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The Old World! It had been for years my eager desire and hope to see it—to be a pilgrim in its lands historic and sacred, with it are associated the great and thrilling events of the past. I had longed to look upon its mountains, lakes, and rivers, its cities and people, its monuments and ruins. At length by a favoring Providence, the way was prepared, and the preliminaries of the tour arranged. The City of Elms, and dear friends, offering their prayers and benedictions, were left behind, and on a beautiful day at noon I embarked from New York on the steamer City of Washington. It was a sad moment, parting with those who had accompanied me to the ship. We watched each other, I on deck and they on the wharf, waving our handkerchiefs, ‘till we could discern each other no longer. Then there were tearful eyes on ship and shore. Such a scene and one’s indescribable emotions are not to be forgotten, as the ship begins to move, and tears him away, ‘till friends and native land lack from sight. 


The monotony of sea life is broken in various ways. Now it is calm and clear, and the sun goes down to rest in a bed of molten gold. Then come fogs, rains, and gales, and the waves roll and break furiously, while the ship careens and pitches as he struggles on. There is something indescribably grand in the extent and movements of “This great and wide sea”. I watch it for hours with constant and delightful thoughts of Him who holds the waters in the hollows of His hand, and whose footsteps are in the great deck. I had longed to see icebergs, and was gratified. Among several seen at different times, one was gloriously magnificent and beautiful, as it loomed up at some distance, like a splendid architectural pile, with domes and minerals glittering in the setting sun.
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My first day in Ireland was one of much enjoyment. In the midst of objects strange and novel, excitement ran high, and it was easy to laugh or weep. The scenery from Queenstown to Cork, and thence to Blarney Castle, is various and enchanting. Hills, valleys, cultivated fields, flowing streams, fine buildings, and old ruins, were surveyed with delightful admiration. This old castle, containing the famous “Blarney Stone”, is a grand ruin, covered with ivy, and situated amidst beautiful grounds. We Climbed to the top of its tower, and enjoyed the view it presents.


The same afternoon we went by sailing to Killarney, in the South of Ireland.

We had now reached the northern coast of the island and were in sight of the far-famed Giant’s Causeway. A few miles of jaunting oar brought us to the spot. But we paused mid-way to bury the grand old ruins of Dunluce Castle, perched on the edge of a cliff hundreds of feet above the sea. It is impossible to give an adequate description of the Giant’s Causeway, familiar from childhood pictures which utterly fail to delineate it. It is a magnificent affair, however, wonderfully bold and unique in its configurations, embracing deep caves, bridge like abutments, high bluffs and perpendicular columns of basalt and trap. 

In our journey through Ireland we noticed not only ruined castles, but magnificent Round Towers, some of them a hundred and fifty – feet high, and in a good state of preservation. They commonly stand alone, and their origin and object appear to be wrapped in mystery.


There is a marked distinction between Ireland and Scotland. They are different in their scenery, different in the characteristics of the people. Indeed one is struck with the perceptible change in various respects, as he travels from the centre to the North of Ireland. The cabins of the people grow better, their language is more Scottish, the accent broader, and they look better and thriftier in every way. This change is owing to the more general prevalence of Protestantism in the North. 


We had a fine trip by steamer from Postwich to Oban on the 
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west coast of Scotland. - - - We had many a fine view of water and island, of shore and mountain, as we bogged/bopped along through the day. - - At Ballanius we took a coach for a magnificent drive of more than forty miles through the highlands, and long shall we remember the day. 


The Pass of Glencoe is grandly wild. We look sadly upon the Pette ruins that mark the spot of a terrible massacre.


We reached Edinburgh by rail the same day, stopping two hours at Sterling. - - - Edinburgh is a wonderful unique and picturesque city containing much to interest the traveler. We visited Holyrood Palace and Abbey - - - We made a delightful excursion the Melrose Abbey, wonderful, though in ruins, for the exquisite beauty and finish of its architecture, as well as its grand perfections. 

We drove to Abbortsford, the splendid residence of Sir Walter Scott, and to Irgburgh Abbey, where he was buried.


On our way to England we stopped awhile in Glasgow, a great commercial city, visiting its grand Cathedrals and other objects of interest.


