty, and property, but I will not assist them in ruining
villages, and in imprisoning destitute debtors upon trumped-up
charges. I would willingly deserve the praise of every section
of the Jewish community of Damascus, but in certain cases it is
incompatible with my sense of justice and my conscience." They
bragged so much in the bazars about getting Captain Burton
recalled, that a number of sympathizing letters were showered
upon us.-

• I quote the following verbatim :­

DEAa MRS. BURTON,

We desire to express to you the great satisfaction which Captain Burton'.
presence as British Consul in Damascus has given us, both in our individual
capacities and in our character of missionaries to Syria.

Since his arrival here we have had every opportunity of judging of Captain
Burton's official conduct, and we beg to express our approval of it.

The first public act that came under our notice was the removing of dishonest
officials, and the replacing them by honest ones. This proceeding gave unmixed
pleasure to everyone to whom the credit of the English name was a matter of con­
cern. His subsequent conduct has restored the pre3tig~ of the English Conaulate,
and we no longer hear it said that English officials, removed from the checb of
English public opinion, are as corrupt in Turkey as the Turks themselvea.. As
missionaries we frankly admit that we had been led to view Captain Burton's
appointment with alarm; but we now congratulate ourselves on having abstained
either directly or indirectly endeavouring to oppose his coming.

Carefully following our own habitual policy of asking no consular interference
between, the Turkish Government and its subjects, we stand upon our right u
Englishmen to preach and teach so long as we violate no law of the land, and we
claim for our converts the liberty of conscience secured to them by treaty. In the
maintenance of this one right we have been firmly upheld by Captain Burton.

A few months ago, when our schools were illegally and arbitrarily closed by the
Turkish officials, he came to our aid, and the injustice was at once put a atop to.
His visit to the several village schools under our charge proved to the Dati" mind
the Consul's interest in the moral education of the country, which it is the object of
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To oonclude, the effect of their conduct in Damascus will
fall upon their own heads, and upon their children. Do not pur-

those schools to promote, and impressed upon the minds of local magistrates the
propriety of letting them alone.

Within the last few days we had occasion to apply to Captain Burton regarding
our cemetery, which had been broken open, and it was an agreeable surprise to us
when after two days a police-officer came to assure us that the damage had been
repaired by the Pasha's orders, and search was being made for tho depredator.

Above all, in view of any possible massacre of Christians in this city-the all
but inevitable consequence of a war between Turkey and any Christian power-we
regard as an element of safety the presence among us of a flrm, strong man like
Captain Burian, 88 representing the English interests.

When, not long ago, a panio seized the city, and a massacre seemed imminent,
Captain Borton immediately came down from his summer quarters, and by hiB
presence largely contributed to restore tranquillity. All the other important Consuls
fled from Damascus, and thus increased the panic.

We earnestly hope that Captain Burton will not sutrer himself to be annoyed by
the enmity he is sure to provoke from all who wish to make the English name a
cover for wrong and injustice, or think that a British subject or proUtgt! should be
supported, whatever be the nature of his case.-With kindest respects, we are, dear
Mrs. Burton, YOUlS very truly,

(Signed) JAXE8 ORR SCOTT, 11.A., Irish Presbyterian Mission.
WK. \\TRIGHT, B.A., Missionary of tile Irish Presbyterian Church.

P.B.-By-the-by, on one occasion one of the most important Jews of Damascus,
when conversing with me and the Rev. John Crawford, American missionary, said
that Captain Burton was unfit for tho British Consulate in Damascus; and the
reason he gave was that, being an upright man, he transacted his business by fair
means instead of by foul.

Damascus, November 28th, 1870.

lly DEAR Mu. BURTON,

I was calling at a native house yesterday where I found assembled some leading
people of Damascus. The conversation turned upon Ceptain Burton and the
present British Consulate. One word led to another; and I heard, to my surprise
and consternation, that men famed for their !'ariaus fH'-ct4niary transactions, are
boosting about everywhere" that, upon their representationa, tll1~ ('-onl"" U to lIP re­
called; ,t and all Damascus is grieved and indignant at them. For my part I
cannot, will not, believe that Her MajeRty's Government would set aside a man of
Captain Burton's standing, and well-known justice and capacity in public affairs,
for the sako of these Jows, who are desolating the villages and ruining those who
have the misfortune to fall into their clutches. He is also 80 thoroughly adapted
for this Babel of tongues, nations, and religions, and is 80 rapidly raising our
English Consulate from the low estimation in which it had fallen in the eyes of all
men, to the position it ought to and would occupy under the rule of an incor­
ruptible, firm, and impartial character like Captain Burton's.

At the risk of vexing you, I must tell you what I now hear commonly reported
in the bazar, for several merchants and others have asked me if it was true. - • ­
[Here follows the history.] Our present Consul UJ too much a friend to the
oppreueci, and examines too much everything hiruelj to suit their money kan8&C-
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posely misunderstand me, 0 Israel! Remember, I do not speak
of you disparagingly as a Nation, or as a Faith. i\.s such I love

tions. The Consulate for an age has not been 80 respectable as now; and should
you really go, I should think any. future Consul would shrink to do his duty, for
fear of his conduct being misrepresented at home. You must write me a line to
tell me the truth, if you may do 80 without indiscretion; and people are wanting
to write to the F. O. and the Timu, 80 provoked aro they at the lies and duplicity.
The day I was with you and you refused to see Juda and the other Jew, who
seemed to dodge you about like a house cat, and looked so ill at ease and in a fright,
did you then suspect or know anything about all this?

With regard to the Arab tribes, they, too, have an admiration for Captain Bur­
ton's dauntless oharacter and straightforward dealing, so difFerent from othen..
You know that Shaykh Mohammed el Dhouky and Fares el Meziad openly .y
80 in the Desert.

I had intended to scribble but two lines, and I have been led on till my note hal
become a long letter. So, good-bye; and I truly hope all these machinations will
end in the discomfiture of their Inventors.

[I alsoomit the signature, but keep the original.]
Damascus, November 28th, 1870.

MONSIEUR LE CoNSUL,

C'est avec le plus grand plaisir nons venons vous exprimer notre satisfaction et
lea sentiments de notre amour envers votre amiable personne, ayant toujours devant
lee yeux las belles qualites et lee grands meritea dont vous ~tes orne.

n y a plus d'un an que nons avena eu l'honneur de vous connattre, et none
sommes en meme de pouvoir apprecier votre bonne disposition pour le soutien de I.
cause ehretienne sans distinction de religion; et, par consequent, DOUS 80mmea
extremement reeonnaiaaanta au bienfait philanthropique du Gouvemement de S. II.
Britannique, qui a daigne nons envoyer a Damas un represantant Ii digne et Ii
merite comme vous l'etes, Monsieur le Consul.

C'est avec regret que nons avons appris que dee gens malieieux de Damas Be

sont plaints contre vous pour des causes qui vous sont tres-honorables.
Noua venons vous exprimer notre indignation pour leur conduite inexplieable et

meprisable en vous temoignant notre reconnaissance pour le grand R1e et I'activiie
incessante que VOU8 deployes toujours pour le bien et pour le lepoa de tons lee
Chretiens en general. .

Nous esperons que vous oontinuerez pour l'avenir comme pour Ie passe a nona
accorder les memes bienfaits.

C'est avec ce meme espoir que nous vous prions, Monsieur le Consul, d'&greer
nos sentiments de haute oonsideration.

(Signe) EBOTEOS,
Patriarche Grec d'Antioche.

A M.le Capitaine Burton, Consul do 8.M. Britannique aDamas.
Damas, le 15 Decembre, 1870.

MONSIEUR LE CoNSUL,

Nous avons entendu avec beauooup d'inquiet que certains gens malioieux a
Damas Be sont plalgnes de vous pour des causes qui vous sont tree-honorables.

Nona desirons vons exprimer oombien leur conduite est m'prisable et inexcuable
a nos yeux.
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and admire you; but I pick out your usurers from among you, 88

the goats from the sheep. You are ancient in birth and religion;
you are sometimes' handsome, always clever, and in many things
you far outstrip us Christians in the race of life. Your sins and
your faults are, and have been, equally remarkable from all time.
Many of you, in Damascus especially, are as foolish and stiff­
necked 88 in the days of old. When the time comes, and it will
come, the trampled worm will turn. The Moslem will rise not
really against the Christian-he will only be the .excuse-but
against· you. Your quarter will be the one to be burnt down;
your people to-be exterminated, and all your innocent tribe will
suffer for the few guilty.

A Druze of the Haursn once said to me, " I have the greatest
temptation to bum down A.'s house. I should be sent to Istam­
bul in chains, but what of that? I should free my village and
my people." I begged of him not to think of such a crime. A
sinister smile passed over his face, and he muttered low in his
beard: "No; not yet! not yet ! Not till the next time. And
then not much of the Yahtid will be left when we have done with
them." I quote this as a specimen of the ill-feeling bred over
the interior of Syria by their over-greed of gain. And I only hope
that the powerful Israelitic Committees and Societies of London
and Paris will-and they can if they will--eurb the cupidity of
their countrymen in Syria.

