This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of
to make the world’s books discoverable online.

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was nevel
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domair
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that’s often difficult to discover.

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book’s long journey fro
publisher to a library and finally to you.

Usage guidelines

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belon
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have take
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying.

We also ask that you:

+ Make non-commercial use of the fild&e designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these fil
personal, non-commercial purposes.

+ Refrain from automated queryirigo not send automated queries of any sort to Google’s system: If you are conducting research on m:
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encc
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help.

+ Maintain attributionThe Google “watermark” you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping ther
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it.

+ Keep it legalWhatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume |
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can’t offer guidance on whether any specific
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book’s appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in al
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe.

About Google Book Search

Google’s mission is to organize the world’s information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps
discover the world’s books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on
athttp://books.google.com/ |



http://google.com/books?id=5mULAAAAYAAJ

Digitized by Google



The New York
Public Library
Ocker




Digitized by GOOS[@









n

{SABEL BURTON.




THE INNER LIFE OF
SVRIA, PALESTINE,
AND THE HOLY LAND.

FROM MY PRIVATE JOURNAL, BY

ISABEL BURTON.

¢ Ellati Zaujuht ma’ahé b’tadir el Kamar b’asbiha.”

(““ The woman who has her husband with her (i.e. at her back) can turn
the moon with her finger.”)

“El Maraa min ghayr Zaujuhé mislah4 tayarin maksGs el Jenfhh."
(“The woman without her husband is like a bird with one wing.”)
% He travels and expaﬂ;us; as the bee
From flower to flower, 8o he from land to land,
The manners, customs, policy of all,
Pay contributions to the store he gleans ;
He seeks intelligence from every clime,

And spreads the honey of his deep research
At his return,—a rich repast for me/*

WITH MAP, PHOTOGRAPHS, AND COLOURED PLATES.

IN TWO VOLUMES.—Vor. I

-~
SBOCOND EDITION.

~

JHENRY S. Kine & Co., LoNDon.
1876.



(The rights of translation and of reproduction are reserved.)




WEeITING for my own sex, my greatest ambition was to have offered
this first attempt to the noblest and most beloved of our sex, our
Nation’s Idol, Her Royal Highness the Princess of Wales. I visited
Vienna in May, 1873, partly—I may say chiefly—with the object of
obtaining the desired permission, but Her Royal Highness was not there.

At last a bright idea dawned upon me. I would embody my
petition in a letter, and send it through the Embassy, and then—I
was ashamed of pushing myself forward (a good old English feeling, I
believe)—my petition and I disappeared together in the wild, struggling,
unsympathizing crowd.

80 my wish was never spoken; and I lay this work, the offering
of the firstfruits of my pen, where I lay all the other events and actions
of my life, great and small, on the Grave of the best and dearest of

women—

MY MOTHER.






PREFACE.

—_———

TaIS book contains little History, Geography, or Politics; no
Science, Ethnography, Botany, Geology, Zoology, Mineralogy,
or Antiquities.

Exploration and the harder travels, such as the Tullil es Safs,
the Hauran, the Leji’a, the Aldh, and other wilder parts of Syria,
have been described by Captain Burton and myself in “Unex-
plored Syria;” but for all that, this book contains things women
will like to know.

I have followed my husband everywhere, gleaning only
. woman’s lore, and I hope that the daily jottings of my private

journal will yield a sketch of the inner life of the Holy Land
in general, and of Damascus in particular. I wish to convey an
idea of the life which an Englishwoman may make for herself in
the East. In so doing I have found it difficult to avoid being too
personal, or egotistical, or too frank, but I do not know how to tell
my story in any other way, and I hope that in exchange for my
experiences my readers will be indulgent. I have been often
accused of writing as if it were intended as an address for the
Royal Geographical Society, that is, in a guasi-professional way.
I conclude that this happened because I always wrote with and
for my husband, and under his direction. This is my first in-
dependent publication, and I try the experiment of writing as if
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talking with friends. I hope not to err too much the other way,
and, in throwing off the usual rules of authorship, to gain by
amusing and interesting those who read me, what I may lose in
style. The British reading public, nay, all the world, likes
personal detail. I trust, therefore, that they will excuse the
incessant Ego of one who was only allowed to take a part in the
events which happened during our residence in Syria; and if this
book proves to be the humble instrument that launches and
prospers any one of my philanthropic projects for the Land of
my heart, I shall have lived for some good purpose, and when I
lie upon my death-bed I shall not be haunted by that nightmare
thought—1I have never been of any use.”

IsaBEL BurTtON.
14, Montague Place,
Montague Square, London.

April, 1875, -
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THE INNER LIFE OF SYRIA.

— s

CHAPTER L
FROM LONDON TO ALEXANDRIA.

“ Db you like Damascus ? ”

Like it! My eyes fill, and my heart throbs even at the question
—the question that has been asked me by every one who has
shaken hands with me since October, 1871.

“Why are you so fond of it ?”

“J don’t know.”

“But surely you must have some reason. Was the climate
exquisite ?

“ No.”

“Were there great luxuries and comforts?”

“Oh no; quite an absence of them.”

“Your marble palace?”

“No; I hadn’t one.”

“ Was there much gaiety or society ?

“No; we were only thirty Europeans in all, hardly any
English, and gaiety, as we understand it, unknown.”

“ Had you any especial attraction?”

“ None.”

“Perhaps you liked the power and influence which your
husband’s official position gave you?”

z:: No; I don’t think I cared much for that, except when I saw
B
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others unhappy, poor, or oppressed, and I cared for power then,
because it enabled me to relieve them.”

“Well, but—jyou are incomprehensible—do explain!”

(I am by this time dreamily seeking to say something that
might be understood.)

“I can’t tell you—if you had lived there you would know. I
hated it at first; I saw the desert, it grew upon me. There are
times, when I have sorrows, that I hunger and thirst for it; times
when the goings on in the world make me miserable, and I have
to despise myself that my heart can be touched or my happiness
affected by what concerns my fellow-creatures. Then a horror of
the common groove, of the cab-shafts of civilization, of the con-
tamination of cities, of the vulgarities of life, takes its hold of me,
and I yearn for the desert to recover the purity of my mind and
the dignity of human nature—to be regenerated amongst the
Arabs. You cannot understand me, but I can understand you,
because I have lived both lives.”

“ What do you mean by both lives? ”

“] mean the life that man has made, the life of London and
Paris—the splendid school which rubs off the angles, which teaches
us that we are nothing and nobody, which prevents us, by mixing
with our equals and superiors, from becoming brutalized—that
life so passionate, so intense, so struggling, and in which we ought
all to pass one year out of four. The other life is what God
made, the life in which nature and you have to understand each
other and agree, and where there is no third person to interfere;
where there is enough danger to prevent too much ‘kayf’ (dolos
far niente), and where you are wrapt in the solemn, silent mystery,
the romantic halo, of pure Oriental life. You have no idea how,
the moment you recross the Lebanon towards the sea, the fumes
of vulgarity begin to offend you, and increase until they culminato
in now Liberal not liberal Europe. Tourists wend on beaten
tracks, stay but a few months, and know nothing of this,
That is what makes their books on the East so very fude. They
skim the surface. Dragomans know what pleases their victims,
and they have a jargon of their own. The victims rarely speak
the language of the country, they have European minds, and
they go home about as wise as they came out. The truth only
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begins to dawn after the first six months, and becomes a conviction
in a year; then you gradually improve yourself for Oriental life,
and unfit yourself for that of Europe. When I go to a picture
" gallery and I find the desert, and the camels marching at sunset,
like Lord Houghton’s ¢ Palm leaves’ at Frystone, for instance, or
a good bivouac by moonlight, I sit opposite it, and gaze and gaze
until my eyes are rested and my mind is at peace. I shall return
to the East, Inshallah! to end my days there. Fortunately my
husband has had the same mind from his youth. You cannot
understand me, but I have meét one or two people—Mr. Disraeli is
one—who have felt the same feelings. I have been suffering
from what the Brazilians call ‘saudades,’ which literally means, a
yearning after places or persons, for the last three years, and I
have sought relief in writing my experiences and reminiscences,
now imagining that I am showing Damascus to a friend, and then
relapsing into a form of journal. I have a long string of regrets.
Firstly, I cannot give my writings to the public in their crude
state; in the present day the press has settled into a certain
groove: the English reading public have drawn four lines which
represent the height, length, breadth, and depth of what they will
read, and who wants to be read and to be welcomed must write
within those lines, Add to this that my husband and I have
already produced a bcok of Syrian travel, somewhat hard and dry,
which speaks of Palmyra, Ba’albak, Hebron, the Haurén, the Lejd’a,
Homs, Hamah, the Tullul es Safd, and the Alah, so that there is
that much less exploration to record. Secondly, as the wife of a
Consular officer, I avoid politics and official matter en détail—I
only use what is public property, or our own affairs, to which I
have a right, taking no advantage of any knowledge my position
gives me—whereas all the salf of Turkish life consists of politics
and official intrigne. Thirdly, where I have seen good I shall
speak of it with pleasure, and where I have seen the reverse, I
shall try to be silent; for a book is meant to give pleasure, and
pain that is inflicted in black and white lasts for ever. Fourthly,
every one of my friends has begged of me to describe the inner
life of the harim; a minute detail of some parts of the domestic
life of all classes of harim, which differ very much from ours,
would not be suitable for English girls, and I wish to write a book
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which may be read by everybody, and which may appear on every
table sans peur ef sans reproche. Besides which, noblesse oblige. 1
have been received with open arms in the greatest intimacy, I
have eaten bread and salt with all classes, I have been admitted
to prayer in the mosque tribune, and to all the wvie initme. I
cannot put them under a microscope to make my book enter+
taining, but there is much that I can say, and quite enough to
give my readers a fair idea of Eastern life. Gratitude is not in-
cumbent upon a tourist, but when one has been Pamie de la maison,
and hopes to become so again, and perhaps to the ‘end of one’s
life, one would rather keep that confidence than conquer a literary
success. I will endeavour to make the best of the things that
remain to me: I can warrant their genuineness, and if they are
tinged with a little colour ot rose, and with ‘ Holy Land on the
brain,” I wrote at the time, and I write now, as I saw, felt, and
thought.”

Those who are in the habit of leaving their homes, families,
and dearest ties in England without any definite chance of return,
and who sally forth into the unknown, will fully understand the
single line contained in my journal of this day.

16th December, 1869.—“ Some wretched partings, a terrible
wrench, and general break up at home.” To a Frenchman I
should only say, “Je guittais ma mere.” It was a wild night, and
the express to Dover rattled through the driving winter storm.
The sky was black as pitch. The wind soughed and surged in
blasts which drove us from one side of the streets of Dover to the
other. The sea ran “mountains high.” The cockle-shell steamers
danced up and down in the harbour as if they were playing at
see-saw on an extensive scale; but what cared I? I had shaken
the dust off my feet of what Mrs. Grundy is pleased to call
respectability—the harness of European society. My destination
was Damascus, the dream of my childhood and girlhood. I am
to live amongst Bedouin Arab chiefs; I shall smell the desert
air; I shall have tents, horses, weapons, and be free, like Lady
Hester Stanhope. I would follow the footsteps of Tancred, and
live in that marvellous country, the only land where the Creator
has deigned to reveal himself to his creatures. I, too, shall
kneel at “the Tomb,” and relieve my burdened spirit. I, too,
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shall see the masters of the old, as well as the new learning. I
shall go to the fountain head of my religion, founded by my
Hebrew Saviour, where the magnetic influence lingers still, and
learn the theology of thousands of years gone by, so poorly under-
stood in Europe. As Disraeli truly says, “the East is a career.”
I am ashamed to confess it to English people, who might think
that I had a “bee in my bonnet,” but I should speak of it as s,
natural thing to Easterns—I am subject to mesmeric influences.
For instance, ¥ dreamed a dream of such a wild night, and so
vividly, that I could hear the wind moan, and could see the black-
ness: a voice said to me—* There are two steamers; if one goes
and the other refuses, take it as a sign.” Now I was most anxious
to sail, and wished to travel day and night on the road, rail
and steam permitting, without an hour’s delay, for my husband
was waiting for me at Damascus. And certainly, after so many
long voyages to Brazil and other lands, I had never thought of
our little channel as an obstacle. When I set out to embark, an
old sailor stepped from the darkness as I stood on the quay,
and said—

% Goo home, Miss; I've not seen such a night this forty year!”

The advice sounded kindly in my desolation—perhaps I
rather liked being called “ Miss "—however, I asked him to be so
kind as to ascertain what steamers were going.

He replied at once, “ Two ought to go, but the captain of the
Ostend boat refuses, and he is right. The Calais boat sails at
midnight.”

I remembered my dream and decided : after thanking him I
turned into the nearest shelter, a small, uncomfortable inn opposite
the boats (it was too dark to look about for the best hotel, though
it was close to me), so as to be able to start at daylight. At
9.30 the following morning the weather was much the same,
but we could at least see where we were going. The steamer of
the night before came back thoroughly disabled: she had
struggled in the darkness and the heavy sea, and after four
bours she was bumped on the Calais pier, till she lost one paddle
and her tiller, frightened her passengers, hurt somebody, lost
some baggage, was towed out by rowing smacks, beat about all
night in the trough of the waves, and was bringing her wretched
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passengers back to Dover. She looked like a “lame duck”
(consuls will understand me), and her passengers—poor things!
—pitiable indeed.

What a wonderful “bear-garden” is the buffet at Calais.
Some had to sit on the floor with plates in their laps, so great and
so rude was the crowd. The reason was evident—people are not
allowed time to eat. It must be a well paying establishment.
Perhaps I may offer a useful hint, that they should keep half the
provisions in painted wood, and carefully put back the portions of
the other half until too stale even for that purpose. How uncom-
fortable and expensive foreigners make travelling. Firstly, you
must take your tickets, have your baggage examined, then
registered, then attend to the porter and all the sub-deputy-
assistant-porters, buy your book or paper and refreshment under
the surveillance of the police, and stand in a pen for an indefinite
period—half-hours are of no consequence—laden with all your
small baggage. Suddenly the door opens, and the people burst
out of “quod ” as if shot from & gun. The best places are at once
filled. Then you must fee the guard to secure some little bit oi
comfort. The carriages are excellent, the pace is killing from
slowness, the stoppages are long, and changes and examinations
are continual, though smashes such as we have in England are
rare. Your mind is kept in an unpleasantly suspended and
irritated state, from the time of unhousing yourself in the morning,
to housing yourself at the end of the journey. For instance, they
will tell you that the train stops at such a place for half-an-hour,
and starts a quarter-of-an-hour sooner, or that the halt is of ten
minutes when they give you five. * |

This boat accident caused us to miss our proper train to
Marseilles, whither I was bound ; and as the P. and O. Tanjore
was to sail out on the 19th, there was no time to sleep or eat in
Paris, but only to catch the slow train. Every trouble came at
once. On arriving at the Bureau des Baggages (Paris), to reclaim
my luggage, registered from London, two trunks were missing,
and as if an evil spirit had picked them out, one contained
nearly all my money, and the other all my creature comforts for
the journey. I had to decide at once between losing my passage
or forsaking my missing baggage. I left my name and address,
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took that of the superintendent, and registered my loss, without
naming the money. By dint of writing eight letters twice a
month, I received them, contents intact, through the P. and O.
Company, within half a year. I have been less fortunate since.

I left Paris immediately, barely catching an 830 p.m. slow
train; we “worried along” all night, and next day till four in
the afternoon. However, after all these petty but disheartening
annoyances I got through what work I had to do at Marseilles, I
wrote letters for home, and I was on board the P. and O. Tanjore,
Captain Brooks, at 8 a.m. on Sunday, 19th December, ’69.

France was looking charming. The last time I saw her was
on the Emperor Napoleon’s féte, 1869. The scene was gorgeous;
France appeared in her greatest pomp, luxury, and glory. The
illuminations were unequalled, even in the eyes of those who were
used to them. All night Paris was like the “Land of the Sun.”
One could have read or written a letter in the darkest corner.
The Tuileries was one blaze: festoons of lamps, each terminating
in a huge bunch of grapes, lined the way from the Tuileries to
the Arc de Triomphe. All the columns, the Place Vendéme, and
the hundred squares, had serpents of gas-lamps, twining from top
to bottom, and the jfeuz d’artifices were wonderful to behold.
Though not a Sybil, there are times when words will rush to
my mouth, and I must say them. I was walking that night in
the Champs Elysées with a friend, who will remember it, when I
gaid suddenly, somewhat excitedly,—“In a year hence all this
will be shattered, and the hand that created it will be humbled in
the dust.” My friend answered,—“You are like the raven to-
night” And I replied,—“I love France, and I fear for her.” A
girl standing near me said to her companion,— Voila une dame
qui ne se géne pas.” So we moved on, I had spoken too loud.
That day year France was fighting Prussia.

Marseilles was delicious; it was so pleasant to exchange the
blowing, damp, cold, rainy, foggy winter of England, and our
angry little channel, for a mother-of-pearl sea, and the balmy
breath of the sweet South. We steamed out at 980 a.m.; we
passed the Chateau d’If, Hydres, and Catalan of Montechristo.
Towards night there was a heavy dew, and the unpleasant fog
whistle was our lullaby. Our ship was one of the P. and O.’s
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floating palaces, magnificently fitted ; 2000 tons, 110 officers and
men, and about 50 passengers, are the figures.

20th.—We passed through the Straits of S. Bonifacio,
between Corsica and Sardinia, close to Garibaldi’s house at
Caprera. It was lovely weather, and we were all deck-loungers,
but at night it became rough.

21st¢.—We ran by Stromboli and the Lipari Isles; there was
some excitement at the appearance of a small bird and a fishing
smack, as we had, curiously enough, seen nothing for three days.

22nd.—We neared the coast of Sicily, and found a fleet of
small sailing vessels that could not enter the Straits, owing to the
wind, All flocked on deck to appreciate Scylla and Charybdis.
The Italian and Sicilian coast seem to meet like a broken half
moon, and you wonder where the entrance can be until you are
actually in it, for it is only & mile and a quarter broad. The
Straits of Messina were very reposing to the eye after our cruise.
The mountains rising in tiers one above another, Etna smoking
hard in the distance, with a beautiful sunset behind ; the sea like
glass, and a balmy air adding sensuous charm. Yet I, who had
been spoiled by South American scenery, felt a sort of secret
superiority over the other passengers: they went into ecstacies; I
thought that beautiful as the Straits were, they were only a small,
bad copy of Sad Sebastiad, between Santos and Rio de Janeiro.
We passed Reggio and Cape Spartivento before the sun’s last
rays had departed, and then we left the coast to make a clear run
of 800 miles into Alexandria.

23rd.—We passed Candia and the Grecian Archipelago, and
inhaled their perfumed and balmy breeze.

24¢h. Christmas Eve—We all wrote home, and posted our
letters in the ship’s office. In the evening we managed holly and
snap-dragon. At 10 p.m. we lay to, eighteen miles outside the
entrance of Alexandria, the harbour being too dangerous to
approach by night, although the lighthouse has a fine revolving
light. We sent up a blue light and a rocket, which meant
“ Happy Christmas to you AlL”

Our six days’ passage had been very pleasant. Every one con-
nected with the ship had been most kind and obliging. We
numbered five so called “grass widows,” that “young person"”
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_going out to be married, several newly married couples, officers
about to join their regiments—all excepting myself were Anglo-
Indians. They puzzled me often in conversation, and were amused
at my ignorance concerning “tiffins” and “boys” and “ griffins,”
and other regimentalisms, which reminded me of our convent
school jargon. The new couples were evidently not used to
steamers. They never will remember the ventilators over the
doors, opening upon the saloon, and perhaps all passengers may
not be so discreet as I am. I had the pleasure of hearing from
more than one fellow passenger after their arrival in India,—
travelling not only instructs, it also makes friends, sometimes.
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CHAPTER 1L
FROM ALEXANDRIA TO BEYROUT,

25th. Christmas Day.—An auspicious day to set foot on Eastern
ground. At dawn we steamed in slowly. For eighteen miles the
channel is 8o very narrow and winding as to require a pilot.
When we anchored we passed a merry morning—I must confess
it—laughing at the homeward-bound Anglo-Indians coming on
board. They were such funny figures; but I can remember look-
ing just as curious myself after a few years in Brazil, and saw in
them a picture of what we should be like again after three years
absence from Europe. All agreed that it was very well to
laugh, but some of our party confessed that they would be very
glad to exchange places with them. I was the last to leave the
ship, and the P.and O. agent, kindly pitying my unprotectedness,
took me in charge and attended to all my wants. It was my first
view of Alexandria, and I cannot say that I was much struck—all
was flat and low, even below sea-level. It looked better from
the ship’s deck, with the sun rising behind it. I had no wish to
loiter there, and went to three offices immediately to see what
steamer would most quickly land me at Beyrout. I found that a
Russian steamer, the Ceres, was about to sail in twenty-four
hours, and secured my passage. I then went to the telegraph

_office and paid 19s. 6d. for a telegram to Beyrout, which of

course arrived after me. Nobody knew where Damascus was, and
I had not been taught to call it Esh Shim. I went to High Mass
on Christmas-day, and then called upon our Consul, Mr. 8., who
was very kind to me. I went to the. Hotel d’Europe, situated in
the gayest part of Alexandria, but very second rate; however,
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seeing in the balcony all my fellow passengers, who were to leave
that night for Suez, I thought I should enjoy it more than
solitary grandeur at Abbatt’s, which is superior, but out of the
way. At the “Europe” the rooms were uncomfortable and bad,
the food worse, the attendance worst, and vin ordinaire was sold
as good wine at six shillings a bottle. En revanche, the people
were civil and obliging, and every other charge was moderate.
'We made parties to see Pompey’s Pillar, Cleopatra’s Needle, and
the bazars. The only striking things at Alexandria to a person
who has never seen Egypt, are the tiny donkeys, shaped like pigs
or rats, ridden by huge Egyptians whose legs dangle on the
ground, and who ought rather to dismount and carry the donkeys
under arm. Except this one boulevart on which looks the Hoétel
d’Europe, I thought Alexandria a jumble of rubbish and dirt.
[N.B.—On my return it became quite a little Paris, but I despised
it infinitely for its semi-civilized, semi-Christian habits. It was
neither “fish nor fowl,” like Beyrout, only much worse, and in-
finitely more offensive to ome bitten by Orientalism.] * An
amusing detail took place: two dragomans made a quarrel
as to who should take me to the bazars. 'When appealed
to, I said, “You may both come, but I shall only pay one.”
Whereupon they fastened upon each other tooth and nail, tore
each other’s clothes and tarbushes, and bit each other’s cheeks.
These two (though I never suspected it) were, it appears, in the
habit of dealing with ladies and philanthropic English, with here
and there a missionary, and they always got up this farce. To
avoid a street fight, the kind-hearted new arrival would employ
and pay both, and, if ladies, perhaps give a pound out of fright to
calm the heroes down. I innocently did the right thing without
knowing it. I had so often seen negroes fighting with knives in
South America, and been really frightened, that two dragomans
biting each other’s cheeks appeared to me more supremely ridi-
culous and time-wasting than sensational ; but I waited patiently
until one of the two affected to be very much hurt, and then,
turning to the other, I said, “ You are the best man of the two, so
we will employ you;” they were very crest-fallen. We all dined
together, and as my friends were going off by train to Suez
I accompanied them to the station. When I had seen them
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depart it was quite dark. My carriage had been driven away
by mistake; I had brought no servant; I could not speak one
word of Arabic; I did not know the way, and I was on the out~
skirts of Alexandria, alone, foot-sore, tired, and a little puzzled.
Some good people, vendors of tripe and other “eatables,” kindly
offered me a seat outside their stall, so I sat down very gratefully,
and began to consider how I could get back to the hotel, which
seemed a long way off. Kind Providence sent by the dragoman
of the English consulate, who, on passing and secing where I was
gitting, threw up his eyes and arms, sprang on & minute donkey,
soon came back with a carriage, and escorted me home. I had
seen plenty of donkeys, but I could not hire one,as it would have
necessitated riding en cavalier, which in English clothes would not
have had a graceful appearance. It was a strange Christmas
night, spent alone, in a small room at an Alexandrian hotel, passed
in writing letters home, and in thinking of the merry family
parties and festivities—and of my mother.

26th.—Next morning at 11 a&. m., Mr. Stanley kindly came
with his carriage and consular boat, and put me on board the
Russian Ceres, to sail at mid-day. She was bound for Port
Sa’id, Jaffa, and Beyrout, which we were to reach on the third
day. Though rather small after the P. and O., she was a good sea-
boat, albeit she rolled almost round in the water. The first-class
part of the vessel was clean, the food good, the wine drinkable
the caviare delicious. The deck was very dirty, being crowded
with orientals from every part of the East, many nations, creeds,
and tongues, but mostly pilgrims for the Haj. The captain and
all the officials were most attentive: one or two spoke a little
French, but unfortunately the stewardess could talk only Russian,
which was embarrassing. The dirty, crowded deck was the most
interesting part of the ship, to one who had been always dreaming
of the East. Each family had their mattresses, and their prayer
carpets. They never seemed to change place during the whole
three days; no matter how rough, how sea-sick, they were always
either in an attitude of devotion, or of devouring, or dozing, or
lying on their backs, or sitting cross-legged. Occasionally they
chanted devotions which were so nasal that I was obliged to laugh,
and when I laughed they did the same—I do not notice this
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peculiarity now. I used invariably to bring all the sweets out of
the saloon after our meals for the children, so that I was always
welcome. At first I could not tell what sex individuals belonged
to, from their picturesque and gaudy dress, which struck me as more
feminine than masculine. There were amongst them some splendid
looking creatures, and women handsomely dressed. Steaming out
of Alexandria was very fine, but that night we ran over a heavy sea.
I was fortunate in having the ladies’ saloon to myself. It was as
good as a small, comfortable drawing-room, but the heavy rolling
pitched me four times out of my berth, and the last time, think-
ing that it would save some trouble to stay there, I did.

2Tth.—Port Sa’id was made in twenty-four hours. It looked
like an old acquaintance, a West African station, low, flat, hot,
and sandy. No one would suspect it of containing 12,000 inha-
bitants: to the ship’s deck it presents one row of hovels down to
the water’s edge. We anchored at the entrance of the Suez Canal,
so lately the centre of the world’s attraction, & narrow channel
with two tall lighthouses. Here we took on board seven first-class
passengers, one English officer returning home from India, five
Americans, and “that little Frenchman.” The dinner table be-
came animated with violent political discussions, good-humoured
withal, chiefly upon the Alabama question, Northerner and
Southerner both being represented, and both attacking me.
Whereupon I gallantly held my own.

28th.—We had a better sea to Jaffa, which was made in
twenty-four hours. From this town, Jerusalem lies a forty miles’
ride inland. Jaffa is a tarbush, or fez, shaped green hill, covered
with houses which look like a dirty pack of cards or well-
rubbed dice. It has a garden-like suburb, the German quarter,
seen to great advantage from a ship’s deck. The Russian vice-
consul came off and kindly called upon me. He took charge of
another telegram for me to Damascus, which never reached its
destination, but I am certain not through his fault. Here we lost
our seven fellow travellers from Port Sa’id, and picked up an
Effendi and his harfm, and two poor respectable Italians, who
played concertina and guitar very prettily. They told me that
they “came of decent people,” and, having made a mariage de
caeur, were dependant upon their talent. I obtained leave from
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the captain for a “little music” after breakfast and dinner, and
carried round a plate, which paid their passage and something
more. This was my first sight of a real, veritable harim. Harim
was carefully wrapt up in izir (sheet) and mandil (face veil), and
was confined to its cabin, with rare intervals on deck. Her Effendi
jealously watched the cabin door, to see that nobody went in but
the stewardess. However, it freely unveiled before me, and I
thought what & fine chance the izir and mandil would be for
some of us.

We remained at Jaffa till the afternoon, and then hugged
the land—a hill coast patched with shrubs, Towards 5 p.m. we
passed the Convent of Mount Carmel on a tall bluff promontory,
stretching out into the sea; then Khaifa, a pretty townlet, with
gardens and palm trees. The night was dark, the weather rough,
and the lights of the harbour looked pleasant. Khaifa is supposed
to be the ancient Helba of the tribe of Aser (Judges i. 31). It
is situated at the foot of Carmel in the bay of St. Jean d’Acre.
The mountain on which stands Carmel is called Jebel Mir Elias.

Carmel was a kingdom in the time of the Canaanites, but
Joshua killed their king. On Carmel Lamech killed Cain.
Elijah and Elisha had their school and lived here. St. Anne,
mother of Mary, had flocks and a house for her shepherds, and
often came here with Mary ; and Mary, returning from Egypt, stood
on Carmel with Jesus and Joseph. Some of the first anchorites
here embraced the gospel and joined the apostles. The Pagans

had their local gods before Christ, and after him several saints -

lived upon the mountain. In 1245, St. Simon Stock of Kent, to
whom a little chapel has been dedicated, became founder and
general of the order of Mount Carmel, and established at Rome
the confraternity of the scapular, which united in a body, by rules
and exercises of piety, all those who wished to honour Mary.
Edward the First of England joined it, also Louis of France,
who made a pilgrimage in 1252. Often and often all the reli-
gious of Carmel have been massacred at their devotions. This is
the extreme northern point of the Holy Land.

It continued to blow hard, so we anchored at St. Jean d’Acre,
and dined at anchor, leaving again at midnight. St. Jean d’Acre
was the ancient Acco of the tribe of Aser, and St. Paul passed a day
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in it (Actsxxi. 2-7).. Its chief interest is its crusading history, and
the acts of Richard Cceur de Lion. The siege, during which there
were 8 hundred skirmishes and nine pitched battles, lasted three
years; the besieged had to eat their own horses; and of 600,000
of the flower of the nobility of Christendom, but 100,000 lived
to return. An English priest, it is said, alone shrived 100,000
warriors. In 1291, Khalil ibn Kalain laid siege to the town,
and in thirty-three days took it by assault, when 25,000 Christians
were massacred. The Clarissa nuns escaped eutrage only by
cutting off their noses. The buildings are mostly of the crusaders’
date. There is a fine mosque, and two tombs in white marble—one
containing Djezzar Pasha, and the other Selim Pasha.

We passed Sur, which means “rock ” (Tyre), and Saida (Sxdon),
in the night. Tyre’s grandeur is described in Ezekiel xxvi. and
xxvil. Three times she flourished, and three times she was de-
stroyed—by Nebuchadnezzar, by Alexander the Great, and lastly
by Pompey. In her second fall, 6000 soldiers were killed, 2000
were crucified along the shore, and all perished save 15,000 saved
by Sidon. Our Saviour here delivered a girl from a devil (Mark
vii. 24—381), and again Tyre is mentioned in 3 or 1 Kings i
13, 14, and Acts xxi. 3—6. Origen died and was buried here
in 253. During the rule of Diocletian many Christians were
put to death in the arena. The words of the prophets have been
truly carried out more than once, and kings have risked their
lives to destroy her. Earthquakes, fires, rising seas, and the
winds have all contributed their help. It owns about €300 in-
habitants,* and they sell cotton, tobacco, corn, and its own débris
for building purposes; and the opening of the Suez Canal has
given them a large trade into Egypt. Sidon, which contains
about 12,000 inhabitants, has delicious gardens of oranges,
citrons, and figs. It was founded by the eldest son of Canaan,
son of Ham, son of Noah, and was given by Joshua to the
tribe of Aser. The inhabitants, I am told, were the inventors
of navigation, of joinery and turning wood, of sculpture, glass and
stone cutting, not to mention such a trifle as the alphabet. They

# Captain Burton, who visited Tyre twice, assures me that it is one of the most
prosperous little places in 8yria. Still it can only be a poor village in comparison
to what it was when Ezekiel desoribed it.
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were the cleverest builders of the temple, according to Kings (iii.
5,6). Some 405 years before Christ, they were treacherously sold
by their own king to their enemies, and having set fire to their
ships that no one might fly, they burnt, in their despair, themselves
and their town. Sidon rose again from her ashes, but was never
the same. Our Saviour touched here, according to Mark (vii. 31),
and also St. Paul (Acts xxvii. 3).

On the morning of the 29th we anchored very early off Bey-
rout. We had fortunately a calm sea, for it is a difficult and an
utterly exposed landing, an open roadstead in a bay formed by
the Nahr el Kelb. Beyrout is charming as viewed from the ship.
The town, which begins at the water’s edge, and whose base is
washed by the blue Mediterranean, straggles along a fair line of
coast, and crawls up part of the lower hills. The yellow sand
beyond the town, and the dark green pine forests which surround
it, contrast well with the cobalt-coloured bay and the turquoise
skies. It is backed and flanked on its right by the splendid range
of Lebanon, upon whose steep sides the rising sun casts delicate
lights and shades. They are dotted with villages, which in some
places appear to overhang the sea. There ars two domed ruins
about half an hour out of the town eastwards, which look red like
bricks, but they are, I am told, made of the common stone of the
country. They mark where St. George killed the dragon—a feat
which took place in more sites than one. The air is redolent
with a smell of pine-wood : every town in the East has its pecu-
liar odour, and when once you have been in one, you can tell
where you are blindfold. That of Damascus is the chamomile
(Za’azafin). I have recognized it twice in Trieste. The perfume
of pinewood reached us even on board the ship, and it was de-
liciously refreshing; I no longer wonder that the wise men of
the west have found vanilla in the bark.

My sea journey is now over. This is my future seaport, and it
promises to be very pleasant, if the inhabitants are as nice as the
place.

About 9 o'clock am. Mr. (Vice-Consul) Jago kindly came
on board, and, offering me every assistance, took me ashore with
my baggage. The landing consists of a few old steps, and a small,
dirty, fish-bespattered quay.. I was led to what appeared to me,
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then, a small, but clean and comfortable hotel, facing the sea—
“The Bellevue,” kept by Andrea Paucopoulo,a Greek. This later
on became to my eyes the centre, the very acme of civilization.
During our two years’ stay at Damascus, Beyrout was our Biarritz,
and Andrea’s the most luxurious house in Syria. Basool’s, now,
I believe, equally good, was not then regularly opened. Basool is
a worthy, civil man, and speaks all languages. Beyrout, according
to some historians, is the ancient Geris, founded by Gergeseus V.,
son of Canaan, son of Ham (Genesis x. 16) ; others say that it is
Botrys, a Pheenician town, built 210 years before Christ by Itho-
ba’al, King of Tyre and Sidon. There is no doubt of its being the
Berytus of the Romans, and its coins are well known to Eastern
collectors, especially to our friend M. Pérétié.