(England)


In passing from Glasgow to Liverpool we had a fine view of the country. We visited St. George’s Hall and other public buildings in Liverpool.


We went to the house of worship, a large and substantial one, which occupied the site of that in which Bunyan preached. 


A pleasant drive brought us to Elstow, and to the cottage in which the glorious tinker was born. - - Another short drive brought us to Cardington, the beautiful residence of the immortal John Howard. 


Our next pilgrimage was to Olney, the residence of William Cowper, we found access to his dwelling and to the little summer house in his garden where he wrote “The Clash” and many of his hymns. - - Here too the excellent John Newton preached and wrote his portion of the “Olney Hymns”. Thomas Scott, the commentator labored here also. We entered the Old Church that had often echoed to their voices. 

No place interested me more than Bunhill Fields Cemetery. There is the tomb of John Bunyan. I hastened to it. No path is so well trodden as that which leads to the grave of the Tinker of Elstow. O it is a sacred spot! 
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A month in Switzerland has afforded me good opportunity to see something of its striking natural scenery, its sublime mountains and charming lakes, and to mingle somewhat with its people. - - - I had long hoped sometime to traverse Alpine ranges, to visit the home of the glacier and the avalanche, and gaze on the snow-covered brow of Mont Blanc. And now the favored time had come, and with the mighty feeling of reality, I here often found myself repeating these apt and well-known lines of Bryon:


Above me are the Alps,



The palaces of nature, whose vast walls



Above pinnacled in clouds their snowy scalps,


And throned eternity in icy hills



Of cold sublimity, where forms and falls



The avalanche – the thunderbolt of snow!



All that expands the spirit, yet appalls,



Gather around these summits, as to show



How earth may piece to heaven, and leave vain man below. 

We visited that most interesting spot in the Alpine solitudes, the Hospice of Grand St. Bernard. It is one of the highest passes in the sublime mountains, its elevation being more than eight thousand feet, a half the whole height of Mount Blanc. Before we reached it, “the shades of night were falling fast,” and patches of snow and ice lay around us, while the entire region, utterly destitute of vegetation, presented an aspect of chilling bleakness and dread desolation. On arriving at the Hospice, the sight of such a building, in such a place – a substantial stone edifice with comfortable rooms and beds a good supper, and fire in the parlor – was very grateful. 


Often hundreds of travelers are fed and lodged daily, and no changes made. It is customary, however for those who are able, to leave a liberal sum for their entertainment.

Who has not heard of the dogs of St. Bernard, and their exploits in rescuing travelers overtaken by terrible storms of snow. 
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Venice
A railroad brings you to Venice, which once could only be reached by boat, as is insinuated in the lines of Rogers:



There is a glorious city in the Sea


The sea is in the crowd, the narrow streets, 



Ebbing and flowing; and the salt seaweed


Cling to the marble of her palaces.



No track of me, no footsteps to and fro. 



Sacred to her gates. The path lies over the Sea.



Invincible; and from the land we went, 



As to a floating city – steering in,



And gliding up her streets as in a dream. 


 A unique and wonderful city is Venice, the Queen of the Adriatic, and having her foundation in the sea. Her principal streets are canals, her omnibuses and carriages are gondolas. You hear no tramp of horses’ feet, no sound of rolling wheels. The only horses in the city are four of bronze, over the porch of St. Mark’s Cathedral, and they are about two-thousand years old.

The city is remarkable for its varied history, and former wealth and power; for its numerous and splendid palaces, now tinged with decay, for the multitude of its churches, adorned with rich statuary and paintings, for its galleries of art, and other varied attractions. The masterpieces of Britain and Tintoretto are here. The tomb of the former is in one of the churches, and opposite to it that of Canoser, are admirable specimens of sculpture. St. Mark’s Square is the great and brilliant center where every lady goes, for promenade and for shopping. In the evening a thousand lights shine upon you from jeweled windows, and the walls of palaces radiant with images of art and beauty.

Before you is the St. Mark’s Cathedral, blossoming with domes, minarets, and statues, and wonderful for its serious mosaics on its outer and inner wall. There, too, is the Doge’s 
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Palace with its different halls, and beyond is the Bridge of Sighs, leading to the dungeons of the prison. But Venice cannot be adequately described. The former splendor of the city, and the great events that have there transpired, crowd upon one’s thoughts, while all that you now behold of the place seems like the tomb of its ancient glory. 