Nous VOUI avons eonnu maintenant plus qn'un an: nons vons avonl trouve
toujours p~t k assister la cause cmetienne, sana egard pour lea di1rerenOO8 de Ia
religion at anous appayer quand nons auriona ete peut-etre traites durement,

Dans lee ciroonstances actuelles de cette annee nons aurionl beauooup d'inqme­
tude s'll y afait uno chance m@me que vona nous quittiez. Nons esperons que vas
bona offices seront continues pour nons dens l'avenir comme dsne le passe. Nona
vous prions de vous servir de notre regard pour vous comme Consul et ami aU811
publiquement que possible.

Daignez agreer, &0., &0.
(Signe) L'BvEQUB MAOABI08,

Le Vicaire du Patriarcat k Damas. (L.a.)
GREGOIB JAOOB,

Archov. Syrien Catholique de Damas. (L.a.)
Lz VICAIRII: DU PATRIABCAT Maronite

k Damas. (LoS.)
LB VIOAtBB DU PATRIABCAT Armenien Catholique

a Damas. (L.S.)
A MOD8ieur B. F. Burion, ConlUl de S.M. Britannique k Damu.

Damaa, Ie 18 Deoembre, 1870.
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CHAPTER XXII.

GIPSYING AGAIN.

ON the 10th of October half the servants, with the English maid,
the pet animals, baggage, and furniture, were sent direct to
Damascus under escort. Captain Burton and I left Bludsn to
return to our winter quarters at Salahfyyeh by a longer route.
Hanna Misk attended, with four servants, nine mules, and
muleteers. The Shaykhs and Begs accompanied us, and great
demonstrations of affection were made, of sorrow for our departure,
and of hopes of our return next year, by all the inhabitants of
Bludan and Zebedani.

We had a delightful ride across the Anti-Lebanon, through
a mountain defile, to Ain el Bardi, where we found Arab black
tents, and flocks feeding by the water. I have 80 often to speak
of these Black Tents; the best picture I have ever seen of them
was sketched by the Viscountess Strangford, and forms one of the
illustrations of her charming book, "Egyptian Sepulchres and
Syrian Shrines.l'" Here we spent the heat of the day. This
tribe wear red jack-boots of soft leather, with dangling tassels,
white baggy trousers, and a kumbaz like a white dressing
gown, under a green cloak; a red and gold kuffyyeh, or kerchief,
falling over head and shoulders, is fastened by the usual aghaI,
or fillet of camel's hair. The Chief has bristly mustachios, like
Bluebeard's, small black peering eyes close together, and a short,
sharp address, which has been 80 often compared to the bark of

• This book was very popular at the time it was publiahed, and I am delighted
to see a fresh edition just announoed.
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a dog. We rode on all the rest of the day through the rough
defile, with here and there a smooth place for a gallop. We
crossed the French road, and passing through part of the Buks'e
plain we encamped after dark at Mejdel Anjar. Jibnin being
ill, we had also made the mistake of bringing no cook, each of
us fancying we could manage it ourselves; but we were 80 very
tired that, though the horses were duly looked after, the dinner
was reduced to indigestible Baydh Mukleh (Cried eggs.) Next
morning we inspected our country. Mejdel is a little village
situated on a hillock, which stands alone. On the top is a temple,
a little gem, built by Herod Agrippa in honour of Augustus.
There was 8 graceful broken column, which I felt grateful to
certain pilgrims for not having carried away with them. Below
is the ruin of Herod's palace, and at twenty minutes' ride lie
the ruins of Chalcis. From the temple we had a magnificent
view. We could see the greater part of the Buks'e, walled in at
either side by the Lebanon and the Anti-Lebanon, dotted with
its seventy-two villages. Anjer is bisected by the Litani river,
falsely called the Leontes. Having feasted our eyes, we rode
down to the square ruins of Chalcis in the plain. We watered
the thirsty horses, but the liquid was bad and muddy. We
then rode on to Neby Za'lir, and climbed up the hill, but the
keepers of the Tomb refused to let us in. Captain Burton was
not with us; however, by dint of bakshfsh I obtained leave to
measure it, and to carry off bones and skulls out of a dry well
hard by, which appeared to be the local burying ground. With
the sun beating cruelly on our heads, we went along the French
road. At one o'clock we arrived at Shtora, the half-way house,
where wepulled up and asked for a drink of water; I fainted, and
slipped out of my saddle, so instead of going on I was put to bed,
and all next day my head was too bad to rise. On the 12th
we started again, and for a long while galloped along the carriage
road, ascending the Lebanon; near its summit we suddenly turned
off to our left, across a mountain called Jebel Baruk, in the
territory" El Akkub." A long scramble of six hours led us to
the village of Baruk, B Druze stronghold, in a wild glen on the

. borders of their territory, which we were now entering. We did
not find our tents; but it no longer signified, for we were amongst
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friends and allies, who would treat us like brothers, 80 we went off
at once to the Shaykh's house.

The Druzes have been so much written about by Baron de
Sacy, by Colonel Churchill, and by a host of others, that it
becomes me to say but little. They are, par eeeellenee, the race
in Syria. A fine, manly people, that hails us as cousins, tall
and athletic, that can ride, shoot, and fight. They are honest and
plain-spoken; every man is a natural bom gentleman, and,
without being taught, he instinctively behaves like one. The
Druze house to which I first went was painted black inside; it had
a flat, raftered ceiling, and straight, tall columns down the middle,
from roof to ground. They conform to the national religion, the
Moslem, but in speaking to you or me they would appear to be
particularly taken with our respective faith; they have a secret
creed of their own, which, although women are admitted to the
Council Chamber, is mysterious as freemasonry. Of course, many
nonsensical tales are told about them by good Moslems. Some
say they worship Eblis; Christians, the bull-calf (EI Ijl). Their
women wear a long blue garment and a white veil; the whole
face is hid except one eye. Over our coffee I asked them if it
took long to decide which was the prettiest eye. This small
joke amused them, or they pretended to be amused, and they
repeated it one to another. They are faithful wives and good
mothers, and they keep clean and comfortable homes. The whole
lace, men and women, are respected and feared by the other creeds,
who are proud to be able to say that they are friends with or know
the Druzes. The men as a rule are tall, broad, stalwart, and mus­
cular, with limbs of iron, like Highlanders; they have good heads,
which run up rather high at the back, fine foreheads, large black
eyes, alternately soft and glaring, black hair cut close, long
beards, dark, straight eyebrows, and curling eyelashes, brown com­
plexions, with a little colour, straight noses, large but well­
shaped mouths, with full under lips, showing white teeth and
well-set throats. They have proud and dignified manners; their
language is full of poetry, and they use fine similes. They are
good riders and fighters, they play the Jerid well, and they lift
weights after the manner of our Northerners. They wear red jack­
boots, pointed at the toe, woollen socks, green cloth baggy.
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trowsers,brownwaistcoats,buttoned up; green jackets, braided and
slashed, and large white turbans-for out of doors, either a black
Abba embroidered with gold, or a big, loose, fur-lined cloak,
reaching to the ground.

13th October.-'Ve had an easy day riding through the moun­
tains, with splendid views. On the road we stopped at a strong­
hold which looked liked an ancient Convent, and visited a
charming old Druze chief, Mulhern Beg Ahmad, who keeps up
a little state. I have the happiest remembrance of this day. He
was a splendid specimen of a greybeard, and still bears the
reputation of a perfect dare-devil. When he fights he vaults
into the saddle, takes his bridle in his teeth, and charges down
the mountain with his musket to his shoulder.

He gave us a charming breakfast, served in the Lfwan, and
we were waited upon by "his sons. He threw his cap in the air,
and drank to my health a dozen times.

After this we road on to Mukhtara, which is the focus and
centre of the Lebanon Druzes. There resides their princely
family, now represented by a woman, the Sitt Jumblatt.· Mukh­
tara, in the territory of Esh Shuf, hangs on a declivity in the
wildest mountain scenery. The house of the Jumblatts, a Syrian
palace, resembles a large Italian cascina, nestled in olive groves
that are, so to speak, the plumage of the heights. Whilst we
were still in the barrens, and long before we sighted Mukhtara,
we met a band of horsemen coming to meet us, in the rich Druze
dress, armed with muskets and lances, the sons and retainers of
the house. They were splendidly mounted, especially the sons,
the youngest of whom had a black mare which made me infringe
the tenth commandment. She was simply perfect.

Whilst riding along a narrow ledge with a deep drop on the ·
right, my horse Harfush, who was unusually vicious and tricky,
wanted to bite a mare close behind him. The ledge was too
narrow for such pranks; he put his right foot over the side
and trod in the air. I hardly know why both did not roll into the
depths below, but I picked him up, and we righted ourselves in a
second. I was very careful to show no emotion, and went on with

• I write the name 88 it is pronounoed: properly it is J~·puIad (Life-steel).
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my conversation, which I had addressed to the man in front
of me.

We descended into B deep defile, and rose up again on the oppo­
site side. The whole way was lined with horsemen and footmen,
and the women trilled out their joy-cry. Ascending the other bank
was literally like going up stairs cut in the rock. Arrived at the
house, we were cordially received by the Sitt Jumblatt, with all
the gracious hospitality of the East, and with the well-bred ease
of a European grande dame. She took us into the reception-room,
when water and scented soap were brought in carved brass ewers
and basins; incense was waved before us, and we were sprinkled
with rose-water, whilst an embroidered gold canopy was held over
us to concentrate the perfume. Coffee, sweets, and sherbet were
served, and then I was shown to a very luxurious room.