Mr. Jago breakfasted with me, and after settling all manner of
business, I went with him to call en onr Consul-General, Eldridge.
His wife was ill in bed, but the former kindly asked me to remain
to luncheon, and showed me how to smoke my first narghileh. I
wished to start at once for Damascus, but the diligence had gone.
On the next day the coupé was partly taken by a Turk, and, as
there had recently been a “disagreeable” between a Persian
scamp and a nervous English girl, Mr. Eldridge wished me to
hire a private carriage for the following morning. We again
sent a telegram to Damascus—the third—which also arrived
after I did.

Twenty-four hours suffices to see everything at Beyrout, which
conteins about 72,000 inhabitants. The houses are remarkably
handsome; the bazars are very poor. We have six Catholic
religious houses, but I do not wish to describe them until I know
them better.

The best way of getting money is to have a Bank Post Bill
made out in your own name, which you can present at the Imperial
Ottoman Bank, Beyrout, where Mr. Charles Watkins is always to
be found ; and every European who goes to Beyrout has reason to
be charmed with his kindness and attention. My travelling
friends may thank me for this detail—it may save them abundant
trouble.

That evening the Duchesse de arrived from Damascus,
and sent me word that she would come to fable d'hdte if I would

c
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wait a fow minutes. She gave me some news of my husband,
and enlivened our dinner exceedingly. She had enjoyed her visit
to the interior, but had nearly caused a fracas, as she insisted on
behaving in that grave Oriental city exactly as if she were in her
own joyous Paris. In Damascus women do not visit cafés, but she
insisted on going and seeing Moslem life in public, which so
shocked all True Believers that the Kawwasses, who are anything
but prudish, begged their Consul not to send them on guard—
they were “losing their reputation.” On another occasion she
went up to the top of & minaret, and when prayer weos called she
refused to come down. The Shaykh made all kinds of entreaties,
and failing, sent endless emissaries, to whom at last she replied,
“ Dites au Shaykh que je suis la Duchesse de , que je me
trouve fort bien ici, et que je ne descendrai que quand cela me
plaira.”* Her pleasure did not take place for three-quarters of an
hour after the call to prayer.

I spent that evening writing home letters, and forwarding
gome trifles from the bazars. On the morrow I was to leave
everything connected with European life, civilization, comfort,
luxury, society, and wend my way inland to the “Pearl of the
East.” The Lebanon range is the boundary line between
European and purely Eastern and Mahometan life. This excit-
ing thought quite preoccupied my mind.

Beyrout is a demi-civilized, semi-Christianized, demi-semi-
Europeanized town, with a certain amount of comfort and
European manners and customs: it enjoys perfect safety, being
on the coast, with soldiers and policemen, and ships lying under
its windows; it has free communication with Europe by post and
telegraph—in fact, it is somewhat more European, or rather,
Levantine, than Oriental. Yet it is several shades more Oriental
than Alexandria. As soon as you cross the Lebanon range, just
behind it, you quit an old life for a new life, you leave the new
world to make acquaintance with the old world, you relapse
into the days of the Jewish forefathers, Abraham, Isaac and
Jacob—a purely Oriental and primitive phase.

30th.—Early this morning & shabby little omnibus, drawn by

# Tell the Shaykh that I am the Duchess of:
here, and that I don’t mean to come down till I choosc.

, that I am very comfortable
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three screws, made its appearance. My English maid, a large pet
St. Bernard dog, my baggage and I, were squeezed into it or on it.
Mr. Eldridge kindly sent his Kawwass as guard, and this official
appeared a most gorgeous creature, with silver-mounted pistols,
and all sorts of cartouche-boxes, and dangling things. He
rejoiced in the name of Sakharaddin, which, of course, I pro-
nounced “Sardine,” ang this greatly amysed those who had con-

gregated to see u9 off,
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CHAPTER IIL
THE ROAD FROM BEYROUT TO DAMASCUS,

THE road spans the plain of Beyrout, called Es Sahl, crosses the
Lebanon range between the districts El Metn and El Jurd, touches
that called Ez Zahleh, traverses the Buké’a or plain of Coele-Syria.
Thence it runs through the Anti-Lebanon, and the plainlet of
Jedeideh, and after the bit of desert, Es Sihard, it dives into the
ravines of the Salahfyyeh mountains. The latter are here known as
the Jebel Kaysun: through them you pass by a mountain defile
into the plain of Damascus, which is divided into the Merj and
El Ghutah. The drive was charming, and lasted two days, as I
had not a change of horses every hour, like the diligence.

Firstly, we drove over the plain of Beyrout, behind the town ;
its ornamentation consists of young pine forests in the sand, which
extend for several miles. The roadside is lined with cactus
hedges, and rude eafés, which are filled on Sundays and holidays
by all classes; they go to smoke their narghflehs, to sip coffee or
raki; and to watch the passers-by, either mounted or in carriage.
The fashionable drive begins at the town, and ends at the foot of
the Lebanon—an hour’s distance, and it is wonderful to know how
many have never wandered away much further from Beyrout. This
French road is the only macadam in the country, and a splendid
specimen it is, as smooth as a billiard table, crossing mountain,
valley, and plain over a total distance of seventy-two miles. A
diligence starts from each of the two termini at 4 am., both
meet at the halfway house, Shtora, about 11.30, when travellers
have half-an-hour to feed, and each reaches its destination at 5
and 6 pm. Thus the drive is fourteen hours up, and thirteen
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hours down. There is a small night diligence in summer for the
Turkish mails, with six places for passengers: it is dearer than
the day diligence, but it obviates the necessity of taking your
place long beforehand, unless, indeed, there happens to be any
local panic at Damascus, when Christians and Europeans usually
fly. I have once been obliged to wait a fortnight for a place
when I was not strong emough to ride. As I remarked, the
passage from Damascus to Beyrout is one hour less, for—except
ascending the Anti-Lebanon and Lebanon ranges—it is a gradual
descent all the way of 2500 feet. The French road is so called
because it was organized by two brothers of the ancienne noblesse,
devoted Orleanists, Counts Edmond and Léon de Perthuis,
who left France and embarked in a speculation which has proved
an exceedingly good one. The passage is tolerably dear, and
the transport of baggage dearer still, but the service is right
well done. The drivers change their teams every hour, push
very fast, and have respectable conducteurs and guards. The
baggage and merchandize are sent in chardots, which are really
large, long, German covered carts, drawn by mules and horses, and
the journey occupies about three days. Muleteers have to pay a
heavy toll, and consequently they prefer the old road, which runs
more or less close to the new one—it is desperately bad in winter,
and it is pitiful to see the poor laden animals floundering in the
mud holes. Indeed, the drive from Beyrout to Damascus when
the snow is on the mountains is very trying, and foot passengers
or horsemen sometimes lose their lives in the fierce winds and
deep drifts, especially at one part of the mountain (Jebel el
Khokheh), After reaching Damascus, there are no more roads
and carriages, you must then depend upon goat tracks, mule
paths, instinct and compass. Franco Pasha began a highway in the
Lebanon, but that excellent governor, our very good friend, died
before he was far advanced with his work. Just before I left they
were making or mending a road from Damascus to our village
—alahfyyeh, about a quarter-of-an-hour’s ride. I took out a very
pretty pony carriage in the hopes of driving myself. But, firstly, I
‘found no horses trained to harness except those for the diligence,
and, had it been otherwise, it would have been dreadfully mono-
tonous always to drive on the French road, and that one road I
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could not have reached from my house without breaking all my
springs. I was lucky enough to find a purchaser, and used to see
it going at foots’ pace with a small horse drawing it over the ruts
and holes of the Damascus streets.

To return from this digression. Immediately on arriving at the
foot of the Lebanon, we commenced a winding steep ascent, every
turn giving charming views of the sea and of Beyrout, which we
did not lose sight of for several hours. Mountain seemed to rise
above mountain, each laid out in ledges and shelves of cultivated
land, like steps. At intervals were dotted clumps of flat-roofed
houses, much resembling mud boxes, and villages of larger dimen-
sions lay at longer intervals. We ascended, and wound round and
round, or ziz-zagged, till Beyrout and the sea became invisible,
At last we reached the top, and the glorious red wintry sunset
gave us a splendid view. It is hard to understand in December
all that has been written about the fruitfulness of the Lebanon,
and I was unprepared for the glorious fertility that burst upon my
sight five months later. After the miracles of nature in South
America, Syria looked to me like a wilderness of rock and sand,
treeless and barren—her very mountains were hills, I did not
forget, however, that South America, endowed with nature in per-
fection, with luxuriant vegetable and rank animal life, possesses no
history. All is new, progressive, and intelligent, but vulgar and
parvenu. Whereas Syria, in her “abomination of desolation,” is
the old land—her every stone has its story, each ruin is a treasure;
she teems with relics of departed glory, and monuments of her
Great Crime. I would rather abide with her, and mourn the past
and hope for the future amidst her barren rocks and sandy
deserts, than rush into progression with the newly-born world. It
is, perhaps, everybody’s duty to recommend & railway for Syria;
but oh! how I'shall weep at the desecration of the land, and the
introduction of European manners and customs.

We descended at a full canter, and then crossed the plain of
Ceele-Syria, called the Bukd’a, a fruitful and cultivated plain of
great extent, containing over a thousand villages, and separating
the Lebanon and Anti-Lebanon ranges. On the ascent I had’
tempted poor Sakharaddin to break his Ramazan fast; good
tobacco, bread, and hard eggs had made him frail, which was very
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excusable considering the cold. On the road I met three
strangers, who offered me a little civility, seeing me searching
for a glass of water at a khan. As I was better mounted than
they. were, I offered in event of our reaching our night halt the
first, to order supper and beds for them, and they then informed
me that every horse and every accommodation on the road had
been “retenue ” for me, so that they were quite at my mercy. I
sent on a message to secure their comforts, and I was able to
keep my promise. The halt was Shtora, the half-way house. It
is kept by a respectable Greek, married to a little Italian, a
retired and merry danseuse, rejoicing in the name of Marietta.
She is much on the same terms with the world there, as our
“Punch” of the Preston Station used to be in Lancashire. The
other travellers soon came up; we supped together, and every-
thing was very good except the wine. My companions proved to
be a French employé of the Foreign Office, a Bavarian minister
on his travels, and a Swedish officer on leave. We had a very
cheerful evening. By the kindness of the director (Count de
Perthuis) rooms usually kept sacred were put at my disposal, so
that in that out of the way place my maid and I had each a
charming bed, and the other travellers found the best of the usual
accommodation. Early the next morning my new acquaintances
set out for Ba'albak, and I for Damascus. We crossed the rest of
Buké’a plain, and then commenced the ascent of the Anti-Lebanon.
Some would say that this range is neither o fine nor so interesting
as the Lebanon, and perhaps actually upon the carriage road this
is true, but the Anti-Lebanon off the beaten tracks is wilder, and I
afterwards learned to think it quite as pictuxesque.

The dreariest and ugliest part of the journey is the Sahlet el
Jedeideh, a flat, tiresome, monotonous bit of plateau, still in the
the Anti-Lebanon, between Wady el Karn and Wady el Kharir.
The descent of the Anti-Lebanon is done at a good pace; it seems
long until you reach the plain Es Sdharé, after which, compensa-
tion begins by entering a beautiful mountain defile, about two

“hours from Damascus. The mountains rise high and abrupt on
each side of the road, which is lined with trees and brushwood ;
and the Barada—the ancient Abana, they say—rushes in a winding
bounding torrent through the mountains, and by the road-side to
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water the gardens of Damascus. The mountains are called by
two names—on our side, to the left of the river, Jebel Kaysun :
and on the other, the right side, Kalabit Mizzeh.

My private carriage, with only occasional relays, oocupied two
days, and drove eight hours each day. The journey may be
fairly divided thus, by diligence time: six hours of extreme
beauty after leaving Beyrout, followed by six hours of rough
highland and swampy lowland, and these succeeded again by two
hours of loveliness before reaching Damascus. During my first
day’s drive I saw nothing that I might not have seen elsewhere ;
but on the second day, I remember being immensely struck by an
Arab sleeping against a bit of rock, with his carbine slung to his
back, and his horse, as in a picture, grazing near him; six months
later, the same thing affected me so little, from seeing it every
day, that I wondered why I had noted it down. Perhaps we do
well to write our first impressions, but chiefly for future correc-
tion. We also met laden camels, mules, muleteers, picturesque
peasants, well-bred horses and donkeys, all travelling in troops—
then, indeed, I began to feel that I was on new ground.

I reached Damascus at sunset on the last day of 1869, but I
was unfortunate in my arrival. Were I to return, my horses
should be ordered to meet me at El Hameh, the last station, or
else almost two hours from Damascus, and I should ride across the
Salahfyyeh mountains, as we call them. After a toilsome scramble
over a barren, rocky range, I should come into & winding tunnel in
the white rocks, near a little Wely, as we English call a prophet’s
tomb, about five hundred feet above the glorious plain, with the
gorge of the Abana at my feet, and the river foaming between its
cliffs. Suddenly, when least prepared, I should gaze, as it were
out of & window, upon* the poet’s dream, the abrupt descent of
the mountain,—at its roots a Moslem burial-ground, almost adjoin-
ing a larger Kurdish village, containing about 15,000 of the
“roughs” of Syria, and upon the plain the city of Damascus,
lying in the desert at my feet. I should behold my Pearl, the

# I was about to write  Mohammed's Paradise,” but my husband assures me
that the % Last of the Prophets” was never nearer to Damasous than Bosra. The
latter is still called by the Turks Eski Shdm (old Damasous), and hence probably
arose the legend, .
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Garden of Eden, the Promised Land, my besutiful white City
with her swelling domes and tapering minarets, her glittering
golden crescents set in green of every shade, sparkling with her
fountains and streams, the Abana rushing through and watering
the oasis. The river valley spreads its green carpet almost
thirty miles around the city, and is dotted with tiny white
villages. All around that again, like another or outside frame,
and as if nature had drawn the line between green and yellow
with a ruler, are the reeking sands of the sunburnt Desert. In
the far horizon to the east are the distant hills and ghostly, misty
cones, backed by the red and purple of the setting sun.

Between Salahfyyeh and Damascus is a quarter-of-an-hour’s
ride through cool gardens and orchards. I should gaze once more
upon the most ancient, the most Oriental, and the most picturesque
city in the world ; and if alone, I should dismount and kneel down,
and thank God with tears for granting me to see that most blessed
sight again. I did not know or feel all this Zhen.

And this i3 how I entered. I went along the carriage-road
perpetually asking, “ Where are the beautiful gardens of
Damascus?” “Here,” they said, pointing to what, in winter
time and to English eyes, appeared mere ugly shrubberies, wood-
clumps, and orchards, which extended over the two hours’ drive.
In fact, I saw merely woods bordered with green—a contrast to
the utter sterility of the Sahard! We passed Dummar, a village
with the river rushing through it. It contains several summer
villas or palaces of the Wali, Abd el Kadir, and other personages.
We entered by the road, with the Abana on our right, and finally
broadening out into the green Merj,* which looked to me like a
village common. Travellers are foolish enough to encamp here;
they find it as damp as can be, and run the risk of fever,
neuralgia, ague, and dysentery. The first building we passed
was imposing—the Tekiyeh, founded in 1516 by Sultan Salim I.
for the accommodation of Meccan pilgrims. It has on its southern
side a beautiful mosque, and the dome is flanked by two tall,
slender minarets, like knitting-needles. The Tekiyeh now serves

® There are also two Merj’s—a small one as you enter Damascus, and a large

tract of oasis east of Damascus; and certainly it must be the larger and not the
emaller Mer}, if either was, a8 Mr. Porter says, “ celebrated in the ‘Arabian Nights.’”
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as a “refuge for the destitute.” The next building is the French
diligence office, or gare, where travellers descend and hasten as
they can to their homes—in my time mostly on donkeys. I drove
in my vehicle straight to the only hotel—Demetri’s. It is a good
house, with a fine Junanat, or court-yard, and a splendid Buhaireh,
or fountain, full of gold fish and little springs, plenty of orange
and lemon trees, with stairs and covered gallery all round the
interior, looking below into the “Patio.” There is a good Liwin,
or raised platform, near the fountain, with a divan and carpets, and
tables for visitors to recline, drink coffee, and smoke narghflehs
or chibouques. The reception-room, or Sala, was in the pure
Damascus style—a picturesque, oblong, high-roofed hall, the
middle of which is like a marble passage, with a fountain in the
centre; a Kd’'ah, or raised open room, stands on each side- of it.
The Locanda is cool and pleasant in summer; dark, damp, and
neuralgic, and inexpressibly sad in winter. The food and wine
were detestable, the cold intemse. Demetri, the owner, can be
civil, obliging, and attentive, and was always so to me after our
first meeting. He is honest, intelligent, and most reasonable in
his charges. He can afford to be a little independent in his
manner, because he has no opposition, and if you object to his
hotel you must sit upon your boxes in the street, or wend your
way a8 a pilgrim to a khan.

Damascus in the cold season, as I entered it, does not produce
a favourable impression. The streets are rarely repaired and
never cleaned, and they regularly become deep furrows of dark
mud and puddles of dirty water. With all my love for it I know
that it is not the cleanest city in the world; but there is such a
thing as being so much in love as to wish the object unchangeable
—virtues and faults alike—whilst you are painfully aware of the
latter. Viewed from a height, and in good weather, like Stamboul,
its domes and minarets impose upon you; but driving in, cold and
tired, the shaky trap heaving and pitching heavily through the
thick mire and slush, the narrow streets, nearly meeting at
the top, filled with dirt and wild dogs, is, to speak mildly, not
pleasant. The thoroughfares, indeed, are all so paved with awful
stones, that if you walk they ruin your feet, and wear out a pair
of boots a week; and if riding, you must think all the time
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whether your horse can possibly get over the next heap, or if he
will slide, fall, and break your leg. The large slabs are like ice,
and the small ones are like the « pilgrim’s peas ” of the old tale.
With all this, although you may grow to love even the faults of
Damascus, so that you would not have them otherwise, you do not
appreciate the picturesque the first evening of your arrival.

My husband came in about an hour after my arrival. The
only telegram which had reached him was one from London, and
that one could not be deciphered. He had been there three
months ; the climate had had such an effect upon him, he was
looking so ill from neuralgis, that until he came quite close to me
I did not know him. We dined, warmed ourselves over a Mangal
—a large brass dish on a stand, full of live charcoal embers, of
which it takes two to heat a large room—and then we began to
discuss our future plans for our new home,
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CHAPTER IV.
SETTLING DOWN AT DAMASCUS.

1st of January, 1870.—My first thought, before seeing anything,
was to get out of the damp hotel, and to make a little paradise
somewhere amongst the hills. I thought that we should probably
stay here ten years, and have plenty of time to become familiar
with Syria. After a general inspection we found that life in the
city had great disadvantages; the lanes, called streets, were like
the hotel—exceedingly damp, dark, and sad; and we were told
that in summer it was very highly flavoured. Horses must be
ridden a long way over these horrid pavements before you reach
the open country. There is no liberty, as you must be always
attended by Kawwasses, a sort of body-guard, of which every
consulate has from two to six. They are picked Moslems, dressed
in some glaring coloured cloth and gold, big trowsers, embroidered
gaiters, sash, and slashed jacket; all are gorgeous with silver-
mounted pistols, daggers, cartouche-boxes, and similar martial
paraphernalia.

Moreover, there is a certain semse of imprisonment about
Damascus, as the gates of the city are shut at sunset ; the windows
of the harims are also barred and latticed, to hide the beauty of
Esh Shim from the insulting gaze of the Giaour. On the other
hand, the interiors are so grand, so picturesque, and Oriental
looking, that they make one long to possess “a marble palace.”
Ride out of Damascus by the Bab es Salahiyyeh for about a
quarter of an hour, up through the gardens and orchards, upon
what, at the time of my writing, did not deserve to be called a
road, and you arrive at Salahfyyeh, the Kurdish village of which
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I spoke as containing 15,000 inhabitants. It overlooks Damascus,
and is sitnated on the roots of Jebel Kaystn, the hill of yellow
chamomile, which abounds here, and by which the whole
district is perfamed. El Salihfyyeh means “of the saints,” but
more probably from the Kurdish Sultan S4léh el Din (English
Saladin), it is facetiously changed on account of the Kurdish
population into El Télihiyyah, “of the sinners.” Here, at about
2500 feet above sea level, you have good air and light, beautiful
views, fresh water, dry soil, health, tranquility, and liberty: for in
five minutes you can gallop over the mountain without a Kawwass,
and there is no locking up at sunset. On the other hand, the
houses are all second rate. The village had the reputation of
being the most lawless and unscrupulous part of Damascus, the
road between it and the city! at night was so unsafe that the
servants would only go in twos and threes, and armed, so that we
should not be able to dine out, nor expect any one to be with us
after sunset. Indeed, during our time there, Mr. F' , & Imis-
sionary, told an English lady who was on a visit to us, that he did
not care to go there even in the day time without a guard. This
was its reputation in ’69-70,

However, our search ended by our fixing ourselves in the
head-quarters of our after faithful Kurdish friend and ally, Bedr
Beg, in spite of all wonderment and protestations. Resigning
the palace one might have had in Damascus, was like choosing
between a mariage de convenance and a mariage d'affection, between
the false good and the real good. Reader, will you assist at our
installation, or, if it bore you, will you kindly skip over the
remainder of this chapter ?

Our house overhung the road and opposite gardens with
projecting latticed windows, and was bounded on the right by a
Mosque, on the left by a Hammam (Turkish bath), and at the back
by gardens. On the other side of the road, among the apricot
orchards, I had a splendid stable for twelve horses, with a good room
for any number of Saises (grooms), and a little garden with the
river running through it. I want to take you through my house,
which was quite of the second class, and I will call things by
their English names. Firstly, you enter a square court-yard,
vulgarly painted in broad stripes of red, white, and blue, planted
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all ‘around with orange, lemon, and jessamine trees, and in the
middle plays the inevitable fountain. The most conspicuous
object is the Liwan, a raised room with one side taken out of it,
that is, the front opens on to the court: it is spread with carpets
and divans for “kayf ” in hot weather, and the niches in the walls
are filled with plants. It is the custom to receive here on hot
days, and to offer coffee, lemonade, or sherbet, chibouques, nar-
ghilehs, cigarettes. On one side is our dining-room, and on the
other a cool sitting-room, when it is too hot to live upstairs. All
the rest below is left to servants and offices. Upstairs the rooms
are six, and run round two sides of the courtyard; a long terrace
occupies the other two sides, joining and opening into the rooms
at either end. This forms a pleasant house-top in the cool
evenings, to spread mats and divans, and to sit amongst the
flowers under the trees and the minaret, and to look towards our
sand-coloured background, Jebel Kaystn. “Chamomile Hill,” rises
like a wall above our houses, surmounted by Kubbet en Nasr, a
small ruin 1500 feet above the plain. Here, too, we look over
Damascus and the gardens, and taste the desert air from afar.

‘We were, however, terribly taken in, as strangers must expect
to be. The house consisted once of ours and another far better,
adjoining it. The two would have made a first-class residence.
Monsignor Ya'aktib, the Syrian Bishop, had it so, and then it was
cut into two, and sold separately. 'We could hire only the worse
half, the harim, while we were charged more than the whole price
of the house. 'We were, however, quite unconscious of having
neighbours, as their house and entrance straggled away in another
direction. In furnishing and buying we were equally unfortunate.
Carpenters hung on for nearly three months, knocking up a few
pegs and shelves, putting on locks, and inducing windows and
doors to shut—in short, what in England would have occupied
a week., This is not to be wondered at. 'Wherever I have been
I have rarely found anybody helping a new arrival out of their
difficulties. We of wandering professions have to buy our expe-
rience pretty dearly in every mew country, until we know the
language and prices; when we do, the kites and crows leave us
to look for new pigeons.

The Consulate was in the town, close to the Serai, or Govern-
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ment-house. My first act after making the cottage ready was to
tear off all the lattice-work, which was like a convent grille, from
the windows, and convert it into & hen-house, in a railed off part
of the garden or orchard, which contained chiefly roses and
jessamine, We also made a beautiful arbour by lifting up the
over-laden vines and citrons, and branches of the lemon and orange
trees, and supporting them on a framework. No sun could pene-
trate their luxuriance. 'We had a divan made under them, to sit
in the cool summer evenings near the rushing river; and many
happy hours of “kayf” we passed there. I was rewarded on the
fifth or sixth day after my arrival by seeing that my husband was
quite restored to health. Forty-eight hours of the good Sala-
hiyyeh air had effected this change.

But I must destroy one of your illusions ‘concerning the land
of roses and “hanging gardens.” An orchard, with grass, fruit
trees, and a stream, cultivated on a rising ground in ridges or
ledges, becomes a “hanging garden,” and the roses are like our
commonest April monthly-fading roses, and last but that time.
In olden times they used, I am told, to cultivate whole plantations
of this flower, like a vineyard or coffee plantation, for the rose-
water trade, but this has ceased to pay, as better is made else-
where.

After this I was allowed to indulge in my hobby of collecting
a menagerie. You who love animals as much I do will not laugh
at me, How well they know who loves them, how well they love
us in return, and how little we suppose, until we live in solitude,
how companionable they can be! I know everything they say,
and think, and feel ; they know also what I say to them. Firstly,
we bought some horses—three-quarter-breds, and half-breds; for
thoroughbreds, and especially mares, were too dear for our stable,
and would only have made us an object of suspicion, in a country
where there are official hands not clean of bribes. Moreover, not
being able to afford long prices, I am obliged to put up with bad
tempers, or some slight defect {curable by us, but not by the
natives. My husband always gives me the entire command of the
stable. I bought a camel, and a snow-white donkey, which is the
most honourable mount for grand visiting. I also found in the
bazars & splendid snow-white Persian cat, which I bought for a
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frane. The boy must have stolen it, or sold it because it ate too
much. I had brought over with me a young pet St. Bernard, two
brindled bull-terriers, and two of the Yarborough breed, and I
eventually added a Kurdish pup of a very good race. I bought
three milk goats for the house, and I received two presents, a pet
lamb and & Nimr (leopard), which became the idol of the
house. The domestic hen-yard was duly stocked with all kinds of
fowls, turkeys, geese, ducks, and guinea fowls, and the garden and
terrace in the housetop were cultivated and planted with English
seeds—there I kept my pigeons. When I had got all these things
together, my greatest difficulty was to prevent them from eating
one another. It would not be a “happy family.” Captain Burton
declares that it was like “ the house that Jack built”—the pigeons
and domestic fowls picked up the seeds and ate the flowers, the
cat ate the pigeons and the fowls, the dogs worried the cat, the
leopard killed the lamb, and harried the goats, till one sprang
into the river out of sheer despair, and was drowned. It also
frightened the horses, camel, and donkey to death by jumping on
their backs, and uttering those shricks which leopards indulge in
if annoyed. Though things were really not quite so bad, my
difficulties were great. What I suffered most from was the Nims
(ichneumon). I never could shoot or catch one, but it used to
make very free with my pigeons and fowls, and when it could not
reach far enough to eat them, it used to mangle them. The
natives told me that it mesmerized the pigeons to the bars of the
gate, and then sucked their blood. I cannot disbelieve them, be-
cause I often found & live pigeon or fowl with the breast half
eaten away.

And now—if you, my reader, are not already fatigued with my
installation—I will tell you what kind of position our British
Consul holds, or should hold, at Damascus, and how we portioned
out our time.

A Consul in the East, as envoyé of a great Power, is a great
man. It is a diplomatic post, and he ranks as high as a Minister
would in Europe. Nearer home, a Consul, unless distinguished by
some personal merit that cannot be quashed or ignored, is not con-
sidered gentleman, or Hof-fihig, enough to go to Court. How
witty Mr. Charles Lever, my husband’s respected and talented
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predecessor at Trieste, was on that subject. He makes “ Lady
Anugusta” ask (in “ The Bramleighs of Bishop’s Folly ”), “Isn’t a
Consul a horrid creature that lives in a seaport, and worries mer-
chant-seamen, and imprisons people who have no passports ?
Papa always wrote to the Consul about getting our heavy baggage
through the Custom-house, and when our servants quarrelled with
the porters or hotel people, it was the Consul sent some of them to
jail: but you are aware, darling, he isn’t a creature one knows.
They are simply impossible, dear, impossible! Let a man be what
he may, once he derogates there is an end of him. It sounds
beautifully, I know, to say that he will remain a gentleman and
man of station through all the accidents of life; so he might, as
long as he did nothing—absolutely nothing. The moment, how-
ever, he touches an emploz it’s all over; from that hour he becomes
the Custom’s creature, or the Consul, or the Factor, or whatever it
be, irrevocably. Do you know that it is the only way to keep
men of family out of small official life? We should see them keep-
ing lighthouses if it were not for the obloquy.”

Far be it from me to laugh at a lighthouse. I wish we were
always sure, even of a lighthouse. As times go at present,
gentlemen must not laugh at any emplo: ; but our talented pre-
decessor served in the grand Tory days of Old England, which
are passed, I fear, never to return. In the East, however, the
consular service is still a gentlemanly profession ; and the Envoyés
of great Powers are expected to keep up a little state, especially
the English and the French. They have a certain number
of Consular Dragomans, or gentlemen Secretaries, in distinction
to the Travelling Dragoman, who bears the same relation as
the courier in Europe. They must have a certain number of
Kawwasses, who look like cavalry soldiers. If the Consul cares
about keeping up the respect of his Country and Government,
he can throw a great deal of tact into all these arrangements;
and it is all so much incense offered up to his Chiefs. The
larger the staff, the more important the English name. He
should also keep a house full of well-drilled servants, a large
stable and a fair chef; besides all these minor matters, he can
command an enormous amount of respect by his own character
ond qualities. In Damascus, a Consul enjoys free life, Eastern life,

. D
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and political life; and my husband was, therefore, quite dans son
assiette, His beat extends from Baghdad on the east to Néblus
on the south, and as far north as the Aleppo district. Upon him
devolves the responsibility of the post for Baghdad through the
Desert, as well as the safety of commerce and protection of
travellers, and the few English residents, missions, schools, and
protected subjects. Consequently, he must have a good under-
standing with the Bedawin tribes of the desert; and our relations
with the Druzes of the Hauran and the Leji’a, which are in the
wilds, have to be well cemented.

At the same time, the Consul who occupies this post at
Damascus is put in a difficult position. I speak of places and
positions, not of persons, and I will show the reason. Damascus is
the heart and capital of Syria, the residence of the Wali and all
the chief government authorities, the head-quarters of the army
and police, the chief majlises, or tribunals, which represent our
courts of law, chambers, and judges, and all business institutions
and transactions, besides the religious head-quarters and focus of
Mahometanism. Damascus, therefore, where all the real hard work
has to be done, ought evidently to be the head-quarters of the
Consulate-General; the reasons for the Consul-General being made
ta reside at Beyrout are long since obsolete. It is exactly as if the
Russian Government were to send, let us say, General Ignatieff,
to London, and subject him to some small man at Brighton, who
should alone have the right to report to the Foreign-office at
St. Petersburg. Now the Consul of Damascus is immediately
subject to the Consul-General at Beyrout, whereas he ought to be
responsible to the Ambassador at Constantinople. Damascus and
Beyrout are two totally different worlds. Damascus requires
prompt and decided action, and no loss of time; moreover, any
order which might apply to Beyrout would be totally inappli-
cable at Damascus. Supposing—of course, it is only a supposition
—that the immediate superior did not know Arabic, or any
Eastern language, or had never visited Damascus, the order
might, in nine cases out of ten, proceed from the advice of a
Dragoman interested in the case. Therefore, it is a galling and
chafing position for the man at Damascus, and one in which he
could never be fairly appreciated at home. He must do all the
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work, but he must never be heard of. His brains must swell and
ornament Beyrout reports; and if his superior like him, he may
refrain from injuring his career. But supposing he were under
a superior who happened to be weak or unhealthy, or a little
selfish, or ill-tempered, or otherwise ill-disposed, those reports
might be tinged with a little bile, or a little wounded vanity, or a
little jealousy, and the poor Damascus man would gain a bad
name as a firebrand at the Foreign-office. No one would know
how it happened except the Damascus man himself, but it would
be s0, and he could not clear himself, as in a court-martial, and so
« put the saddle upon the right horse.” The man at Damascus—
no matter what his knowledge or superiority may be—is in a
position, if desired, perpetually to “obey orders and do wrong,”
for the sake of keeping his place. All this would be obviated by
the Consul-General being situated at the Capital, instead of the
Consul, The Foreign-office have, I have been told, at last become
aware of this defect, and directed that the Consulate-General ghall
be located at the capital (1874).

Whoever lives in Damascus must have good health and
nerves, must be charmed with Oriental life, and must not care for
society, comforts, or luxuries, but be totally occupied with some
serious pursuit. Should he be a Consul—an old soldier is best—
he must be accustomed to command with a strong hand. The
natives must be impressed by him, and know that, if attacked, he
can fight. He must be able to ride hard, and to rough it in
mountain or desert, in order to attend to his own work instead
of sending & Dragoman or a Kawwass, who probably would not
really go, or, if he did, might be bribed. He must have the
honour and dignity of England truly at heart, and he should be
a gentleman to understand fully what this means; not a man
risen from the ranks, and liable to be “bullied or bribed.” He
should speak Arabic, Persian, and Turkish, as well as English,
French, and Italian, so as not to take the hearsay of his
Dragomans. He must be able to converse freely with Arabs,
Turks, Bedawin, Druzes, Kurds, Jews, Maronites, Afghans, and
Persians, and understand their religions and prejudices. He must
have his reliable men everywhere, and know everything that
goes on throughout the length and breadth of the country. He
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should have a thorough knowledge of Eastern character. He
must keep a hospitable house. He should be cool, firm, and
incorruptible. He must not be afraid to do his duty, however
unpleasant and risky, and having done it, if his Chiefs do not back
him up, ¢.e., his Consul-General, his Ambassador, and the Secretary
of State for Foreign Affairs, the Turkish local authorities know
that he has done his duty at his own risk, and they admire
and fear the individual, but spare no pains to get rid of him.
Such a man is Captain Burton, and such a man is necessarily
like a loadstone to the natives. Were he in no authority the
country would flock to him and obey him of their own accord from
his own personal influence amongst them. Respect and influence
come to him unsought out of his own nature.