Excursion by gondola to islands in the vicinity are pleasant. A gondolier, standing at the stern of his curious looking boat with a single oar, wafts you gracefully and rapidly along. At Meurano you enter the extensive glass-works, where beads for the world are made. You take a longer excursion to Lido, and walk across it, and are now beyond the Langune of Venice, and wandering on the beach of the Adriatic picking up shells and listening to the unceasing music of its rolling surf. As you glide back over the smooth waters, and under a transparent sky, Venice seems to rise out of the sea before you, and the charming view you now obtain of it will remain daguerreotyped on your memory as a perpetual pleasure. 

There is a fascination about Venice that makes one leave it with reluctance. Its situation in the sea is picturesque and unique; its palaces seem like fading enchantments; its various life-like phases, ever on exhibition in St. Mark’s Square, are a magnet of attraction; the dream-like excursions by gondola along the narrow passages, or in the Grand Canal under the Rialto, one likes to repeat; the glorious panorama of city, sea, and shore, and distant Alps, from the top of the Campanile or Cathedral tower, is a vision of beauty; and even the flocks of tame pigeons, always flying over your head, or alighting at your feet, in St. Mark’s Piazza, win your kindly regard. 

At length the slow railway toward Milan bore us away.
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Milan


It was late in the evening, and raining, when we reached Milan. By the dim light of the street lamps we got a glimpse of the Cathedral as we passed to our hotel. The next morning found us early at its open square, surveying that marvel of architectural beauty and splendor. It surpasses all other cathedrals we have seen. It is of white marble, grand in design, and most elaborate in finish. Its niches are filled with statues, and its forest of minarets is covered and crowned with them to the number of thousands. You survey the imposing edifice with wonder, and on entering it, you are astonished to find equal magnificence and decoration; and you conclude that in the Milan Cathedral the sacred architecture of ages culminates, and that here is the exuberant flowering of all ecclesiastical endeavor to impress or captivate the outward sense. Other objects of interest at Milan are several of its churches, that of St. Ambrose being very old – a row of ancient columns of a Roman temple, standing in the centre of the city, yet in isolated desolation – the grand Arch of Peace, commenced by Napoleon I – and the celebrated painting, by Leonardo da Vinci, of the Last Supper. It was painted on the wall of a refectory of an old monastery, and is much injured and defaced by the plaster peeling off, and the attempts of inferior artists to restore it. But you still see in it the work of a master. The head of the Savior, the best preserved, is wonderful in combination of meekness and majesty, and of divine authority and human sympathy. The expression of the serene, heavenly face is inimitable! The features of the Apostles and of Judas, are in admirable harmony with the scene represented. 
Mantua

No one would visit Mantua for anything beautiful in or around the town itself. Its situation is love and amidst marshes stagnant pools.
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But when we think of it as the birthplace of Virgil, and for a time at least, his residence, who that has read the Aeneid would not be interested in seeing Mantua, and wandering in its precincts, where the immortal Bard had his haunts and home! A splendid marble shaft to his memory, erected by order of Napoleon I, stands in a green and flowery spot in the town. We were greatly pleased with this, for we could find nothing else, save a street bearing the name of the great poet, to remind us that we were near the place of his birth. 

Bologna

We visited several of its churches and galleries of art. The painting by Raphael of Cecilia entranced by the music of angels, is very fine. The leaning towers, of which we had not heard before, are quite a curiosity.
Florence

It was a long and tedious ride to Florence. We left Bologna at three o’clock in the morning, and soon a rain storm commenced, and continued through the day. Mountain streams often rushed over our path.