Next morning the Bitt devoted the time to business, and,
as a token of confidence, explained her long-neglected affairs
and grievances, the settlement of which, however, unfortunately
did not belong to my husband's jurisdiction. The room was
filled with greybearded, turbaned scribes, with their long brass
inkstands. After receiving visits from all the teachers of the
American and English schools, we sat down to a mid-day meal,
equivalent to a dinner, perfectly dressed, and in very good taste.
After this there was a Jerid, which lasted about two hours, in
which the sons and their fighting tribe displayed grace and skill.
We then visited the schools. One boy, who did not appear to be
more than ten years of age, was married. Imagine a married boy
of ten in an English school! I also noticed one very handsome lad,
with an expression that made me think he would be a trouble to
his mother. We visited the village and all the premises attached
to the palace. The stables. which are solid and extensive, like
tunnels with light let in, contained fifty or sixty horses, mostly
all showing blood, and some quite thorough-bred.

At nightfall we had a second dinner, and afterwards all the
retainers and others flocked in. There were dancing and war-songs
between the Druzes of the Lebanon and the Druzes of the Haursn,
ranged on either side of the banquetting-hall. They also per­
formed pantomimes; one was of a man dressed like a woman,
dancing and balancing a jug upon her head, as if she were going
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to the well. Then they sang, and recited tales of love and war,
till far into the night.

On the 15th we mounted early, and accompanied by all our
friends, we rode to Dayr el Kamar, a large village in the territory
of EI Manasif. Then we went to B'teddin,· now the palace of
Franco Pasha, Governor of the Lebanon. We were not less
surprised than pleased with our reception: the improvements
effected by this excellent Governor were quite exceptional in
Syria. The old palace of the Emir Beshir Shahab, a heap of
ruins, is at present the finest building in Syria and Palestine.
Franco Pasha had thoroughly learnt the lesson of civilization
which preaches the gospel of the school and the road; he has
opened educational establishments for adults as well as children,
and besides schooling he teaches handicraft and trades-shoe­
making, tailoring, and carpet and rog manufacturing; he has
finished, with little expense, a carriage road from B'teddin to
Baklin; he projects another to Dau Bridge, and he hopes to open
a communication with the French road at Khan Mudayraj, a work
begun by Daoud Pasha; he was teaching a band of music, which
already played pretty well; he had planted thousands of trees,
chiefly pine; he meets every case with liberality and civilization;
he was a religious man, and Allah and the Sultan were his only
thoughts. Everything he did for the natives' good, he told them
that it came from his Master and theirs, 80 that "llay Allah
prolong the days of our Sultan" was ever in the people's mouth.
It would have been happy if a few more Franco Pashas were dis­
tributed about Syria and Palestine.

This remarkable man and his family received us abras ouoerte.
His five hundred soldiers were drawn up in line to salute us.
The family consisted of his wife and seven children, an aunt, a
French tutor and his wife, and several secretaries. After our
reception we were invited to the divan, where we drank coffee.
Whilst 80 engaged an invisible band struck up "God save the
Queen;" it was like an electric shock to hear our national hymn
in that remote place, we who had been 80 long in the silence of
the Anti-Lebanon. We sprang to our feet, and-don't laugh at

• The word is written Bayt ed Din (House of Religion); othen make it a cor­
ruption of Ibteddin.
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me-I burst into tears. After this gracious and delicate com­
pliment, they played the Turkish national hymn.

Then Franco Pasha showed us his repairs, his schools, and all
the works he was engaged upon. We dined with the family, and
were served in European style. Having seen everything, we

parted with them to ride back to l\[ukht8m. That day estab­
lished a lasting friendship, which existed till Franco Pasha's
death a year ago, and I hope still exists with his family, though
we have lost sight of one another.

As I turn over myoid journal I have to notice throughout
that all the good people, the upright ones who worked for Syria
and wished her well, are either dead or departed; and the others
are permitted to live on and flourish, amidst the scorn and hatred
of the nation, suppressed and hidden through fear, I sup~~

this is part of poor Syria's destiny.
On the way back we met with the Emir Mulhim Rustam.

We then went to the house of the principal Druze Shaykh of
Mukhtara, where we were received in the usual charming manner.
We washed our hands in rose-water, we were sprinkled with
perfume, and we were offered coffee, sherbet, and trays of fruit
and sweetmeats. We received several native Christians on
arriving at the palace, and sundry Druze chiefs of the Haulin.
The latter are wild-looking men; they wear huge white turbans,
red or green coats, and massive swords. The Druzes, with their
usual good taste, chose the chief Christians to dine with us this
night, so the Sitt could not appear, as she had to veil before
them; so after dinner I retired to the harlm. .

She has two sons, the eldest married. His wife was a pretty
young creature-a gentle brunette, dressed in a red and gold
skirt, bodice and sleeves of white, and 8, jacket of other colours,
with a profusion of jewellery. She looked like 8, fancy picture of
Zuleika. The other son was a handsome youth, ingenuous and
manly. He told me that there was only one girl whom he could
marry, according to his rank, race, and creed. I thought it
rather "hard lines," but he seemed to take it as 8, matter of
course.

On the 16th we received 8, visit from the Emir Mulhim
Rustam. Young ladies of England! this is the only real "Prince
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of the Lebanon" left, so remember his name; for unless he goes
over to England to look for a wife you will not be Princesses of the
Lebanon. I know 80 many Syrian" Princes of the Lebanon" who
have deluded my fair compatriots into the romantic idea of marry­
ing them. You may still find scions of old houses whose glory is
departed, but you will live in a very poor and very matter of
fact way, so you may as well do it in England, where you can be
comfortable. At any rate, insist upon going to Syria before the fatal
knot is tied, and see your future home and family. Then, if it is B

real affection, carry out your romantic project, and be prepared to
suffer for it. If you see a Syrian with a handsome face pervading
society in a green and gold jacket, and wearing a fez, admire the
costume, and be hospitable and kind to the wearer, but do not
fall in love and marry. This is what will happen if you neglect
my advice: you will arrive at a mud hut in the Lebanon, and
from morning to night you will be surrounded by native women,
who look upon you as a "dispensation of Providence." The life
is so different; you must lose your English independence, and
sink to the level of the Eastern role for women. You have no
person educated according to your ideas to exchange a thought
with, even after you know the language; and you will sorely want,
after a year, either to return home or to throw yourself into the
sea, If you are unhappy enough to have children, you would not
cast off the father, and you would weep yourself into a destiny
very like being buried alive, and that, too, with a lord and master
who has not sufficient education to be companionable.

I feel once more in the preaching vein-such is the fatal
result of writing a book. After lecturing young ladies, I now
turn round to English wives who may travel in the East.

Before the Eastern world, not only observe the same reserve
towards your husband as you would to a stranger, but also treat
him W' a Master. It sounds to you absurd, but Orientals will
make comments on the free and easy manners of European wives,
and anyone who knows the East takes not a little trouble to pre­
serve her good name. I have seen English women who were as
familiar with their husbands in Syria 88 if they were in England,
and worse still, who rather assumed the upper hand. Both lose
caste. Let it be understood by the attitude you assume towards
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each other that you are his confidante, his camarade, his friend;
but before others you must salute him at a distance, even if you
are parting for months. You must not think of taking his arm;
you must obey his slightest look, and show in every way that
he is your superior. By acting according to custom, both are
respected, and considered a happy couple. By acting according
to the customs of the ordinary classes of Europe when in un­
civilized places, the woman does not raise herself, but lowers
her husband.

And now a word to the philanthropic of my sex. You who
travel for a little while in Syria, and are possessed by a mania to
adopt a biped sample of the Holy Land, and to transplant it to
your English home, pause awhile. It may answer your expecta­
tions, far more likely it will not. If it does not, let me lay the
future before you. I will suppose that you adopt, as most people
do, a Christian boy. Are you prepared to accept him for a master,
and to leave him all you possess, or at any rate, to provide for him
for life? The Syrian Christian is one to whom if you give an
inch he will take many ells. He will act the" porcupine and the
snakes; JJ he will shortly be owner of the house, and make you
feel as if you were staying there on a visit. You will find that
you have invested in a most luxurious and expensive article. He
will press you for money or presents, be there ever such a difficulty
of gratifying him, and he will always contrive, be you ever 80

loving and generous, to make your gifts seem mean in comparison
witb those of others. He may vow affection and faith to you, and
be ready to nurse you through a sickness,or swear to die with you,
yet all the time he may he keeping a journal, in order to fall upon
you should some accident make it his interest to do so. "'or­
shipping you all the while, he will ill-treat you, and be rude to
you, and seek a quarrel with you every day, because he says he
loves you, and is " intimate JJ with you, and you are like a mother
to him, and he will tell you it is not worth while to be on such
terms unless he can do as he likes. But he will be charming, and
ready to run errands for a person who keeps him sternly in order,
and who would not even say "thank you " for his services. Yet
you have not the heart to copy that person's manner towards him,
because you brought him out of his country.
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Then the climate ruins your channing boy. From being a
hardy child who could rough it in mountain or desert, and
sleep on the ground, Europe, especially England, makes him so
dyspeptic that his life and your life are burthens. He becomes
so delicate as to be able to eat or drink only the choicest and
daintiest things in large quantities, to sleep luxuriously ana long,
to dread every breath of wind, and to imagine that he has every
earthly disease. All the servants must wait upon him, and, as he
treats them like slaves, nobody will stay with you. The Eastern
system of intrigue is carried into your English hearth, and you
come out of no friend's house without a sense of something un­
comfortable which you cannot define. He also has very ill-defined
ideas of 1neU'I1l, and tuum, and grows to fancy that" what is yours
is his, and what is his is his own." The transformation in the
emancipated nature takes place, insensibly to you for lL long time,
until cruel speeches and reproaches, which make you blush for
his coarseness, surprise and awake you from your dream of haYing'
one devoted, faithful thing all to yourself. All that charmed and
fascinated you is gone, and a pnge of life seems skipped over, as if
the individual had dived down a channing Eastern, and come Ull