I have seen a Consul almost cry the moment he arrived here,
and exclaim, “Is this Damascus? Great heavens! I must go back
to-morrow! I shall break my heart in three days.” The place
does indeed require great animal spirits and plenty of work. It
has all the sadness of Venice—as many ruins of departed glory,
and no society for relief when the day is over.

Having explained the position of & Consul at Damascus, I will
now tell you how our time was passed. His day was divided into
reading, writing, studying, and attending to his official work. It
was one kind of duty within the town and another without the
town, which is more difficult and dangerous—to scour mountain
and desert, to ride hard, and to know everything personally as
it actually is going on in the country.  For instance, if he heard
of a case that concerned his consular duty, he went personally
to ascertain his facts. All his talents are Eastern, and of a
political and diplomatic kind—his knowledge of Eastern character
perfect, and he speaks all the languages here known. He was
often as much needed out of the town as in it; and, generally,
when they thought he was far away he was amongst them, and
they wondered at his knowledge.

You will say, “This was all very well for him, but how did
you get on?” I did the best thing I think a woman can do.
I interested myself in all his pursuits, and he allowed me to
be his companion, his private secretary, and his aide-de-camp;
thus I saw and learnt much. I can only say that twenty-four
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hours was too short a day, and I wished they had been six hours
longer. .

The lamented Mr. Deutsch said to me before I left England,
« Poor Mrs. Burton, how I pity you! There is no society or
gaiety in Damascus—only thirty Europeans, and scarcely any
English.” .I suppose it never occurs to anybody that & woman
who enjoys society can do without it, but indeed we can. Our
lives were so wild, romantic, and solemn, that I could not even
bear to sing ; to dance would have seemed a profanation.

Wo rose at dawn—my husband walked every day to the
consulate at twelve, and remained there till four or five. We ate
twice—at 11 a.m., and at dusk. At 11 a.m., anybody who liked of
our friends or acquaintances dropped in and joined us, or sat and
talked to us while we ate. Immediately after the latter meal, my
husband read himself to sleep.

My work consisted of looking after my house, servants, stables,
and animals; of doing a little gardening, of helping my husband,
reading, writing, and studying ; trying to pick up a little Arabic,
receiving visits and returning them, seeing and learning Damascus
thoroughly, looking after the poor and sick of my village and its
environs. There is also galloping over the mountains and plains,
and shooting,* either on foot or on horseback. The only time I
ever felt lonely was in the long winter nights, for I do not like
going to bed when the chickens roost, and companions were im-
possible; it was too dangerous after dark (in summer one can occa-
sionally smoke a narghfleh with the women at the water’s side in
a neighbour’s garden). So I used to occupy myself with literature,
and at first with music, which I grew to dislike. I often sat and
listened to the stillness, and counted the only sounds—the last
call to prayer on the minaret top, which was adjoining my study
window, the howling of the wild dogs, the cries of the jackals in
the burial-ground on the mountain, the bubbling of the fountains,
the hooting of the owls in the garden, the soughing of the wind
in the mountain gorges, the groaning of a huge water-wheel in a
neighbour’s orchard. These sounds were occasionally broken by

& One may find red-legged partridges, woodcocks, quails, enipes, wild ducks,
:‘l;:” hares, at an hour's distance round about Damascus, but the game is very
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a free fight in the road below, to steal a mare or to wreak-an old
vendetta. Twice I have been called down to the door to take in
some poor wretch and bind up his sabre cuts. These hubbubs are
varied in the day time by the whacks of sticks and the cries of
pain from various wretched animals—dogs, or what not, and the
wrangling of women in the hammém or in the gardens.

I have done with myself and my domestic concerns. I thought
it would amuse you to hear how an Englishwoman would get to
Damascus, instal herself, and live. I am now going to describe
Syria generally and Damaescus particularly, en vie éntime. As a
woman writing plain facts for women, I beg your indulgence for
my thousand and one nothings, even if my sheafs and gleanings
are a curious bundle.




(8 )

CHAPTER V.
A GENERAL VIEW OF DAMASCUS.

“Though old as history itself, thou art fresh as the breath of spring, blooming
as thine own rosebud, as fragrant as thine own orange flower, O Damascus, Pearl of
the East!”

READER, I am going to ask you to suppose that you have come
to Damascus to pay me a visit, and that I am now your hostess
and cicerone. * * * *

I have already described the first panorama of Damascus as
viewed from the descent of Jebel Kaysun. Damascus is the
largest town in Syria, and lies upon a plain seventy-two
miles inland, and 2500 feet above sea level. The city is
shaped like a boy’s kite, with a very long tail. The broad
part is the old town, girt by the ancient walls. It contains only
three big buildings, the Great Mosque, El Jémi’a el Amdwi ; the
Castle, which projects at her north-west corner; and the barracks
and palace, or Serai. One other building is remarkable at a
distance, because it is the only coloured one—this is the new
Greek church, built of red brick. The tail of the kite is the
Maydén, the poorest and most fanatical part of Damascus. It is
full of most picturesque ruined mosques and hammdms; and it
runs southwards for two miles, terminating in the Buwwabet Allah,
the Gate of God, out of which winds the Haj, en route for Mecca.
The Maydsn is larger than the city itself, extending westward one
mile and southward two; it isa broad street, with houses apparently
in decay; but as your guide-book truly tells you, marble courts,
inlaid chambers, and arabesque ceilings often lie behind the mud.
The whole of the city, as you look down upon it, presents the
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appearance of a compact mass of claret cases, out of which rise
innumerable domes and minarets. When you enter the streets it
presents quite another aspect. It is divided into three quarters—
the Jewish in the southern part, the Moslems in the northern and
western, and the Christians in the eastern. The Moslem quarter
is clean ; the Christian quarter is rather dirty ; and the Jewish so
offensive, that I have frequently had to gallop through the narrow,
passage-like streets, over broken pavement, over heaps of dirt,
holding my handkerchief to my mouth, and the Kawwasses running
as if they were pursued by wild beasts. Everywhere through-
out the city, but especially in this quarter, the streets, which are
like a labyrinth, are choked with heaps of offul, and wild dogs,
gorged with carrion, lying—some asleep, others dead and decom-
posed. The best streets are those occupied by the Serai, the
other Government offices, and the British Consulate; the horse-
market, where is also the hotel, and the line which leads off to
the Maydin. The houses are so irregular as to beat description.
They look inside into a half-court, half-garden, but outside all is
barred and covered with lattice-work ; on the same principle that
the gates are closed at sunset, when the Jews are locked into their
quarter, and the Christians into theirs. The bazars are a network
—another labyrinth—and like all the streets and quarters they
are connected by little dark, narrow passages, barely broad enough
for two people to pass abreast. I can only compare them with
a rabbit warren. Even now I could not find my way about
alone, nor would I remain in a bazar alone at night, for fear of
the dogs.

Some of the streets are dark, mysterious, and picturesque
looking. Each has one or two fountains, some beautiful and some
stagnant: with this generous supply of water there is no excuse
for dirt. Another peculiarity is that every house has a mean
entrance and approach. This is done purposely to deceive the
Government, and not to betray what may be within, especially in
time of looting and confiscation. You approach an entrance
choked with rubbish, with the meanest doorway, and perhaps
winding passage, or outer circle of courtyard, and you think with
horror, “ What people I must be going to visit!” You then
cnter a second court, and are charmed and dazzled. The house is
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thoroughly clean and perfumed. You are suddenly conducted
through a spacious court paved with marble, with marble
fountains, gold fish, and with a wealth of orange, lemon, and
jessamine trees. The Liwin and the Ké’ah, are all inlaid with
gold and ebony, with sandal wood and with mother-of-pearl, in
old Arabesque patterns, and stained glass windows.

All about the streets of the city you are charmed with
picturesque khans, with beautiful mosques, with bits of old archi-
tecture and sculpturing peeping out of the bazars or the houses.
Damascus in her best days must have been something glorious.
She is now only a beautiful wreck of Oriental splendour.

The “ Street called Straight,” runs from west to east, where it
ends in Bab Sharki. It is an English mile long, but it is so
crooked and intersected with bazars, that I should defy anybody
to guess that it was meant to be one continuous line, without a
Kawwass to 'pilot them through. I must disagree, however, with
Mark Twain, before whose * Pilgrim’s Progress” I salaam with
hilarious worship, that it is the only bit of irony in the Bible,
I maintain, and I am afraid I shall give offence by so doing, that
nobody understands the Bible except those who have lived in Syria,
with the Scriptures in their hand to study on the spot. Nobody
—putting the Divine nature aside—ever knew the Syrians so well
as our Saviour: he was born, lived, and died amongst them, and
nobody who has lived amongst them can be blind to the fact that
there are several bits of irony in the Bible.

I cannot say enough on the subject of the bazars, and the
picturesque figures to be met with in Damascus. The strings of
laden camels, and the deldl, or dromedary, with gaudy trappings;
the Circassians and Anatolians, the wild Bedawin Shaykhs, the
fat, oily, cunning, money-making Jew, the warlike-looking Druze,
the rough Kurd, the sleek, fawning, frightened Christian, the grave,
sinister Moslem, the Persian, the waddling Turk, the quiet, deep-
looking Afghan, the dark and trusty Algerine—every costume of
Asia, every sect of religion, all talking different tongues, all
bringing their wares to sell or coming to buy; every tongue,
every race, jostling ome another, and struggling through the
strings of mules, camels, donkeys, and thoroughbred mares, with
gaudy trappings, led by their Saises. The Kawwasses swaggering
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before and behind their Consul, calling out “Zahrak” and “Darb,”
or “make way”—two or three good humoured Englishmen in
shooting jackets trying to race their small donkeys through
the mass, to the amusement and wonder of the grave, dignified
Orientals,

Truly there is only one Damascus, and her bazars, I believe, are
the most characteristic in the East. They consist of long ranges of
open stalls with slight divisions, on each side of narrow, covered
lanes, like long wooden tents with raftered ceilings. They are
deliciously cool, especially when the mud flooring is well watered.
The shopowner, I cannot call him a shopman, is a robed and turbaned
figure with a long beard, who squats in a corner, and might be
wax-work, except that he twirls his beads and reads his Korin.
Though his goods are piled up behind and each side of and all
around him, as if he meant business, he is quite indifferent to
customers, at least externally. I would willingly stay in these
romantic and mysterious looking places, and watch those quaint and
picturesque scenes and forms all the day long, if I had nothing
else to do. The Siks (bazars) are all divided into different trades
and merchandize. There is the saddlers’ bazar (Sik es Suruje),
brilliant with holsters, bridles, saddle-cloths and trappings of
every colour and blazing with gold; the shoemakers’ (Sik es
Sikefi), with those bright toe-pointed, lemon-coloured slippers;
the seed bazar (Sik el Bizuriyyeh); the tailors’ bazar (Sik el
Khayyatin); the tobacco bazar (Sik el Tétun); and the silk and
thread bazar. The gold and silver smiths’ bazar (Sik el Syagheh)
is the most curious place in the world, more like covered shambles
than anything else; all are hammering upon their tiny anvils,
working as hard as possible at what looks like barbarous rubbish
after European jewellery—every now and then you may buy a
good stone for little money. The marqueterie bazar is very pretty;
there you buy clogs or pattens, tables and chests, all inlaid with
mother-of-pearl. A bride is obliged to have her trousseau packed in
one of these monster lockers, and a pair of clogs at least a foot high,
all similarly inlaid, is part of the ¢rousseau. She walks about the
courtyard on these Oriental stilts very gracefully, and drops them
before ascending the Kd’ah, when she appears in her yellow
slippers. There are also the book bazar, the Greek bazar (Sik el
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Arwim), full of divan stuffs and embroidered jackets; the sweet

bazar (Stik el Halawiyyit), of which some few are very tasty and
pleasant ; the mercers’, the spice bazar, the box or trunk bazar,
and last, but not least, the old clo’, which is exceedingly artistic.
There is a great difference between the true Eastern bagars, and
those where they sell Manchester prints and the refuse of Europe.

At first every one used to take me to these stalls to show off
what they thought splendid goods, and were much astonished at
my saying that I would not give sixpence for all they contained.
They are the sort of things you would see on a penny stall in any
English fair. All were equally surprised at the admiration I
showed for their own beautiful things, to which they were used,
and which consequently they undervalued. As I wish now to
describe Damascus, I will keep & day’s shopping for a separate
chapter.

On the north-west side is a suburb with gardens, which is more
or less the quarter of the Turkish officers and their families. On
the north-east side is a Moslem cemetery; on the south-east,
beyond the walls, lie the Protestant, the Jewish, and the native
Christian or Catholic cemeteries; and beyond these are gardens
and olive groves. On the south-west corner are another Moslem
graveyard and another suburb. The old walls surrounding
Damascus, sometimes double like the portals, are wonderfully
interesting. They are built with those large stones which are the
wonder of the present age. In some parts there are houses on
thé top, which makes one understand how Rahab dwelt on the
town wall, and let down the spies by a cord through the window,
and how St. Paul descended in a basket. Damascus has thirteen
gates, all closed at sunset, and other inner doors, dividing the -
religious quarters; by these Christians, Moslems, and Jews are
locked into their respective quarters. The city gates are the Béb
Bherki (the eastern gate); the Bib es Saghir (little gate), to the
south ; the Béb el Jibyah, called so from a village; the Bib el Hadid
(iron gate) ; the Bib Faraj (gate of joy); the Béb Faradis (gate
of Paradise), so called from the gardens ; the Béb es Saliam (gate
of peace), to the north ; the Béb Tima (Thomas’s gate) is a north-
eastern gate; and the Béb Kisdn, so called after its founder. Near
the latter St. Paul escaped ; it was pierced in the old wall to the
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south-east, and has now been closed some 700 years. Then come
the Bib es Salahiyyeh, and the Buwwabit Allah, closing the
Maydsn, these two being outposts of the city; the Bab el Berid
and the Bib Jeirtin belonging to the great mosque; they are
called so after the two sons of Ad.

We will begin our walk at the Bib es Saghir, the little or
southern gate, a Roman portal patched by the Saracens. There
is a double gate, one belonging to each wall, for both ancient
enceintes remain in this part. Outside lies a Moslem cemetery, a
curious spot filled with little oblong, roof-shaped tombs, of brick
and mud and whitewash ; fanciful wooden green-painted cupolas,
with gilded crescents at their tops. At every headstone is an in-
scription, and a niche for a pot of water and a green branch of
myrtle; these are remewed every Friday, when the Moslems
come to pray, to cry, to gossip, and to intone the Kordn. They
certainly do not forget their dead. These mourners are chiefly
women, each looking like a walking white sugar-loaf, in their
white linen Izdrs, with their faces shrouded with the Mandil or
coloured kerchief. Here lie the warriors and statesmen of Moslem
history. The chief are the great Moawiyeh, the founder of the
Ommiad dynasty ; three of Mohammed’s wives, and the younger
Fatima, his grandchild, daughter of Ali, by the elder Fatima; Ibn
Asékir, the historian of Damascus, and Bilil el Habashi, Moham-
med’s brazen-lunged crier. 'We must mount a heap of rubbish in
the centre of this cemetery, to see a splendid view of the city, the
Salahfyyeh, and- the wild cleft of the Barada, with Hermon in the
distance. We will then keep along the wall to the south-east till
we reach Bib Kisdn, the walled-up gate near which St. Paul left
the city. “And through a window in a basket was I let down by
the wall, and escaped ” (2 Cor. xxi. 33). The window was shown
till lately. I have heard scoffers say that he chose a spot two
yards from the sentry, but I conclude, if his escape was protected
by our Lord, that this might have been permitted, o make it
more manifest. In front, amongst the walnut trees, is a little
cupola’d tomb containing the remains of one Jiryus, a porter who
befriended St. Paul, and was on that account killed; he is now
honoured as a saint and martyr. There is a rickety minaret, and
& white-domed tomb, which contains the remains of Sidi Bilal,
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1 shall lead you outside the walls till we reach Bib Tuma, and
then ride back to the Béb Sharki, as it is a most picturesque bit
of Damascus. It is a Saracen gate, and has an inscription on
the lintel concerning Sultan Kala'in, dated A.H. 634. There is
a queer old bridge near it, crossing the Barada, We will ride
outside again to look at a white-domed building, where Shaykh
Arslén is buried; here a Cufic inscription tells us that Khaléd,
“the Sword of God,” during the six years’ conquest of Syria, had
his head-quarters. We can now ride back to and through Béb
Sharki, the eastern gate, around which is the Christian quarter
and all the holy places. It is a portal with a central and two side
arches. The central and the southern have been walled up 800
years: the northern arch is now the city gate, and the eastern
entrance of Straight Street. There is, on the opposite side of the
city, an ancient western gate exactly corresponding to it: we find
this Béb el Jabyah near the Mosque es Sunanniyyeh. The central
 and northern arches have long been shut up, and the southern
only is open: an inscription on the lintel shows it was repaired by
Nur ed Din ; between the two the old Roman street ran straight as
8 knitting-needle from east to west.

‘We must now ascend the minaret, for it owns one of the best
views of Damascus. There is also much to see about Béb Sharki.
For instance, close to it lies a small underground chapel, in a cave,
which is said to be the house of Ananias, and where St. Paul was
hid. When any English Catholics come, I send for a priest, and
petition that we may have mass and communion, a petition which
is always granted. The site of the ancient Church of the Cross is
supposed to have covered this ground, but it is now no more. You
descend by steps to the scavern, which requires to be lighted for
that purpose. The house of Na’aman the leper, close outside this
gate, is now covered by a leper hospital—not a pleasant place to
visit, even for charitable purposes. The house of Judas, where
Paul lodged, is in a lane off Straight Street. One sees but a
scrap peeping out from among bazar stalls, and near it is an old
tomb covered with rags, said to be that of Ananias. The holy
places are thus but a stone’s throw from the eastern gate. Two
remarkable places seem to be but little known—old houses, which,
like all other ancient places of Damascus, have a very underground
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look, as if «Shém ” had been built over and over again, in a fresh
layer with every new master: the deeper you go, the more solid
becomes the masonry. These are the houses of SS. John and
Thomas of Damascus. The former was the medisval Arab theo-
logian and poet, the only great name produced by the «Pearl of
the East,” The latter, as Oakley and Gibbon tell us, was a
Christian knight; he is always represented in black armour
fighting against the Saracens, and after him Bib Tuma is
called.

The only other holy place I have not spoken of is the site of
St. Paul’s conversion. It is connected with three or four different
localities. The only one that realizes the scene to my mind is
that panorama of Damascus descending Jebel Kaystin, because it
is the only approach that takes one’s breath away, . Yet Moham-
med’s apochryphal visit is placed at Buwwabét Allah, and St. Paul’s
on the road from Jerusalem. ‘

The whole of the Christian churches are, I have said, gathered

about Béb Sharki, which is still the Christian quarter, as I sup-
* pose it has ever been, and will ever be.

There is the Armenian Church and convent (Catholic), very
poor. The Greek Catholic Church of Bishop Macarius is rich
enough; it has a beautiful marble altar, and a school of 150
children,

The Syrian Catholic Church and convent are poor, under
Bishop Ya'akiib, and keep a school of 180 children. These two
are on the right side of Straight Street. The Lazarist monastery,
and the good Sisters of Charity attached to it, are both French
Catholic, and instruct about 600 girls and 400 boys of all creeds
and races. I went not long ago with the Wali to attend their
annual examination. They acted plays, sang, and recited, in
Arabic, Turkish, French, and other languages. They get the
most Moslem pupils, because 8 convent is like a harim. There is
no danger of their seeing the other sex, or of their learning board-
ing school manners and miscellaneous information, so they have
no prejudice against sending their children there. The Pasha
was very liberal, and gave the nuns a present of £25. Their
hospital likewise treats all nations, and more Moslems than any
other creed ; 65,000 cases passed through their hands in 1869.
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The monastery of Terra Santa (Spanish Franciscans) is poor.
The Maronite Catholic, although not wealthy, has a new school of
20 children, and is under Padre Musa, acting for the Patriarch,
who lives in the Lebanon.

Still in the Christian quarter, but nearer the middle of it, is
the Greek Orthodox Cathedral, a large, conspicuous red building,
safe under the wing of Russian influence, and full of riches—
marbles and paintings and silver plate; it is worth looking at,
though modern. Attached to it is the Patriarchate, and school of
500 children. All this quarter was burnt and the Christians
massacred in 1860, of which there are still black and charred
reminders. There is nothing splendid to show you, but we will
just peep into each of them, that you may feel satisfied you have
left nothing undone. 'We will, then, take a cup of coffee with dear
Mare Bigod, the Reverend Mother of the Sisters of Charity, also
with my confessor, Fray Emmanuel Forner, superior of the Fran-
cisan monks, a venerable man, who looks as if he had been carved
out of an old oak-tree. 'We will also see the two bishops—Matrin
Macarius, of the Greek Catholic Church, a holy, mild, benignant
ecclesiastic, a true Eastern gentleman, with the sweetest manners
and voice, and speaking the purest Arabic; thence we will visit
Bishop Ya'akib of the Syrian Catholic Church, and with two
bishops’ blessings we should go home content.

I have asked you to imagine that you are paying me, your
cicerone, a visit at Damascus. I also write for those who really
know nothing about the city, for those who will not read heavy
literature. I do not mean to speak disrespectfully of the Cru-
saders, but when we remember that Damascus was founded by Uz,
son of Aram, son of Shem, son of Noah, and that it was already
existing, perhaps flourishing, in the time of Abraham, who lived
round about the city, and that Abraham was born in the year
2008 A.M., it does seem to make the Crusaders rather modern, Her
history should be divided into six periods, for six times she has
changed masters, six times she has been sacked, looted, and
burnt, and six times she has risen Pheenix-like out of her own
ashes. She is the only real Eternal City. We know she was
independent for 1450 years, but how much longer before that we
cannot trace. Then the Babylonian and Persian monarchs held
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her for 417 years, the Greeks for 248, the Romans for 699, the
Saracens for 441 years, and the Turks, who possess her now, have
ruled for 374 years. '

Let me quote my American friend :—

“The early history of Damascus is shrouded in the mists of a hoary
antiquity. Leave the matters written of in the first eleven chapters of the
Old Testament out, and no recorded event has occurred in the world but
Damascus was in existence to receive the news of it. Go back as far as you
will into the vague past, there was always a Damascus. In the writings
of every century for nearly 400 years its name has been mentioned and
its praises sung. To Damascus years are only moments, decades are only
flitting trifles of time. She measures time not by days, months, and years,
but by the empires she has seen rise and prosper and crumble to ruin.
She is a type of immortality. She saw the foundations of Ba'albec, and
Thebes, and Ephesus laid.”

[He might have added Babylon, Nineveh, Palmyra and
Jerusalem.]

“She saw these villages grow into mighty cities and amaze the world
with their grandeur, and she has lived to see them desolate, deserted, and
given over to the owls and bats. She saw the Israelitish Empire exalted,
and she saw it annihilated. She saw Greece rise and flourish two thousand
years, and die. In her old age she saw Rome built, she saw it overshadow
the world with its power ; she saw it perish. The few hundreds of years
of Genoese and Venetian splendour and might were to grave old Damascus
only a trifling scintillation hardly worth remembering. Damascus has
seen all that ever occurred upon earth, and still she lives. She has looked
upon the dry bones of a thousand empires, and will see the tombs of a

‘thousand more before she dies. Though another claims the name, old
Damascus is by right the Eternal City.”

Mark Twain is the only tourist in Syria who has spoken the
plain truth about the country, good when it deserves and bad
when necessary. There is no glamour over those sharp Yankee
eyes, Three books always rode in my saddle pocket wherever I
went—the Bible for the ancient history, for the truth of our
Saviour’s lifo and doings, and the manners and customs of the
people; Tancred for the sublime; and the “ New Pilgrim’s Pro-
gress” for the ridiculous.

Mr. Porter believes that the earliest wanderers after the dis-
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persion of Babel would be brought to the banks of the Abana;
that sauch a site once found would be occupied, and that once
occupied it would never be deserted. He also says that “not only
can no city lay claim to such high antiquity, but that few can vie
with it in the importance of the events which have happened
within its walls. Twice it has been the capital of great emperors.
At one time its monarch ruled from the shores of the Atlantic to
the Himalayas and the banks of the Indus. This was in the time
of Moawiyah, the first Khalif of the Omiades, who adorned the city
gorgeously; he also appropriated the great mosque, which the
Khalif el Walid refitted at a vast expense. Next come the
Crusades under Baldwin and Conrad and Louis VIL, and then
Nur ed Din and Saléh ed Din (Saladin). Her riches must have
been royally splendid until Tamerlane, whom the citizens still
call El Wahsh, the wild beast, in 1401 ordered a hideous massacre,
which was copied in 1860. Of that magnificence, you see, there
are only a few decayed remains, which are more attractive than
the new grandeur of any other city. But they make one sad—oh !
so very sad. The writings of the fathers of the Eastern Church,
antiquities, MSS,, silk divans ornamented with gold and jewels,
rich fabrics, libraries filled with rare literature, Arabesqued walls
and ceilings, palaces with marble halls and inlaid fountains, all dis-
appeared under the horse-hoofs of “El Wahsh.,” It is said that
only one Christian family escaped, and their descendants have
handed down for five centuries the story of this reign of terror.
In 1500, Sultan Salim took the city, and the Turks have held
it ever since. In 1830, Ibrahim Pasha entered the gates in
triumph, and they were then for the first time opened to Euro-
peans and ‘Christians; before his day it was as inaccessible as
Mecca. The first British Consul, Mr. Farren, rode through it in
full uniform, protected by Egyptian soldiers and a band of
Jannissaries, amid curses loud and deep, only suppressed through
fear. He must have been a brave man. Its station among the
capitals of the world has been so uniform, that the presence of
the throne never seems to have advanced its internal welfare, nor
did royal removals cause decay. It has existed and prospered
alike under Persian despotism, Grecian anarchy, Roman patron-
age, and it exists and prospers still under Turkish oppression
E
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and misrule. Though it has never rivalled Nineveh, Babylon,
nor Thebes, it has not resembled them in the greatness of their
fall. In short, Damascus is an excellent monument of the Italian
proverb, “ Chi va piano va sano, e chi va sano va lontano.”
Now we have arrived at the castle near Bib el Hadid (Gate of
Iron). The ramparts, towering above everything, are 280 yards
long, and 200 broad, and the old broken down building occupies
the whole of the north-west corner of the city. It is partly fronted
by a moat, which can be filled from the river. The stones are
very large, and probably purloined from the old walls; the walls
are of great height, and the heavy, massive flanking towers are
somewhat imposing—but it is nothing but a mere shell.
In the middle of the seed bazar, where we now stand, there is
a magnificent Moorish gateway, the spacious interior lighted by
nine lofty domes, and supported by massive piers. This is the
Khan As’ad Pasha. At the end of this Sk is one of the most
splendid houses in Damascus, with seven courts and saloons,
gorgeously decorated ; it still belongs to his descendants. You
want to know what a Khan is. It is a large covered courtyard,
with rooms, often double-storied, opening on to a balcony running
all around, and looking into the hollow square. A poor Khan
may be a mere shed, but this is the use of all, great and little:
it is the native form of the hotel, where caravans and individuals
“put up, a8 in an inn, The baggage is stowed away, the animals
are picketted in the court, the owners lie on their rugs, and if a
higher class man comes, he may have a room. Some of the grand
Khans, like this, for instance, when built in the cities, contain
counting-houses, stores, and business-rooms. There were only
Khans half a century ago, and Damascus is still full of them.
You never see a native, unless he be thoroughly Europeanized, at
Demetri’s. They all go to their own Caravanserais. Close by
this Khan is the school established by Nur ed Din, and his tomb
is in the tailors’ bazar hard by. Not far from the Mosque runs
a narrow street, containing two very fine buildings opposite each
other. On our left is the Mausoleum of Melek ed Zahir Bibars,
built by his son, Melek es Safd, in A.Dp. 1277. Opposite is a
mosque, school, and his own mausoleum, all erected by himself,
The little mosque is very beautiful, covered with mosaic, a gold
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ground, and green palm-trees. Such was the whole of the Great
Mosque before it was despoiled.

Come and see the interior of the Moslem school. Here are
rows of boys sitting cross-legged, learning to write. Notica the
long brass inkstands in every girdle, and the reed pens in their
right hands; how they take the paper in the left hand, crumple
it, and write as fast from right to left as we do in our way. The
master is explaining to me their studies—Reading, "Riting, 'Rith-
metic, and the Kordn, but not our fourth R—Revolution. He
is now expounding the Book, and they are learning to write
sentences correctly, to understand their import, and to learn them
by heart. This is considered an ample education, and it is not
every one who can do so much. The tomb of Melek es Said’s
father adjoins the school, a very ancient and picturesque house,
with a green, cemetery-like, melancholy court, containing a
large fountain full of gold-fish. The tomb, in another adjoin-
ing court, is in a terrible state of decay. All these buildings
belong to the mosque. When furnished with slippers we ‘enter
and see the prettiest Mosque in the city, the Jémi’a es Suna-
niyyeh, so called after Senin Pasha. He built it in 1581, whilst
he was Wali, and he has left his mark upon the city, Its minaret
is covered with green glazed tiles, which flash gaily in the sun.
The interior is full of antique columns of porphyry and marble,
a really splendid sight, showing what the Turk could do three
centuries ago. We now pass the somewhat dilapidated mauso-
lenm of Abu Obeidah ibn Aljerah, who commanded the Moslems
at the capture of the city. He died [at fifty-eight years of age, in
the pestilence following the Six Years’ War, during which he was
Commander-in-Chief. Hence the eighteenth year of the Hegira
(A.p. 1640) is known in history as “the year of the mortality.”

‘We now pass the armourers’ and narghileh stalls, and here we
see Bedawin buying up old guns which, barring accidents, can do
little harm either to neighbours or travellers. Then we come to
a square block, the Serai, or palace, adjoining which are the
prison, the offices of the Commander-in-Chief, the new large
barracks built by Ibrahim Pasha, the courts of justice, the Diwan,
or municipal chambers, the Government offices, and the British
Consulate. All these will not much interest you or me,
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That little street (it is only big enough to admit one horse at a
time), opposite the British Consulate, will lead us to the horse-
market, and it is very lively early on Friday morning. You will
there see every kind of kaddish (5. e., underbred beasts), all sizes,
shapes, colours, and prices; also mules, donkeys, and camels.
As in the bazars, every costume appears, the wearers sitting on
little stools, drinking coffee, buying and selling, haggling and
discussing the merits of their property. I do not say that you
cannot pick up for a trifle a useful beast that would carry baggage
or serve as & mount for your cook, but certainly none show race
or blood. I often come down to look on, put my horses up at the
Khan opposite, and breakfast at the hotel, which you see is but a
stone’s throw distant.

The group of patient, small donkeys for hire lead a curious
life. They live at Salahiyyeh ; in the morning, at daylight, yon
hear a tremendous whooping and rushing, and shortly past your
windows fly about fifty of these four-legged slaves quite merrily,
with their heels in the air. They have been browsing all night
on Allah knows what. This is their stand—they are hired during
the day for a very small sum. They never look tired, the boys
never own the truth, but they must often be worked off their legs.
They are unshod, 8o as not to slip on the stones. At dusk they
come back as they went, but not so jauntily. I always quarrel
with the donkey lads. They point a stick and drive it in, so that
every poor beast has two raws on each side of his crupper. As I
always take the stick, break it, and throw it away, they all
know me so well now that, a3 you may notice, all hide or drop
their implements of torture when they see me coming.

We can now visit the Tekiyyeh and its beautiful Mosque,
which I mentioned on my entrance to Damascus. We cross the
Barada by a wooden bridge, and ride up the bank of the river.
This is the little Merj, and the Abana (?) or Barada winds through
it like a serpent.. Can you see any reason why it should be
celebrated—and will you not agree with me, that if it were not for
the domes and needles of the Tekiyyeh, and the picturesque
mosques and mausoleums peeping out of the green, that it would
greatly resemble a marshy English common ?

I will not take you now to the Mayddn; we will go there in a




4 General View of Damascus. 53

day or two. I am trying for to-day only, to show you Damascus
on Murray’s plan, and to make it as light as heavy work can be.
But this will be your dullest ride; after which I mean to go
upon my own plan, and I have saved all the best things for
that purpose. You have already gone over some ground, though
you think that I have shown you but little. But we must not
tire ourselves, a3 we shall escort the “Haj” to-morrow. One
advantage is, that, no matter where you are,'you are seeing
Oriental life in its purest and most unadulterated form.

Nore.—The Bible references wanted in Damascus are :—Genesis xv. 2; 2 Kings
or 2 Bamuel viii. 5, 6, ix. 9, 10; 8 Kings or 1 Kings xiii. 18, xx. 84; 4 Kings or
2 Kings ix. 7—16; 1 Pmﬁpomenon or Chronicles xvi, 2, 8, xviii. 5, 6; Ezekiel

xxvii. 16; Isaiah vii. 8; Amos i 5; 4 Kings or 2 Kings v.; 2 Cor. xxl. 83, 83;
Acts ix. and xxii.
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CHAPTER VL
DESCRIPTION OF THE HAJ, AND WHAT WE SAW.

Or the great religious fétes, preparatory to, and the departure of,
the Meccan caravan from Damascus through the desert to Mecca.
" The pilgrims have been collecting here from all parts of the
East this month past, and have swelled to several thousands. They
will go to Mecca and Medinah, and return in about four months.
This is the great religious event of the year. The pilgrims, Persian,
Kurds, Turkmans, and other travellers from Central Asia, began to
enter Damascus in early Ramazan. They lodge in the city, and
are mostly traders. All sell their horses here,and purchase camels
for the desert march; and therefore horses are cheap, and this is
the time to buy useful beasts, as the market is overflowing with
them. Their next move is to a village about two days’ distance
ride to the south, where a great bazar will be held. The caravan
will then be joined by scattered pilgrims who have delayed at
Damascus till the last moment, and thence they will march in a
compact body, with escort and artillery, upon El Medinah, in
seventy-four marches.