Florence has a variety of attractions. The streets with a few exceptions, are narrow and unpleasant. Its buildings, generally, are not elegant. The muddy Arno divides the city. Its environs are beautiful. One may walk or ride for hours in the Boboli Gardens or the Cascine, with delight. Evergreens and statues adorn the paths. In the Pitti Palace you find paintings that have a world wide fame. The beautiful creations of Raphael, especially, including his celebrated Madonna della Seggiober, long obtains you in rapt admiration. The tables of mosaic are wonderful specimens of the art curated to such perfection there. The Uffizi Gallery is scarcely less attractive. Many of its pictures and statues are known the world over. Here is the famous Penus de Attedicci, so exquisite and graceful, it is
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intensely interesting to survey these works of the old masters and of more recent artists. The dome of the Cathedral is more ample than that of St. Peter’s at Rome and was greatly admired by Michael Angelo. Two of the bronze doors of the Baptistery, covered with exquisite bas-reliefs, occupied the artist for years. The church of Santa Croce, the Westminster Abbey of Florence, contains the remains of Michael Angelo, Galileo, Machiavelli, and others, with their massive marble monuments, adorned with emblematic sculpture. A fine cenotaph of Dante, who lived in Florence, but died in Regvenna, stands with them. The church of San Lorenzo, and the Medecian Chapel connected with it, contain the remains, tombs and cenotaphs of the celebrated Medici family. The chapel alone cost $17,000,000 and is yet unfinished. Its interior walls are of variegated marbles and precious stones, and its dome is covered with frescoes. It is a monument of folly.

We passed an hour very pleasantly in the studio of our countryman, Hiram Powers. We found him exceedingly agreeable and entertaining; and the specimens of his chisel, including a bust of Franklin and Proscripine and a full length figure, California, which he kindly showed us, are certainly among the finest sculptures we have seen. 


It is pleasant to turn away from the decorated churches, where unintelligible mummeries are being constantly repeated, and enter a humbler place of Protestant worship, and listen to the simple preaching of the Gospel of Christ. There are two such places of worship in this city, at both of which are attended on the Sabbath. One is an English Episcopal church and the other a Scotch Presbyterian. They both have excellent evangelical chaplains. Happy with it be for Italy when the day shall come that the Gospel, in its purity and power, is preached to the people and practiced in their lives. Heaven speed that day, and it seems to at hand. 
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I made several delightful excursions among the environs of Florence, and to the summit of the hills that look down upon the beautiful bale of Arno, in which it is situated. Tisole is about five miles to the north, a city abler than the Tuscan capital, and a thousand feet above it. Portions of old Roman ruins are still visible. But I was vastly more pleased with an excursion in the opposite direction, to a high eminence, surmounted with a tower, called Galileo’s Observatory. Part of the building was over a broad fine road, between lofty cypresses, interspersed with oak and larch, and which backs to an imperial palace, where, a few nights before, a grand ball had been given by the city authorities and attended by about three thousand guests. Strangers were not numerous, and the times rather dull in Florence, and this ball was, no doubt, mainly designed for the benefit of the shopkeepers, who furnished the materials of dress and display. Even kings and emperors are often obliged to resort to similar expedients, to allay the complaints and retain the favor of their subjects. 

From the top of Galileo’s Tower one gets an entrancing view of the city and adjacent country. The valley for many miles, with the winding course of the Arno, is spread out like a map. Ranges of Apennine hills on the east hide Pallambrosia from view. We went to the villa of Galileo, nearby, where that philosopher lived and died, and where Milton, during his visit to Italy, held interviews with him. From this Observatory, it is said, Galileo made those discoveries, in regard to the moon, to which Milton, in the Paradise Lost alludes, when saying that the shield of Satan


“Hung o’er his shoulders like the moon, whose orb



Through optic glass the Tuscan artist views



At evening from the top of Tisole,



Or in Palderno, to desery new bands
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Florence improves upon acquaintance. I first entered it at evening, in a violent rain, and for a week or two the weather was anything but pleasant or mild, making everything seem cheerless, and my first impressions not very agreeable. But when the weather became settled, the skies delightfully clear, and the air pure and invigorating, things wore a new and more pleasing face. 

New and congenial acquaintances were formed, and respected visits to the wonderful creations of art and genius rendered my stay in the city increasingly attractive; while the streets and buildings assumed an improved appearance, and the muddy Arno sometimes really had a transparent aspect, especially under a glorious Italian sunset or the glitter of a thousand lamps that line its borders at night. 