at n distance" after a period, a mis-shapen European, with all the
faults, and without the virtues or education, of Europe. The poor
boy hardly earning a living, who kissed the hand of the smallest
) [OSIClll official, who stood up before every European, will now
dream that he was a prince, and that he has rather lowered him­
self by consorting with you. He will vote all your friends" cads,"
except those with titles. He will tell stories out of the " Arabian
:xights " about his family position and homo luxuries in Syria,
which he is always regretting, und ho will detail these things to
strangers before your very face, and appeal to )·ou for their truth.
1·on may devote much of your time to educating him, giving him
good example, reading to him, trying to teach him refined
manners and speech, but you will ever find him more adept at
copying the servants' hall vulgarities, tho swearing of the stable
boy, the coarse language of tho sailor; he, the same lad who
appeared so high-minded in ~yria.· Still, there are good qualities

• It hi only fair to state that I never adopted u ~yrinn hoy, but that this is what
I have nl,,"6)·6 Sl"CU, and what I huve ever been told by those who have done so,

2 A
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left, and they might re-appear in his native land, once more
brought under his own rulers, amongst his own people. Then you
reproach yourself too late; you know it is your own fault, that you
cannot put back what you have done for your own gratification;
you are probably by this time sincerely attached to your proteg~,

and will cling to him for better for worse, and you can only patch
up what you have done by devoting your life to him, by saving
an independence for your victim which will place him. in a good
position in Syria after your death.

Love the Syrian, and work for him as much as you can upon
his own soil; but do not be so cruel as to transplant him-he will
succeed no better than tho miserable tropical plants in our home
conservatories. And may I never in my life, much 88 it is my
duty to advocate it, see the railways and civilization carried into
this country, that will destroy all that is beautiful in the Syrian
nature.

The Syrian Christian has the. samo virtues and vices as the
lower and middle class Irish. The temperament is all sunshine,
or thunder and lightning within ten minutes. They are never
childish; they know by instinct instead of learning. They are
capable of loving and of being faithful to you, but they never
forget the shadow of a slight, even unintentional. A trifle, of
which you are unaware, turns a long attachment into instant
hate. But they have much keener brains than the Irish-a cal­
culation and a knowledge of business in money matters, an eye
to putting themselves forward for vanity sake, in every child,
that would startle a lawyer. There is a little" dodge," it may be
a harmless one or not, in everything they do, in everything they
8ay, which after living amongst them for a year or two you know
as well as they do, but which at first you would never suspect.
You cannot puzzle them more than by being perfectly straight­
forward, truthful, consistent, and careless of their small intrigues.

It is only fair to state that I know charming Christians, and
Syrians of all denominations, without grave faults, and that I am
now describing the race en, 1naSBe. All the attributes which I
apply to Syrians, good or bad, vary in proportion to the race and
creed. The Sadad Christians and the Drnzes, if one may judge,
have the greatest amount of good and the least evil The
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Afghan, tho Kurd, the l\Iogharibeh, the Bedawin, are superior
to the City Moslems, and the City Moslems are superior to the
Jews and the City Christians.

Living for some time amongst these races gives you such
keen instincts that you seem almost to yourself to be perpetually
clairvoyante. But it is as painful as too much light, and at last
you would almost give anything to be deceived-to be what
the Germans call " dumm," 'Vhen you return to Europe, every
one's thoughts and intentions are seen 08 through a pane of glass j

their rough, honest, coarse attempts at deception are like the
gambols of an elephant, the littlo "dodges" barefacedly deceive
you, detract you, and ridicule you before your very face; whose
ill-bred perpetrators say with confusion, "I did not think you
would see that," only because you were too refined and well-bred
to laugh and offer to help them through their clumsiness.

It is so amusing to encourage the Syrians in their own country,
just to sec what their nature will prompt them to. Take a lIoun­
tain or Desert native, and make him or her perfectly at home with
you, just to seo how soon the grand, courteous manner will wear
off. In about ten minutes he or she will have asked for thirteen
or fourteen things-each costing at least £5O-saying, "I love
you so much that I sit here thinking what more I can ask you
for," in the full, child-like confidence (as we go to Allah) that all
they ask they will obtain. They will then run round your room
and pull everything to pieces, look in your drawers, sit gazing in
the glass, playing with your powder, your perfumes, your cold
cream, until they have put it all on in the wrong places, "because
(they wind up) it is delightful to be so intimate with you." I
have had many a half hour's amusement in this way, only I always
put toilette articles on purpose. Of course, I do not allude to the
people who live in towns, who are accustomed to Europeans, but
to the children of Nature, of the wilds.

How very sorry wo were to part this day. The Bitt Jumblatt
and I formed a friendship which, if our lives last, I hope some
clay to enjoy again. We often met, and we used to write to each
other, Her letters would begin, " My dearest sister," and were full
of those pretty things which only an Eastern can say, such 88,

" My eyes sought you for many days till my head ached. 'Vhen
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will you come to repose them, that I may not see your empty
place? "

We were accompanied out with the same honours as those with
which we were ushered in, and at 8 certain point we all took
different ways. Captain Burton and Hanna Misk went to visit
Ali Beg J umblatt, and I rode along a mountain path, a very
fair specimen of South Lebanon. I took it very quietly, and
occupied five hours in reaching J ezzfn, my night's halt, arriving
at 3 p.m. I passed through or by the following places-.A.in
Kunni, Ain Makhtur, Harat J endel, Bathir, where I stopped to
rest by a stream with Yiisuf Beg, a distinguished Maronite chief.
Then we-rode past Kala'at l\Iiyeh, a castle, Bayt lIon, the tomb
of Neby Misha and his sister, and that of Islaika, 8 Mohammedan
saint, and Neby Ayub, and Druze prophets on two mountain sides.
..\Ii Beg, whom Captain Burton went to see, lived at Baderhan, on
the mountain tops, but I passed under it; Kassin was on my
right, and Zeba'ah Niha, with Kala'at Niha, its castle.

Jezzln is a pretty village, with houses, not huts; it con­
tains 5,000 inhabitants (Maronites), three churches, and Sisters of
Charity. So far, then, it is more civilized than many a European
place that has hunted them out. Every Empire, City, Town, or
Village that sends away its Sisters of Charity must have a serious
moral disease, that of wanting to cast off its God. Who can tell
us it is an advantage to any country to suppress the Sisters of
Charity-to suppress any good woman? The Sisters of Charity
are heaven's own angels. '\Thy not suppress all institutions for
the poor and distressed, and the hospitals; tax air, light, water,
sleep, and every human comfort, and tell us it is a blessing? The
Soeurs de Charite de Saint Vincent de Paul are the Grand Order
connected with the French ...\.rmy and Foreign l\fissions. This
llrmy of holy women numbers sixteen thousand, who are spread all
over the world, doing the corporal and spiritual works of mercy.

CORPOR.\L. BPlJUTt.:'.\L.

To feed the hungry, To counsel the doubtful,
Give drink to the thirsty, Instruct the ignorant,
Clothe the naked, Adlnollish sinners,
Harbour the harbourless, Comfort the afflicted,
Visit the sick, Forgive injuries,
Visit the imprisoned, and Bear wrongs patiently,
Bury the dead. Pray for the living and the dead.
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This is their business, with a simple, holy rule of Iife-s-nn
active, hard-working career for others, and total abnegation of self.
Oh that this were the Suttee of all woman-kind! "That a band
of holy widows we should have!

The Sisters of Mercy are to the Sisters of Charity what the
l\Iilitia is to the Army, the St. Vincent de Paul-ites being the
"regulars," and having branch houses allover the world, The
head-quarters arc in the Rue au Bac, in the Faubourg Paris.
Its officials are as follows :-the Reverend l\[other, or Abbess, the
Futher-Superior-General, and a council of ten members and
twenty-six secretaries.

These determine the arrangements allover the world. This
establishment is to them what the Horse-guards is to the Army.
.J\. sister may have resided in one house for years, got attached to
her convent, her cell, her eamarades, her patients; we will suppose
that to-night the " cachet bleu " (which has just issued forth from
the Rue du Bnc) arrives, and, within two hours' notice, she and her
habit and breviary are on their ,,'ay to Chinese Tartary, or
Central Africa, with a small detachment.