The ceremonies whigh I am about to describe are termed in
Moslem theology Bida's, or religious innovations, unknown to the
Prophet’s day, novelties to be tolerated, but, per s, unpraiseworthy.
Huge tapers, for instance, are, strictly speaking, not admissible in
the mosque, which during night prayers should never be lighted
with fire. The only artificial illumination should be just enough
to show the floor. The Markab, or procession of the Shumia
(waxen tapers) and the Zayt (oil) for the mosques of Mecca and
El Medinah, took place the first day. The former articles were

Al



Deseription of the Haj, and what we Saw. 65

carried, not from the mosque, as strangers suppose, but from the
place of manufacture in the Zukak el Muballat, which during the
last three years has been that of Darwaysh Agha Tarazi Bashi
(the head tailor). Tenders are made for so many kantars (five
hundred-weights) of pure wax, and the expense is defrayed by
the Wakf el Haramayn (foundation money of the sacred places),
instituted by the Sultan S8alim, conqueror of Egypt, in A.n. 1517.
The oil is made at the Ma’asarat el Suk, in the village of Kafr
Susi, and it must be Zayt Baladi Mazit (pure country oil). The Ratl
(four and a half pounds) this year cost thirteen and a half piastres
(2s.23d.). The procession of the Yaum el Shama, or the Day of the
Candles, began with a military band of regulars (Nizam), and the
total instruments numbered about forty—we counted tem brass,
nine flutes, two drums, cymbals, and others; then came a green
flag, fringed with dark red, and inscribed with religious sentiments
in the same colour. This is intended for the escort, which of late
years consisted of regulars only, the Sepahiyeh and the Bashi
Bazouks having become obsolete. Followed a troop of Muezzins,
prayer callers of the great Amawi Mosque, led by a Shaykh in a
brown cloak with a black hood. These men, who are the most
fanatical, smiled at my husband as he looked out of the Consulate
windows, and some who were near enough to speak, said, “ How is
it you are not with us?” Both sides of the Tarik el Serayeh, or
paved street leading to the Wali’s Serai (the Governor-General’s
palace), formerly called Konak, were guarded by Zabtiyeh, or
policemen, with fixed bayonets, and dressed in brown cloaks and
hoods. Each line was led by an officer with drawn sword. The
Muezzins were followed by seven men bearing incense burners
(Mabkhar) ; of these, one was silver and the others silver-gilt.
Then came the tapers. The nine first were carried like
hammocks by two men: about a foot in diameter, they were
covered with shawls and variegated chintz. The rest were two
bouquets of tapers, and borne before the bosom like a baby, and
eighteen smaller candles, for which one porter apiece sufficed.
The wicks were about equal to a one-inch rope. Behind them
marched another guard of Zabtiyehs, and lastly came a gathering |
of the people. The tapers were carried past the Serai of the
Mushir to the Kilar Khaneh, or the commissariat department of
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the Haj: then they are put into cases, and on the third day,
Yaum el Mahmal, they will be sent on to Mazarib.

On the second day the sun shone bright, and the air was cold
and clear, All was propitious for the Yaum el Sanjak, or the day
of the procession of the Sanjak Sherif, the Holy Standard. The
Mahmal and the Sanjak, Holy Banner, were carried from their
usual place, the Kilar Khaneh, or commissariat, to the mosque of
the Sanjakdar, when the afternoon prayers were recited. After
being displayed to the faithful in the audience hall of the
military Serai, both were escorted back with the usual ceremonies.
The Sanjak Sherif is the flag used by the Caliph Omar, of con-
quering fame, and it is deposited in a huge gold étus (cordiform),
which is borne upon the banner-pole. The relic is carefully
preserved in the Kilar or the military Serai, and never appears
save on this day. This is what they say at Damascus, but it
appears to be confounded with the Sanjak Sherif of Constanti-
nople, which is described as Ayesha’s tent-curtain, and also as the
turban of the Sahib (disciple) Sahhm. This holy banner, after
belonging to the Ommeiade and Abbaside dynasties of Damascus
and Baghdad, was carried to Cairo by the Fatimites, and was
brought back to Damascus by Salim I, and thence conveyed to
Constantinople by the well-known Grand-Vizier Senan Pasha, who
left in this city many traces of his munificence. It annually
performed the pilgrimage, and now it is one of the relics deposited
under the charge of the Kiz Aghasi, Head Eunuch in the upper
Serai, Constantinople, in the chamber known as Khirkai Sherif
Odasi, of the holy mantle. No Christians, and few Moslems, are
allowed to see it. The other banners, viz., the Sanjak Sherif of
Damascus and of Cairo, are mere emblems of military power—the
cordiform gold étus contains papers on religious subjects. A gun
sounded at 2-30 p.m., and the Sanjak issued from the fort upon
Stk Surreyyah, or sadlers’ bazar, with military band and escort.
The windows were occupied by women of all ranks and ages, and
the streets whence the procession could be viewed were covered
with motley sight-seers, After the band came ten {lags of various
colours, one white, two green, and the rest red ; all of them were
worked with gold, four were small banners, with staves stuck in
the musket barrels; the other six were of larger dimensions,
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gradually increasing in size as they were nearer the holy
banner, and were borne in banner-holders at the soldiers’ right
side. The incense burners and the muezzins preceded the Sanjak,
which was in charge of three men, one holding the staff, and the
other two the stays of gold and green stuff. The étus of the holy
banner is sent from Constantinople when the old flag is worn out,
also on special occasions, as when a Sultan succeeds to the throne.
It was worked over with the usual citations from the Kordn, and
sundry talismans of gilt metal were attached to the lower apex.
The flag itself was in a stiff covering, and all the material was
kasab (brocade) of green and gold. It was duly lowered when
being carried into the Masjid el Sanjakdar. When the holy banner
accompanies the Sultan and the Grand-Vizier to the field it has
- an especial guard of the stoutest and bravest slaves of the palace,
and these bear the title of “Sanjakdars.” As the holy banner
entered the passage a gun fired, and the Wali and Mushir recited
the afternoon prayers (el Asr). At 3 p.m. another gun directed
the procession to be resumed, and it passed up the Stk Surujiyeh
in the order before mentioned, band, thurifer-bearers, Muezzins
chanting hymns, and flags. Amongst them appeared a diminu-
tive dervish in a ragged and patched red coat and a worked
fool’s-cap with fur fringe, and carrying a symbol of his craft,
which resembled a double bladed battle-axe or a javelin, six feet
long. The Sanjak was followed by a guard and a crowd of people,
and for that night it was deposited in the Serai of the Mushir.

Accompanied by the Kawwasses, we attended the ceremony
throughout, and the officer commanding the escort kindly placed
us in & conspicuous position whence the procession could be
viewed. The spectators did not show a trace of ill-feeling, but
quite the reverse.

The third day was the grand day of the fétes, and it opemed
with fine clear weather, ice appearing on the pavement. My
husband and I and one friend drove in Abd el Kadir’s carriage,
then nearly the only one in the town, to the new Kishlet el
Maydén (Maydan barracks), where we met the Wali, or Governor-
General, and the Mushir, or Commander-in-Chief, of the Wilayet of
Syria. These barracks are in the heart of the Maydén, or southern
suburb of Damascus, which is peopled by the most fanatical of the



58 . The Inner Lafe of Syria.

middle and the lower classes, and where religious and political out.
breaks generally begin; but we were received with all possible
civility—the soldiers presented arms to us; not a taunting word
was said, nor did any one spit—a few years ago we should have
been stoned. The people smiled and seemed to take it as & com-
pliment—the presence of strangers, who were anxious to witness
their festivitiea. The streets were crowded all day with pilgrims
and sight-seers: their behaviour was perfect. This procession is
for the departure of the “ Mahmal ” which represents the State
Litter, in which Ayesha, the Prophet’s wife, rode from Damascus,
and the joining of the Haj, or pilgrimage caravan. All Damascus,
men, women and children, were in best attire, The harfms of the
wealthy driving, others riding horses, asses, and camels, and
crowds on foot, repaired at 8 a.m. towards the suburb E1 Maydén.
The narrow bazars were in places blockaded, and the house-tops
were variegated with many-coloured dresses—not a few were
there. It was a true carnivaleita delle donne, and all seemed
greatly to enjoy their holiday. Amongst the multitude the
Persians and Turkmans were distinguished by their caps and huge
cloaks of sheepskin; the dark Hindostan, the Afghans with large
white turbans, and the Moghrabis and West Africans in the normal
white burnous were plentiful. There were Samarkand and Bok-
hara Moslems, with flat faces, flat noses, pigs’ eyes, vacant stare,
hair pale brown, or yellow, like Russians; hardly any, or very
scanty beards, huge ragged turbans, no colour, wound round
shaggy fur caps.

Turkish soldiers in zouave uniforms, Persian pilgrims in felt
and purple beards (dyed with henna). They used to wear
lambskin I was told, but it was out of fashion. They were fine
stalwart fellows, and wore close-fitting long-skirted coats, of a
shawl pattern, or coloured broad-cloth—mostly green, and richly
braided. There were pale-faced Jews, with the peculiar expres-
sion, lips, and features of their race.

Dervishes go to knots of women, sing or recite for their benefit
blessings on the Prophet, or verses in praise of charity. Dis-
hevelled hair and flowing matted beard fall over shoulders and
chest. Felt cap, or Taj, on head ; leopard or deer or gazelle skin
bang about their shoulders; huge wooden beads hang down from
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neck to girdle. He carries either a real calabash, or coco ds mer
Kaj Kul, or tin imitation of one. Women drop into it small coins
or bits of bread. Dervishes wander about with tom-toms and fifes,
to collect alms. There was one at the Serai, at the Mushir’s feet.
His face was very interesting. Damascus Moslems wear fur
pelisses, and have a peculiar face, with a sinister expression,
bleached skins, black hands, and look bilious.

The Druzes wear huge white peculiar turbans wound rourd the
tarbush, which has no tassel (this is a sign of Government employ-
ment). Black or green cloaks—blue garments—here and there a
fine mare. They despise all, but do not show it; are inwardly
sneering, but outwardly exchange many a gossip.

I record these, my first impressions, as we passed through the
Dervishiyeh quarter, the Sunanfyyeh bazar, and Béb Musalla, to
Maydén.

There were guides and guards with matchlocks and swords. I
saw swarthy skins, wild faces, fierce eyes; incongruous variety of
costume—some flowing, some scanty, some new and bright, others
old and grimy. Mules and camels were laden with merchandize for
the annual fair at Mazarib. Children out for a holiday riding on
the tops of bales. Some merchants on ambling ponies, asses,
dromedaries, and on foot. Kalachjés, stout young Damascenes, wore
a dress which was a cross between town and desert costume. They
took short runs, jumps, and skips, playing antics; every two or
three hundred yards they would stop, form a ring, and dance
sword dances; others made sham fights, and would skip about,
brandish and twirl long guns, point muskets to earth, and fire and
load, as they do in Dahome, said Captain Burton.

Detachments of foot-soldiers piled their muskets on both sides
of the Maydén street (almost a mile), and all presented arms to
us as we passed. Our rendezvous was at the Maydan barracks,
built like those of the Christian quarter, Kishlat Bib el Sharki,
since the massacre of 1860, in order to control the disorders of the
population. We were received by the officer in command, and
were shown into an upper room, which had been prepared for us.
Nothing could exceed the civility of those on duty, The pro-
cession began at 9.30 am. with the appearance of three Tabl
(kettle drums) preceding twelve camels, that bore well-worn tents
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of green and yellow cotton, boxes of carpets for the mosques of
Mecca and Medinah, cash, and presents. These are the property of
the Surrat Amini (Confidant of the Purse). Representing the
Sultan, he is charged with remitting to the holy cities the
legacies and annuities which belong to them (Murattibat). Each
box is padlocked and tied up in calico, sealed with the Pasha’s
seal. Then came four kettle drums, preceding thirty horsemen,
who were escort to the baggage of the Emir el Haj—the Pasha
in charge of the caravan. The Wali is the Sultan Emir el Haj,
but the actual work is done by deputy, and the Pasha in charge
of the caravan this year is Mohammed Bozo Pasha, a Damascus
Kurd, who succeeded Mohammed Pasha, also a Kurd of Damascus,
and is in charge of the Government presents to the holy cities.
Irregular troops have been supplanted by regulars. There are
four battalions (Ballat), each of 112 men. There is no Bashat el
Askar now, as there used to be, and the troops are under the com-
mand of a simple Bimbashi. These horsemen will pass the night
at the Masjid el Kadém. The foot-print outside the Buwwabet
Allah (the Gate of God), called in Turkish Misr Kapusi, the
Egyptian gate of the southern suburb. The tradition of the
foot-print is that Mohammed, the apostle of God, halted here, but
refused to enter the city, saying, “Man could only enter one
paradise, and he preferred to wait for the eternal one.” However,
as I have said more than once, there is only one situation which.
would provoke that speech according to my idea, and that is from
Jebel Kaystn. Here, however, is shown the foot-print of his
camel—which he must besides have sent in to the Great Mosque,
as there is another foot-print shown there, if this legend be true.
The horsemen were followed by camels carrying the baggage of
the Emir el Haj. They were fancifully decorated, and had
garters formed of mirrors set in tinsel. These were followed by
the pilgrims’ baggage and litters—Mukaffat or Maheri, in the
Hejaz called Shugduf. The latter were two substantial cradles
slung on each side of the camel, like donkeys’ panniers, and
covered with a small green and blue awning, like a tent, upon
which floated a red pennon. Among the camels were horsemen
and a few women. The latter, in izér and veil, looked like
extingunishers, and rode spirited horses, of course, en cavalier
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(astride like a man), and caracoled over a pavement as slippery
as glass.

There was a pause which enabled me to take notes. Tents of
three poles, eight or- ten feet long, like piled muskets, supporting
ragged canvas extempore tents, under which sat a vendor on a
carpet, surrounded by wooden boxes, trays of sweetmeats, parched
grain, dates, etc. Here baskets of pickled turnips and beetroot,
khamio eaten as kitchen with dry bread ; there sherbet and water
men, with their peculiar cry, tinkling their brass cups, sellers of
liquorice-water (it grows everywhere here in the plains). The
skin is slung on the back ; he carries it under the right arm, brass
spout in right hand, and clattering his bright brass saucers, chaunts,
“0 Bountiful one! cool and refleshing, purify thy blood.” Sellers
of bread, cakes, fruit, and other eatables, hawk about goods in
crowds. Each has a peculiar street cry, and all try to outvie each
other as to who shall cry the loudest. Women of doubtful
character, only seen on such days, veils drawn aside, go into shops
and drink drams, and show painted cherry cheeks and eyes black-
rimmed with kohl, looking like a washed sweep or a half-cleaned
collier.

Presently a band struck up; it was composed of fifes, horns,
cymbals, cornets, and pagoda-like instruments in brass, hung
around with bells. It was wild and wailing music, more con-
ducive to melancholy than to fighting. A flourish of trumpets
announced the approach of the cavalry escort, which preceded
the carriage of their excellencies the Wali and the Mushir. The
soldiers ran to unpile and present arms. The chief civil and
military authorities came up to the room which they had prepared
for us, and we were presented with coffee and cigarettes. The
Wali was most kind, and explained everything to me. I learnt
that the escort were Bedawin Anazeh, enrolled expressly for pro-
tecting the caravan; not regulars in point of discipline, and
ignorant of regular drills, nor irregulars, because they wear a
uniform, have their own horses, and are supplied by Govern-
ment with short rifles, revolvers, and carbines. They ride ir
double file; the four foremost (Sultan’s jesters) have tomtoms one
each side of the saddle bow, and strike them with short pieces of
thick, strong leather, and are heard from afar. They hold their
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reins with their teeth whilst playing. The Bashi Bazouks are,
however (of course), irregular. The great display of Staff Engineers,
of Arab thoroughbreds, of casty dromedaries, and of wild Bedawin
matchlockmen was mterestmg in the extreme,

Now the formal procession began. Then came two lines of
Zabtiyeh, policemen, led by Mustafa Bey, Mir Alai, or Colonel, a
very fanatical man. They were followed by the mounted band of
the 1st Cavalry Regiment and some 200 troopers—these were
dressed in scarlet tunics and dark knickerbockers, with white cap
covers: & new uniform and very effective. All had spring carbines,
and they were bound to Mazarib. Then came the artillery, two
brass guns on green carriages, with gunners on foot. They are
proceeding to Mecca, whilst a saluting battery awaits the pro-
cession outside the gate. The next comspicuous object was the
empty Takhtarawan, or the litter of the Emir el Haj. It was a
gilt thing, like the lord-mayor’s coach, with carved strong poles,
half looking-glass, so that one could see all around, curtains and
carpets, and a lamp attached in front. It was borne by two mules
fore and aft, and four extra mules were led in front of it to change,
with red caparisons, pointed peaked saddles of red cloth, and
embroidered with yellow braid. The necessary expenses of a
comparatively rich man’s pilgrimage in a Takhtarawin from
Damascus may average, I am told, 50,000 piastres, 500 napoleons
(£400).

The hire of a camel, 1800 piastres (a piastre is 2d.); Takhtara-
wiin, 18,000 piastres; and for a simple litter, 6400. The caravan
carries with it sums which can be ill spared from Syria. Formerly
Constantinople bore the onus, but now it is shifted to Damascus.
The Treasurer of the great Haj claims 85,000 napoleons (7000
purses of 500 piastres each). About two months after the main
body, starts the Jardeh, or reinforcement, a camel Céfilah number-
ing 700, including 200 soldiers, who follow with a supply of pro-
visions, and who act as escort as far as Hediyyah, three days
north of El Medinah. This Jardeh also absorbs about 1500
purses. The total, therefore, would be about 42,500 napoleons,
which in Syria would be equal to a quarter of a million in
England.

Now followed officers of local, civil, and military staffs, glitter-
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ing uniforms, and brilliant decorations, sables, flowing robes, bright
coloured cloths lined with fur; field officers in full dress uniform,
with rich housings of gold, epaulettes, and military orders. They
were mounted upon the finest mares in Damascus, probably from
Nejd, onlyseen on suchdays,and one flea-bitten grey made me almost
unhappy for the day with envy. A blood horse seldom costs here
less than 200 or 300 napoleons, but a mare has no price—she is
too precious. She might be £40,000in shares, if one of the three
real old races, and her pedigree beyond dispute. After the military
came the Ulem4, riding, with broad gold bands and green scarves
wrapped round their red fezzes, over coats of peach blossom, and
several were decorated. The first was the Alim Mohammed
Effendi Munayyer, and Mullah Effendi, Supreme Judge; he wore
over a white turban a strip or band of plain gold lace. Secondly
came the Naib (Assistant Kadi), S8afd Effendi Istawani, and lastly
the Muffetish (Inspector) and Kadi of the city, Mohammed Izzat
Effendi, wearing all his orders. The students came with the
Ulem4, wearing turbans and bands of various widths and colours,
showing their respective offices or college degrees. The Mufti
(legal adviser and expounder of the law) was not present. All
were preternaturally grave, and desperately official.

The Ulemé immediately preceded the Mahmal or royal litter,
which was full dressed in green and gold, with silver finials at
each corner and at the summit. Massive gold fringes hung down
to the camel’s knees, with inscriptions embroidered in gold thread.
It is vulgarly supposed to represent the tent of Ayesha, and
afterwards of Zubaydah Khatum, wife of the Caliph Haroun el
Raschid. The camel has been dressed at the military Serai,
head stall and trappings to match the Mahmal, She is laden,
and consigned to the Pasha of the Haj, who gives a written
receipt for her, to be returned when he has led back the caravan.
The camel goes to Mecca as often as she can, and is never put
to servile work or drudgery. The Cairene Mahmal dates from
the days of the Egyptian Sultan Salih Nejm ed Din, whose
slave wife, Shajarat el Durr, made herself Queen of Egypt, and
performed her pilgrimage in a litter of this kind. The custom
was continued after her death by the Mameluke Sultan Zahir in
AH, 670 (A.p. 1272). Out of the Mahmal gazed a man of the
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people; he looked like a majniin, or madman, and probably was
one. They are much respected, as their souls are supposed to be
already with God. The crowd kiss and cling to the Mahmal.

- It was followed by the Sanjak, before alluded to, and in rear of
this were two Shaykhs, Darwayshes, or Santons, riding camels.
They were naked to the waist, and very dirty; their bare heads
were nearly bald, and they swayed from side to side like men
possessed. And they have to do this all throughout the journey.
They are supposed to be in an ecstacy of devotion, and to be dead
to this world,

These Santons were followed by the Emir el Haj, Mohammed
Bozo Pasha (a son of Ahmed Agha, chief of the Bashi Bazouks),
chosen this year for the tenth time. His cortége was brought up
by two lines of irregulars. Then the troop of kettledrums pre-
ceded a troop of nearly 100 Agayl Arabs from the vicinity of
Baghdad, Hamah, Sukneh, and other places. They ride Hijins,
dromedaries of tolerable blood, many with metal pommels, worked
saddle bags, and tassels, and the odour of the pitch with which
they had been treated was very strong. Nothing could be more
picturesque than these men in the ragged dress of the desert.
They guided their beasts with a little crook of almond wood
called mashab ; some had Arab swords, and others long-barrelled
guns, in fringed and tasselled bags of leather, termed in El Hejaz
Gushat. They are brave, but they tell me they avail nothing
against regular infantry. Behind this last item of the cortége
came camels bearing hide-bound sahhdrabs, or seamens’ chests,
which contain the pilgrims’ luggage and merchandize,

Crowds were pressing to .and from the city gates. The whole
pessed with silent tread on the hard paved macadam road. It
seemed liked a vision of the past floating before or defiling

t us.

Pa'sThe Wali and the Mushir then descended to receive the Amir
el Haj outside the gates, who, with the Mahmal and Sanjak, was
proceeding to the Masjid el Kadam, and we followed in Abd el
Kadir’s carriage. 'We drove through the Maydén suburb about a
mile. It has a good pavement, and gutters on the sides, not in
the centre. It was made by the present Wali. It is comparatively
straight, and is from forty to one hundred feet wide. There is a
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raised causeway in the cemtre. All are in best clothes and
gaudiest colours. Here great men ride in gilt saddles upon mares
or white asses ; some stand and lounge, smoke, and drink coffee.
The women occupy cleared-out shops filled with raised benches,
children on shelves, also the walls and roofs, to see over the heads
of the crowd. The windows are all full. Every inch is occupied
with women, perched up in white or blue izir, carrying
children.

We passed through the southern gate leading to Mecca,
about which is the tradition of Mohammed. Going along, on each
side we see shops and stalls,” bales of goods, French liqueurs,
Manchester cottons, Swiss handkerchiefs, Baghdad abbas, Persian
carpets, tombak for smoking in narghflehs. At the gate itself is
the custom-house, officers, and guards,

The mosque, where is the sacred camel, at the end of the
Maydén, contains the tomb of Shaykh Saad el Din, Jebbawi, of
Jebbah village, founder of Saadiyeh Dervishes.  The camel is
led up to the window, and the Shaykh in charge of the mosque
has the special privilege of giving it balls of kneaded dough,
almonds, and sugar. Sometimes it eats all, and sometimes drops
all, but the crowd eagerly scramble for the sacred crumbs. There
is another Saad in the gardens near the Mayddn, and also a
Shaykh Saad, a black slave, in a plain of the same name, one
hour from N’dws, in the Hauran, After about a mile and a half
we found a tent pitched upon a musalla, or praying platform, at
a spot called the Bab el Kaabah, gate of the Kaabah. To the
east is the now ruinous dome and mosque El Isili. On the west
is the little village Karriyet el Kadam, containing the Masjid
el Kadam, mosque of the footprint.. Here, on the sill of the
gouthern windows, a polished mark like a man’s sole seven and a
half inches long, and apparently lacking toes, raised on the white
limestone by courtesy called marble, is shown as the footprint of
the Prophet when he made the Mirsj, or nocturnal journey to
heaven. The footprint of the accompanying archangel used also
to be shown in the adjoining window-sill, till it was removed to
Constantinople by the mother of the late Sultan. Some Moslems
say that this night journey was made from Jerusalem, but this is
supposed to be the spot where the Prophet turned away from

F
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Damascus and made the famous speech about “Man being able
only to enter one paradise.” I maintain again that nobody enter-
ing by that way could suppose that Damascus was a paradise, nor
indeed by any other, save the one by which I have advised all
travellers to enter, riding from El Hamah across Jebel Kaystn.
About the mosque Isdli we noticed quite a gipsy village and
encampment. Men with long pipes, jardeh, and tambourines made
an exhibition of a small but learned donkey, like our educated
dogs and monkeys, His master asked him what he would do
if he got no more food, and he fell down and pretended to die,
and was dragged about by his tail, ears, and legs; in fact, pre-
tended to be stone dead, &e.

At the tent we were very kindly received by the Wali, His
Excellency Mohammed Izzat Pasha, the Mushir, or Field-Marshal
commanding the 6th Corps d’Armée, and by Tbrahim Pasha, the
Mutaserrif, or Governor of Damascus. We were now placed upon
the divan by the side of the former, and witnessed the close of
the ceremony.

The mise-en-scéne was perfect. Snow covered the Hermon
ridge and capped the higher peaks of Anti-Lebanon, sharply
cutting the blue air and contrasting with the brilliant sun of
the Ager-Damascenus—the groves of patriarchal olives worc
the perennial green, and the clear, bright atmosphere lent beauty
to the ruined domes and minarets that distinguish the gate of
the holy city. The road to the north was lined with Nizam
(regular cavalry), that kept off the crowd to preserve the passage
clear for the cortége. A troop of Melawiyeh Dervishes of the
twirling order, in sugar-loaf caps of drab felt, attended with their
Shaykh to do honour to the occasion. As soon as the Mahmal
appeared, it was stripped of its gold-embroidered canopy, and it
displayed only a frame-work of wood, painted green, with glass
about the lower part, the whole shaped like a modern Mahari,
or litter. The dress-toilette was packed in boxes, and its place
was supplied by a cotton cloth of bluish green with plain silver
knobs. The Ulemé, preceded by incense bearers, then came before
the Mushir and recited a prayer for the Sultan and Moslems
generally. A levée of officers proceeding to Mazarib, headed by
Ahmed Bozo, Pasha commanding the caravan, was then held,
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The Nizam, amounting to one short buluk (battalion), 350 sniders,
and a squadron of 69 sabres, presently set out for the south,
and the rest of the troops galloped past in a somewhat loose
close order. The people began to disperse. The Sanjak was
carried back into Damascus, and the Mahmal, after an hour’s
delay, started at the sound of a gun for the first station, the
Kban Denur. The Meccan pilgrims usually loiter in the city
as long as possible; many, however, march by instalments. First
official troops and a few pilgrims, then those who flock to the
ten days’ fair at Mazarib, and lastly all remaining pilgrims and
guards.

Our horses were then brought near the tent for us to mount,
and my husband in semi-uniform proceeded to join the Haj.
We were both pleasantly affected by the courtesy of the pilgrims,
and the cordiality of the chief officers, especially of the Kilar
Amini, or “Lord of the Pilgrimage,” entitled in the Hejaz (the
Moslem Holy Land) the Amir El Haj, Ahmed Bozo Pasha, the
Kurd who has been chosen ten times for this delicate duty. The
Surreh Amini, or treasurer, Mustafa Effendi, & man of high con-
sideration in Brussa, invited us to become his guests, and the
officer commanding the escort, Omar Beg, supplied us with a
small party of troopers. This courtesy of demeanour has ever
distinguished Damascenes despite their fanaticism, and they do
what Christians would do well to imitate—they receive us with
open arms, trusting that our hearts may be touched and turned
by the spectacle towards the “saving faith” El Isldim. I must
say that the Haj is by far the most interesting ceremony or
spectacle I have ever witnessed, and by far the grandest in a
wild picturesque point of view. It is a gorgeous pageant. The
subject i8 most interesting, for those time-honoured observances
are threatened with extinction from the effect of steam communi-
cation, and especially of the Lesseps Canal. It is a sight interest-
ing to students of ancient usages. It embraces people of all
classes, nations, and tongues, and their characteristics are pro-
mmently developed on such occasions; and, moreover, these
ceremonies are the remnants of local colouring that linger stxll
in the ancient city of the Caliphs. ’

The marches to Mazarib are three, viz—Damascus to Khan
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Denur, 2} hours by horse, and 5 by camel ; to El Kutaybah, 5 by
horse, and 12 by camel ; to Mazarib, 5 by horse, and 12 by camel,
Thus by camel it is 29 hours from Damascus, and by horse, say 13.
The Derb Sultani, or southern highway, which at other times
of the year is utterly deserted, owing to want of water and
Arab raids, now appears gay with litters, horsemen, camel riders,
and a host of travellers proceeding on religious business or
pleasure. This year, also, the attacks of the half-starved Bedawin,
from the Jebel el Duruz, who lately swept away 23,000 head of
sheep and goats from near Jayrud, distant one long day’s ride
from Damascus, had caused parties of Sayyareh (Bashi Bazouks)
to be stationed all along the line. At Mazarib, sixty miles
from Damascus, we found & most picturesque spot, perhaps the
only one in the Auranites, or Hauran plain, a quadrangular and
bastioned castle, built by Sultan Salim, A.p. 1518, the Ottoman
conqueror of Syria; a perennial lakelet of almost tepid water,
which surrounds & squalid settlement of Fellah Arabs, and a
barrack which, though completed only three years ago, at an
expense of 469,000 piastres, by Zia Pasha, is already going to
ruin.
Since the removal in A.H. 1282 (A.p. 1866), of the Markaz, or
seat of the Hauran Government, from Mazarib to Bosra (ancient
Bostra), the occupation of these buildings, except at the Haj
seasons, is well nigh gone. At periods, however, the two local
majlises, or assemblies, make rendezvous at Mazarib, and the
Shaykhs of the Bedawin, together with the village chiefs, troop
in from all directions. Amongst the former the chief is Shaykh
Mohammed Dukhi (although a Bedawi, a black Tallyrand, and
delightful to know), of the Wuld Ali tribe, a large and powerful
clan of the great Anazeh family. He receives the annual sum
of 200,000 piastres, nominally to supply 650 camels and men for
carrying barley, but really for permit to pass, a blackmail which
the citizens facetiously call the Gumrah, or octroi—Sultan’s black
mail, politely called voluntary contributions, This year he
(M.D.) had been arrested for refusing to keep his contract, but
wo saw him released on the same day. The second was Firis el
Mezziad, an honest man of the Hussayneh or Adwén tribe, who
for 180,000 piastres brings 150 baggage camels. He also was

4
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seized for complicity in the Jayrud raid, and he is still in con-
finement at the time I write. The less important are Shaykh
Adeh Sulaymén of the Sulut, Kaaybir ibn Munikid of the
Sirhén, Sulaymén ibn Mulhem of the Saidiyyeh, and Shaykhs
Ali el Hunaz and Findi el Fiiz, of the Beni Sakka. These
“princes of the desert” are a rugged looking lot. When I was a
child and used to read about all the kings and princes in the Bible,
I used to suppose, like all children, that they sat upon golden
thrones, with gold and ermine robes, and crowns of gold and
diamonds upon their heads; and I thought what grand old days
they must have been, and how could it be that kings and princes
were 8o few and far between now a-days, and grown so plain in
their attire. But I think I know now that the kings of the east
were just like these wild men who surround us now, with their
gaudy and barbarous garments, and eat with their fingers, and
sit upon the ground, and whose grandest thrones are their well-
bred mares. The Sayyareh or irregulars, a total of 240 men,
with their Yuzbashis (captains), are immediately under the order
of the Kilar Amini, or Pasha-commanding, and do not appear
till the next station. The same may be said of the Agayl
Bedawin, 200 men under Shaykh Mohammed Ayyish and his three
brothers, who, in addition to rations, receive 86 piastres per head
for the journey between Baghdad and Damascus, and 150 piastres
between Damascus and Mecca. They form the rear-guard of the
caravan, and they are supposed to pick up stragglers, the sick
and the sleeping, and to restore dropped or forgotten goods. The
former they may do; the valuables, however, are said rarely,
if ever, to return to their owners’ hands.

The camp was badly pitched east of the castle, upon a
ploughed field, which the two days’ rain had converted into a mass
of slush. The best site is the stony ground between the new
barracks and the lake. Ancient Mazarib was built by the
Greeks, as finely cut basaltic stones lying ¢n sitié still show,
upon the southern exposure of the little valley that drains to the
lakelet. The Ottomans, however, for convenience of watering,
and in order to command that necessary, placed their castle
almost upon the muddy borders, and it is rendered uninhabitable
by malaria. No Turk can keep in good health at Mazarib, To

-~
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the north were the white bell tents of the Nizam or regulars,
under their Mir Alai, Brigadier-General Omar Beg, a Hungarian
officer who has seen much service in Turkey, and who has adopted
the faith and mode of living of El Islam. Eastward rose the large
green tents of the Persian pilgrims, who are generally known by
their mighty Kalpaks, or fur caps, which they wear in the hottest
weather. They were escorted by Ahmed Bey, then Consul-
General for Persia. South of these stood the fine pavilions of the
Pasha-commanding, and the Treasurer; whilst farther to the
south the Char’su, or bazar, formed a long, wide street, extending
from east to west, with stalls in the centre for eatables. Here
were exposed for sale large heterogeneous supplies, embracing
even composition candles, gold watches, cooking pots, ardent
spirits, and barter with the Bedawin. This formed the “fair of
Mazarib.” This bazar is struck the day after the caravan
marches southwards, and escorted by the regulars, who no longer
accompany the Haj, it returns to Damascus through the usual
stations. It was guarded by the Nizams, who have during these
few days uncommonly severe work, 80 out of 419 being always
upon sentinel and patrol duty. At Mazarib we called upon all
the authorities, including Mohammed Bey el Yusuf, the Governor
of the Hauran, who was lodged in the castle with rheumatic
fever, brought on by his exertions. Our reception was more than
cordial. The Mahmal was before the Pasha’s tent, also a light
wooden cross to hang lamps upon, and cressets were also hung
before it.