Trusch brings pleasures and benefits, and a kind of education that can be acquired in no other way. Opportunities are constantly afforded for observing the grand and beautiful works, both of nature and art, as well as for studying the character and habits of different people. No day need pass without something of good profit seen, learned, or experienced. Even the annoyances one constantly meets – the discomforts and perplexities where passports, custom houses, and various hungry officials detain and tax you; the swarm of beggars, including the lame, the blind, and the diseased, as well as the destitute and the lazy, who beset you like a pack of ravenous wolves; the ignorance and degradation that surround you; the blind and puerile superstition of the people, amid magnificent temples apparently devoted to God’s service; the great poverty of lands rich in natural capabilities and varied beauties – all these make you grateful for the bond of your birth, and lead you to praise more highly its people, its government, its religion and its good institutions. 

Here and in fact throughout Italy, great contrasts are continually meeting the eye. Go into the galleries of painting and sculpture, enter many of the cathedrals, churches, palaces, and other public or private buildings, 
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and often as you walk along some street or open piazza, you behold beautiful and astonishing creations of art and skill – pictures and statues that have a world-wide fame, and in the contemplation of which you are lost in admiration and delight; and then as you turn away from these, and look upon the realities of life around you, you see sad and disgusting evidences of mental darkness, wretchedness, and low groveling tastes and habits. Go out into the country and you are struck often with the beauty and richness of valleys, hill-sides and table lands; you see numerous evergreen trees, cultivated and trained in gardens, whose walks, arches, towers, and fountains are like the enchantments of Aladdin’s Lamp; you see a flourishing growth of olives, oranges, figs and pomegranates; and though on the very verge of winter, and in sight of snow on mountain peaks in the horizon, whose cool breath you feel, you are greeted by the way with beautiful hedges of roses, in bud and bloom, as they adorn the grounds of some villa, or hang over the high walls by the road side. 

And while some of the more pretending villas or cottages please you with their beauty and neatness, you will not fail to observe many a filthy habitation; with inmates to correspond; ragged women at work in the fields; donkeys and cows yoked together, with plows, carts, and other agricultural implements of crude and awkward construction. 

Hands in the city are making tables and jewelry of exquisite mosaic that cause you to wonder at the perfection of human ingenuity; and hands in the country are using various utensils of tillage to clumsy and ungainly that a Yankee would hardly deem them fit for fire-wood or old iron. 

Pisa

On the afternoon of the 25th of November, we left Florence for Pisa, where we arrived by railway, just at evening, and from an elevated window of our hotel, first got a glimpse of the Leaning Tower. Familiar
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from childhood with the pictures and accounts of that remarkable structure, could it be that my eyes were now really beholding it! In the morning we hastened to the spot where it stands in connection with three other objects of unusual interest – the Baptistery, the Campo Santa, and the Cathedral. The Baptistery erected in the twelfth century is a beautiful building of white marble, circular and dome-like, relieved in the exterior by fine Corinthian columns. The exterior is mostly marble, also, and exquisitely finished. In the centre is a large font, fourteen feet in its longest diameter, adapted and probably used for the emersion of candidates for baptism. 

The large room rising into the high dome, afforded delightful echoes; and when a few of us sang a part of the hymn 


“My heavenly home is bright and fair,



Nor pain nor death shall enter there”

The fullness and prolongation of the sounds were organ-like and charming. The Campo Santa is a cemetery, an immense oblong structure, with cloisters extending around it, and the open space within filled with earth, to the amount of fifty-three ship loads, brought from Calvary. There are numerous monuments in the cloisters, and some striking frescoes. One of the better, representing the Last Judgment, has a touch of satire, as well as truth, no doubt; for the artist has mixed kings and queens and monks with the wicked. The Cathedral is spacious and splendid. “The doors are of bronze, the roof is of carved and gilded wood, the floor of marble white and gallow; statues of exquisite workmanship adorn the walls, while a dim light spreads through the painted windows, and clothes with a mellowing softness, the stupendous column”. But I was interested most of all in the Campanile or Leaning Tower. It is a beautiful marble structure, fifty-three feet in diameter at the base, one hundred and eighty feet high, inclining towards the South more than thirteen feet from the perpendicular. My 
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first view of the Mediterranean was from its top; and what thoughts such a sight awakens? The waters of that sea love the shores of Palestine, and are linked with the stirring events of ancient and modern history. A prophet was once cast upon it, and an apostle wrecked upon it. 
Rome