The discipline and obedience are perfect. A sister may be
ordered to wash up plates or dam linen for ten Jears, at the
expiration of which she may be suddenly ordered on board 0.

plague ship, or under the fire of an enemy, or between hostile
armies, to bind up wounds and whisper the consolations of
religion to a dying DIan, and she must obey with equal calm and
willingness. Is there not a charm about the uncertainty of the
morrow in these active orders, far superior to the contemplative
order, whose members know that should they be alive this day
fifty years, they will be doing at this very same hour what they
are doing at this moment? The Sisters of Charity, when pro­
fessed, take the VO\VS of poverty, chastity, obedience. and charity,

" J'ai Vll l'l~clat du monde et sa richesse ;
J'ai contemple sa gloire et ses honneurs .:
~lni'4, a ta voix, (, Divine Sagesse,
.Je repoussai ~e.'i biens faux ct trompeurs,
La croix devint ma sainte jouissance,
L~~ pnuvrete le tresor de Ilion cceur ;
~Ia Iibertd la douce obeissance ;
L'humilite mon unique grandeur.
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" Ah! que j'exerce un touchant ministere !
J e dois du pauvre adoucir la douleur.
De I'orphelin essuyer 18 paupiere ;
Faire couler lea larmes du pecheur j

Je l'affermis 3 son moment supreme,
En lui montrant son divin RCdempteur,
Qui s'est fait honune et qui mourut lui-meme;
Pour expier sa faute et son erreur.

" 0 grandeur de In. charit6 !-
Oh !- que Jesus la recompense I­
II ennoblit par sa presence
La douleur et l'infirmite ;
Et Ie haillon sur le pauvre jete
Couvre anos yeux Ie Dieu de MajestC."

By A S<EUR DE CuARIti.

The Kaim.makam, or local Governor, is a scion of the house
of Shehab. The Kadi, the priests, and all the notables came out
to meet me, and when the others arrived we had a merry dinner
and pleasant evening, with the best of hospitality, in the house
of YUaufBeg.

October 17th.-I started next day separately with Ytisuf Beg.
We rode over a very bad country for four hours, crossing the
mountain Jebel Rlhan to Mashgharah. It was oppressively hot,
and I was so overcome with drowsiness, that on reaching a fine
shady walnut tree I dismounted and slept. It was all hard work,
ascents, windings, descents, as steep as a bank, and narrow ledges
with deep drops, and pointed rocks, which always tired the horses
severely. Mashgharah is a pretty village, with good water. The
two mountains are covered with green up to a certain height
On the side of that to our left the village is situated, and the river
runs in the hollow between them. The water is delicious, and we
went straight to the AiD for the benefit of our thirsty horses. In
this poor little place there were actually three shops, where we
bought pottery, baskets, and gaudy handkerchiefs. The Sho.ykh
begged of us not to pitch our tents, but to go to his house, where
we had 8, supper of rice and chickens. We, were Captain Burton
and I, Hanna Misk, three' Begs, a deputy from the absent
Kaim-makam, the priest, the Shaykh, and several others. I saw
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forty intrigues around the bowl of rice that night, all dipping
the hand into the same dish, and silently making plans one
against another. All the men of the party slept on the divans of
the reception room, and I returned to the harim.

October 18th.-Captain Burton was in the saddle betimes, with
Hanna Misk. I roso at leisure, breakfasted with Ytisuf Beg,
and then had a slow ride of five hours over bad country, across
EI Shuf el Biyad, Jebel cd Dahar, and Wady et Tame, to
Ilasheyynh, This town is situated on two high hills, where there
is no water, Scarcely were our tents pitched when, without
any provocation, tho Grcek Orthodox party fastened on our
Maronita boy, Habib. About two hundred of them set upon
him, and I saw their priest cheering them on from the roof of
0. house. Druze chiefs came from all parts to visit us, and thus
we were able to settle the assault on conditions highly favourable
to us.

On the 19th we rose before daylight to ascend Mount
Hermon. It was easy enough at first, but gradually became more
difficult. I was well-mounted, and rode up three-quarters of the
way. We reached the summit at 10.30 p.m., when we break­
fasted, and inspected the three-headed mountain. 'The highest,
which shares with Tabor 8 claim to be tho scene of the Trans­
figuration, we made our resting-place. 'Ve put up a Kaku, or
pile of stones, for a remembrance, and we found B cave. The
view was beautiful. 'Ve could see the outlines of Damascus, and
Jaynid, Nebk, Kutarfl, the Leja'a, the Haman, Kunatra, the
sea of Galilee, 'I'iborias, tho mountains of Samaria, Ajltin
(Gilead), Balad es Sikif, B'sharah, Carmel, Acre, Tyre, Saida
(Sidon), and Beyrout.

Tho only live animal was a large hare startled from its form
on tho ascent. W0 read and wrote, slept and smoked, and talked
over plans of camping up here in the cave for a week, the only
difficulty being water. Later in the afternoon we came down
sliding with poles, tumbling over looso stones, and laughing pro­
portionately at our disasters. 'Ve had hardly a shoo left in the
party, and our garments were torn to rags. When the steepest
part was over, we diverged slightly to tho left, and came to a
little piece of water bordered by stones and wild thyme, where
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our poor horses drank their fill, it being their first chance to-day,
My second horse, Harftish, had a cholie, and nearly died. "Te
rode down in the dark, and only reached our tents at bed time.

October 20th.-"7e rose late, as it rained hard, and break­
fasted with Druzes, and Hamad Nofal of El Kufayr arrived­
a good specimen of his race. 'Ve paid a number of calls, one to
the Greek Bishop, l\Intran l\Iisail, of Sur and Saida, 0. very charm­
ing and civilized prelate. 'Ve sawall oyer Rasheyyah, und
attended to School business for the Missions.

Shaykh Ytisuf Zacki, a funny little old man, and Hamad
Nofal dined with Captain Burton, Hanna ~Iisk, and myself, in the
school-room, where they also slept. I preferred the tents, though
it was very cold. I will never sleep in a house when I can find
a tent, unless the wind is too high.

October 21st.-Captain Burton started early by a route of his
own, The Greek Bishop called upon me, so politeness obliged
me to set out late.

'Ve had a very painful mountain descent. Poor Jiryus, the
Sais, a burly fellow from Nebk, walked by my side for 8 mile, and
then kissing my hand with many blessings, for I had always been
good to him, and made him the good groom that he was, he threw
his arms round Selim's neck, and kissed his muzzle; then he sat
down on a rock and burst into tears. He had been dismissed for
disobeying orders. 1\-[y heart ached for him, and I cried too.
Shaykh Ahmad and I descended the steep mountain side, and
then galloped over the plain till we came to water, and Bedawin
feeding their flocks. He gave one fine savage 8 push, and
roughly ordered him to hold my horse and milk his goats for me.
The Juan refused, and made 0, stand just as sturdily. " 'Vhat!"
I said very gently; "do you, a Bedawin, refuse a little hospi­
tality to a tired and thirsty woman P" "0 lady!" he replied.
quickly, "I will do anything for you, you speak so softly, but
I won't be ordered about by this big Druze fellow." I was
pleased with his manliness. He took my horse, ordered the
others to milk the goats, and let our horses drink at the stream ;
and then 'fa all sat by the water in good humour again.
I left them with a good Bakshfsh, and galloped on for four
or five hours, till we came to t\ pretty spot below Hasbeyyah,
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Our ~t\1np was by a river fringed with green and bushes, and
on the hill above us stood the town,

Early in the morning (22nd) onr divan was arranged under
the trees near the river, and Salim Beg Shems carne to visit us,
with two fine gazelle dogs, which my bull-terrier showed a dis­
position to worI'y, though they were fourteen times his size. He
breakfasted with us, and we amused him by showing him our
guns and pistols. 'Ve then rode up to Hasbeyyah with him. The
soldiers turned out to salute us. ",.c visited first the Semi, where
""C had coffee and pipes. Then I visited the harim of ~alim Beg
Hbems. A number of schoolmistresses and teachers came to see
11S, this being a branch of the British Syrian establishment,
and we visited the schools in return. The roads or paths were
exceedingly bad. ":e then went to look at the sources of the
.Jordan, which arc under a rock projecting like a slanting slab, a
water about tho size of a minute garden-pond. The place is green
with figs and oleanders, growing in extensive CIUIUPS upon the
sand strip, and were now covered with their beautiful pink
flowers. '!'he Sources of the Jordan are usually marked on maps
ana guide books at Banias, I wonder why? 'Ve then visited
the bitumen mines belonging to Hanna l\Iisk. It is wonderful how
much he does with very poor resources. His arrangement for '
letting men up and down was yery dangerous. It consisted of a
rickety basket, with a single half-worn-out rope. ~Iy husband,
in spite of my entreaties, insisted on going down, but the !>ro­
prietor was much too wise to do likewise. There was no ventila­
tion below, and the whole thing was worked as it might have been
non years back in England. Considering all things, tho accidents
were few, '!'he little bits were all put into large boxes and
melted down ; there were large cauldrons simmering night and
duy, and nothing appeared to be wasted. "Te gayc the Jfiners
8 sheep, and there was great merry-nulking.

Our camp was curious and not uninteresting. This time,
being pitched upon a 10'" ground close to 8 river, with burning
heat by day, and cold dews by night, I got fever, and next
day, when they made an excursion to the village of Hamad
Nofal, I was unable to move. They put a divan under the
trees b)" the water, where the shade was pleasant and refreshing,



362 The Inner Life of Syria.

and I lay in B kind of stupor all day, until they returned at
night.

Ootober 24tll.-By dawn I heard a noise as if of quarrelling,
and thinking it was some of our servants, I called out from my
tent, "Uskut yo, hli" (" Hold thy tongue, 0 he") j but it ap­
peared that it was Shaykh Hamad and Hanna Misk quarrelling
about the corn.