The first gun sounded at 10.30 a.m., when the tents were
struck, and the greater pait of the caravan began its march. The
second fired at noon, and saw all en route for Ramthal, the fourth
station on the Mecca road, and distant twenty-four marches from
El Medinah. Thence the country is of liméestone and chalky forma-
tion, a great relief to the eye after the gloomy basaltic plains,
ruins, and villages of the ancient Bashan. This day there was no
attempt at regular formation. The mob of footmen and horsemen,
armed and unarmed; of pilgrims, soldiers, and merchants, and
dervishes, jostling each other ; and the riders of asses, dromedaries,
and mules and camels laden with huge Sahharehs, like seamen’s
chests, with treasure and ammunition, with grain and straw;
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litters of various shapes; the Tahktarawin flashing in the sun,
with gilding, and brass work, and mirrors and scarlet housings;
and the Méharehs, some shaped like a small tent, others like two
sedan chairs, each with its own barrel roof; whilst the jingling of
brass bells in tiers of three and four clashed aloud above the hum
of the mixed multitude—the blessings exchanged betweeen the
religious, and the fiery invectives of the Bedawin drivers—all
combined to produce a scene unique in this world.

The marshalling of the caravan is made at the halt as well as
on the march, and no one is allowed to change the place at first
assigned to him, but they will be joined by stragglers from all
parts of the Hauran and elsewhere.

This was the order of the present year, and I suppose the
usual one :—

RAS EL HAJ,
(Head of the Caravan.)
1. Chief Délil, or guide—Hadji Mohammed.
2. Jubbek Khanah, or artillery, two brass guns, and one chamber for
salutes, with a dozen trunks containing cartridges.
3. The tents of the officials, pilgrims, soldiers, merchants, and camp-
followers.
4. The Bazar.
5. The Sunni Pilgrims,
6. The litter of the Pasha-commanding, who during the day rides his
Rahwan, or ambling nag, with the Agayl Bed=win in the rear.
7. A troop of irregular cavalry. -
8. The Mahmal.
9. The litter of the Treasurer, who has the twenty-four boxes of specie.
10. A second troop of cavalry.
11. The Shieh and Persian pilgrims.
12. The Dindar, or Agayl, dromedary riders, bringing up the rear.

The caravan is also flanked on both sides by a line of irregular
horsemen in Indian file, and when camped these men do sentinel’s
work in small outlying tents. About fifty of these are called
Kalachjés, or castlemen, because they form, as it were, a wall
around the camp,

At Mazarib there were two days of rain and discomfort.
When they reach Ma’an, the eleventh station, they will hope for
wet weather., Even at Ramthal, distant fifteen hours’ ride to the
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south, there were mosquitoes and yellow locusts. It is a peculiar
year, Friday and the Arafat day coincide, and there is a supersti-
tion that when this happens there will be misfortune, and that
they will suffer from plagues or famine, enemies, hunger or thirst;
and this year it will be thirst, and hygienic precautions ought to
be taken. ' ’

At dawn on the 20th of January we bade a formal adieu to the
chief authorities in the caravan, in the usual phrases used on such
occasions, and no little merriment was caused by the white-
bearded guide mistaking my husband for the Pasha-commanding.
And when the mistake was explained they only laughed and said,
“Why don’t you come along again with us to Mecca, as you did
before.” He was looked upon by all as a friend to the Moslem,
and consequently to the Sultan, and no opposition would have
been made to him had he also made another pilgrimage to the
jealously-guarded Haramayn, or the Holy Cities of the Moslems.

" Nore.—I sent this account to the Editor of the Témes in January, 1870, but it was
stopped on the road, and never reached Printing-House Square.
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CHAPTER VIL

A DAY'S SHOPPING IN THE BAZARS.

A¥TER a long residence in Damascus, I always say to my friends,
“If you have two or three days to spare, follow the guide books ;
but if you are pressed for time come with me, and you shall see
what you will best like to remember, and you shall buy the things
that are the most curious. We will make our purchases first,
visiting on the way everything of interest. We will ride our
white donkeys with their gaudy trappings, firstly, because the
horses slip over the stones, and secondly, because, just as you are
examining an abba or an izir, my horses will probably lash their
heels into the middle of the stall, and playfully send everything
flying ; perhaps they may pick up a child in their mouths, and
give it a shake for pure fun, or, as we move along in the crowd,
devour an old man’s tray of cabbages from the top of his head.
It is a state of funny familiarity into which all my animals grow
in a very short time—amusing, but sometimes tiresome. Whilst
our donkeys are preparing, let us go and sit for a little while in a
myrtle wood in Abu Dib’s garden, next to my house, and which
is just as open to me as if it were my own, It gives a delightful
shade, and will be a refuge from the heat and sun until we are
obliged to face them. The cool stream is very pleasant as it
gurgles by.

Do you hear that strange noise like a rustling in the air, and
the shouts of the people? and do you see how darkness comes on?
Do not be frightened, it is a flight of locusts coming. In ten
minutes they will be here. Down they fall like a hail storm. It
is very unpleasant to be covered with them; they will not bite us,
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but they will strip every garden in an hour. If you do not fear &
few nestling in your hair and hat, and running about your throat,
you may watch that tree covered with blossom ; it is already alive
with locusts, and you will see them strip branch after branch, as if
somebody were using a knife. Poor people! no wonder they
shout. These dreadful insects will destroy all their crops, prodnce
a kind of famine by raising the price of provmons, and often in
the hot season announce cholera.

Before we enter the bazars, look at that Afghan sitting under
yonder tree. If you like to invest in a little brass or silver seal,
he will, for a few piastres, engrave your name upon it in Arabic.
We will then enter the sadlery bazar, where you can buy magnifi-
cent trappings for a pony or donkey for the children at home.
This is a pretty Sik. There are saddle-cloths of every colour in
cloth, embossed with gold, holsters, bridles of scarlet silk, with a
silken cord—a single rein, which makes you look as if you were
managing a fiery horse by a thread, and the bridle is effectively
covered with dangling silver and ivory ornaments. There are mule
and donkey trappings of every colour in the rainbow, mounted
with little shells. As we leave this bazar I must call your attention
to a venerable plane tree; its girth is forty feet.

‘We should do'wisely to go into the shoemakers’ bazar. You
see how gaudy the stalls look. I want you to buy a pair of
lemon-coloured slippers, pointed at the toe, and as soft as a kid
glove. The stiff red slippers and shoes are not so nice, and the
red boots with tops and tassals and hangings, are part of the
Bedawi dress, and that of the Shaykhs generally, 'Why must you
buy a pair of slippers? Because you must never forget at Damascus
that you are only a “dog of a Christian,” that your unclean boots
must not tread upon sacred ground, and that if you wish to see
anything you must be prepared at any moment to take off the
impure Giaour things, put on these slippers, and enter reverently;
all around you will do the same for that matter. Here we cover
our heads and bare our feet to show respect; you Franks cover
your feet and uncover your heads. Do not forget always to have
your slippers in your pocket, a8 naturally as your handkerchief and
your purse, until you return to the other side of Lebanon, or you
will often be hindered by the want of them. - .
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We will now inspect the marqueterie bazar, where we shall find
several pretty things inlaid with choice woods, mother-of-pearl, or
steel; the former are the best, if finely worked. These are the
large chests which form part of the bride’s #rousseau. Those ready
made are generally coarse, but you can order a beautifully fine
and very large one for about five napoleons. There are tables,
and the clogs used by the harim in marble courts. You will like-
wise find toilette hand-glasses, but they are far better at Jerusalem
or Bethlehem. Now we will go to the smithy-like gold and
silver bazar, where they sit round in little pens, hammering at
their anvils. Each seems to have a strong-box for his treasures.
All this is the greatest possible rubbish for a Eurepean to wear,
but you will pick up many barbarous and antique ornaments, real
gold and real stanes, though unattractive. You may buy all sorts
of spangling things as ornaments for your horse; you will find
very beautiful Zarfs, or filigree coffee-cup-holders; you may order,
on seeing the pattern, some very pretty raki cups of silver, inlaid
with gold, very minute, with a gold or silver fish trembling on a
spring, a8 if swimming in the liqueur.

Whilst we are here, I will take you up a ladder on to the roof,
not to loge time. The men will give me the key of the door for a
little bakshish. By this way we shall reach the southern side of
the great mosque, and after scrambling over several roofs, and
venturing a few awkward jumps, we shall arrive at the top of a
richly ornamented triple gateway; it is outside the mosque, and
hardly peers above the mud and débris and bazar roofs, which
cover up what is not already buried. Over the central arch is a
cross, and Greek inscription: “ Thy kingdom, O Christ! is an ever-
lasting kingdom, and thy dominion endureth throughout all
generations.” It is a serious reflection that this bit of truth
should have remained upon a mosque, perhaps for 1762 years.
It doubtless belonged to the stupendous Temple of the Sun,
befitting the capital. After the birth of our Saviour it became &
Christian Cathedral, dedicated to St. John the Baptist, whose
head is said to lie under a little railed off cupola’d tomb, and
is still venerated by the Moslems., The Christian Cathedral was
divided at the conquest between Christians and Moslems, but it
has long since become wholly and exclusively Moslem. Yet this
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inseription testifying to the truth has lived down every change
of masters.

‘We will now pass down a narrow lane joining two bazars. A
wretched wooden stall with shelves, filled with dirty bottles, and
odds and ends of old china, here attracts your eye, and squatting on
the counter a shrivelled little old man sits under his turban, with
his palsied chin shaking like the aspen leaves. You see how
smilingly he salutes me: out of those unwashed bottles he is look-
ing for his finest atr (ottar) and his best sandalwood-oil. Being fond
of ladies’ society, he will saturate our handkerchiefs and clothes
with his perfumes, and we shall be traceable for a week to come—
it is not easy fo divest yourself of ottar when it has once touched
clothes. He has long ago given me all his confidence. He is not
8o poor as he looks. He has sold ottar and sandalwood-oil all his
life, some 95 years; he has 15 wives and 102 children, and he
would still like, he says, to marry again. I reprove him for
having married eleven more than allowed by the Korén.

Now we will repair to another bazar, and likewise to a khan.
You must see both before choosing an abba—a large, loose, square
robe worn by Shaykhs, of the richest silk, powdered with gold.
The ground may be black, scarlet, sky-blue, rose-coloured, or what
you please. It will make a fine smoking dress for your husband,
or a sortie de bal for yourself. The other articles are Damascus
silks, and carpets—a kufiyeh, which is a large coloured and tasselled
handkerchief of pure silk, or more generally of mixed silk and
cotton, also gold-powdered. The Bedawin wears it on his head,
falling about the shoulders, and fastened bya fillet (aghal) of camel’s
hair. How anybody can travel in any other head-dress I don’t
know. It keeps the sun off the head and the nape of the neck,
which are the dangerous places—it takes the place of umbrella, hat,
‘pagri, veil, and spectacles; in one word, you have not to make a
“guy” of yourself, nor encumber yourself with what you would
like to throw away on a restive horse. It keeps out wind, cold,
and rain. I used to wonder how I should be able to bear Europe
without one. The best are those from Mecca or Baghdad, sold at
Damascus, and the usual aghal is chocolate dyed, with gold knobs
and tassels.

You can also buy an izér, to walk about the bazars ¢ncognita
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like a native. It covers all, except your face, from head to foot,
like a shroud. It is pure silk, and you can choose your own colours;
they are mostly brilliant, but I care only for black. Some are
worked beautifully in gold. If you wish to pass for a Christian,
you may expose your face, or wear an apology for a covering;
but as Moslemahs we must buy mandils, white handkerchiefs, or
coloured, with flowers and figures so thickly laid on that no one
can recognize our features. If you have one of the black and
gold or coloured izirs, you will be a great personage. If you
want to pass unobtrusively, you must wear a plain white linen
sheet, with a thick mandil, and in that costume you might walk all
day with your own father and not be known except by the voice.

We will now have our donkeys saddled with ordinary native
saddles and trappings, and ride. You need not be ashamed of
appearing en cavalier, for the Syrian women know no other way
of riding. There are only three of us here who really do ride,
and we attract immense attention by our funny seats. The people
gape, and wonder how we manage “to hang on that peg,” and
they are satisfied, until our horses have done something unusual,
that we shall fall off. Think that-nobody knows you are a
European in this dress. I remind you of this, because I remember
how ashamed and miserable I felt the first time I dressed and
rode like a native, forgetting that I looked like the myriads of
white, ghost-like looking women who passed us.

I will also recommend you to invest in an embroidered jacket
(damr), of gold-embroidered cloth, with long flying open sleeves, to
be worn over a white muslin bodice ; it will be very effective in
red, blue, or black. You must not forget to buy a few pure
silk towels; they are very pleasant—likewise an embroidered
towel or two, worked with gold. The latter is slung over the
shoulder of the servant who hands you the sherbet, and you wipe
your mouth with it.

In a broad street outside the saddlers’ bazar are all the brass
carvers. You will see in most shops, plates, pans, chargers, and
basins covered with 'Arabesque ornaments, and carved with ancient
inscriptions. Some are 700 or 800 years old, and bear the names
of kings or famous personages. Figures, such as the lion and the
sun, or the spies of the Promised Land bearing on a pole bunches
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of grapes—the grapes of Eshcol—bigger than themselves, are the
commonest kind. We will try to pick up a handsomely carved
brass basin and ewer of antique shape, which are here used for
washing the fingers before and after meals. Incense-burners,
carved trays for cigarette ashes, large carved coffee-trays, both of
Arab and Persian work, the former with far broader and grander
lines, the latter incomparably more delicate, seduce almost every
traveller. I never see them out of Damascus, and some are
real antiques. Is it not strange that we English are the only
people who have no original idea of form. If I were to visit the
commonest potteries above our house—mere holes in the mountain
side—every lad would say, “May I make you a vase, lady ?” He
will then twirl a bit of soft, muddy clay upon a common wheel
with his finger and thumb, and from his own device in five
minutes he turns me out something exquisitely graceful.

You want a divan. Now, as I know that the European houses
will not admit of seats all round the room, I will recommend you
to have two in each chamber. Order your carpenter to make
two common deal settles, ten feet long, four broad, and one high.
On them put comfortable mattresses, and six long narrow cushions
or pillows upon each. At the Greek bazar (Stik el Arwim) we
can buy divan covers, which you will take to England. The
Damascenes of the higher classes use gay silks, stiff with cotton
backs, for this purpose. I greatly prefer the peasants’ woollen
stuff with a black or dark-blue ground, and a thunder-and-lightning
pattern, or the ordinary blue and white prayer-carpet. Here you
can also purchase gaudy Persian rugs. No traveller should miss
the Sik el Arwim: it is full of curiosities. You ask what is that
Moslem'eating for supper ? That is Leben, and the other dish is
a peculiar salad—two of the most delicious things that he knows.
Leben is soured goats’ milk, an admirable drink when you halt
after a long, scorching ride, dying of thirst, and almost afraid of
water. You will call to the first goat-herd, « Have you Leben ?”
and he will hand you an earthenware basin, something like the
saucer of a large flower-pot. I have drunk three bowls, almost
without drawing breath, when entering the tent. This is how it is
made: take the milk and boil it, let it become lukewarm, and
then add & handful of sour yeast, or leaven. A little of the boiling
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milk must be mixed till it becomes a thin gruel, then strain it
into the rest, and throw away the dregs. Cover up your bowl
with flannel or blanket, in a warm place, and leave it to stand all
night ; next morning it will be cold, thick, and sour. To continue
it, you must take a cup full of it, boil some niilk, and when luke-
warm mix the old Leben with a little milk, pour it in and stir it,
and leave it to stand as usual ; do this every day. In England
1 should use rennet instead of leaven. You may not succeed in
getting Leben the first four or five times, but when you do you can
always make the new with a cup-full of the sour. The other dish,
the salad, is made by chopping garlic, thyme, mint, water-cress,
sage, or any other sweet herbs, putting in a piece of salt about the
size of a nut, mixing it all, and then burying the whole in leben,
sprinkling the top with chopped herbs ; then dip your bread in it,
and eat. 4 '

What is that brown powder ?

No; it is not snuff. That is henna; it is mixed with lime-
juice, spices, burnt nuts, and other things, and it stains the hands,
feet, and finger nails. Brides, and especially Moslem brides, are
ornamented with moons, and all sorts of devices in henna. They
will dye a pet lamb. My servants stain, for ornament, my white
donkey and my white Persian cat, but it is mostly used for the
human hair. Mix about two teaspoonfuls with half & small tea-
cup-full of water, boil it till it bubbles, and take it off once or
twice as soon as ebullition begins; strain it through a coarse
muslin, and drop it into the water with which you wash your hair;
or you may comb it through your hair: it cleans and strengthens
it, and makes it glossy and bright. There is black henna from
Baghdad, and red from Mecca, The former is the powdered leaf
of indigo.

That dish of what you think are lumps of mud or clay is
incense. You see it is arranged in heaps and in various sections.
There are many different qualities. That black-looking stuff is
very dear—a sovereign would not buy you much. It has a
delicious aroma, and realizes the idea of “all the perfumes of
Araby the blest.” That small, gummy looking quality is cheap
enough—you can buy a great deal for a few piastrea. The best
comes from Somali-land, and all the country round about
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Guardafui; it is imported by the Arabs to Jeddah, thence to
Mecca, and the Haj, or Meccan pilgrimage caravan, brings it here.

This reminds me that I have not yet taken you to the pipe
and narghfleh bazar.. The incense is somewhat connected with
them. The usual use, however, is to take your brass incense-
burner, put into it a little live braise, and drop a lump or two of
this incense upon it. 'When you receive a visitor in Oriental
fashion, a servant precedes her into the house, so that coming out
of the fresh air she may find nothing but what is agreeable. But
by no means the worst use is to take a small speck of the very
best incense, and place it on your narghileh, or chibouque; it
would not answer with a cigar, this sprinkling meat with sugar or
eau de cologne. All my European visitors wonder why my nar-
ghilehs are so much better than others, and I feel sure that the
reason is a little trick of this kind. I am very fond of Oriental
luxury. Most people leave it behind, but as far as narghilehs,
coffee, incense, and divan goes, I shall always take mine with me.

Now we come to the pipe and narghileh bazar. Firstly, we will
look for some amber mouthpieces. We shall see thousands of fan-
tastic shapes and different sorts, and if we do not suit ourselves in
the bazar, we shall at Shaykh Bandar’s. This worthy will try to sell
his worst at his best price, but let me choose for you. We will
make one up. Firstly, I will take the stick of the mouthpiece,
and will choose three or four fantastic-shaped lumps and knobs of
the purest lemon-coloured gum, without streaks or flaws. I will
then separate the first and second pieces by a gaudily enamelled
Persian ring—if you were a Rothschild I should prefer a hoop
of diamonds. The third and fourth pieces we will divide by
a cylinder of black amber, two inches long, with inlaid gold
figures. When we have fastened these all upon this little stick,
you will have a mouthpiece twelve inches long, and fit for Hartin
el Rashid, had he smoked. The next thing is to look for a good
straight pipe-stick, about two yardslong. Jessamine and myrtle are
the best, cherry is the common use, and the green stick of the rose
is not in the market. A good Moslem will not smoke the latter,
because it is one of the trees of Paradise. Moreover, it is tfouble-
some, and you must have fresh ones—the old are fit only for
burning. You can have an assortment of earthenware bowls,
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adorned with gilt figures. I will also have some fancy things
made for you in the potteries above our house. My husband’s
held nearly an ounce of tobacco, to the wonder and astonishment
of the natives, who suggested small flower-pots.

Now we reach the narghfleh stalls. Firstly we choose a shishah,
a prettily carved and fanciful looking water-bottle, of graceful
shape, and a saucer or tray of the same material for it to stand
on. In another stall we find the Ras, or head: you may be as
fanciful or as simple as you please in your narghflehs. You may
have one for fifteen francs, or one for £50 sterling. The Ras—sup-
posing it to be of brass and pink china—looks almost like a little
Chinese pagoda, or a series of cups and balls, terminating in a
metal cup, to hold the tombak; it is hung also with bells and
dangling things, in fact, with any jfantasia you may choose. In
another part of the bazar you choose the narbish, or tube made of
kid-skin, and twined around with gilt wire. One end of this
snake fastens into the side of the Ras, and the other is a wooden
mouthpiece, through which you draw as if you were discussing a
sherry cobbler. I always use wooden mouthpieces, as they retain
a single drop of ottar, or any other perfume, and they are always
clean ; many, however, prefer metal. If youare going to travel, I
recommend to you the short, common, strong, plain red narbfsh.
For the house and for guests, you must have the gaudiest, several
yards in length: the longer the narbish the higher your rank, and
the greater compliment you pay your guest. I always order mine
to be of dark chocolate colour and gold, and measuring from four
to six yards. Itis not safe to have less than twelve narghflehs in
your house. Preserve one for your own smoking, and a silver
mouthpiece in your pocket for visiting. Keep a dozen for guests,
and a servant on purpose to look after them, and to clean them
every day. Constantly change your narbishes, and also have two or
three in the kitchen for your servants, and your servants’ friends,
to save your own.

I must explain to you how to use these things, or you will buy
them to no purpose. Firstly, you wash out your glass with a
brush like that used to clean lamp chimneys, and fill your bottle
three-quarters full of either plain water, or you may drop some
perfume (rose-water, for instance) into the water. For fantasia

G



82 The Inner Life of Syria.

a red berry or two, or a flower, may be placed to dance and
bubble on the surface. Then you take a handful of tombak (not
tobacco), break it into small pieces, and wash it, squeezing it in a
bag to lessen its strength. Some require it to be wetted seven
times; if this be not properly done, the nicotine will affect the
strongest head. Then ball it in the hand and put it in the Ras;
inhale for a moment through the hole into which you are going to
put the narbish ; if the water rise up too high pour a little out, if it
only bubbles all is right, and you may put on the Ras. Then take
a K'rés, or lump of prepared charcoal, with a hole in the middle; it
is shaped like a little pincushion, almost the size of a halfpenny,
and sold in strings about the market. Make it red-hot, and with
the pincers set it on the top of the tombak, screw on your narbish,
and draw. Youmay also put flowers in the saucer, or stick them in
the little dangling chains. Itis very amusing to see people smoking
o narghileh for the first time. Firstly, they blow down instead of
up, and puff the K’rés and the tombak over the carpet, and there is
a scrambling of servants to pick it up. They are afraid to inhale
too hard, for fear tobacco water should rise to their mouths, and
they look very red and foolish because they can’t make the water
bubble. Then they use so much exertion that the smoke goes the
“wrong way,” they swell their cheeks, and they get purple and
exhausted, till you are obliged to stop them, for fear of apoplexy.
All the early struggles would cease if young smokers would only
remember the sherry cobbler and the straw, and work away
calmly without fear. Some gain a violent headache or dizziness
by their exertions, and never touch a narghileh again.

There is also a narghileh pipe much used among the peasants
—a cocoa-nut, which is often encased or ornamented with brass
or silver, for a bowl, and two tubes protruding from it, forming
a triangular-shaped pipe. It is picturesque and pleasant to
smoke, but you must be sitting low and balance it on your knee.
The best of these pipes are the kalyins sold in the Persian bazar.
Tombak is a peculiar growth of tobacco that comes in large dried
leaves, and is bought by tho bag, as big as a coal sack. It
reaches us with the Haj, and we can get excellent qualities at
Damascus at 25 piastres (50 pence) the oke (2}1bs.)..

To make your chibouque pleasant, invest in some Jebayl
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tobacco. It is Syrian, and the best and most delicate. Always
blow through your pipe stick, in case anything might have got
into it; the servant fills your bowl and puts, with the pincers, a
bit of braise in the middle. A little carved Persian brass tray on
the ground holds the bowl, and catches the fire if it falls.

I must tell you—and try not to conceive an insular prejudice
against me for saying so—that you had better learn to smoke
if you can. You will find yourself rather an alien in the harfms
without it, and be a wet blanket to other women. They will
always be flattered at your visit, and like to receive you as a
visitor, but en intime never. They will respect your prejudice
if you tell them that it is not the custom of your country, but
they cannot feel that you wish to be as one of them, unless you
adopt theirs. They would suffer greatly if they had to pass a
whole day without tombak or tobacco. Besides, to confess the
truth, do you not think there is something vulgar in attaching
any idea of respectability to not smoking? Of course, if the
fumes really hurt you it is quite another thing, but as to holding
smoking “fast,” when it depends solely on country and climate, it
is no more 8o than siesta or snowshoes. I am glad to see that
some of the haute volée of England are throwing off that insular
prejudice, and I hope soon that it need not be done en cachetts.
I cannot conceive why this idea should exist only in England,
where I am told that the middle classes imagine that if a
woman smokes she must have all the other vices. This is cer-
tainly not so. In Russia, Spain, South America, Austria, nay,
in almost every country, the best of society smoke. In many
lands where I have lived and travelled, all our festivities have
erided in a supper and cigarettes. In Brazil we used to have
them handed round between the courses. I confess I do not
think that a big cigar looks pretty in a woman’s mouth, nor
would a short meerschaum, but what can be more graceful than
a cigarette. Still more 8o the narghileh, or even the chibouque,
which is, however, quite & man’s pipe.

At the same time I sympathize with those who have small
rooms, stuffy with curtains and carpets, where the smell of stale
smoke would be intolerable. I speak to those who can have a
proper smoking divan in the house.
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Women who dislike, or affect to dislike, smoke, because
they think it is the correct thing, can have no idea how they
drive their husbands away from home. If a man may not
smoke in his own house he will smoke in some other house, in
preference to a lonely puff in the street: and that is worth a
thought.

Allow me to end this long tirade about smoking with the
charming old French sonnet :—

- ¢ Doux charme de ma solitude,
Fumante pipe, ardente fourneau,
Qui purge d’humeur mon cerveau,

Et mon esprit d'inquiétude.
“Tabac dont mon 4me est ravie,
Lorsque je te vois perdre en I'air,
Auyssi promptement qu'un éclair,
Je vois I'image de ma vie,
¢ Je remets dans mon souvenir,
Ce qu'un jour je dois devenir,
N’étant qu'une cendre animée,
«Et tout d'un coup je m’apergois,
Que courant aprés ta fumée,
Je me perds aussi bien que toi.”

I think you would regret missing the roof of the book
bazar, which leads to the west gate of the Mosque. On its left is
a curious flight of steps through private houses. Arriving at the
head of these stairs you can see four massive columns in a line,
and at each end a square pier of masonry with a semi-column on
the inner side. The shafts alone are visible from the bazar, as the
capitals rise over the domed roof. The people will not mind our
scrambling over their roofs, as we are “harim,” and then we can
examine both capitals and superstructure. These pillars formerly
formed part of the magnificent pagan temple, which must have
extended some 600 yards square, for there are columns here and
there ¢n situ, all in four straight lines. They are unnoticed,
because the bazars, houses, and mud walls cling to them like
wasps’ nests., They support a rich and beautiful arch, of which
only a fragment remains above the roofs; but if you examine this



4 Day's Shopping in the Bazars. 85

remnant you will say that it is one of the finest of ancient art ;
in Syria. This noble gateway must have been at least 80 feet
long and 70 feet high.

Now we will come down, and in the first friend’s house I pass
we will borrow izirs and veils, so as not to be known, and get
a Moslem woman to accompany us, and to speak for us. I want to
show you something to amuse you, and if they know what we are
we shall see nothing. We will go to an old Shaykh who sells
charms, spells, and potions. You see his reception place is full of
women with their faces well veiled. I will not speak to any one
but our Moslem friend, and that in a whisper. Not long ago
a nativd said to me, “Would you like A to hate B?” speaking of a
bad man who had a very evil influence over a good, honest man.
Without thinking, I replied, “ Yes; it would be the best thing
that ever happened.” He only answered me by a gesture of the
hand, which literally means, “leave it to me.” The next day
he secured a bit of the bad man’s hair, and sewed it into the coat of
the good man. Strange enough, as chance fell out, that day
an event happened which opened the eyes of the latter to his
friend’s character, and they parted company; of course nothing
would persuade the native that it was not the effect of his charm.
The ingredients they use are wonderful. The hair of & pig, the
tooth of a monkey, the poison of a snake, and goodness only
knows what else. That young-looking woman, and I know her
by her voice, is asking for a drug to make her husband love her.
That other, with the dark mandil, wants something to make
her spouse hate all his other wives. That client, who is aged
enough to be our grandmother, pays the Shaykh to write her a
paper that she may become the happy mother of a son. You
cannot imagine the intrigues which are hatched here, and the
extraordinary charms and spells that are manufactured and
given, the honest faith which the people have in them, and
how readily they pay. I must pretend to want & charm, or else
we have no business here, and may be suspected of being spies.
I will therefore ask for & paper, through the interpreter, to make
my husband put away his fourth wife, of whom I will feign to be
jealous. My case is to be dealt with by an old crone who is
partially mad. She makes me put money in a basin of water, and
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predicts. She can only hear when spoken to in & whisper. This
corresponds with fortune telling at home.

Let us retire now—a little of this goes a very long way, and
I never come except to amuse English friends—to the sweetmeat
bazar. Some of the “ goodies ” are not bad, and here we can hand
over the izirs and veils to our Moslem friend. We will finish
our afternoon at Shaykh Bandar’s, the venerable, white-bearded
Abd Antfké (father of antiquities), as he is nicknamed. We must
ride, for it is far away from the bazars.

That hole in the wall is his door, opening upon & poor court-
yard. He is a venerable, white-bearded, turbaned Turk, with an
eye full of cunning, the manners of a gentleman : at least so you
think, Wait a little, until I excite him by bargaining over his
prices ; you shall see him tear off his turban, rend his beard, and
fling a few solid brass and head-breaking pots across the room.
The blood will rush to his face, as if he were going to have a fit ;
he will disappear, and after a short absence he will come back
and beg pardon most humbly. He is the only Oriental I ever
saw 80 moved about money. It makes me suspect Jewish blood
somewhere, or else it is a splendid piece of acting to frighten
women—he never does it when the Kawwasses are there. I always
tell him he will play this trick once too often, and some day he
will end in an apoplectic accident—an unpleasant bourne to all his
pecuniary prospects. He smiles grimly when told where his faith
consigns the usurer and the miser; it is a long way off; but when
I add that another will have all his goods and money, the smile
vanishes with an expression of ghastly dismay. One day, the first
time, I was frightened and sorry, and followed him to see if any-
thing did happen to him, and found behind all this apparent
poverty that the old Harpagon had a magnificent court-yard,
marble fountains and gold fish, orange and lemon trees, a very
fair harfm, and a house full of riches; splendid old china, too, of
which I bought a quantity for my friends. We will go in there
as soon as we have finished our greetings.

“Q@ood evening, O Shaykh! Peace be with thee.”

“Good evening, O lady! and blessed with good luck. May
Allah be praised for the sunshine of thy honourable visit ! ”

He unlocks & mysterious door, and introduces us into a small
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temple of treasures. Yes! you may well ask where you are to sit
down. There are specimens of every curiosity and antiquity on
the face of the Syrian earth, in incongruous piles and heaps on
the floor, the divan, and the tables, hung to the ceiling and to the
walls, and crowding all the shelves. The next difficulty after
sitting is to find anything you want, or to distinguish one article
from another. He will clear a space on the divan, where we may
sit and rest. We shall have a cup of coffee in five minutes, and
meanwhile we will chat with the old man and look about us.
Presently he will offer us some sweetmeat, which he fancies, poor
soul! is slightly intoxicating. It is not so in the least, but it is
delicious, and he always imagines that people buy more after
eating it. So I favour the delusion, and in order to extract it I
bid low till he produces it, and rise a few piastres with every
mouthful. ’

As you justly observe, divans and narghflehs require Turkish
coffee, and whilst the old man is looking for his sweetmeat I will
explain to you how coffee is made. The little gold or silver thing
(Zarf) which you hold in one hand guards a china egg-cup (Finjén),
and the latter contains the coffee. You can buy both here, but
antiques chiefly. I have a very handsome silver-gilt set, studded
with turquoise—coffee-pot, sugar-basin, and rose-water stoup to
match—from this collection. The coffee is delicious, thick, and
oily, with a sort of bubbly cream (kaymak) at the top. Pick
your beans, carefully clean, roast on an iron plate until brown—
not black, as in England—grind them, have a small pot of boiling
water, put in two tablespoonfuls of coffee, stir it, and hold it on
the fire a second or two till it is ready to bubble over. Take it
off, and repeat this, say, three times. Set your cups in a row—first
put in your sugar, if you mean to have sweet coffee—fill up, disperse
the bubbly cream equally into all the cups with & small teaspoon,
and serve it hot. Your cup must not be bigger than a doll’s,
because you are obliged to take it perhaps fifteen times a day—
you must drink coffee with every visitor—and it is as strong and
refreshing as champagne. Many eat the dregs with a spoon!
‘When I first came I brought English coffee-cups with me, which
greatly amazed the servants. I had also a stable-mill to grind
Indian corn, as that was what our horses lived upon in Brazil,
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The groom came to me one day, and asked if that was an Enghsh
coffee mill.

“No,” I said ; “why do you ask?”

“Because I thought, O lady! that if those were the cups, this
must be the coffee-grinder to fit them.”

As coffee was made an unkind use of in our nursery, I grew up
to the age of twenty-two without tasting it, and did not evem
know what it was like, unadulterated. I was once twenty-four
hours on a journey without even a crumb of bread or a drop of
water, and at the end of that time a kind soul brought me a cup,
with a little cognac in it. I thought it was the most delicious
thing I had ever tasted : it broke the ice, and I have liked it
over since. I could not, however, drink English coffee which
is bought ready ground, and mixed with all sorts of things, and
kept perhaps a week in a paper; two teaspoonfuls to a pint of
water finally boiled, instead of a table-spoonful to six doll’s cups!

I see the sweetmeat coming, and I am going to bid low.
When I have collected upon the floor a heap of things you want
to buy, I will say, “ How much for that heap, O Shaykh?” He
will ask a fabulous price, and swear that under Allah’s pro-
tection he is losing an enormous sum to gain my friendship, and
the patronage of my friends. That suit of armour he recently
refused to my cousin Lord B—— for £100 sterling ; he repented
when it was too late, and has never had a higher bid than £30.
Don’t fancy that those are Damascus blades, or that that one
belonged to Hartin el Rashid; there is not & Damascus blade left
in the city, at least for sale. They come from Sheffield, Doncas-
ter, Berlin, and Munich, and are set up in antique handles and
sheaths.