Rome! How interesting the place! How suggestive the word! What a train of associations it awakens! The records of the past are unrolled; great characters in history stand before you; and events that filled the world with their grandeur and significance seem to be transpiring again. Who has not desired to see Rome! What student of classical literature, what lover of eloquence and poetry, what admirer of art, and mental power in its various exhibitions, has not longed to visit Rome, and wander amid the ruins of its former greatness and glory – to look upon the Seven Hills where the city of the Caesars was enthroned – to walk beneath the massive arches where they led their triumphant processions – to muse amid the broken columns of the Forum, where Cicero and other orators swayed assembled throngs – to linger under the shadow of the Coliseum and think of the exciting scenes it once witnessed – and to trace the footsteps of the great Apostles to the Gentiles, who prisoner though he was, wielded an influence under God that was felt through the city, and pervaded even the Imperial Palace! 

Who has not had a curiosity at least to look upon the sources of that mighty religious organism and power, that here so long exercised a tremendous influence on human destiny, and still retain so much of their old energy, superstition and sway? The dream of years has at length been realized, and what only was known by the hearing of the ear, is now familiarized by the seeing of the eye. On the 28th of November, I
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entered the gates of the so-called Eternal City. But how in these brief and hasty ivy-notes, can I adequately describe what I have observed of ancient and modern Rome? 


There are about as many churches in Rome as there are days in a year. The majority of them are very ordinary structures, and sometimes when the exterior is quite plain and even forbidding, you will find the interior elaborately ornate and gorgeous. There is but one Gothic church in Rome, and but very few of these edifices have painted windows. The principal materials of ornamentation are marbles of various colors, and other rare stones, statuary, paintings, silver and gildings. You will sometimes find nearly the whole interior of a church, its floors, its columns, its walls, its alter and chapels, gleaming with polished and exquisitely carved and finished marble of every hue. The niches are filled with statues and pictures – monuments of Popes, Cardinals, Bishops and Saints, and paintings of Scripture scenes, in which dignitaries of the Church are strangely blended; while crucifixes and Madonnas everywhere abound. Frequently most horrid scenes of martyrdom, agony and blood are represented. Everything that can affect the scenes, and through them move the passions, find a place in these ecclesiastical decorations and emblems. 


One of the first churches the stranger visits, is that great and wonderful edifice, St. Peter’s, whose magnificent dome reflects the unrivaled genius of Michael Angelo. Its construction occupied centuries, and the most renowned architects lavished their skill upon it. A great part of the incredible amount of money expended upon it was realized from the sale of indulgences. In going to St. Peter’s, a friend pointed out the house where Raphael the prince of painters lived. It is in a narrow, mean and dirty street, and the house itself is only worthy of its location. After crossing the muddy Tiber by the Bridge of St. Angelo, amid colossal marble statues, with the immense circular Tomb of Hadrian, now a fortress and prison, rising before you, and passing some distance along a narrow, filthy street, lined with huckster-shop, you come to the large open, oval Piazza of St. Peter’s. On either hand 
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is a magnificent range of colonnade or porticoes, with four rows of massive round pillars, over sixty feet high, while along the top are standing some two hundred statues, which the imagination might easily transform celestial visitants come to watch the trains of earthly worshipers. Before you is a large Egyptian obelisk, and on each side, beautiful fountains throwing their crystal jets and spray into the air, and which often have a halo of rainbows about them. Beyond these, rise the imposing façade of the great edifice, and crowned with gigantic statues of the Twelve Apostles. This view excites your profound admiration, and though the enclosure embraces about then acres, there is such harmony of outline and proportion, that it does not seem half so large. 