Shortly after the Shaykh came to my tent, asked leave to
enter, and informed me in a very dignified tone that he wished to
go home. A hint had been given to me of what was going on, so
I laughed and explained, refusing to allow him to depart. "~c

rode slowly for fivo hours along the \Vady et Tame-slowly, for I
was really very ill-breakfasting under the trees; .and as soon as
our camp \Ya8 settled at Banias under a grove of olive trees, I
went to bed with ague and fever, which lasted all night. I was
very glad to find our tents there-roughing it on tho ground
would have been very trying.

October 25th.-'Ve were not idle to day, for much was to be
seen: the ruins of tho old town, the present village, tho castle
on a height, the Cave of Pan. The temple which Herod erected to
Augustus Oeesar is demolished, but there are traces of it. The
Cave of Pan is large, and has a fig tree growing out of a crevice.
The ground is covered with dry, cakey mud. Here the sources of
the Jordan appear for the second time. The first I have mentioned
near Hasbeyyah, The water trickling from beneath this cakey mud
disappears under big stones; then it bubbles up, separated into eight
or nine streams. We bathed and drank, and brought water a,vay
in bottles. Above the cave is the tomb of 0. daughter of Jacob (?).
'Vhen we returned to the tents, we beheld at no great distance
some other tents, flying the' English flag. We immediately
hailed each other, and paid mutual visits. 'Va accompanied tho

. new comers to the cave and fountain during a magnificent sunset.
They gave us an invitation to dinner, which ""8 accepted,. and
enjoyed our evening very much; but I paid for my dissipation by
a night of fever. My sleep was partially broken by 1\ foal which
would remain in my tent nibbling in the sacks of com, and
lashing out her little hoofs at my bed every time I ventured
to remonstrate.
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OctOber 26tlJ.-We were both of us up and off early. Our new
acquaintances, !Ir. and Mrs. Clark, kindly sent me " Lothair It

to take on m}? way. 'Ve saluted each other with a discharge of
small arms from our camps as we went our ways. Ali Beg
Ahmadi and his cavalry came to escort me, and Shaykh Ahmadi
and many others remained with mo, Captain Burton, Hanna
Misk, and the Christians, rode off by another path betimes.

'Vo had a delicious gallop over the plain of Ghyam, which is
part of the Ard el Hulch, through which runs the Jordan, and
over tho plain of Abba, another portion of tho same, cultivated
and rich, but full of 8\Vamps. This river valley of the Jordan is
flanked by the mountains. Before us was Mount Hermon and tho
Kunaytorah, and the waters of Merom, and beyond that-though
we could not sea so far-we knew lay tho lower Jordan and the
sea of Galilee. The ride did me good. At last we came to the
tents, an encampment of thick matting and sticks, guarded by
tho most uncouth, bearish, hyena-ish dogs I ever saw, Here we
stopped and drank milk with the Bedawin, I found 8 man at
death's door; I gave him some "To.rbnrg's drops, and a little bottle
with directions. He afterwards came to me strong and well, and
with a heart full of gratitude.

It was a tantalizing day. The lake appeared at no great
distance, and instead of riding straight to it, lye diverged all day,
up and down, in and out, to avoid the marshy, rushy places.
This, too, under a burning sun, without 0. breath of air till ..night,
and I actually found my good strong horse flagging. What 8

rich land this would bo if properly drained and planted; now it
teems with luxuriant rankness, as does all the valley of the
Jordan, and fever and death. 'Ve pitched our tents under a largo
tree, divided from the lake by papyrus swamps, a most unwhole­
somo spot, where we wcre punished by flies and mosquitoes, and
the tents were full of crawling things. We all got headache at
once. However, we pitched and prepared our tents, and groomed
our horses, meaning to move on next day,

Bahret el Hiiloh, the waters of Merom," also called Lake Serna­
chonitis, a small, blue, triangular lake, is the first of the three
basins of the Jordan.

• The waters of Morom nrc chieOy mentioned in 8cripturt} in Joshua ii. 6, 0, 7.
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Our dinner was amusing. "re had nll sorts of people at it.
'Ve sat round the dish of rice and chicken, plunging our hands
into it-e-Bedawi fashion-all at once. They are very dexterous
in rolling balls of rice in their hands, and then they shy them at
their mouths, catching them and swallowing them as a dog does a
bit of bread. They vie with one another who can make and toss
the largest ball; in the same manner they feed their camels.
At first I used to leave the dinner hungry, which taught me to
use my hands better. Many choice morsels of fat were put into
my mouth by those who were privileged to pay me the com­
pliment.

We passed an awful night, and could not sleep for many
reasons, the stifling heat being one. Then came 8 hurricane or
wind, torrents of rain, and thunder aba lightning, which dis­
comforted me, because we were camped under the only tree in the
plain. It was very dark, and the mosquitoes and fleas were legion.
\""e spent the dark hours in holding our tent pole against the
wind, and in digging trenches outside to let the water off.

October 27th.-The same weather continued all this day, with
fearful storms of thunder and lightning. There was no food for
man, and none for the horses, which was much worse. Everyone
was ill, and nobody was able to move or work. I turned all the
mares, mules, and donkeys loose, to pick their own living, and
muleteers and Saises led the horses with long halters to green
patches. 'Ve spent the day reorganizing our baggage, and
tidying the tents. The beds were filled with water, and every­
thing became a mass of UDsavoury black mud. The trunks had
constantly to be removed, the crevices filled up, the tents made
" taut" with ropes and waterproofs. No dry clothes were to be
had. I piled up some trunks and sat at the top of them, and
devoured "Lothair" at all the times that were free from work. I
remember how curiously the descriptions of the refined houses of
England read, whilst sitting amid black mud in the centre of
desolation, surrounded by feverish s,,-amps. Yet the life was of
111Y O'fD choosing-my own seeking; it suited me, with all its
drawbacks, 'Ve must have some moments of inconvenience, and
I would not have exchanged it for the old life.

Ortober 28t1l.-'" 0 were up betimes, and finding the encamp-
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meut so unpleasant I begged of my husband not to abide there.
Leaving tents and baggage to strike, pack, load, and follow, '\'0

collected a few followers, saddled our horses, mounted, and waded
them through the water, scrambled over stones and slippery
rocks, in and out of mud and slush for two hours, till 'fe touched
the mountain roots and began to ascend the sides. 'Ve climbed
for two hours and a half, and arrived at a large Arab encamp­
ment of seventy-two tents under a rich Shaykh, Hadi Abd Allah.
He instantly gave us hospitality-barley for our horses, and food
for ourselves. Tho Bedawin were all yellow and sickly, and,
even up at this height, dying like sheep of fever, from the miasma
arising out of the plain. They had lost many children-a doubly
deep sorrow when sons. One boy was dying as I entered. Our
tents came up to us that day with all our belongings; we stayed
with the tribe, and I doctored them all round with quinine and
'V'arburg's drops. For those not too far gono I left remedies aud
directions. To those who were incurable--especially children-I
gave the only benefit in my power-I baptised them. I never
use my water flask till the last moment, us I know that who is
Lorn in a faith will live in it. But when the last moment arrives,
I endeavour to give to all our hope of heaven.

Our next encampment was also very interesting. The Emir
Hasan Fuglnir, of the Fasli tribe, is really an Arab Emir, and I
believe the only l\edawi Emir in Syria. He heard of our being in
the neighbourhood, and came with some of his tribe to invite and
escort us to his calnp, about five hours away. "~e had a delight­
ful ride', ascending the Jebel Haush, through 8 forest of stunted
bushes, and ut last we arrived at its summit-e-n plateau with n
CtUUP of three hundred tents. Tho Bedawin came out to meet
us, mounted, and armed with their lances. The reception-tent
was about fifty feet long, and contained two divans, each twenty­
nyc feet long. The retainers immediately cleared a space for our
CaInp; corn was brought, and our horses were picketted. There
was an excellent dinner on a large scale in the Emir's tent that
night, lambs Rna kids roasted whole, stuffed with pistachios and
rice, bowls of leben, unleavened bread, honey, and butter of their
uwn making, Bowls of clear, sparkling water stood for us to
drink, 'Vine or spirits they do not know, "Te were divided
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into several groups, the principal people composing ours, and
every group having their own dish.

I often think with regret of the strange scenes which became
a second nature to me: of those dark, fierce men, in their gandy,
flowing costumes, lying about in various attitudes, the fire or the
moonlight lighting them up; the divans and the pipes, the nar­
ghflehs and coffee; of their wild, mournful songs, of their war
dances, and of their story-telling, in which love and war are the
only and blending subjects. There is something in an Eastern
man's voice peculiarly seductive. The women's are shrill, dis­
cordant, and nasal, they put your teeth on an edge, and vow
agacent lea nerfe. The commonest Moslem, Druze, Kurd, Af­
ghan, or Bedawi, has a soft yet guttural accent, that comes from
the chest, in which there is passion and repose-it is rich and
strong, but restrained; it becomes music when reciting, and tells
upon the ear like the soughing of the distant wind, or like the
gondolier serenades of Venice as they come floating along the
water, under the shimmer of the harvest moon. I have heard
that rare voice but once or twice in Europeans, and that was
because they had lived in the East, or had Tuscan mothers; and
there is 0, laziness and yet a virility in the Spanish voice that
reminds me slenderly of the Oriental.