You see there is every kind of bric-d-brac. Persian enamel,
coffee-cups, jewellery, bits of jade, eastern inkstands, incense
burners, rose-water stoups, brass trays, china, and what not. Those
little bottles of silver, with crescents and chains, contain the kohl
for the toilette. It is finely powdered antimony, and is put into
these little bottles. They take a long pin, bodkin, or stick of
gilver or ivory, wet it if much is to be put on, dip into this
powder, close the eyelids upon it, and draw it through from end
to end. For an instant the eye is filled with the powder, smarts
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and waters. They then wipe away the superfluous black under
the lids. Men use it as well as women; the latter prefer a
mixture of the mineral with lamp-black, oil, and spices, and men
prefer simple powder, without any addition. It is a pity European
oculists do not order it to their patients. The object is to strengthen
and cool the organ, and to keep off ophthalmia. With the eye well
kohl’d, you can bear the reflection of heat from the desert, and look
at objects without being affected by that wavy, quivering glare so
painfal to the sight. Thus I would undertake to stare without
blinking at an English sun, and perhaps for this reason I never had
ophthalmia, and scarcely ever wore spectacles in our long desert
rides. In Europe it seems out of place, and would be considered
as painting ; here, also, the chief drawback is writing and study-
ing so many hours under gas, in which case it is not so beneficial.
The harims apply it for ornament, but it is openly and coarsely
put on. If they would learn to use it as English and French
actresses apply their paint, it would be very effective; but they
emear it like an unwashed sweep, and only partly wipe away the
surplus.

Now I see you have chosen your things, a Persian brass
tray, an incense burner, a rose-water stoup, an inkstand for
the belt, some ash-trays, a little amber and gold cigarette mouth-
piece, & brass saucer for chibouque bowl, a gold inlaid dagger,
a silver-backed hand mirror for toilette, a brass carved drinking
cup, coffee-cups and holders, coffee-pot, brass jug and basin for
washing the hands, and a silver-mounted narghileh.

“ Now, O Shaykh! what do you want for all this?”

“0 lady! Allah knows that if his servant gives them to thee
for 1,000 francs it will be like a gift, and may they bring thee
a blessing 1"

“Thou art mad, O Shaykh! T will give thee one hundred
francs.” (I knmow they are worth between three and four
hundred.)

The blood is rising in his face, but he struggles to keep it down,
and to cool his temper walks away for a little, as if it were not worth
his while to do any business with me. 'Whilst he again fetches the
sweetmeat, I will tell you a story about him. The Comte de B—,
an Italian, who was travelling for pleasure and adventure, paid
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a visit to Abd Antikd, and on seeing the treasures he went
quite beside himself. He suddenly looked up from choosing
items, and asked how much he would take for the whole room
full, offering at the same time 15,000 francs. The Shaykh was
struck almost dumb with joy; but seeing the Italian so excited,
he was “too clever by half” as they say, and thought that he could
get more; 8o showing no emotion, he replied—

“Not so, khawaja (mister) ; but I will take 20,000.”

So they parted. The Italian come to the hotel, and raved up
and down the room, saying to a friend, “ Do you think the Shaykh
will relent and take my offer?” and he was very nearly running
back to offer the 20,000. “Yes,” said his friend, who had lived
at Damascus for some time; “he will come, but not till he has
removed all the most valuable things into the harfm, which you
will never miss nor remember.” The Italian was cured, and
thanked his friend. Abd Antiké went to his harim, and
raved as the Count had done, occasionally lifting up his turban
to cool his head, and exclaiming—

15,000 francs! why I could start doubly and trebly again
with that. What a fool I have been! I wonder if I am too late, if
that mad Frank will be gone. If Allah only protects me through
this act of avarice, I will be an honester man for the future.”
Accordingly, Abi Antiki appeared and said, “O Dowlatak
(your Highness), I have been considering the matter, and in my
anxiety that your Highness should go away satisfied from Esh
Shém, and pleased with your humble servant, I have resolved to
forego the 5,000 francs, and to content myself with the poor little
sum of 15,000 francs, though the goods are worth double the
money, and I must begin life all over again.” The Count
replied—

“T am very sorry, O Shaykh! that thou hast had this trouble.
The sight of the things drove me mad, but the fever that I had
to possess them when I offered thee the 15,000 francs has passed
away, and I now see how rash I was to do so. I would rather
have my money, were they worth double the sum.” Abi
Ant{ké has been mentally tearing—not his hair, because he is

shaved, but his beard, ever since that affair, still it has not cured
him,
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Now you see he has returned quite coolly, and offers us more
sweetmeat as a peace offering. We will now go up 50 francs at
every mouthful, because it is near sunset; we have three quarters
of an hour’s ride to Salahfyyeh, and the gates will be shut. If you
give me carte blanche, I will stop at 500 francs. I have made a
mental calculation whilst I have been talking. They will be
well paid for at 460 francs, and 500 will give him something over.
He will have every reason to be satisfied, and so will you, for they
are really worth the money, and in Europe they would fetch a
much higher price—at the same time, none but English would
give him that sum here, and their travelling dragoman would
cheat him of half of it. So now I have told him, and also that
we wish him a cordial good day, and blessings upon his house.
We will mount our donkeys, leaving a Kawwass to pick up the
goods and load a boy with them; the Shaykh attends us to
his gate, swearing that we have ruined his prospects for ever.

You ask me if it is always necessary to go out with so much.
state, with one or more Kawwasses, and I must answer this—it is
necessary, unless you go out in native dress, veiled. I mean, of
course, at this side of the Lebanon. I thought the honours of my
position, never being allowed out without an escort, a very great
bore at first. It used to distress me to be made so much fuss
with, and to have the road cleared for me as if I were a sacred
object. I used to beg of the Kawwasses not to show their zeal by
doing more than was needful for the customs of the country and
the honour of the Consulate; but after I saw one group get a
pail of dirty water thrown over them with insolent gestures, after
hearing of a minister’s wife being kissed in the bazar, and a
clergyman’s wife being struck by a soldier because her dress
touched him en passanf, rendering him unclean, I learnt that
my meekness was quite misplaced, and that it takes some time to
know how to behave in a manner which will gain respect in the
East, which is the very opposite of that in the West. What
would be considered conciliating, high-minded, delicate, and well-
bred in certain cases, would here be only mistaken for cowardice,
meanness, and half-wittedness, The person who is most loved
and respected per se in the East, man or woman, is' who is most
brave, most just, most strict with them, most generous with
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money, and whom they cannot deceive with little intrigues. To
punish an Eastern you have but two holds over him: to hurt
his person or his pocket; but he much prefers the former. Hence
it is that frequently an official sent out from England, without
any previous knowledge of the East, a gentlemanly, quiet man,
who would have been a great success in Paris or Berlin, is despised
beyond measure in the East.

I dare say you feel quite tired. We will go home, and you
shall go to your room and wash your hands for dinner at once;
I will go round to the stables and see that the animals are all
right, and be with you in ten minutes.
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CHAPTER VIIL

SALAHIYYEH—BREAKFAST ON JEBEL KAYSUN, AND FAMILIAR
CONVERSATION ABOUT SYRIA.

I am glad we have such splendid weather, for I have planned out
a charming day. We will now have some tea and bread and
butter, and a little fruit ; but we will breakfast out. Do you see
the sand-coloured mountain which rises like a huge wall at the
back of the house? This is Jebel Kaysun, and we will go up it.
That little Wely in ruins at the top is called Kubbet en Nasr
(dome of victory). The view from it is less fascinating, and not
more extended ; the objects are too indistinct, on account of the
height. You may see two other white buildings like deserted
convents—one lies a quarter of the way up, the other a third
higher. I will send on Haji Ahmad with the basket. Old as he
is he climbs like a goat, and he will be there in half-an-hour.
We will mount our donkeys, and ride up till they begin to lose
breath, then we will dismount, turn them loose under the shade
of a big rock, and scramble up the rest. As we go along I will
say something about Haji Ahmad. He is a Moslem relic of the
British Consulate, and we all pass him from one to another. He
is the honestest, simplest, devoutest old man you can imagine.
I never can keep him quiet. His great delight is to go down to
market, and to forget the bread, that he may run back for it. He
likes to visit the town about six times a day. His leisure hours
are spent in buying and selling old china. His youth and his
elasticity are his pride. He was ill once after cutting his leg
very badly, and I had almost to tie him up to keep him from
working. How touched he was because I nursed him! Whether
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I gave him medicine, or arranged his bed, or washed and dressed
his wounds, his turban was always aloft in the air thanking
God. He is worth taking care of. Do you know what he did
in the massacres of 18607 He saved and secretly fed as many
Christians as he could, when they were being slaughtered like
sheep, and had to hide and starve. Once he stood between
them and the scimitar, and was badly wounded by his own people
in defending them. Yet there lives no better Moslem than he
is—always at prayer and fasting, and observing the orders of his
religion.

The village of Salahiyyeh has not much to show; it is large,
and taken as a whole, picturesque; we are now upon the roots of
the mountain, which are sandy, stony, and barren—you see the
steep, rugged ascent before us. There are the two buildings,
most interesting tombs, whose whiteness shows well against the
sandy-coloured walls, We first come to the burial ground, which,
though on its roots, extends nearly the whole length of the
Salahiyyeh, and separates the village and the mountain, How
many stories the Arabs have told me concerning the Jinn
(Jinén), who inhabit the caves and holes in these mountain roots.
They describe them as little men and women, about two feet
high, and very strong. They themselves would not dare come out
here at night, for fear of ghostly malice, and thought me a terrible
“kéfireh ” when I laughed at them. I did come out once alone
at dusk, to set free a wild gazelle which a French hunter had
trapped, for I knew that if I let her go by daylight they would
catch her again, as she was slightly wounded by her struggles.
I saw no Jinn; in fact, nothing but jackals, and they ran away.
After the arrival of the Haj from Mecca, all the camels are turned
out here to rest, and graze on certain roots in the sand, which, being
the same colour as the rock, we do not see, and so we fancy they
are “gratefully eating gravel.” At certain seasons, I am told,
the he-camel fasts forty days and nights, and they say, “he
is keeping Ramazan.” He is then so vicious that when the
delils (dromedaries) are turned out to graze, loose like a flock
of sheep, he requires a keeper.

Some animals wear their red, gaudy trappings; these camels,
with their Bedawin keepers lying near them, and sometimes a few
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on rising ground, standing out from the horizon, form a striking
picture.

Now our donkeys are beginning to puff, and pick their steps.
We will cast them loose under that large rock. I will tell
you, as we toil slowly up this “steep pull,” about both the
buildings. You will hardly like to ascend to the second, but
if you do, we can visit it, and thence proceed to the Kubbet en
Nasr on the top. Never mind the donkeys! Once in the plain
again, I have only to call “ Kubbi” (my donkey’s name), and you
will see him rushing down the rocks after me, like a kid, with his
heels and tail in the air, and yours will follow him.

The first building is called Jebel Arba’in, where Cain slew
Abel. It is dedicated to the Arba’in Rijil, the “ Forty Martyrs,”
of Cappadocia, who are venerated both by Christians and Moslems.
You can see from our house those slopes of the hardest limestone,
which look as if a torrent of oxidized blood had poured down
them, to the foot of the “Forty Martyrs.” Arabs believe it is
Abel’s blood and the martyrs’ blood bearing witness, and crying
to heaven. The other is partly a natural rock, partly an old
monastery, and is now dedicated to Abraham, the impression of
whose seal they gave me. The Shaykh rubbed my forehead with
oil, and made me rub my head against a certain stone whilst he
uttered a prayer. The old tradition of the Seven Sleepers of
Ephesus is also attached to it, and I was assured that if I set foot
in the building I should wake no more, and that if I went alone no
one would ever know what had become of me. However, I have
tried it repeatedly, and it has failed. Whenever any English
friends come, I send up breakfast to either building, and we
scramble up to enjoy the view, and perhaps a siesta.

You see it is a natural cave, a hermitage, or possibly an old
convent. St. George comes here every Wednesday night to pray.
This is the hole where his head rests, that is his prayer niche, and
yonder his eye-hole, which you see really weeps water. There are
the mouth, the teeth and the tongue of the mountain, which cry to
heaven and call God to witness. Here are the finger-marks of
the angel Gabriel, who holds up the roof of the cave; you must
not mind the perpetual weeping, but let the Shaykh rub us with
the blessed Virgin Mary’s mill-stone; and we must pass our hands
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along the dripping rock, which feels oily and greasy. We will
now affix our seals amongst those of the many Shaykhs and
True Believers which dot the wall. Now we will examine the old
monastery, where Haji Ahmad and I will spread the breakfast. I
believe this to have been the refectory. From one of the large
old ruined windows, where you will be sheltered from the sun, we
will gaze upon the sweetest of scenes. Then I will talk to you
about Syria till the sun is cool enough to go down. Four
Moslems have come up to pray. Two are Moghéribeh, quite ready
for a consideration, to cast our horoscopes. Meanwhile I will do
my best to describe the view beneath you, first reading you a page
from “ Mark Twain,” which alone does it justice :—

“As the glare of day mellowed into twilight, we looked down upon a
"picture which is celebrated all over the world. When Mahomet reached
this point, and looked down upon Damascus for the first time, he said,
¢Man could only enter one paradise ; he preferred to go to the one above.’
So he sat down then, and feasted his eyes upon the earthly paradise of
Damascus, and then went away without entering its gates. Damascus is
beautiful from the mountain. It is beautiful even to foreigners accustomed
to luxuriant vegetation, and I can easily understand how unspeakably
beautiful it must be to eyes that are only used to the God-forsaken barren-
ness and desolation of Syria. I should think a Syrian would go wild with
ecstasy when such a picture bursts upon him for the first time.

“From his high perch one sees before him and below him a wall of
dreary mountain, shorn of vegetation, glaring fiercely in the sun ; it fences
in a level desert of sand, smooth as velvet, and threaded far away with fine
lines that stand for roads, [] and dotted with creeping mites we know are
camel trains and journeying men ; right in the midst of the desert is spread
a billowy expanse of green foliage, and nestling in its heart sits the great
white city, like an island of pearls and opals gleaming out of a sea of
emeralds. This is the picture you see spread far below you, with distance
to soften it, the sun to glorify it, strong contrasts to heighten the effects,
and over it and about it a drowsing air of repose to spiritualize it, and
make it seem rather a beautiful stray from the mysterious worlds we visit
in dreams, than a substantial tenant of our dull, cearse globe. And when
you think of the leagues of blighted, blasted, sandy, rocky, sunburnt, ugly,
infamous, dreary country you have ridden over to get here, you think it is
the most beautiful picture that ever human eyes rested upon in all the
broad universe. With her forest of foliage, and her abundance of water,
Damascus must be a wonder of wonders to the Bedouin from the deserts.
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Damascus is simply an oasis—that is what it is. For four thousand years
its waters have not gone dry, or its fertility failed. Now we can under-
stand why the city has existed so long. It could not die. So long as its
waters remain to it, away out; there in the midst of that howling desert,
so long will Damascus live to bless the sight of the tired and thirsty
wayfarer.”

I will now enter into plainer details; but confess the truth, Is
pot this the only spot which realizes the idea of the conversion of
St. Paul, when he says, “and the greatness of that light he can com-
prehend who has seen a Syrian sun striving in his strength,” and
who reads that the light that shoue about Paul and his companions
was above the brightness of the sun? Here is the same cloudless
sky, the same fierce sun raining fire on our heads. Yet, coming
in the way Paul did, we should have this mountain and Hermon
on the left, the Anti-Lebanon running eastward, and the rounded
top of Jebel Tinfyeh rising in the midst of it.

Some say that the plain of Damascus is triangular-shaped,
others find it round ; for my part I cannot assign to it any intel-
ligible shape. As we stand on Jebel Kaystin, it seems to spread
boundlessly in all directions, till the eye is interrupted by low
rolling hills, or else rests on the horizon. It includes part of the
‘Wady el Ajam (valley of the Persians), outside the Damascus oasis,
to the south, which is watered by the Awaj (Pharpar) flowing be-
tween Jebel el Aswad, and Jebel Mini’a. The plain immediately
about Damascus is divided into the Ghutah and the Merj; the
Ghutah lies about the city, and the Merj to the east, between the
cultivation and the lakes orswamps. The verdure round Damascus
embowers almost seventy villages, and contains, independent of the
city, about 60,000 souls. Close to our right hand,and beneath us, the
Barada rushes from the mountains through its wild gorge. You
can hear it, and you can see it flows from west to east, irrigating
the whole oasis. It then empties itself into a lake, which you
cannot see, for it is about twenty miles distant. There is no outlet,
but the evaporation is so great that you will see them almost as
dry as a plate. Our poor friend Dr. Beke held that Harrén el
Awimid, on the west borders of the Bahrat el Kibliyyeh (southern
tank), is the Mesopotamian Harran, where dwelt Laban, and where
Jacob married his two wives.

H
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There are four lakes, the Utaybah, or northernmost, upon
whose banks lies the village Harran. The Bahrat el Hijanah,
which receives the drainage of the Awaj, Matkh B’rik, and the
Bahrat Bala, the latter being the southernmost lake. El Sharki-
yeh and El Kibliyyeh, as written on the maps, are not known to
the people; and the one big blue lake often placed close to Da-
mascus, does not exist. You can see in the horizon in front, beyond
the lakes, a jagged, saw-like line of conical hills. That is the
Tuldl el Safs, or hillocks of the Safd district. That is a mass or
volcanic cones. They lie east of these Damascus swamps called
lakes. It was a dangerous and unknown region, and was first
visited by my husband and Mr. Drake.

To our right is Hermon, and further still Jebel Duruz Haurén,
and the hills of Bashan. The thin line that runs over the sand is
the route to Palmyra, Homs, Hamah, and Aleppo northwards. The
Baghdad path branches off there to the east, whilst southward
yonder stretches the Haj route Mecca-wards. To our right we
notice two ranges of mountains—the lower is Jebel Kisweh, and the
higher Jebel Méni’a. On the horizon fronting us, one of the moun-
tains is Jebel el Duriz, whose highest peak is Jebel Kulayb. You
see the Rohbeh, the Jebel el Akir, the Shaykh el Tuldl, and the
Jebel Dakweh. Such are the names of the principal volcanic
cones bordering on the Desert. To our left, or north-east, rises
Abi Até, and, apparently at its foot, lies Dumayr, our first station
for the Baghdad camel post.

I hope that you admire our panorama, and that I have
made the features clear. Is it not a day to be happy ? The sky,
the view, the birds, bees, the verdure below, the fresh air, the
warm sun, the delightful shade, the height we are up in the
mountains—do not all combine to make even animal life a great
boon ?

Now that breakfast is over the Moghéribeh will tell our for-
tunes. They first perform all sorts of spells and incantations,
making little paper windmills, which turn in the breeze, with pins,
and kneading balls of hair and wax. They then consult their
books of divination with figures and sentences from the Korén.
You, they say, are a very great personage; you have wealth,
honours of every sort, you are the wife at least of an Emir; you
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ire very fond of travelling, and your only unhappiness is about
your sons. I, they say, am the chosen one (of Allah), who mates
with the lion of the Desert, but after a while the jackals will pack
and huat him down (I think that is very likely), and by numbers
will drive him from his lair ; but when they are all defeated and
crouching in their holes, a Hebrew Grand-Vizier, who will be as
wise as a serpent, will arise, and under his power the lion will
again roam freely through the desert, more grandly than before.
"This is early 1870 ; we will write these things down, and watch the
course of events.

You wish me to talk about Syria. When I first arrived here I
had learnt so little about it, that I £& d to lecture you as
if you were a child. My stock of/k3 learnt out of the
“Christian Brothers’ Geography,] in t) I think it told
me that Aleppo was the capital S $hat Damascus was
famous for its table-cloths—(damagks?) A does not now,
though in Ibrahim Pasha’s day it did,\hélnnzopgyria; and until
forty-four years ago there were no Europeans, no tables, and there-
fore no table-cloths. Thus, although you may easily be.much
better acquainted with the subject than I was, still, as a resident
who is fast becoming Orientalized, I can perhaps add to your
stock of information. Forty-four years ago, Ibrahim Pasha, of
Egypt, captured Damascus, and under Egypt Syria was divided
into five Pashaliks. These were—(1) Aleppo (Halab), (2) Damas-
cus (Esh Shéam), (3) Tripoli (Tarabulus), (4) Acre (Akka), and
(5) Gaza (Ghazzeh). The first change united them into two
Pashaliks—(1) Saida (Sidon), then including Beyrout and the
rest of Syria, (2) Damascus.

Saida began at the Bukd'a (Ceele-Syria), the great valley
between the Lebanon and the Anti-Lebanon, and ended at
Gaza.

Damascus extended from the Buké’a to the northern limits of
the Desert, including Homs and Hamah.

At present all Syria is governed by a Turkish Wali, or Gover-
nor-General ; his jurisdiction extends everywhere, except over the
Lebanon, which has its independent Christian Governor. Under
the present Wali (Rashid Pasha), the Holy Land is divided into
eight Mutserrifliks :—(1) El Kuds (Jerusalem), (2) Acre, (3) Bey-




100 . The Inner Life of Syria.

rout, (4) Tripoli, (5) Damascus, (6) Homs and Hamah, (7) *Ajlin
and Kerak (Mount Gilead and its neighbourhood), (8) El Belks
(the rest of the region beyond Jordan).

The chief features of the actual territory, and of the races who
reside in it, may be briefly described as follows :—

(1) There is a small plain between the Pashalik of Aleppo and
Syria, inhabited only by the Bedawin.

(2) Tripoli, which contains Christians, Turks, Metiwalis,
Ansarieh,or Nusayris and Ismailfyyeh; it is governed bya Mutserrif
of course under the Wali. They are all Fellahin (peasants), except-
ing in the town of Tripoli itself, where the Moslems are said to be
very fanatical.

(8) Acre is the same, excepting the part that belongs to the
Lebanon.

(4) Gaza is peopled almost entirely by Moslems; there are
very few Christians. Two or three times a year there is fight-
ing between the chiefs, of whom the principal are Bayt Abd el
Khadi, and Bayt Tubhin, Khassim el Ahmad, and Bayt el
Birkéwi, to mention no others,

From Hamah to Jerash all is desert, inhabited by Bedawin,
who are “ as the sands of the sea, or the stars of the firmament.”
We know of 42,000 tents, and their owners are—

1. ANAZEH.
The Rualla—Chief, Ibn Sha'alaim ... «ee 5000 tents,
The Wuld Ali—Chief, El Dukhi Tiar ... 5000 tents.
The Hasanni—Chief, Faris el Mezziad ... 1000 tents.
The Seb§'ah—Chief, Ibn Maijeen (el Murshid)

Mafooz wal Fegazu ... 1600 tenta,
The Mezrab—Chief, Shaykh Mohammed we 1500 tents.
The Suellah—Chief, Ibn Jendall 400 tenta,
Abdullah Ibn Mejeed we 000 tents.

2. ’ANAZEH WA BISHURR.
Ashir el Amarat—Chief Ibn Hedal ... 6000 tents,
El Feddin—Chief Ibn Abin, and Ibn Me-

Meh Xy} e Ll o0 5%0 wn&

Mowhli and the Kuwﬁré. 3000 tents,

Ahm&d Beg el Hul'f&n ) oo Y3 1500 tents,
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The Hadidin—a powerful clan under the

Chief, Shaykh Rabah ... w3000 tents.
El Amur—under Shaykhs Ali and Ka,sén 1000 tents.
AbG ShabAn—under El Nésir <o 1200 tents.
El Agaydat—with many chiefs ... 1500 tents.

Beni el Hilid—under Shaykh Zarah .o D00 tents.

These are the principal of the fierce and powerful clans around
whom the halo of chivalry and romance hangs. The rest, who
haunt the towns, and lie in wait for the unprotected traveller, are
simply malandréni, human jackals—all the bad characters of the
cities and their environs. They dress like Bedawin, in order to
loot without responsibility, and they are often in the pay of cor-
rupt officials. I should not be afraid of falling into the hands of
a large, recognized tribe, but heaven protect me from the latter
sort without the shadow of the British flag, as it was fifteen years
ago, or a handful of trusty rifles to keep them at bay.

The Damascus Pashalik includes all the races, tongues, and
creeds of Syria. Dr. W. M. Thomson, D.D., a respected missionary
at Beyrout, who has pursued his religious calling in Palestine for
now nearly forty years, gives us, in his charming work, “The Land
and the Book,” some interesting statistics. Comparing them with
what I have gleaned from the people, I have found them very
correct. He and one or two other authors speak of Syria as
having been cursed with races, tribes, creeds and tongues enough
to split up the country, and cause all manner of confusion. I
could name thirty-six off hand. For instance, there is the
Moslem, the national religion. Thomson puts them down as
800,000, and my calculation made them 1,000,000. They are
divided into the two great sects, Sunni and Shiah. The Sunni is
the so-called orthodox faith, and is subdivided into four schools—
Hanafi, Shafii, Hanbali, and Maliki. The Metdwalis (about 80,000)
are all Shiahs, the Kurds exceed 50,000, the Nusayri (Shiites)
150,000, and the Nowar, or Gipsies, who here call themselves Mos-
lems, 20,000. Besides these are the Shazilis or Shadilis (Dervishes),
thePersian Babis, the Chaldean Yezidis, the Ismailiyehs,also Shiahs,
of old called the Assassing, and the Wahhdbis; the Moghéribeh,
the Afghans, and the Bedawin; the latter can hardly be called of
any faith. All these are more or less Mohammedans, and they have
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already seventeen divisions. Then the Druzes (about 100,000)
are divided into Akkél and Juhhdl. Their belief is a mystery,
but their policy is the national religion. The Christians pretend
that they worship the calf, and declare (falsely) that they can
always “get a rise” out of a Druze by cursing the “ Ijl” (bull).
The Jews are said to exceed 40,000. They are divided into
Sephardim, a few Askenazim, fewer Samaritans, and fewest
Karaites. The Christians number about fourteen sects, seven of
Catholic and seven anti-Catholic—they all hate one another like
poison, to the great amusement of the seventeen sects of Moslems,
who do likewise.
The Catholics and orthodox or anti-Catholics, according to us
schismatic, are—
CATHOLIO, ANTI-CATHOLIC.
1. Chaldean ... oo oo Chaldean.
2. Armenian ... oee «.. Armenian.

8. Greek eee eee eee Greek.

4. Papal Catholics ... ... Presbyterians.

6. Syrian ... Jacobite or Nestorian.
6. Latin Catholics «.. Copt.

7. Maronites of the Lebanon «.. Abyssinian.

What keeps these parties divided is partly the language of the
ritual, but much more the necessity of each having its own bishop.
Each dignitary is a political power, who looks after the temporal
interests of his subjects ; he keeps Kawwasses; he is recognized by
Government, and he has a voice in all public as well as private
business.

The Maronites of the Lebanon and the Greek Orthodox are
the only two really powerful Christian sects: firstly, because they
are fighting races, rich, and well protected by Russia and France ;
secondly, on account of their superiority in numbers.

The Maronite Catholics (200,000) are under their Patriarch,
who governs them religiously, without reference to Rome. They
acknowledge the supremacy of the Pope, but it is so arranged by
his desire, as government in the Lebanon requires prompt action
and an unfettered command. They own in the Lebanon 82 convents,
2000 monks and nuns, and a revenue of about £70,000 a year.

The Greek Orthodox (about 150,000) have one Patriarch at
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Jerusalem, and a second at Damascus, who also administers
Antioch. They count sixteen bishops, and their monasteries are
everywhere.

The Patriarch of the Armenians (20,000) resides at Damascus.
The Papal and Latin Catholics, between whom I see no difference,
although here they class them under two heads, must simply
mean foreign and native, and number about 80,000.

The Presbyterians are a mere handful at the missions and the
schools of Prussia, England, and the United States. There is one
wandering representative of the Church of England ; the others
are either Lutherans or Presbyterians,

Each of the seven Catholic sects owns a liturgy different from
the Latin Catholic mass, and said in their own language. They
communicate under both kinds, but there is no heresy in their
belief. A French or English Catholic satisfies his religious
obligation by hearing mass on Sunday with them, but he cannot
receive their Communion ; he must go for that purpose either to
the Terra Santa (Spanish) or to the Lazarists (French). At both
these latter, mass is said in Latin, and Communion is received
under our form, that of the Sacred Host.

Our church dignitaries in Damascus are, the venerable and
gentlemanly Greek Orthodox Patriarch; the Armenian Patri-
arch, who is, however, often absent, and represented by Padre
Musa; the fine old Jacobite Patriarch, who comes down here
occasionally on business for his flock; and the two Catholic
Bishops, one Greek, and the other Syrian, besides numerable
clergymen of various grades. At Damascus there are also four
Presbyterian missionaries.

Our Catholic religious houses are three—the Sisters of Charity
(French), the Lazarists, also French, and the Spanish Franciscans.
The two former have first-rate schools on the same principle as in
France, teaching six hundred girls and about four hundred boys,
who all receive a good, sound education, and are fitted for some
trade. The girlsare taught, besides reading, writing, and religious
teaching, washing, ironing, mending clothes, scrubbing, and so
forth; to sow, bake, churn butter, and cook; accounts and house-
keeping—in short, they are shown how to be comfortable wives,
which is the training girls mostly want here,
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At the holy places, Damascus and Jerusalem, religion is the
one thought for pugnacious sentiment, as politics used to be in
the days when they rose so high in England, that the dearest
friends whose opinions differed could not speak. In Damascus,
Christian and Moslem are as Guelph and Ghibeline, Montagu and
Capulet, Whig and Tory of the olden time. At Jerusalem the
fourteen Christian sects wrangle over the Holy Places, except, of
course, those who doubt the truth of the sites, and who have come
to teach us better. Meanwhile, the Moslems stand over them to
flog them into order. If one unhappy Jew were to risk crossing
the court of the Sepulchre during Holy Week, the fourteen would
for once unite to tear him into threads.

The Palestine Moslems are considered by Thomson, and those
who have made researches into their history, to have come from
Egypt. My husband says they are a collection of all races, and
that the Crusaders drew them from every part of the East.

The Maronites claim to be descended from the ancient
Syrians.

The Ansarfyyeh, also called Nusayri, are also made to spring
from the Canaanites, but the fact is we know nothing about them.

The Metiwalis are emigrants from Persia, as their physique
proves.

The inhabitants of the Lebanon may be off-shoots from the
original Pheenician owners.

The Druzes are Arabs frcm the eastern confines of Syria,
settled partly in the Lebanon and Anti-Lebanon, and partly in
the mountains to the east.

Thomson truthfully says:—

“No country in the world has such a multiplicity of antagonistic races.
They can never form a united people, nor combine for any important pur-
pose. They will therefore remain weak and incapable of self-government,
and exposed to the invasions and oppressions of foreigners—a people
trodden down.”

This state of affairs results from and perpetuates a Babel of
tongues. English, French, Italian, German, and Spanish are
the languages imported by the foreign Consulates. Turkish is
the official tongue, and Arabic the national ; Persian, Hindostani,
and Greek are also common. The Consul has to converse every
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day with Jews, Maronites, Arabs, Turks, Bedawin, Druzes, Kurds,
Afghans, Persians, and Algerines; and he must, or rather he
should, understand all their religions and customs.

Let us say that the total of Syrian population is about two
millions. This population is gathered into towns and villages, as
opposed to the Bedawin, who people the desert.

The Kurds of our village, Salahiyyeh, are estimated at from
15,000 to 20,000, and 20,000 more in Damascus or spread about
the country.

The Metiwali in the Beléd B’sharra, Ba'albak, and the Beldd
Jebayl, muster about 30,000.

Damascus, the capital, is, as might be expected, the largest city,
and hives about 120,000 or 150,000 human creatures of all kinds.

Jerusalem contains 20,000; Aleppo, 80,000 ; Beyrout, the
seaport, 72,000; Hamah, 36,000; Homs, 28,000; Antioch, 2,500 ;
Tripoli, 2,500; Edlip, 12,000; Latakiyyeh (Laodicea), 8,000;
Sidon, 12,000; Tyre, 6,000; Acre, 6,000; Khaifa, 4,000; Naza-
reth, 7,000 ; Safed, 12,000 ; Tiberias, 6,000 ; Jenin, 3,000 ; Nablus,
the boundary between the Jerusalem and Damascus Consulates,
14,000 ; Jaffa, 12,000; Ramleh (between Jaffa and Jerusalem),
4,000; Gaza, 18,000; Hebron, 8,000; Bethlehem, 5,000; Zahleh,
the largest town in the Lebanon, 13,000; Dayr el Kamar, 7,000;
Hasbeyyah by Hermon, 6,000; and Rasheyya, 3,000.

These are the principal towns; the rest are mere villages, for
wherever there is a square foot of verdure and a streamlet springs
up, the people settle near it.

The Jews number 2,000 at Tiberias, 12,000 at Safed (both
these towns are almost entirely Jewish, being Israelitish Holy
Cities), 7,000 at Jerusalem, 7,000 at Damascus, 4,000 at Aleppo,
600 at Hebron, and some few in Beyrout and Sidon.

These are the statistics gathered from the best authorities. I
have endeavoured to correct them, but I cannot be answerable for
their exactness; it is so difficult to arrive at the truth in Syria.

These various religions and sects live together more or less,
and practise their conflicting worships in close proximity. Out-
wardly you do not see much, but in their hearts they hate one
another. The Sunnites excommunicate the Shiahs, and both hate
the Druzes ; all detest the Ansarfyyehs; the Maronites do not
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love anybody but themselves, and are duly abhorred by all; the
Greek Orthodox abominate the Greek Catholics and the Latins ;
all despise the Jews. It is a fine levelling school, and teaches
one, whatever one’s fanatical origin or bigoted early training may
have been, to respect all religions, and to be true to one’s own.

Except the Bedawin, the Druzes, and the Jews (especially the
Samaritans), only a few families can pride themselves on tracing
their origin to any antiquity. We must, of course, except all
those descended from the Prophet, and especially Abd el Kadir,
who is an exile here.

As far as blood goes, there is no one to come near the Druzes
in point of physique. Then come the Afghans, the Kurds, and
the Bedawin.

The first are the best fighting men, the most manly and war-
like. They always behave like gentlemen by instinct, and, briefly,
they are the only race fit to be our allies.