You enter this church as you do others at Rome, by lifting a heavy leather curtain, and then your eyes meet a sight, for vastness and majesty, richness and grandeur, afforded by no other religious temple in the world. Amplitude and height, massiveness and splendor, characterize the interior. Look up into the skyline dome, and you do not wonder that Michael Angelo called it a “firmament of marble.” The pictures are all in mosaic, and are finely wrought. Amidst all this display of rich ornamentation, you see much that you deem neither agreeable nor in good taste. A double flight of stairs lead down to the reputed tomb of Peter, above and around which over a hundred lights are constantly burning, near by elevated a few feet above the floor of the church is a black statue of the Apostle, before which you persons come and kneel, and rise and kiss the great toe of the projecting foot, which is considerably shortened by this unceasing babial attrition. 


On my next visit to St. Peter’s, I ascended to the roof, which is quite a plateau, or place containing dwellings and families living there; and then to the base of the dome, and then to near its crown, from which you look down the frightful distance to the floor of the church, where men and women, and procession of priests seem but creeping pigmies. 
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In this vicinity is the church of the Holy Staircase. The Santa Scala, a staircase, consists of twenty-eight marble steps, covered with boards, and said to belong to the house of Pilate; and not only that, but they are affirmed to be the very stairs on which our Lord descended from the Judgement Hall. Hence great virtue is attached to them, and to go up them on one’s knees, and pay a fee for it, produces great blessings to the devotee here and hereafter. So an attending priest assumed us, though we did not make the trial. Others however, were continually plodding up, and kissing the stairs as they proceeded. It was on these stairs, I think, that Luther’s eyes were measurably opened to see the absurdities of Romanism. 


Who has not heard of the Vatican, if he has not heard its thunders? It is an irregular pile or collection of buildings, adjoining St. Peter’s on the right, and embracing some thousands of rooms and halls. Squads of French soldiers are continually standing round the entrance, and one generally finds a large of them paraded or being drilled in the square of St. Peter’s. Several long and broad staircases lead to the halls and museum of the Vatican, where are gathered and preserved an immense number of works of art. The sculpture galleries are very extensive, and you range through them in delighted admiration of the ancient, interesting, and beautiful and grand productions of the chisel. You linger long before such statues as the Laocoon and Apollo Belvedere, and wonder at the genius that could invest marble with such elements of life, passion and power. You see many busts of persons distinguished in historical and classical literature, and are gratified with a truthful representation of their faces and features. Two of the most celebrated pictures in the world are in the Vatican. The Last Judgement by Michael Angelo, covers entirely the farther wall of the Sistine Chapel. The light is not good, and one fails of the profoundest impression this great painting is adapted to produce. 
Page 18
I was better pleased with Raphael’s inimitable picture of the Transfiguration. It was his last and best work; and before he had quite finished it, he was suddenly cut off by death at the early age of thirty-seven. This glorious painting, bearing the last and fresh traces of his master hand, was suspended over the couch where the dead body of the artist lay in slate, and at the funeral it was borne in the train immediately preceding his remains. Raphael sleeps in the Pantheon, a grand old temple, built before the Christian era, and in a better state of preservation than any contemporary building in Rome. 


The Pope resides in the Vatican, except during four months in the summer, when he occupies the Quirinal, a Pontifical Palace on Monte Cavallo. Our Consul gives Americans permission to visit this palace. It has extensive apartments, many of which are adorned with fine paintings, tapestries and furniture. The adjoining garding is shady with lofty box and cypress, relieved with statues and fountains. In one part of the grounds is an organ played by water, and a large number of hidden pipes, which at the will of an attendant, throws jets of water in all directions, causing the visitor to make a hasty retreat to an open building at hand. 


From the Vatican to the Castle of St. Angelo, formerly Hadrian’s Tomb, but now a strongly fortified and guarded place, there is a walled passage by which, in case of disturbance or danger, the Pope may escape to the castle for safety. 


There are numerous palaces in Rome, containing galleries of painting and sculpture of more or less merit. In the Spades stands the colossal statue Pompey, at the base of which the great Julius Caesar was assassinated. On one of its legs is a dark spot, said to have been made with the blood of the renowned victim. 
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Nothing interests me more than the relics of the past, when the Eternal City was in its palmiest days. It is impossible to convey the impression they give of the wealth and power of the old Romans. Acres of ruins mark the places where stood some of the grandest structures on which the sun ever shone. 