The Easterns have also 8 magnetic power which they fortu­
nately ignore, as 0, horse his strength, or they. would use it dan­
gerously. It is natural to 'them to exhale electricity, and those
susceptible to mesmerism should be aware of it. This is also a
rare European quality, but I have met with it, in which case I
often suspect Semitic blood.

Bedawi women dress in a long blue skirt with large hanging
sleeves; the long hair floats down the back; some tribes tattoo
blue patterns on their lips, faces, and bodies, but the tribes
paint differently, as all have their separate device. They wear
nose-rings-generally in one nostril-and all the ornaments they
can get-ehiefly of glass-bought in the towns, If 8 woman has
Or child, a husband who can afford it gives her a camel to suckle
the babe, which she returns when the child is weaned. The
women rise with the .light, feed the sheep, milk the camels, and
do all the work. In the morning the .. shepherds and slaves drive

,
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oft'the flocks; the women make bread by turns, and it is eaten
hot, with draughts of camel's or goat's milk. In the evening the
food consists of 0. hodge-podge of rice or "burghol" flour and
milk. Some are told off to repair the tents, and spin the staff of
sheep wool, or camel hair. The fighting men are lazy, but if
news of a Ghazu (raid) approaches the camp, they spring to their
horses, and are gone in an instant. The shepherds, who are tho
outposts, give a Sihar, or peculiar cry, and they scud o.,Yay in all
directions. The women catch the colts, and then begins 0. life
and death struggle, with a general "bolt" for the vanquished,
especially if it is 0. "Thar," or blood feud. A quiet Rahfl, or
march, follows sudden news of an approaching danger. The order
is given for to-morrow, to collect their stragglers. They striko
tents, pack up, and move in close line by night without speaking;
and unless 0. baby cries or a colt whinnies, they would pass an
enemy closo and never be heard.

They are very romantic, and have desperate love affairs. It
is their invariable custom, which, curiously enough, does not spoil
the race, to marry first cousins, counting only on the father's
side. The eldest malo first-cousin claims his eldest first cousin
as his right. He will, however, allow her to marry if he does
not want her, especially if he gets a mare, or some camels, as 0.

douceur. Foster brothers and sisters become blood relations.
The woman of the settled Arab, in all classes of life, 88 a rule

lives thus:-the husband rises in the morning, she brings his soap
and water, and he washes his hands and face. She gives him his
breakfast and narghfleh, and then he goes out. If he is good he
will look after his fields, his vineyards, his silkworms, his shop,
or whatever he has. If he is not a steady man he will lounge in
the bath and smoke with his friends, neglecting his business.
She cleans her house, prepares the evening meal. On his return
she must bring him water to wash his hands and face, and she
will sit on the floor and wash his feet. She gives him his coffee,
sherbet, and narghileh, Then she brings his dinner, and whilst
ho eats she stands and waits upon him, with arms crossed over
the breast, and eyes humbly cast down. She dares not speak
unless he speaks to her, and does everything to please him. Sho
then gives him his coffee and pipe, and leaves him to spend the
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evening as he pleases. This sounds cruel, but when the pressure
of the master's presence is taken oft'the Eastern woman, she is not
half so nice in the common classes. Then she sits in a comer of
the room on the floor, and takes the remainder of the dinner with
her children, and most probably she sleeps with them. Besides
all this, the poorer orders must not only do the whole house work
-lighting fires, boiling water, and cooking dinner-but clean the
house, attend to the children, wait on the husband, draw and
carry water on her head, break the wood for three or four hours,
milk the cows, feed the sheep and goats, drive them to drink, dig
the fields, cut the com, make and bake bread-in fact, all the
hard drudge of both man and woman.

The higher classes of large towns who have grown sufficiently
rich, and scraped up a European idea or two, pride themselves 011

doing nothing but dress, paint, lounge on divans, with narghilehs
and coffee, sweets, scents, and gossip, and spend several hours in
the Turkish bath; they grow fat and yellow, waddling end un­
wieldy, There is much of this in grand Syrian life. They only
sec the men of their family, just like tho rest, unless they love
en cachette, and then, if they find an opportunity, may converse
with uncovered face; but \YOO betide the lovers if the police or
the relatives get wind of it, through a. servant or an enemy. If a
husband comes back to a home made uncomfortable by 0. careless,
foolish wife, he will apply the stick to her without remorse, but
not brutally or injuriously, and if she answers or uses foul lan­
guage, he will pick off his shoe and strike her on the mouth. But
do not be squeamish, my British readers-read our own police
reports, and think the Syrian husband an angel. There arc no
-gouged-out eyes, no ribs broken by "running kicks," and 110

smashing with the hammer and the poker. This is simply lL

neglected man asserting his rights with a few stripes in the llri­
YRCy of his house-not Or shameful street brawl under the influ­
ence of drink.

The Bedawin pride themselves on having much more intelli­
gence and refinement, romance and poetry, than the settled Arab
races; they have an especial contempt for the Fellahin. One
day a Bedawi threw this in the face of a Christian Fellah. They
had some high words about it, upon which the Bedawi said,
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"Well, thou shalt come to our tents. I will ask my daughter
but three questions, we will note her answers. I will accom­
pany thee to thy village, and thou shalt ask thy daughter the
same three questions, and we will compare her language with
my daughter's. Both are uneducated. My daughter knows
naught but nature's language. Thine may have seen something
of towns or villages, and passers by, and have some advantage
over mine."

They first went to the camp.
Bedawi father-C

( 0 my daughter! "
.Girl-" Here I am, 0 my father! "
Father-" Take our horses and picket them."
The ground was stony, and she hammered at the peg.
Girl-" My father, I knocked the iron against the stone, but

the ground will not open to receive her visitor."
" Change it, 0 my daughter! "
At dinner her father knew he had rice on his beard, and that

the girl was ashamed.
" What is it, 0 my daughter?"
"My father, the gazelles are feeding in a valley full of grass!"
He understood, and wiped his beard.
"Wake us early, 0 my daughter!"
" Yes, my father."
She called him-" My father, the light is at hand."
" How dost thou know, 0 my daughter?"
"The anklets are cold to my feet-I smell the flowers on the

river bank, and the SUD bird is singing."
Thence they went to the Fellah's village. It was nowhis turn.
Fellah-" My daughter I "
Girl-" What do you want, father?"
" Take our horses and picket them."
The ground being hard she hammered uselessly, and losing

temper threw down the stone, crying-
" I have knocked it 80 hard, and it won't go in."
" Change it then, girl! "
At dinner he purposely dropped some rice on his beard. She

pointed at him, began to laugh, and said, "Wipe your chin, my
father."

2 B
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On going to bed he said, " Wake us early, my daughter! "
" Yes, father," she replied.
"Father," she called at dawn, " get up; it is daylight! "
" How do you know, my daughter?"
" My stomach is empty, I want to eat."
The Fellah was obliged to acknowledge the superiority of a

Bedawi household over his own.
I wrote a very literal specimen of a few of the verses that

used to be recited in camp on these delicious evenings; but as
the Arabic lines will be useless to an English reader, I give only
the translation.

" Ali, all the Bedawi girls love you;
Their first-born and even the camels want you;
Ah! they would still love you if you goaded them,
So offerings from Homs and Hamah came to you.

" Ali, the glory and the Lion of our Desert,
Who spread our grounds with silk and velvet ;
Ali, who rules the lion and the tiger in peace,
And who put the mustachios on a level with the beard.

"The eyes-O Allah I-longing after him,
Full of sorrow-my heart after him ;
Accursed be the sleep of my eyes after him ;
He fled, and left me no happiness.

" The tears flow down my cheeks like two rivulets,
A little ship sailed on my tears ;
Right he who couples death and exile,
The longing eyes find not their lover.

"Tears fall down my cheeks like a stranger's,
And my tears sailed the little stranger ship;
I want thee not, 0 life 1 in this strange land,
The longing eyes find not their lover."

To continue my story of travel. When we went to our tents
we lay down on our respective rugs, and I had put out the light,
when my husband called to me from the other side, "Come
quick, I am stung by a scorpion!" I struck a match, and ran
over to his rug and looked at the place he pointed to, .but there
was a mere speck of blood, and I was convinced it was only a big
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black ant. He did not mind that, 80 I lay down again. Hardly
had I done so when he called out, "Come quick again, I know
it is a scorpion!" I again struck a light, ran over, plunged my
hand inside the shirt near the throat, and drew it out quickly,
with the scorpion hanging by its crab-like claws to my finger. I
shook it off and killed it, but it did not sting me, being, I sup­
pose, unable to manage it a third time. I rubbed some strong
smelling salts into his wounds, having no liquid ammonia; he
was very pale, so I ran off to the provision-box, where I fortu­
nately found some raki. I made him drink it, to keep the poison
away from the heart. He then slept, and awoke in the morning
quite well.

The harim was numerous. They all had brown faces, tattooed
blue, and their lips dyed blue. From them I learnt the "skeleton
of the camp," which the men were too proud and self-concentrated
to show grief for before us. The Emir's daughter, a beautiful
A'irl, aged seventeen, and engaged to be .married, had died the day
before our arrival of fever. Yet, true to his Eastern stoicism,
philosophy, or fatality, he had been able to smother his grief, to
summon his best men, and come out with all that pomp to invite
and escort us to his camp, to prepare this reception for us with­
out ever letting us suspect a. trouble; and he and the brothers
and the lover were the most prominent and attentive to our
comforts and amusements. I then learnt that the Bedawi of this
encampment were dying in their tents of fever, like the others,
though they were in the purest air. So I got out the medicine
chest, and performed the same offices for them that I did for
Hadi Abd Allah's encampment.