The Kurds are “roughs,” but have a great deal of good in
them. The Afghans look 8o quiet, and slouch about like cats;
but when anything does happen they beat everybody in courage,
daring, and endurance. I should not like to have an Afghan
enemy. The real Bedawin also have something noble, chivalrous,
and romantic. I must say that the Moslem inspires me with
the greatest respect. He cares for nothing so much as his faith;
he is so humble, s0 devout, so simple, so self-denying, sincere, and
manly; he prays five times a day, with all his heart, with all
his body, and all his senses; he fasts rigorously from sunrise to
sunset in Ramazan ; he abstains even from smoke or a draught of
water, labouring at his hard work as usual. His Korén is his only
study ; he will devote the evenings which a Christian would pass
in frivolities to hearing every word expounded, with every inter-
pretation that it can bear. He rules his life upon it. I like,
though it is strange to say so, the practices of Islam, which have
something beyond mere faith. We all worship one and the same
Creator, but we worship Jesus Christ as God and man, whereas
they do not worship, but honour Mohammed, as the Jews do
Moses, and as we do, relatively, our Blessed Lady the Mother of
God. They also honour Jesus as one of the four great prophets—
Mohammed, Abraham, Jesus, and David—but they do not worship
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him as God. They ignore the Unity and Trinity of God ; but if
sincerity will save those who are not what we call in the “right way,”
they will certainly not be lost. Their lives are far nobler than
those of our Syrian Christians. If there is a contemptible thing on
the face of the earth, in point of physical race and moral character,
it is the lower class of town “ Nazard ” (Nazarene). It is true he
is oppressed and ill-treated by the Moslem, but why does the
Moslem do so? Only because he knows him to be his inferior;
only because he knows that his cowardice will not suffer him to
support his religion. The very exceptions prove the rule. The
mountain Christians, the Greek Orthodox, the Maronite, will fight,
and therefore they are generally unmolested. But the best, and
there is no accounting for the fact, are the Jacobite Christians of
Sadad, a little mountain village, who even surpass the Druzes
in bravery, in courtesy, in religious practices, and in hospitality.
What gentleman-Jacobite can have been the sire of Sadad, and
have implanted his good blood in every one of its inhabitants ?
The Christians of the towns are simply deplorable. We are
bound in the cause of humanity and religion to protect them, but
when you look at them you hardly wonder that the Moslem
tieats them like Pariahs. It is a case of “might is right,” and
the “weaker go to the wall;” they are morally as well as physically
mean and mesquin. Yes: I know you will quote 1860 in their
favour, but they were what I describe them before the massacre.
At that time there began to appear signs of religious distrust and
jealousy, and the mysterious forewarnings of a storm were in the
air, fostered, it is said, from head-quarters. The latter never meant
to go so far; however, when once the miscreants were let loose,
they could not be controlled. The Moslem fell like wolves upon
the unhappy Christians, who, of course, were in the minority.
During these days houses were pillaged, women insulted and
murdered, old men hacked to pieces, children flung into the
flames, babies tossed up and caught on lances—in fact, all the
nameless horrors of the Indian mutiny. Those who escaped
actual slaughter died of fright, of famine, of wounds, of privations;
the churches and houses were burned, and the whole Christian
quarter became one charred and blackened mass; their property
was sacked at the time, and bought up afterwards at mock sales



108 The Inner Life of Syria.

for nominal prices; all support and influence was taken from
them, and the miserable remnant was driven out homeless and
penniless, save the women who were rescued to live with the
victors in a most degrading manner. Whilst this was the attitude
of Christian and Moslem, the usurers came between them. Partly
from cruelty, partly from love of gain, partly from fear, which
induced treachery, they offered safe asylums to their Christian
neighbours. They stood trembling at their doors whilst the
slaughter lasted, offering glasses of lemonade to the Moslems
exhausted by carnage, and with a sign betrayed the hiding-place
of the wretches who had sought refuge with them; then, taking
advantage of the fearful disorder, they rushed in and sacked what
houses they could. As Judas of old betrayed with a kiss, so
did Juda, and Simeon, and Ruben, on the 9th, 10th, and 11th of
July, 1860, but we must not for that condemn the whole race
or nation. A rabble of demons, in A.p. 83, committed the
blackest crime which time has ever seen, or can ever chronicle,
but all the nation were not guilty ; nevertheless the rest, and even
those, appear to have been dear to our Redeemer. Nicodemus, in
the Apocryphal testament (chap. iv. 18), contains the following :—
“ But when the governor looked upon the people that were present,
and the Jews, he saw many of the Jews in tears, and said to the
chief priests of the Jews, All the people do not desire his death.”
But much will be forgiven, for there are Jews who redeem the
whole nation. This other rabble of 1860 were also demons, but
they were usurers. We must not for their sakes condemn the
whole 40,000 living in Syria and Palestine, nor even the 7,000 in
Damascus, amongst whom are a body of pious, innocent, and
inoffensive men, honourably earning an honest living.

How do you think the Christians behaved under this trial ?
Instead of joining together, making a resistance, and selling
their lives as dearly as possible, those who had arms hid them.
The men took refuge where they could, and left their wives
and children to be slaughteted. To show you what they might
have done, I may relate that only one Christian defended him-
self. He was a Greek. He locked his house door, and went up
to the highest window. He took his only weapon—a gun—as
much ammunition as he could find, and a bottle of raki to keep
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up his strength. He sat at his window, and every time a Moslem
came near the door he shot him dead. By-and-by there was a
little pile of bodies before the entrance, and after a time nobody
ventured past. This solitary fact shows what men might Lave
done in unison. 4

How do you think Abd el Kadir, true gentleman and
descendant of the Prophet, behaved ? He employed his Algerines
in protecting and leading the miserable wretches to his palace.
He sent down an escort for the English Consul, whose Turkish
guards were wavering and treacherous. He slept across his own
threshold for many nights upon & mat, lest some starving,
wounded, and terrified wretch should be sent away by his men.
He succoured and protected the helpless Sisters of Charity.

How do you think an Englishwoman behaved ? She was
offered a safe asylum in the palace, but her old blood did not
permit of her showing any fear. She replied with dignity that
she hardly supposed that she could incur any personal risk in her
husband’s house, he being a Moslem, but that under any cir-
cumstances she had Christian servants in the house, and that
whatever danger they had to run she would share it with them.

And what did France and England? England, as usual,
looked on and, perhaps, thought a great deal, but declined to move.
France, after boasting that she was the Missionary Army, of the
world, and bound to establish Christianity in its native seat,
landed a fine force, marched up the hill and marched down again.
Her soldiers reached Kéb Elias in the western Bukéd’a, hardly
half-way to Damascus. You will ask, what prevented the
advance, but I can hardly afford to answer you. The con-
sequence of even so mild a show of spirit was that France was
adored and respected beyond all measure. The French Consul,
and indeed any Frenchman, carried all before him. I found it
8o on my arrival in 1869 (in 1870 all gave way to the Prussians),
but then our neighbours always appoint first-rate men in official
positions. It was a proud time for the Christians whilst the French
troops were in Syria. They could boast proudly that no one
could say “good morning” to them; they were fres and happy,
and making their enemies “ eat sand ;” they tell the story atill
with childish glee. There are many sad results existing, even
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now, from that sad massacre fourteen years ago, but I will not
puin you by telling them.

“In 1860, England,”—I quote from my husband—* much against her
own wish, underwent a temporary revival of her old popularity and pre-
eminence in the Levant. The honourable and high-principled bearing
of Lord Dufferin, appointed by Lord John Russell to sit upon the Syrian
Commission which followed the massacres of June and July, 1860, bore
fruit. Whilst some of his colleagues were bribed, and others were bullied,
and ,all were outwitted by Fuad Pasha, he made himself conspicuous by
his justice, his delicacy of feeling, and his open-handed charity. Whilst the
Christian Commission openly sided with the murderous Maronites against
the murderous Druzes he held the scales carefully balanced, and he never
became an advocate except in the cause of humanity. But he unhappily
proposed to erect in Syria a Vice-royalty after the fashion of Egypt; and
who should he propose for Viceroy, by a curious fatality, but Fuad Pasha %
This astute personage was the last nominee in the world that should have
been named. His love of breeding discussion and dissension between
Druze and Christian, and his secret support of the Moslem, had directly
led to the Syrian massacres of 1860. True to her policy, the Porte sent
Fuad Pasha to punish the offenders whom he had taught to offend, and of
course the English public, ignorant and incurious of things Oriental, won-
dered why the Turkish statesman was so tender to his own tools. The
proposal of Fuad Pasha for Viceroy was rich in bad results. As long as
he lived Syria was never quiet; he stirred up all manner of trombles
in order to remind the world that he was the man to put them down.

“On the other hand, the French party proposed for their Viceroy the
Algerine Amir Abd el Kadir. . . . . .

“Loudly enough, and naturally, too, the Porte protested against being
dismembered. She shrewdly suspected that the ‘Syrian Vice-royalty’
scheme came from the higher powers in England, Orientals are not apt to
recognize independence of action in subordinate functionaries. Still she
believed in Lord Palmerston, after whose death Ottomans began to think
that their Sultan had lost his only influential friend in Great Britain.
This feeling has been greatly increased amongst the educated classes since
the abolition of the Black Sea Treaty. The Turks are now turning,
as might be expected, towards Russia. It is the recoil of the bow.

“Since 1865 our downfall in Syria—one of the roads to India—has
been complete.”

The Lebanon is, as you know, the key of Syria. This range of
mountains, which extends from Tripoli to the plain of Esdraelon,
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contains about 400,000 inhabitants, settled in 1022 villages. The
greater part is peopled by Maronites, the 200,000 Catholics who
are governed by their local Pope, without reference to Rome.
Civilly they are governed by Franco Pasha, the Christian Gover-
nor of the Lebanon, but religiously by the Batrak (Patriarch),
His Beatitude Butros Bulos (Peter Paul).

The great powers of Europe—we were then represented by
Lord Stratford de Redcliffe—determined that “the Mountain”
should have a Christian and independent Governor.

The Druzes occupy the southern half of the Lebanon, Hermon,
the Haurdn, and the Leji’a, where they are of a wilder and
fiercer nature than the western clans. There are some in Has-
beyya and Rasheyya, in Wady el Tame, and about Safed and the
Jebel el Aléh, the latter west of Aleppo, in Carmel and in the
mountains above Acre. In the Lebanon itself they could muster
about 20,000 or 25,000 muskets. The 1022 villages are almost all
Druze and Maronite, with a very light sprinkling of Latin
Catholic, Greek Orthodox, and Metdwali Shiah.

The revenue of the Mountain from its silk, olives, figs, woods,
and fruits is not to be despised. The annual Government tax
is 7500 purses (each five napoleons), but, as 12,000 purses are
expended, it must give the Lebanon 4500 instead of deriving
income from it. The tithe tax (El Ashr) upon all Syria would
raise the Lebanon contribution 30,000 purses, and this the
Government greatly covets. The tax upon all Syria is, or rather
was, the tobacco, 12 piastres (2s.) per oke, (about 21 lbs.),
or 24 piastres the ratl (4} lbs.), and upon goats, even kids,
3 piastres, while salt pays double its price. There are besides
fifty-three other taxes of a smaller kind. Since my departure
the octroi of civilization has been applied to tobacco, with
what success I cannot say.

The minor Turkish officials weary the people of Syria with their
taxes, and practise all kinds of imposition. The recruiting party,
for instance, want A. B’s son. They will quarter themselves
upon the house, eat and drink, and feed their horses, take the
father’s bribe to spare his son, and then, finally, carry off the son.
If they have had the misfortune, after paying their taxes and
their tenth, and managed their Radif or enlistment troubles, to
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fall into the usurer’s hands, Allah help them! They must give
up their village and themselves. It is not called slavery here, but
slavery is the right word. His Majesty the Sultan and the Grand-
Vizier cannot know these petty details; but the truth is, that the
strong staff of underlings sent out to occupy official positions in
this fat berth has to feather its own nest, and in Turkish life that
is considered an honourable occupation. There are exceptions to
the rule, but I fear that they are few and far between.

No wonder, then, that there is sometimes a massacre. The
Turks now know that the next time it happens Europe will take
serious steps, so they do their best to repress disorderly meetings.
But the Moslem Syrians also know it; they hate the Turkish
rule, and they wish to be free from their yoke. The Turkish
Moslem despises the Arab Moslem, and the latter abominates the
former. So it may come to pass that they may try to raise a
Jihdd (religious or fanatical war), and whenever the reins are
laxly held they have only to go out in the streets and flourish
the green flag, crying out El Sandjik Nebiwi, and in a few
minutes every hot head becomes unmanageable.

If Syria could choose her own master, the Maronites would
prefer France, and the Greeks orthodox Russia, but all the rest
would wish for England. Meanwhile we do not care to possess Syria.
And the difficulty is simply this: suppose that the Ottomans lost
Syria, what race of men could take their place? Foreigners are
too jealous of one another; there are too many aspirants for the
honour of holding the Holy Land to allow Syria to fall into the
hands of any one power. The best thing, therefore, for the present,
is to let things remain as they are, and for Syria to behave herself
decently.

In 1840 England armed the Lebanon—Maronite and Druze
alike, regardless of religion—the object being to drive out Ibrahim
Pasha. Ibrahim Pasha was completely routed by the Druzes in
the Leji’a, and harassed by them until his departure. The French,
under the excuse of protecting the Church, but really to acquire
influence, and to have a pied & terre in Syria, always sided with the
Maronite Catholics, and we are supposed to have adopted the
Druzes for balance of power in the Mountain. The English and
"Turkish camps, with the Druzes, as opposed to the French and
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Maronites, were posted at Juneh, where Lady Hester Stanhope
lived and died, in the mountains behind Sidon. The French gave
the Maronites money and arms to protect them from the Druzes.
Three times this game of English and French has taken place,
and it used to be enlivened by the Turks, first to rid themselves
of the Egyptians, and then to weaken Christian influence. I
wonder why we played so much into the hands of Russia and did
her work for her: but so it was. The Maronites, curiously enough,
were induced after the insurrection, by the French through their
priests it is said, to give up their arms. The Druzes laughed in
their faces at such a proposition, and sturdily refused. Twice the
Christians have fallen into the same snare. The Moslems and
Druzes persuaded them in 1860 that if they would give up their
weapons they should not be hurt, and then fell upon and mas-
sacred them. Hence the Druzes, when they meet a Maronite,
laugh at and sometimes insult him. The Druzes have con-
sidered themselves ever since 1840 almost as British subjects, and
the British Consul to be their especial Consul. They always say
we are “Kurdyyib” and “sawa sawa,” meaning we are relatives. In
event of a disturbance they would allow nothing to happen to an
Englishman; and though we have seen exceptional local cases of
treachery, an Englishman’s visit to the wildest part of their terri-
tory would be considered an honour—to use their own expression,
“they would carry him upon their heads.” These feelings, how-
ever, will fade through our own fault, through the decay of
our prestige in the East, and in view of the fact that a Consul
is not only nof required but discouraged from asserting our
national dignity.

The Levant generally, and especially Syria and Damascus,
is the focus, the hot-bed of jealousy, intrigue, plots, and mis-
chief. At the same time I must make you understand in what
way. We have no “snobs ”"—passez-moti le mot—in Damascus, no
vulgar gossip, no damaging each others moral characters. It is
all high caste political intrigue. The higher classes crave for
place and power, the middle and lower classes for money and
foreign protection. Fanatical chiefs of sects claim precedence for
their own particular rituals, The crimes committed for these
ends are on a bold scale. A great man winks to his creature, who

1
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understands a certain cup of coffee, or narghileh : he takes through
his Wakil (agent) such or such a Bartfl, in plain English, bribe,
perhaps as contribution to the poor-box. The poorer man waits
for his enemy by the gardens, stabs him, and robs his mare.
Murder, robbery, and free-fights, settle everything decisively
and at once. There is no meaning smile, no shrug of the
ghoulder, no whisper that ¢“Mrs. A. was seen to speak on three
successive days to Mr. B,,” or a wonder as to “ what on earth the
poor C.’s have got to live upon ;” there is no low, spiteful talk,
no under-current of poison going round the town to ruin some
woman’s character. That will come in with European contact
and commerce, perhaps with the Euphrates Valley Railway.
Now we are on a much grander, more official and public scale.
Money-lenders stamp out the poor. Turkish officials are jealous of
European influence. They also hate and oppress the natives of
Syria. These latter offer bribes, humbly but confidently, to be
allowed to live, and the tribute is proudly accepted with a
flourish of trumpets. This goes on everywhere, from highest to
lowest. Some European officials—I point at no one—do not live
there too long without getting tainted, and forgetting their ideas of
right and wrong. Powerful would-be missionary people, who have
alienated their own most devout and influential supporters, fasten
upon some innocent person for a fancied slight, and try to sting
and crush their victim in the cause of Christianity and good
example, forgetting that the wasp, though he leave his sting in his
victim, dies at last. If intrigue were to depart this life in
Europe she would be born again at Beyrout, and send her offspring
to Damascus to “increase and multiply.”
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CHAPTER IX,

CONTINUATION OF FAMILIAR CONVERSATION ABOUT BYRIA—
CLIMATE—HEALTH—HORSES, AND TREATMENT-FRIENDLY
VISITS—ARAB CAFES—ARAB DANCING, MUSIO, AND SINGING.

THs sketch will give you an idea of the present state of Syria,
its government, policy, and habits. I do not enter into more
details, and expect your gratitude. You ask me what sort of
climate ?

It is the fashion in England to rave about the charming
climate of Damascus, but you must remember that to visit a place
whilst you are in robust health is one thing, and to reside in it
and encounter climate on tough kids and skinny chickens is
another.

I would explain that we have in Damascus no beef, no fish,
no veal, no pork, no meat of any kind except the coarsest mutton;
and who would drink anything save native wine, whose only
strength is a flavour of goatskin, must get out vin ordinaire
from France at great expense, and tea from England. We
are always between the snows of the Anti-Lebanon and the
burning heats of the Desert, and they do not combine like a
pair of negatives to make a pleasant affirmative. Each enforces
itself with vigour at separate seasons. The rain and wind begin
to be severe in November, and from December to March the cold
is bitter. The blasts, rushing down the mountains and sweeping
the plain, charge down upon us like an express train. I have often
gone to look out of the window to see what was coming. It has
struck our house like a huge wave, and made several of the
windows, frames and all, fly down the gardens, I have also known
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March balmy, full of violets and spring flowers. April, May, and
early June are perfection, and the Arab saying is, “ The spring of
Esh Shém, but the autumn of El Masr.” (Egypt and Cairo.)

At the end of June the heat sets in, and it is cruel to keep
anything there that is not native, from July to late September.
In the severe days of the Liberal Government my husband had
orders to remain at his Consulate, the thermometer in the shade
of my room, near a fountain, was 115 Fahrenheit; in the sun on the
terrace it was 170 Fahrenheit. On the 24th July I took an um-
brella, went out, put a pot of water there, and retired into the
shade till it was ready to boil an egg. Utter prostration and
listlessness affected us all: we were only able to lie down, sleep,
and drink sherbet. The sight of food was abominable. Three
of my English dogs died—the Mount St. Bernard and two
bull terriers, poisoned by the heat and the Simoom. The horses,
in a very large, cool stable, perfectly shaded by the trees, and
with all the windows and doors open, looked as they would not
have done after a hard day’s gallop. With all its beauty the
climate is fatally hot, cold, and treacherous. Sudden deaths often
occur, chiefly amongst the natives. You will hear frequently
of persons you saw but yesterday—

“So and so died last night.”

“What did he die of ?”

“I don’t know. He coughed and he died. He got a sneezing
fit and he died. He said he felt unwell, and presently he
died.”

If they had remarked, “He took a cup of coffee, and he died;”
or, “He smoked a narghfleh and he died ;” the answer would be
“QOh!” as much as to say, “ Now we understand.” Dysentery and
fever are daily enemies; cholera is a rare visitor, but very bad
when it comes. I have seen threc isolated cases at different
seagons and places. Yellow-fever I have never heard of. Syrian
fever is of an aguish or rheumatic kind; it begins with pain all
over, particularly the head and back, freezmg, bummg, lethargy,
liver disordered, and low spirits. Ophthalmia is very prevalent.
Sometimes a whole village cannot show a dozen sets of sound eyes.
It comes from uncleanness and flies, and it is so sympathetic that
one catches it from doctoring the patients. Travellers often suffer
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from dysentery and fever, but if they would only travel with
necessary drugs, and take a day’s rest when attacked, they would
neither die nor carry away with them the remnants of a complaint
that lasts them for a year, or for life. I always carry a little
leather medicine chest, about the size of a respectable brick ; it
contains antibilious pills, calomel, and all needful for bilious
attacks, diarrheea, and dysentery; burnt alum and kohl, and several
other things, for the eyes; quinine and Warburg’s drops for fever;
opium and many other simple remedies. None of our camp were
ever ill for more than a day, unless from wounds. My cotton
wool, lint, spermaceti, and strapping all travel in an old
canister, and do not overload the baggage animals. I meet so
many sick people as I go along that it is quite & blessing to have
the means of relieving them.*

& [ Written in 1871 and corrected ¥n 1874].—A medical mission in Syria wounld be
well placed at Damascus. At Beyrout there are five first-rate doctors, English,
French, American, German, and Armenian. These monopolize Beyrout and the
Lebanon. A poor person ill in Damascus could not afford to send to Beyrout for a
doctor. The only medical man in Damascus in my time was the French sanitary
officer, Dr. Nicora, who was clever when he was young, but was in 1869 already
aged, and is now dead (1874). A good English doctor settling at Damascus would
reign alone. He would certainly have all the European custom, and the Consular
support—more than probably the Turkish authorities and best families; and a name
is so soon made there, he would, in a year,"have the whole population of Damascus
and the environs as his clientéle. My impression is, that a doctor who could afford
to take himself out and settle respectably, and support himself for the first year,
would at the end of three years (if he learnt Arabic and Turkish) find himself
making £1,000 a year. It would not be a self-paying profession until he made his
name, and was known. The natives never like paying, and want to be doctored
gratis, which was, perhaps, the reason of my popularity in medicine. They make
every excuse, in fact, for not paying, and he would be under the disagreeablo
necessity of only delivering a prescription in exchange for the money, to those who
could afford to pay. I have kmown a Greek Orthodox father, quite able to pay,
take his son to & first-rate Beyrout doctor, and when the time for the fee came,
beg to be excused because he was a Protestant, which was untrue, and was said
to please the doctor, whose faith it happened to be; whereupon the doctor, who in
all poor cases is most charitable, put the prescription in his pocket, and then only the
man put the money on the table, though five minutes before he had sworn he had not
afarthing in the world. However, a doctor going to Damascus should discriminate,
act with extreme gentleness and sympathy to all classes, tiresome though they be,
and he should make the rich pay and let the poor off. My “ medical mission ” should
make Damascus its head-quarters, but have a roving commission with orders to visit
the Anti-Lebanon, Hermon, Homs, Hamah, the Haurén, Lejé’a, and all surrounding
districts at the fever season, where he would find the Bedawin dying like sheep
from fever, purely for want of knowledge of quinine and its uses. I doubt two
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Where are the good horses? Ah! I do not wonder at your
asking. It was my first question when I had been at Damascus a
couple of days. Except those that have been taken from the
Bedawin, or by compulsion by Turkish officials, or accepted from
them as “ bart{l,” you will have a difficulty in seeing them. You
will see, perhaps, a dozen or two of half-breds and three-quarter
breds. The rest are kaddishes; but many of these are good, ser-
viceable animals. The famous mares are kept in the Desert, and in
seclusion from Turkish eyes. The three grand old races are—
Saklawfyyeh, Saklawfyyeh Jedrin, Khailat el Ajuzeh. The two
subdivisions are Hadbén, and Abbayyéan; and the less valued strains
are these six :—M’anagheh, Ghilfih, Abu Arkub, Binét el Nowak,
Binnat, Harfushi (from the family of the same name). I have
had the opportunity of seeing some of these at the tents of
various Arab Shaykhs, and amongst Turkish officials, and on the
going out of the Haj.

For travelling purposes the Rahwin is the best animal. He
is generally a twelve-hands Kurdish pony, and he ambles along
like a carriage and pair. He is never tired, nor does he tire you.
You have to learn to ride him. I found the pace a bore, and
always returned to my own horses with pleasure; yet those are
wiser than myself who travel thus, for they cover twice the usunal
distance without fatigue. Mares are too expensive, and the horse

getting on well together, unless they were such thorough friends that they could
work together. The slightest disagreement would cause s failure, but in the
former case one could remain in Damascus, and the other scour the highways and bye-
ways. Both would have to be careful to keep to their own sido of the Lebanon, on
account of the other doctors. The “ medical mission ” should have a good native assist-
ant and servant in one—who has some knowledge of medicine, who speaks Arabic,
Turkish, and either English, French, or German. I know of one. They would
have to be very decided and firm sn cases of mecessity, and not ask their patients
what they would Iike. In the year 1869, our Damascus sisters of charity treated
65,000 cases. Moslems, Jows, and all other denominations flocked to them. When
I lived there I practised my simple knowledge of domestic medicine (fixing
them to a particular hour devoted to the decay and necessities of human nature)
upon twenty patientsa day in Damascus, on an average, and fifty s day in the Anti-
Lebanon—but as they were poor, and I an amateur, it gave me no idea what would
result to & doctor’s pocket. At the same time, if ever a medical mission is started,
1 shall be quite competent to give it an account of the natives, their commonest
ailments, their physical natures and temperaments, and what drugs would be mostly
required, which must all be brought or sent out from England, packed in tins; and
I can teach it, upon my expericnce, not to waste its time.
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is the only other resource. On long journeys I usé two horses,
riding them on alternate days; the extra Rahwéns and donkeys
run loose like dogs. Half-bred Syrian horses have certain disad-
vantages for marching. They must have full, or even extra
rations, when hard worked. They come out in the morning too
hot to hold, and look as if they wanted to kill and eat one. You
cannot ride near anybody. About the middle of the day they
settle steadily to work, and leave off play—by that time your
back is well-nigh broken with their “fantasias ” under a broiling
sun. At night they rest till about twelve. When the camp is
sound asleep, it is aroused by a noise as if Hades had broken loose,
and you find that they have either bitten their ropes through, or, if
the ground be sandy, uprooted their pegs, irons a foot and a half
long, by pawing and pulling alternately. Then they scour the
camp, screaming, lashing out, and fighting, nor can any man with
safety separate them. And it is a sight to see them. Their ears
lie back on their necks, their extended nostrils snort steam, as
they rear on their hind legs, with forelegs almost embracing cach
other, and their teeth fastened into each other’s necks, and the
“get to” either disables them or leaves ugly scars next day.

No one can afford blood mares of the three great races.
Several men buy and have a share in one, like a railway company,
and they divide the profits of her offspring. The Bedawin never
ride their best mares on plundering expeditions. You might
shake a handkerchief at them and make them run away; but if
you see them coming on camels—be frightened. The mare comes
before wife and child. She means money—and something of repu-
tation. I do not say there are no cases of attachment, but I will say
that in five cases out of seven she merely represents capital. Omar
Beg, a Hungarian Mir Alai (Brigadier-General), had alovely mare.
I believe he bought her after a free fight in the Desert, but she was
so handsome that at a grand review—the only thing of the kind
that ever took place here—we could not look at anything else. I
heard afterwards that he had been ordered off from Damascus in a
hurry, and had had to part with her for what she would fetch—
£80. It made me quite envious of the happy purchaser. He had
another and she was killed by a provoking mischance. Want-
ing to do something to her hoof, they were obliged to throw her.
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Instead of putting straw, or a heap of soft mattresses under her,
the barbarians let her fall on the hard stones, and she sustained
such severe injuries that she died. I do not know how he bore it
so quietly.

You have often heard of the extreme care and love with which
an Arab tends his horse. If his own animal is in question he will
do all he can for it, if it is another man’s beast he will do “ less
than nothing,” which proves to me that money, and not love of
the animal, is the motive power. If it is his own he will water it,
give it what he can scrape up to eat without taxing his pocket
too violently, he will tether it in the best place, ride it sparingly,
and, after a rough fashion, groom it. After working it all day he
will leave the saddle on all night, with the false idea that it would
gall the back to take it off and wash it; hence horrible results
from sweat and loose matted hair. But as for grooming the hoofs,
sponging out the eyes and nose after a hard day in the Desert—
never! The most a horse gets is a wash in the river, when there is
one. So they use up their animals terribly. I have heard a
Kawwass proudly boast that he had killed nine horses: as if they
had been shot from under him in battle, or as a Red Indian would
show his scalps. If the horse is feeding at your expense, the
owner will make him eat until he almost bursts. If the beast
be lent or hired to him, he will let it die.

I had had some experience in Brazil, having been by necessity
my own stud-groom, but I bought all my experience of Syrian
travel on my first Desert trip. In the middle of the night I used
to go round the camp and see that all was well. Once we had
thirteen hours’ hard ride, sending on water by camels. We were
camped near & deserted Khan, far out in the Desert, which made
& beautiful warm stable for the horses. It was clear moonlight
with a driving wind: all the men were asleep, the horses were
comfortable, save two miserable starveling screws, left after their
bard work without a drop of water or a grain of barley, saddled
and bridled, and huddled together shivering in the cold. Their
riders had dismounted and handed them to their hirer, and he
had turned them loose as they were. They would have had to go
on like that day after day until they dropped dead. It was probably
the intention, that the owner might say our party had ridden
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them to death, and then claim a double price for what was already
near its end.

This, however, was their first experience of me, and up to that
time, though everybody knew of this cruel neglect, it was nobody’s
business to tell me that such things could happen. In about five
minutes the whole camp of servants was aroused, every man was
questioned, and the culprits were found, the hirer of the two horses
and their two riders. They spent the remainder of the night water-
ing, feeding, and grooming those two screws in the warmest part of
the Khan, as if they were blood mares, and I sat there to see that
it was done. This never happened again, and we lost no more
horses from neglect. My husband gave me complete command
of the camp, so far as sick and wounded men or dumb animals
were concerned.

I shall say more about the treatment of horses in another page,
and much on the subject of cruelty to animals, here a prevalent
and bestial habit, in the hope that some kind-hearted Europeans
will, with the consent of the Turkish Government, form a Humane
Society, which would go a great way towards civilizing the people.

Another instance of an Arab starving hired animals pre-
sently came before me.

Miss S—— and Miss F——, two English ladies, arrived
at Damascus after a plucky little journey. They brought me
letters from old friends in England, and we soon became on
friendly terms. Their Dragoman, though well-conducted in all
other respects, starved the beasts on bundles of herbs because
they were not his own. These ladies complained to me that
their animals became daily weaker and thinner, and wanted to
know if it was all right, or what they ought to do. They told
me they held greatly to keeping their Negro-Egyptian Dragoman,
from Cairo, and they put the case into my hands in order not to
make an appeal to the Consulate. We sauntered into the stable of
the Khan, as if to look around, and I asked the man casually what
the horses were feeding on. Supposing me to be like the generality
of his travellers, he pulled out a handful of herbs, and said, “I
give them every day so many bundles of this.”

« And no barley ?” I asked.

“Oh dear no, 8itti!”—this with an air of compassionating my
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ignorance—“barley is very bad for the horses on journeys—too
heating.”

“Oh, is it!” I replied. “Well, let us try. Go and fetch me a
sack of barley.”

“Oh dear no, Sitti |—I am a poor man, and you would kill my
horses.”

I called a Kawwass. “Mohammed Agha, take this man with
you, and bring him back carrying a sack of barley.”

He was marched off immediately, and brought back with the
sack. When the poor beasts heard the grain rattling they tried
to break their halters, but they were too weak. I measured
out & Mid (four measures) to each. I then discharged the Sais,
the ladies having given me carte blanche, and told the Kawwasses
to find other horses, as these were dangerously weak: I believe
that in crossing some of the rocky passes of the Anti-Lebanon they
would have fallen and severely injured, perhaps killed, my two
friends. My summary proceedings brought the man to a sense of
his duty. He had to keep the horses at his own expense all the
way back to Egypt, and now to pay for others from Damascus,
and, in any case, to forward the Sais back to Cairo. So he civilly
acknowledged his error, and said he would see for the future that
they were regularly fed. But the “burnt child” did not trust.
1 told him that I had been some months in the country, and had
lost my English unsuspectingness, and that I preferred having a
Kawwass to see that they really ate the corn in the manger. I
then gave my friends stable-lessons, and ever after they fed the
horses themselves. The Dragoman was a good man in all other
respects, but he could not resist the temptation of pocketing
the price of the barley, at tho risk of his employers’ necks.
When he went down to Beyrout he could not help complaining
bitterly of my conduct to the Wardi brothers (Dragomans also),
who happened to know me.

“Well, Ahmad,” they said, “you must have done something
awfully bad if she was unkind to you.”

He only did that which to my eyes contains all the seven
deadly sins—he was cruel to brutes,

Camels show blood as much as horses, and a well-bred deldl is
& different animal from the baggage-bearer. The former carries
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his small head daintily, and looks around him with a sort of pride
and delicacy ; if brought into the town he has an expression of
disgust, as if the atmosphere offended him, whilst the Bedawi
stuffs his nostrils with cotton.

It is strange how many in England confound the dromedary
with the camel, the difference being that of a race and a cart-
horse; and how few know that the two-humped is the Northern,
whilst the single-humped is the Southern animal. In Arabia, if
you speak of the two-humped, the chances are that your auditors
open their eyes and perhaps their mouths with a “Mashallah,”
which means, “ What a prodigious crack!” ’

I never saw at Damascus any well-bred mules, which in Brazil
are very handsome. They are all baggage-animals, they do their
work well, are very hardly used, constantly ill-shod, and lame, and
worked over frightfully sharp, rocky places. The donkeys, on the
contrary, are thoroughbred and small. Snow-white is the colour
most valued. One of our consular Dragomans, M. Hanna Azar,
clever in stable lore and in diplomacy, gave me all the advantage of
his experience of horses. He also had a brother who was the best
sportsman in the city. M. Azar had a very large white ass that
could do anything ; it was equal to a horse in endurance, and was
worth £40. I had a beautiful animal, but much smaller; it was
exceedingly intelligent, and became like a pet dog. “Kubbi”
was sold to me by a Syrian Christian because it had taken to
tumbling down ; he did not tell me of that at the time, though he
asked me £15, and I gave him a mare, which had belonged to the
Italian Consul, which I had won in a lottery, and £3. When first
I went out, the donkey flung itself down like a sack, without any
warning. I found out by watching that it was not a trick, as T
suspected at first, but that a chest disease had affected wind and
forelegs. So M. Hanna Azar brought me a bottle of what the
French call “Feu Anglais,” a strong liquid blister. We rubbed
it into his chest for several minutes; soon the skin rose, the
hair fell off, the part suppurated for three days, during which
time we kept the patient in the stable, and fed it on green meat
only. On the fourth day we washed the chest with bran and
. water, when it immediately healed and dried. We tied an apron
round the neck to keep off the flies, and allowed it to run about
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loose and do no work till it was well. All the “ humours,” as they
are called, passed down its legs, which swelled prodigiously, and
came out of the feet near the frog. When healed, the beast was
perfectly cured of falling, and would have carried a man twenty-
five miles a day. It never appeared to suffer anything during the
two months’ treatment, excepting the three days’ blistering. It ran
about the gardens from morning till night and slept in the stable ;
it ate and drank well, and played the customary tricks, now
running away with a sack left on the ground by some peasant,
with heels flung up in the air at the troops that were chasing
it; then walking into the kitchen and eating all the cakes off the
dresser. If I went out for a ride of three or four hours, it would
gallop loose by my side like a dog, of its own accord.