Our next move was to Mejdel Esh Shems, in the district
called Iklim el Bellan, passing Birket er Ram, or Lake Phiala,
a little round lake, of which more hereafter. Our cavalcade was
large, and we had a splendid ride. l\Iejdel is a village beauti­
fully situated, high up on the declivity of a mountain defile. It
is a Druze stronghold, fighting and turbulent. We were, as usual,
received and treated like relatives. Our next move was a ride of
three hours over stony mountains to another mixed Druze and
Christian village-c-Bayt Jenn-where we pitched our camp at
sunset on a cold bit of ground. Captain Burton went to a house,



372 The Inner Life of Syria.

because it would have offended the Shaykh to refuse his hospi­
tality. I always preferred the tents to the "stuffiness" of 8

room. After supper I asked leave to return to my own quarters,
and slept well, in spite of damp and wild dogs.

The women here wore antique earrings of gold and stones, and
many-coloured beads and coins. The head was covered by a fez
or tarbush, and to it were attached long, black, silken braided
plaits, to look like hair, ending with knots and piastres and
chains below the waist. It looked very nice, especially on a
pretty girl or a young child. Whilst here we received an invita­
tion to a Druze wedding at Arneh, only two hours farther, a
village at the foot of Jebel esh Shaykh (Mount Hermon), and
just above which rise the sources of the Awaj, which waters EI
Kunayterah. Captain Burton went off a different way. Whenever
we separated, the object was to get information of both routes to
our meeting-place, and thus to save time and to learn more. On
meeting we used to join our notes together.

Shaykh Hamad and I and others did our work very leisurely,
walking and riding, and after two hours we descended a steep, and
beheld Ameh in a hollow at the foot of Hermon. From afar we
could see and hear the festivities. It was the marriage of the
Shaykh's daughter. All the fighting men came out of the vil­
lage with guns to meet me, and we came in for a very gay affair.
Firstly, all the surrounding Druze villages, about ten in number,
arrived by troops, and each was received with honour. The
different costumes and coloured dresses were very interesting.
We had dancing in the open air, and then some wandering
mountebanks performed, Next the bridegroom, a boy of fifteen,
was carried by two men, who made a eat's-cradle with their hands,
upon which he knelt, putting an arm round each neck. When
the sword dance was over, I was invited to the bride's house, where
all the harims were assembled. Every woman was dressed in her
best costume and jewellery; all were singing, dancing, and snap­
ping their fingers like castanets. The bride came to receive me
very naturally, and with a modest simplicity. She was a pretty
Druze girl of fifteen or sixteen. The long black hair fell down her
back, surmounted by a red fez and silken plaits. She had on a
Damascus embroidered jacket, a white silken skirt, showing the
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bosom and black bodice, a broad red belt, which descended behind
like a modem pannier, or little tunic; Turkish trowsers of white
linen, clasped at the ankle; a short black tight-fitting skirt sur­
mounted them, covered with silver dangling things, 80 that
whenever she moved she jingled like a charger in his trappings.

The bridegroom was a small, plain boy in red boots, black
tunic and surtout; purple waistcoat, a fez tied on with a silk
bandanna, and a huge cotton comforter round his neck, 88 if he
had a cold; in the girdle were a Tasbih, or Masbaha (Moham­
medan rosary), and a dagger half a yard long. She was very
picturesque, and though he W88 rich he decidedly had the best
of it.

The other women wore white veils and "wedding garments,"
which were over their ordinary robes, and were of bright and
different colours. The men were a blaze of fezzes, jackets, silk
belts, large trowsers, and boots, all 88 red as red could be. I
need not say that there were no men in the harim, even the bride­
groom was not admitted. 'Vhilst we were in the midst of our
harim fun, the girls blew out all the lights, and we were left in
the dark. The bride ran and threw her arms round me-for pro­
tection perhaps-and then commenced such a romping and scream­
ing, and pinching and pulling one another about, like school-girls.
This was evidently considered a great frolic. Then after a few
minutes they lit the C8ll(UeS again. At last the bride, robed in
izar and veiled, mounted the horse en cavalier, and went round
to pay her last visit to her neighbours. Coming back, the bride
and the bridegroom met in the street, both parties from opposite
directions. She stood up in her stirrups three times, but still
veiled and covered, to show herself to the people; and he was
carried between two men as before. Then we returned to her
father's house, where she sat on a kind of raised dais in the faint­
ing attitude which I have before described. Every few moments
she slowly raised her hands to her veil, lowered it, showed us her
face, and replaced it. After this had been done three times, she
came down, and a space was cleared. The women sang to music,
and she danced for us with great grace, and told us whole panto­
mimes. There was a brusqueness in her dancing equal to the
Spanish women's, yet poetry and passion were there too. We all
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know that Arab dancing can be made vulgar, but it is only the
low who do this, to amuse their fellows; and this girl's dancing
was beautiful.

I was curious to see how they would comport themselves
towards each other if the pair were allowed to meet, and thought
it a pity that the bridegroom should not see her to such advan­
tage. I do not think that Druze or Moslem wives dance before
their husbands after marriage, so I asked if it might be allowed
on account of my being there. This great privilege was con­
ceded; the bridegroom was allowed to come into the harim and
to see his bride dance. She modestly went up and kissed his
hand, and then, averting her face, they never looked at each other
again. I could see that she was glad of the chance of showing
herself to advantage before him; but, dancing with a handker­
chief in either hand, she always contrived to hide her face from
him. He returned in about an hour to his father's house and
men friends.

At midnight we formed a procession to take her to her bride­
groom's house, with music, singing, dancing, snapping of fingers,
and loud cries of "Yallah! Yallah!" which lasted till 2 a.m,
Then the harim proceeded to undress the bride. We were up all
night, watching, and joining different branches of the festivities.

Eastern domestic usages appear to us very public, even in the
most private matters. The greatest fun seems to be preparing
the bride for the wedding, which lasts several days, perhaps a
fortnight. The Turkish bath, the diet, the plucking of the eye­
brows, the henna, and the hosts of cosmetics, are studies in which
the harim takes the greatest delight. Old women are always
employed in these matters, and it is wonderful how they can
have learnt or imagined all they know.

The next day the bridegroom paid us his farewell visit at a
very early hour. We set out again, and breakfasted at a small
Druze village, Rimeh, where it was very cold, with wind and rain.
We found in a stable a stone with an inscription, which Captain
Burton thought worth a visit. We then had a mountain ride, and
arrived at Bukkasim, a small settlement on the borders of the
Druze territory. Here our escort were to take leave of us, and one
of the Shayhks, as fine a specimen as could anywhere be seen, ex-
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pressed their universal sorrow, What would be almost a love speech
in Europe, is in their language only an honest and affectionate
expression of good fellowship; it is said between man and man,
and before a whole tribe. "Allah be with you and your house,"
they said to me when they kissed my hand; "I would we had
never seen you, for the sake of this parting. If you loved a stone
I would put it in my bosom, and if you hated the moon I would
not sit under its rays." This meant, in our prosaic tongue, " Your
enemies are our enemies, your friends our friends." As we rode
away I could see them for three-quarters of an hour, standing on
a high rock to watch us out of sight, one or two of them with
their faces buried in their mare's necks. These are the manners
that make Europeans seem boorish and cold.

Jendell is perched on a height, and we had a dreary ride over
never ending hills, and finally reached the skirt of the Damascus
plain, EI Ghutah, Katana is a Moslem village, with a brook and
trees, a little patch of verdure, surrounded by far-stretching
wastes. We took our siesta by the water, and were sorry to be
out of the Druze country.

We now had three hours' gallop, without drawing rein, over
the barren plain, which brought us to Mizzeh, the village I have
before mentioned as being on the borders of the Damascus oasis,
with one side looking on the sand.

There I lost Kubbi, my donkey, who was running loose like a
dog. We constantly passed caravans outward bound, and as I
never looked after him I did not miss him. He probably recog­
nized some old friend in a passing troop, and turned to follow.
Our Afghan Kaww888 tracked him, and brought him back next
day, though the man who had taken possession of him did not
want to give him up under £20. No matter what Mohammed
had to do he did it thoroughly. If Captain Burton wanted a
culprit that had run away, he said, "Bring me 80 and so,
Mohammed! " "Eywallah, ya Sidi Beg!" (" Yes, by Allah, my
Lord Beg!"); he would go off saying, "If he were in Jehannum
I will have him out." Once he brought a man struggling and
kicking under his arm, and put him down before his Consul,
saying, "There he is, your Excellency."

We reached Mizzeh with burning eye-balls, and throat, chest,
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lips and tongue parched with feverish thirst. You who hunger
and thirst for a face you love, think you behold it, and you may
form. some idea of the sensation of gliding out of the furnace of
the waste into cool shades and bubbling waters. Myhouse seemed
a palace, and my welcome was warm.

2nd of November was the usual day of settling, unpacking,
paying off troops of camels, mules, donkeys and hired horses, of
cleaning weapons and saddlery, of drawing horses' shoes, of bran
mashes, and of littering the stables with soft bedding. Kubbi
now relieves guard, and does the town work.

END OF VOL. I.