You ask me what more I have to show you in Damascus?
You must be present at one of my Reception days, that you may
form an idea of our society and customs. I will take you to pass
an evening with a friendly harim. The interiors of the houses
will convey to you some idea of old Eastern splendour; you will
then see the Jerid, or Arab horsemanship and athletic games, and
the Great Mosque. We will then ascend the Minaret, near Béb el
Sharki, and finally “assist” at the Dervishes dance, on Thursday.

You have already studied the Holy Places and the City,
its buildings, Tombs, Mosques, and Khans, and remnants of art;
but no stranger, without the assistance of a well-received resident,
can see what is private and sacred to Moslems,

The sun shows that it is two o’clock. I have talked too long,
and we have no longer time for anything to-day. We will there-
fore walk down the mountain, take our donkeys on the way, and I
will take you to visit sundry friends, Abd el Kadir especially.
Coming back in the dark we will pass two picturesque cafés. We
cannot go in, but from the outside you will see what would make
a good painting. Never mind the gates being closed. They will
always open them and let me through. I will then call upon my
French friends, and see if they can give us supper, and perhaps
an Arab dance. We will make the Kawwasses attend us, and put
up our donkeys at the Khan.

There are & few things I cannot take you to see, as they are
especial privileges granted to me for the sake of my husband, who
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is with the Moslems as if he were one of themselves. I dare
say, however, the harim will include you in my general invitation
to the Mosque at prayer-time. We do not go down amongst
the men, but have a tribune with a grating, the same as we have
i Catholic convents. It is only & belief amongst the vulgar and
ignorant that the Moslems allow women no souls.* The women
go to Es Saldt, and perform the same Rek’st and make the
same genuflexions as the men, only unseen. After prayers, towards
dusk, we pass the evening on the house-top of a Shaykh’s family.
You are fortunate in being “ harim,” for we can see so very much
more of the vie intime than men do.

‘We are now already at the bottom of the mountain, which is a
somewhat fatiguing descent, and terrible to the boots. We will
call to our donkeys, which are still under the shadow of the
rocks; we will mount, and ride through the unfenced burial-ground
of the Salahfyyeh. We shall have a delightful quarter of an hour
through the shady gardens, enter Damascus, and reach the heart
of the Moslem quarter. Here we stop at a door thronged by
Algerines in their white burnouses. They salute us, and we
ascend the stairs to a reception-room, Europeanized by Abd el
Kadir. A moment, and he appears with outstretched hands to
grasp mine, his face beaming with pleasure at our visit. I pre-
sent you, and he says he is delighted to see an English face, that
the English have always had a peculiar sympathy with him,

Abd el Kadir is a man of middle height and of muscular
frame; a broad brow, with marked straight eyebrows, large dark

# My husband assures me that the dogma of women being without souls is
Christian, not Moslem; that St. Thomas Aquinas, and others, adopted Aristotle’s
opinion, that, ¢ mulier est erratum naturs et suas occasionatas, et per accidens
generatur, afque ided est monstrum.” 8t. Ambrose, in his commentaries on St. Peter
(1 Corinthians xi., where rules are given about our covering the head), says. boldly,
“ Feeminas ad imaginem Dei factas non esse.” Bayle (Dict. sub voce Gediccus,
Beverend Simon of Brandebourg) tells us how that respectable person published in
1595 a refutation of & book proving the thesis, ¢ mulieres non esse homines,” and
supposed to be a satire upon Socinius.

But when El Islam threatened to become a power in Europe, where its learning
and civilization contrasted too favourably with medisval barbarism, the Christians
thought fit to raise a cry,and the cry that Mohammedans denied souls to women was
a good ery. It has lasted through many ages, and even now authors who should
know better record with surprise their discovery that Moslem women actually have
souls,
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brown eyes, bright and piercing, but full of softness and intelli-
gence; a complexion not a sickly olive, but a lively, warm brown,
combine to make a handsome face. He has a Grecian nose, a
delicately carved but firm mouth, a broad chin, and two rows of
bright teeth ; his hands and his whole personal appearance show
blood, and his dignified bearing and cool self-possession are
characteristics of his life. He dresses purely in white, and is
enveloped in the usual snowy burnous. His arms, when he wears
any, are splendid; and if you see him on horseback without know-
ing him to be Abd el Kadir, you would single him from a million,
let the others be ever so brilliant, and ask who that distinguished-
looking Chief might be. He has the seat of a gentleman and a
soldier. His mind is as beautiful as his face; he is every inch
a Sultan.

Colonel Churchill has written his biography so fully, that it
would be a work of supererogation for me to say anything more
than that he was the fourth son of the Algerine Marabout, Abd
el Kadir Mahy ed Din, and was born in 1807, Most readers will
have read and remember the history of his hopeless struggles for
the independence of Algeria, his capture, and imprisonment in
France from 1847 to 1852—a treacherous act, and a tarnish to the
French Government. He is now pensioned by his conquerors, and
spends his days at Damascus, surrounded by a number of faithful
Algerines.

We shall sit with him for about half an hour, and he will give
us tea, with a peculiar herb. Ialways tell him I come to him with
a headache to drink & cup of his “shahi,” and he laughingly says
he hopes I shall have a headache every day. He eagerly asks for
news,:and the last political events from Europe. The half hour
passes like five minutes, but we will take our leave, for he is
not idle like other Easterns, but divides his time into prayer,
study, business, and very little sleep. We will now pass over to
his harim, a house on the other side of the street, at the back of
which are gardens and fountains.

" After half an hour we will ride out of the Bib Faradis, and
call upon another Arab friend. The house is made noticeable by
its projecting balcony-like windows and coloured glass. We come
to a large wooden gateway, and are received by twenty or thirty
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Bedawin of the tribe of Mezrab, lounging in the archway, and
a large Kurdish dog, which knows his friends, and will let me
pass. This tenement is in the form of a three-sided square.
Downstairs a reception room is hung with arms and trophies; on
the right hand are the stables. The court presents a picturesque
appearance, with the thoroughbreds tethered here and there to
the trees, eating piles of cut grass. A fountain plays in the
middle. On the other side is the reception house for any of the
tribe who happen to come into the town; also the bath-house,
the conservatory, and the house and play-ground for the fowls,
amongst which we find curious snow-white geese with curling
feathers, turkeys, ducks, poultry, pigeons, guinea hens, and other
pets. The whole is fronted and surrounded by a choice flower-
garden. Upstairs is a suite of apartments which is elegance itself.
Family and home treasures, and little reminiscences of European
life, old china and paintings, are mingled with Oriental luxury,
whose very atmosphere bespeaks refinement.

The master of the house—a Bedawi Shaykh, Shaykh Mujwal—
is a small man, with a most pleasing face, piercing black eyes,
gentlemanly manners, and a charming voice. He speaks the beau-
tiful Bedawi-Arabic. It is said that the wild men talk in short
guttural jerks like the bark of a dog, but these soft, guttural
utterances are very attractive to those who admire Eastern
languages.

We have had a most charming visit, and have been received
with all the hospitality of the East, and the grace and refinement
of Europe. Did you remark how his heart warmed and his eyes
glistened when we talked of fighting, or arms, or horses? These
are subjects upon which he never tires, and shows to advantage.

Now we will keep along the Barada, and we shall pass two
cafés, which always interest me from outside when they are lit
up ; one is near the shoemakers’ bazar. It has, you see, a terrace
overhanging the river, and it commands a view of the Castle and
City walls. There is another also, not far from the Béb es
Salim. Both have these straggling, cranky platforms over-
hanging the waters, and are shaded by old bits of matting and
withered boughs. In the day time these places look horrible,
but by night they become an Oriental picture. Do you see the
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hundreds of paper lamps, of all sorts, shapes, sizes, and colours,
glimmering like glowworms and fire-flies in the trees around the
fountain and along the terraces? Notice the reflection in the
water beneath, and the dim haze from the smoke of the narghilehs.

Let us draw near, and hear what they are talking about. That
ring of young men lying on the ground, with their feet outwards
and their heads towards the man who is standing in the centre,
‘are listening to a popular story-teller. He is reciting the story of
the “Glass” in the “Arabian Nights” (162nd). All these turbaned
grey-beards, sitting cross-legged in rows, are reading the Korin.
I know the old Shaykh who is expounding it to them; heis a
noted Dervish. In the other corner is amother story-teller in a
circle of men lying on their faces, but in a half-raised posture.
Do you see how eager and excited they look? He is reciting

. tales of love and war, the exploits of Antar and Ali, and all
their favourite heroes, and the loves of Leila and Majnin. In
that further corner a khatib (scribe) is writing a letter for a youth.
You would know him by his long inkstand, even if he were not
writing. Would it not make a pretty picture ?

Now we will tell the Kawwasses to take us to our French friends.
They will give us some supper, and whilst we are supping we will
make them send for the dancing and singing women. You must
understand that Arab dancing is more curious than pretty, but it
is strange to you and wild. You would be sorry to miss seeing it,
but I must explain to you that there are some things we may see,
and some that we may not see. However, my friends are very
discreet and respectful, and they will arrange with these “almahs™
exactly what they are to dance and what they are to sing; that
they are to be fully clad, and are not to exceed in raki. They
have brought five, all dressed in various coloured gauzes, and
spangles, and gold coin ornaments, trowsers frilled and gathered
round the ankle with a ring, and hair plaited in two long tresses
to the knees. You see in point of dress they are far more decent
than our own ballet girls, and that even the Lord Chamberlain
could not object to them. Their instruments are the tom-tom, the
tambourine, and a sort of zittern. They crack their fingers by
putting their hands together, by pulling back the second and
third finger of the left hand with the index finger of the right,
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and by letting them rebound, with a noise louder than any cas-
tanets. Their voices are melancholy, nasal, and boyish, and all
their songs are in a minor key. They used to set my teeth on
edge at first, but I have grown to love them now. I am very
fond of music, but I have never been able to pick up an Arab air.
It takes a year before one can perceive the difference between
one air and another, or whether it is intended to be joyous or
sorrowful ; but after this initiation the music becomes most ex-
pressive. Even their military bands, like all their music, sound
half a note below concert pitch.

You must watch them singing. They put on a miserable look,
hang their heads sideways, turn up their eyes like dying ducks,
and then out comes a wail, reminding us of an Aolian harp hung
in a tree. All sit cross-legged in a row upon the divan, and they
will sing and sway from side to side. That almah, who was once
the best dancer, and is now the size of six ordinary mortals, can
no longer dance. We are going to have a pas sewl. This girl
will move about the room, with little wriggling steps, in time to
the music, nearly double herself backwards, and throw herself in
all sorts of contortions and attitudes, till I am convinced that all
their bones are made of gristle. One thing which perhaps you
will not understand is that her dancing means something,
whereas ours is only intended for exercise, or to give people
s chance of talking. She has told you by pantomine whole
histories—of how she was at home with her mother, and how she
went to market and to the bazar; how she did the washing and
cooking ; how her father (the Shaykh) wanted her to marry, and
how she didn’t want to marry, for that Ali was fighting far away
in the Desert. She wonders if he thinks of her, and she looks at
the moon, and knows he can see it too, and asks when he will
come back. Now the music and the steps change. He is coming
back, and they are dressing her to be his bride; she is walking
in the bridal procession, veiling her face for shame. And so
forth.

The performers are clamouring for raki. I think they deserve
a little, but we must not let them have too much. Now I will
ask for my favourite sword-dance. That thin and graceful girl
will take her turn, and describe to you a fight by pantomine.

K
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You will be surprised at the way she can handle a scimitar, as if
she had learned broadsword all her life. She whirls it round her
head and throat, under her arms, over her back, like lightning,
and within an inch of our faces, as if she wereslashingat sixty
unseen enemies, dancing all the time.

But it is getting late. We will pay the poor girls well, and a
few minutes later we will say good-night to our friends, and ride
home to Salahiyyeh.




( 181 )

CHAPTER X.
SOCIETY—RECEPTION DAY—CUSTOMS—TURKISH OFFICIALS.

To-moreow (Wednesday) is my reception day, and I will now
“coach ” you up to the programme. I must be ready soon after
sunrise, and we shall have no time to talk; you also will assist
me from sunrise to sunset. What society have we? I have told
you there are altogether thirty Europeans (three English), not
counting the Missions and Schools. Gaiety is a thing unknown.
Life here is too solemn, too Oriental for that. I see nearly every
day a few acquaintance at our eleven o’clock meal. After dark,
only one friend has the courage to come. She helps me in the
afternoon to receive, and dines with me afterwards, almost every
Wednesday ; that is my great intellectual treat. She has twice
nearly had a little skirmish going home. The natives will come
almost at daylight, and complain bitterly if they cannot see me by
sunrise. One native lady told me indignantly that she had been to
see me three times on my reception day, and had been refused. I
was just about to call the Kawwass on guard, and to be very angry,
when fortunately I thought of asking the simple question,
“ When did you come, and how could it happen that I never
heard of it?” She answered almost passionately, “ Why, I came
at daylight, and at sunrise, and at Sé’atayn ba’ad sabih (8 a.m.).
I said it was rather early, and, though an early riser, it was just
possible that I had not made a suitable toilette to receive her.
The Church dignitaries will come about 1 p.m. The Con-
sular corps, Turkish authorities, Missions and Schools in the
afternoon ; all will hurry to reach Damascus by sunset, except my
one faithful friend, and she, like myself, lives without the Gates,
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and has no fear. If you ever find Abd el Kadir, Mrs, —, and
Captain Burton together, you will have a rare treat of conversa-
tion and different experiences. At my receptions I dress as for
visiting in London ; on those days I belong to my friends; and
on Saturday to my poor. The French doctor, poor Nicora (now
dead), breakfasts with me, after which we attend to all the sick
and sorry in the village, dress wounds, relieve the hungry and
thirsty, clothe the naked and the little ones, hear grievances,
settle quarrels, and forward petitions. It is pure charity on his
part, and friendship for us—may he have his reward! During
the rest of the week I live in waterproofs and riding-habits. It
is not an unpleasant trip to the orchards, and in summer, when
we meet in my own garden under the lemon trees near the river,
it is pleasanter still. This day the Dragomans are so good as to
interpret for me. The Kawwasses, in full dress of scarlet and gold,
keep guard by turns, and the servants are engaged incessantly
in bringing up relays of narghilehs, chibouques, cigarettes, sweet-
meats, sherbet, Turkish coffee, and tea. My friends sit on the
divans cross-legged or not, according to their nation, and sip,
and smoke, and chat. If there are Moslem women I have two
separate receptions, and go from one to another—they will not
unveil before strange men. Even Christian women hide their faces
before a Moslem. “If he won’t show me his harim (says the
Nazarene) he shan’t see mine.” So one is obliged to concentrate
all one’s thoughts not to do anything awkward. It would be con-
sidered very vulgar to hand a pipe or coffee as it is handed in
England. In handing the pipe, the servant, or evén friend, must
double the narbish, or tube, in a peculiar manner, and touching
his heart, lips, and forehead with the right hand, he presents it
with the left. In like manner he hands the coffee, and you receive
both with a similar salutation. When your coffee is finished he
salutes, and in taking the cup from you with both hands, he covers
it with one hand, that you may not be disgusted with the sight of
the dregs at the bottom, which some eat with a spoon.

In receiving natives, I advance to meet the women: we
mutually raise our finger tips to our hearts, lips, and foreheads ;
they then seize my hand, which I prevent their kissing, and kiss
them on both cheeks. I remove their veils and izfrs; when
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they leave I re-clothe them, and accompany them to the door.
‘With the other sex I do not shake hands: we salute at a distance;
if my visitor is a well-bred man he will not expect me to rise,
but will come and kiss my hand ; and he must be pressed two or
three times before he will sit down. It is good taste to withdraw
the hand, and to a person of high rank to say deprecatingly,
“Istaghfar’ Allah” (“I ask pardon of Allah, lest thou shouldest do
this thing to me ). Nevertheless, all well-bred people must offer,
and the servants are obliged to do it, and the omission means a
slight. I should rise for the Wali, because he represents the
Sultan, and he in his turn will pay me equal respect ; we are very
official even in our vie intime. When he leaves I should also ac-
company him to the door of the room, but never to the street-door.

There are many grades and ranks to be considered, and much
etiquette to be observed ; the more you observe them the greater
respect they have for you. The Dragoman in attendance upon
me will whisper to me until I know it—* one step,” “two steps,”
“half across the room,” “the door.” I thus know exactly the
visitor’s rank, and by what term to address him. The lowest is
Jindb-ak, the next is Hadrat-ak ; for the higher is Sa’ddat-ak, and
for highest, almost a royal salutation, Daulat-ak, or in the plural,
Daulat-akum, which increases the value of the salutation. A
European of consequence should never let the people call him, as
all will do, Khawéjah, which means shopkeeper, a schoolmaster, .
and so forth. I have heard my husband’s valet addressed Khaw-
djah Habib. A man who has any position must insist upon being
called Beg. Perhaps it is becoming in missionaries not to exact
any other address, as they are holy men, and humility may pre-
vent them from paying attention to worldly matters; for tourists
also it matters little, but every European in an official position
should observe these trifles. The principal Consuls are generally
Consul Beg. Whenever men spoke to my husband it was always
Ya Sa’ddat-ak Consul Beg. If they were speaking in a co-reli-
gionist style, or alluding to Mecca, they would call him familiarly
« Hadji Abdullah;” but in the desert, among the Bedawin, he was
always called Akhu Sebbah, “Brother of the Lion.” It is de
rigueur every time that coffee, tea, or sherbet comes in for
every fresh relay of visitors, that I should take it with them, and
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drink first ; not that they would suspect me, but it is & custom
with natives, and amongst themselves the omission would be an
awkwardness, and lay us open to suspicion if any accident did
happen after they had left the house.

When I first arrived I used to get up, as a matter of course,
make tea and coffee, and carry them round; the Dragomans used
lazily to sit. I desired them to get up and help me; they were
pleased to do so, and willingly handed it to any European man or
woman, but not to their own ladies, who blushed, begged their
pardon, and were quite confused. They looked appealingly at
me, and stood up, praying not to be served. And when one, who
was really in love with his wife, a beautiful creature, gave her
the tea-cup, he did it as if it were rather a good joke, and with
. o slight sneer. She bent and kissed his hand, and humbly
begged his pardon. I felt quite indignant with the men for
behaving thus to their mothers, wives, and sisters; but one said
to me in English, “Pray Mrs. Burton do not teach our women
things they don’t know, and never saw.” So I held my tongue,
but afterwards I told him that with us it would be the height of
bad taste not to wait upon any woman, above all a wife, or sister,
and especially a mother.

I enjoy my rcception days, and I think my visitors do also.
They never come as if it were simply a courteous duty. The
ride, the fresh, cool gardens, the meeting of all sorts of people, and
interchange of conversation, make the hours pass very agreeably.
I endeavour to keep a Salon, a Divan, where all creeds, races, and
tongues may meet without ill-feeling—a neutral ground upon
which all are friendly. I taboo all religious subjects, and politics
in general, especially the Franco-Prussian war. I said at the
beginning, “If you speak of the affair, you won’t offend the
French and Prussians half so much as you will offend me, your
hostess.” They nevertransgress. This was necessary; there was
so much terrible feeling about the campaign, and it nearly caused
duels. The French could not bear to go out; it hurt Abd el
Kadir ; it was thrown in the Maronites’ faces; but we are friends
with all. I maintain that in a fanatical place like Damascus
we are meither English, French, nor Prussians, but simply Euro-
peans, and that we are bound to hang together.
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The Italian Consul, M. Castelli, gives us a pleasant little
dinner from time to time, and has a charming wife. Poor Dr.
Nicora, the Médecin Sanitaire de France & Damas, attached by his
Government to the Sisters of Charity’s establishment, invites us
periodically to a merry little breckfast: and well he knows what
a good breakfast is, always seasoned with fun and wit. The
French are the salt of our little European meetings in Damascus.
The Jews are very hospitable, and I hope soon to take you to
a native sotrée. But there is no society, as you understand the
word in England. You will never be invited to a regular dinner
party, a ball, a concert, a theatre, or a picnic. We are innocent
of “small and earlys,” drums and kettledrums. European music,
singing, and dancing would be quite out of place. I told you
that on first arriving I was not allowed to stir out after sunset
for fear of the lawlessness of the suburb, and the dangers of
the road to Damascus. During the first few months it was a very
just precaution. Captain Burton begged of the Wali to organize
a night patrol, which answered well. He used to go out himself
(armed) sometimes, unknown to any one, to try if it was doing its
duty, and if there was any violence going on. Since we have lived
in Salahiyyeh they have grown somehow to respect the presence of
the English Consul ; moreover, it would be an Arab breach of
honour to hurt a neighbour. They know that we are true friends
to the people, and a daily interchange of kindnesses, like water
dropping on a stone, softens, civilizes, and humanizes the people
in & very short while.

I determined once, when my husband was gone into the
country, to make an attempt at dining out. The Italian Consul
gave one of his charming little dinners, but his wife said to me,
“T suppose it would be but a French compliment to ask you, as

you cannot be out after dark.” So I started at six p.m.in the
" winter time, when it was quite dark. I girded on a revolver and a
dagger and mounted my donkey, the Sais walking by my side, and
a Kawwass before and behind, Nobody molested us. I returned
at one o’clock in the morning, and to my surprise I found a large
detachment of police to escort me home with lanterns. I gave
the men some bakshish, and thanked the Chief of Police, at the
same time telling him that I should like in future to be able to
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dine out without so much ceremony. I showed him my arns,
asking him to spread the report that I carried a revolver, and
would use it if it were necessary. 1 have often been out since
that first time, and returned at all hours without anything but
a civil good-night. Our English and Americans, besides Captain
Burton and myself and one lady, consist of four missionaries and
their families—Messrs. Wright and Scott, of the Irish Presbyterian
Mission, the former with wife and children and young niece, and
the latter (now dead) with a sister; the Rev. Mr. Crawford, of the
American Presbyterian Mission, with wife and children. I know -
my old friends will not be angry with me if I cannot resist giving
them an affectionate record, though I have no words adequate to
praise their lives. All three are straightforward men, honestly and
earnestly doing their duty, without cant or humbug, and good
Christian work under difficulties. They know Arabic, and the
minds and customs of the people; they are therefore competent to
do real good. Mr. Wright keeps large schools of 344 boys, which
prosper deservedly ; and they have a church, where there are two
excellent services and sermons on Sunday. There are also two lady
superintendents of a large school, a branch of the British Syrian,
known as the late Mrs. Thompson’s, at Beyrout. There is
another reverend gentleman, a Polish converted Jew, who is,
however, considered English, and has a charming wife and three
young daughters. I meet one of these Reverend Gentlemen told
off to convert the Jews in every fresh place we live in; they
are all made on the same pattern, as if to order; but the Jews
know so very much more than they do, that it appears more
likely the Jews will convert them, We have, besides, an English
engineer and his wife. He was born at Aleppo; she is a Vene-
tian, and is the belle of our little circle. QOur religious houses
are the French Sisters of Charity, the French Lazarist monastery,
and the Spanish Franciscan monks of Terra Santa. I mention
them again, because they will appear some time to-morrow, and
I shall see the “Sisters” in the same salon as those women who
veil in presence of the other sex.

The Consular Corps besides England is represented by
French, Russian, Prussian, Austrian, Italian, Greek, Spanish,
Persian, and the United Statesman. The Persian is a Consul-
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General; he is a very great personage, and his Dragomans and
Kawwasses are legion. The Wali and all the officials have an
unbounded respect for him. He had a number of medals and
orders struck off for him in Europe, in order to decorate
Turkish authorities in the name of the Shah. He seems trés
bon enfant (be is ninety and looks about forty). The French
Consulate is always happily officered. We have M. Roustan,
with a clever and agreeable Chancellier, M. Le Raye, (at
Beyrout, for Consul-General, Baron Rousseau,) and Dr. Nicora, so
often mentioned. The Damascus superintendent of the French
diligence, M. Giraud, is an ew-mélitasre. Prussia is represented
by the Italian Consul, and the United States by the English
Consular Dragoman, M. Nasif Meshaka, son of the venerable and
talented Dr. Meshaka, who is universally respected in Syria, and
whose clever writings, we hope, may not be lost to the world for
want of tramslation from Arabic into English, French, and
German.

Last, but not least, is a native Consul, who represents all the
smaller Powers not yet named. Mawvais plaisants say that he wears
a parti-coloured, or piebald uniform—every patch representing a
different nation—and two swords, and that his family bow down to
him as a very Shah of Consuls. It is asserted that on some
recent official occasion, when the Consuls were announced, Le
Consul d’Angleterre, le Consul de France, le Consul de Russie,
that the puzzled servant gravely announced le Consul de plusieurs
Potences.

The difficulty of this European society is, that it will split and
separate into cliques. The missionary and school people associate
together; so do the three religious houses; the Consular Corps,
and the French, who, as is natural, see little of any one but
themselves. We try to visit all, and to ask all ; we also endeavour
to see as much of the various native elements as is possible, and
to induce them likewise to mix with us.

The Turkish authorities are those of every province of the
Empire, as established by the Constitution which followed the
Crimean war. They are perpetually changing, and this is perhaps
the weakest part of the system. At the head of affairs is the
Wali, or Governor-General, who holds the pogition of a Viceroy ;
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he is also the Emir el Haj, but the duty is done by proxy. M. De-
lenda, a Greek, is the Secretary, favourite, and right hand of the
Wali. The Mushir, or Commander-in-Chief, is the second author-
ity. The Kadi is the Chief Judge. The Mutsserif is the Prefet,
or local Governor, of Damascus, and acts for the Wali if absent.
The Mufettish is Inspector of Finances. The Deftardar (Treasurer)
is a keeper of registers and public documents. There is a Mir
Alai of Zabtiyyeh (Chief of Police), and a second in command.

Each large town has a Kaimmakém (Governor), a Diwén, or
Council, answerable to Damascus. Each village has a Shaykh,
answerable to the Governor whose district he is in. The Go-
vernor, in his turn, is answerable to the Wali, who is responsible
to the Porte,
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CHAPTER XI.
THE ENVIRONS OF DAMASCUS.

TaE small rides and excursions around Damascus are innumerable,
and very beautiful. At first they lead through gardens and
orchards, with water bubbling by your side, and under the shade
of the fig and vine, pomegranate and walnut branches; then you
emerge on the soft, broad, yellow sand, and you may throw off
your superfluous strength by galloping as hard as you will—there
is no one to check your spirits, or find fault with you: the breath
‘of the Desert is liberty. There are no brooks to tumble into, no
fences to be shot over, nor tramways, as in Lancashire, to make
you look out for a “shy.” I bhave often thought what a capital
residence it would have been for the well-known gentleman who
“loves and he rides away,” and how glad he would have been to
return—sometimes. I could take you a different way every morn-
ing for a month or two. To-day we must ride the horses, as we
are going out of the town. We will turn to the right hand, and
keep the mountain, Jebel Kaystin, on our right, steer through
the gardens, look down the gorge of the Barada, cross the river
where it is possible, and proceed to Mizzeh, a village placed
exactly on the border of the green and yellow. One side of
it looks into the trees and verdure, and the other side on to the
bare sand. We will canter about half an hour beyond it, and
then dismount, and climb up a pile of rocks to watch the strings
of camels and the horsemen making across the plain for Kéitana,
a village three hours away. All the roads are much of the same
nature, only the objects differ. We will now make a round to Jera-
mina, a Druze village, which will put Jebel Kaysin on our left,
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and Damascus between the mountain and ourselves. As you are
English you will meet with & most hospitable reception. They will
come out in a body, kiss your hand, and lead you to the house of
the Shaykh, who is attached to the British Consulate. You will
there be seated upon the divan, and have coffee and sherbet, and
narghflehs handed, and be strongly pressed to stay the night,
at least. You had better refuse, because we are only an hour and
a half from home, and we must ride much longer before evening.
We will pass round by Jobar, about the same distance from home.
I am taking you in a semi-circle from Jebel Kaysiin, keeping the
whole time about an hour and a half from Damascus, which is our
centre. Jobar is a Moslem village, with a synagogue, which is a
pilgrimage for Damascus Jews ; it is dedicated to Elijah, and built
over & cave, where they believe the prophet used to hide in time
of persecution. A railed off space shows where he anointed
Hazael. When the prophet was at Horeb, « the Lord said unto
him, Go, return on thy way to the wilderness of Damascus; and
when thou comest, anoint Hazael to be king over Syria (1 Kings
xix. 15).

We will now turn our backs to the East, and keep Damascus
on our left, and reach Burzeh, which completes our semi-circle.
Burzeh is a beautiful little village, almost under the mountain,
nestling in verdure, partly hidden by a cliff at the mouth of a
glen. A Moslem Wely, called Makdm Ibrahim (Place of Abra-
ham), assembles thousands of pilgrims on its festival day, and a
miracle is performed by the Shaykh riding over the prostrate
bodies of the faithful without hurting them, as at Cairo. This
well-known ceremony is called Da’aseh, written by Europeans
“ Doseh ”—it merely means “ the treading.” Josephus, or rather
Nicolaus of Damascus, says, “ Abraham reigned at Damascus,
being a foreigner, who came with an army out of the land above
Babylon, called the land of the Chaldeans. But after a long time
he got up and removed from that country, also with his people,
and went into the land of Canaan, but now the land of Judea.
Now the name of Abraham is stil famous in the country of
Damascus, and there is shown a village named from him the habi-
tation of Abraham.” This tradition, it says, is traced through a
long line of Arab authors to the present day. Burzeh is the village,
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and the Moslems, with whom Ibrahim is the second great prophet,
venerate it in his honour. In a cleft behind the Wely he is said
to have prayed after his return from the pursuit of the kings who
pillaged the cities of the plain. The people of our day, as you
will hear when we talk to them, still believe that Abraham lived
there. There is a dispute whether Burzeh or Jobar is the true
site of Hobah, “ which is on the left hand (north) of Damascus,” to
which Abraham pursued the kings of the East (Gen. xiv. 14—16).
Burzeh is the most likely in point of situation, and in point of
name Jobar seems the likeliest corruption of Hobah, We have
now only to keep the mountain to our right, and a pleasant three
quarters of an hour will carry us straight into Salahfyyeh.

You now know Damascus tolerably well, and I am not obliged
to keep you inside it.  All the other rides in the plain will take
you one, two, or three days. These little outings of a few hours
round about the capital will refresh you after your sight-seeing.
Perhaps it would have been less tedious if diversified by alter-
nate City and saddle.

The longer excursions are to the Convent of Saidniya, con-
sidered by the Greeks to be Ptolemy’s Danaba. The scenery is
wild and beautiful. There is a miraculous picture of our Blessed
Lady, where women flock to pray. The original is said to have
been teken to Russia ; however, the copy seems to do just as well.
The devotees tell me that they come back with their petitions
granted. We shall also visit the rock tombs and temples of
Menin and Helbon, said to be the Chalybon of the Bible, once far-
famed for its wine exported to Tyre. Ezekiel (xvii. 18) says:
“ Damascus was thy merchant in the multitude of the wares of thy
making, for the multitude of all riches; in the wine of Helbon,
and white wool.” Strabo wrote that “ the luxurious kings of Persia
drank Chalybonian wine of Syria.” I hope they liked it better
than I do. The Christians of Damascus still make the wine. I
find it very bad, as indeed I do all their stuff, even the winc
doro of the Lebanon, which I have only found good twice; once
in a Maronite stronghold, and once at the Patriarch’s. All the
rest tastes as if it were medicated and liquoriced drink.

At the north-east extremity of the plain stands the village of
Dumayr, which contains a well-preserved temple, built in A.D. 246,
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This is the first day’s station for the Baghdad camel post. About
two miles eastward, and at the foot of the lowest range of Anti-
Lebanon, called Jebel el Kaus, are the ruins of a little town and
fortress, deserted for centuries. The Desert of Arabia stretches
right away to the east and south-east. We will make all these
little excursions, and being rides of two or three days’ distance,
with time to see and repose, they will get your hand in for larger
expeditions, such as Palmyra, Ba’albak, Hebron, the Hauran, and
the Lejé’a. Your back will get used to the saddle, and your head
to the sun, which will be a comfort to you, as these expeditions
will necessitate your riding, let us say, eight hours on a short day,
and perhaps thirteen on a long day.

Some of my relations—Lord and Lady B——, Mr. 8——, and
Mr. G. L. F——, who are bound for a pilgrimage to Jerusalem,
have arrived here, en route, to see me. My friends the Jews, hear-
ing this, have sent to invite us all to a soirée to-night. I will send
my thanks, and accept. We shall dress in morning gowns
(English toilette), and ride down on donkeys, accompanied
by Kawwasses and torches.

The court yards are full of gorgeous attendants. The orange,
citron, and jessamine trees, the balconies and the trellis-work, are
brilliantly illuminated. The women sit, as usual, in rows, cross-
legged, upon the divans all around; they are splendidly dressed
in every coloured silk, the bosom much exposed, and all are
covered with jewellery, but especially worn on the head. They
wear everything they have, regardless of colour, or “ sets” of orna-
ments, and they are very fond of sewing rows of earrings round
their turbans—well they may, for the stones are gorgeous, though
very badly set. This disregard of colour is not peculiar to
Jewesses, but extends through every class of Syrian women. If
they can find two colours that ¢ swear,” they are sure to put them
on--a blue skirt and green jacket, with yellow head-dress; pink
and red, blue and lilac, all is the same to them. They do not see
it, and it has a garden-like effect, perhaps crowned with £20,000
worth of badly-set diamonds. Some of t