The Palaces of the Caesars is a plowed field. Half buried arches stand out in their grim desolation, and are overgrown with shrubbery and cypress. Where stood the Villa of the Alacenas, the Golden House of Nero, and the Battles of Titus, is a mass of ruins. A part of the halls and chambers have been excavated, and some of the finest sculptures and verses in the Vatican are found in them. You follow a guide with torches into these rooms, and you still see remains of exquisite marbles, mosaic and frescoes. The ruins of the Baths Caracalla are still more ample and stupendous. 


Those of Diocletian were remodeled by Michael Angelo and turned into a church, which, out of Rome, would be regarded as a most magnificent edifice, and yet it includes only a portion of the old structure. The cloisters of this church are extensive and fine, and in its court stand some venerable cypress trees planted by Michael Angelo three hundred years ago. In this church we were shown what were said to be the bodies of the martyrs Felicitus and Prosper, with various other relics. The ruins of the Claudian Aqueduct, stretching away over and beyond the Porta Maggiore, are one of the most striking and impressive relics of the old city, which must have been abundantly supplied with water. There are now over a hundred fountains, some of them very elaborate and picturesque in statuary, and other contrivances for throwing columns of water and spray into the air. 


Among the most remarkable and interesting objects in Rome, are the ruins of the Forum and the Coliseum. I have made several visits to these localities; but let me sketch an evening ramble amid the shadows of these astonishing relics of a departed age. On a cloudless moonlight evening, a few of us took a stroll from the Piazza de Spagna to the Corso, and from thence by Trajan’s Forum, whose broken pillars of    
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granite and floor of marigated marble, and whose long majestic columns attest the former splendor of the edifice, to the loud stairway of the Capitol, ascending which brought us to the site of the ancient Capitol, coupled by the present edifice, in which are some fine halls of sterling, and where you linger in admiration before the Dying Gladiator. We ascended the Capitoline Hill close by the grand Arch of Septimius Serverus, and before us on the right, were the silent and sullen ruins of the Forum. A few columns, here and there, are still standing, in exquisite beauty and finish, as if to remind us of the splendor of the ancient edifice, where Cicero and other orators discoursed so eloquently to vast assemblies of the people. What grandeur there! What desolation now! We enter the Pico Sacra, where Horace loved to walk, and passing on our left the magnificent arches of the Pompile of Peace, we reach the Triumphant Arch of Titus, built to commemorate his conquest of Jerusalem. On one of its inner walls we see the relief of a golden candlestick, the trumpets, and the ark, which the conqueror snatched from the consuming Temple, and bore as conspicuous spoils in his triumphant procession through Rome. Who can describe the thoughts awakened by such a sight, at such an hour! And a little further on eastward, while grand old broken columns, disclosed by the moonlight, all along the way, we see the lofty and beautiful Arch of Constantine on our right, and almost directly in front of it rises, in its majesty – and sublime decay, yet in overwhelming bustness and grandeur, that kingly ruin and wonder of the world, the Coliseum! As we approach the entrance, a French Soldier, as sentinel salutes us, and permits us to enter. We wander over the arena, amid the shadows of the arches and walls. All is silent and serene. How softly the moonbeams fall on a spot where, nearly eighteen centuries ago, such strange scenes of excitement and death were witnessed by assemblies numbering almost a hundred thousand people! 


What annihilation of the early Christians, were thrown to the wild beasts, to be torn in pieces amidst the deafening
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shouts of their unfeeling persecutors: There how often was the Gladiator


“Butchered to make a Roman holiday!”

As I thought of these scenes, and looked up above the gray old walls to the sweet moon and serene stars, most delightful thoughts of heaven, where the martyrs are crowned with glory and the blessed rejoice possessed my mind and I observed to a friend. There is one city where there are no ruins, and the temple therein shall never decay; how glorious the privilege of home and inheritance there, where all is purity and peace! That City is indeed Eternal.


It is not difficult to imagine with what pride and satisfaction the Coliseum was regarded when it stood in its unimpaired and sublime magnificence, and how astonished pilgrims on beholding it, should explain-


“While stands the Coliseum, Rome shall stand;

 When falls the Coliseum, Rome shall fall;

 And when Rome falls – the world.” 

We returned to our lodging, musing on human greatness and decays, and with pictures made on the memory that can only fade with life.


Old Rome is not only partially buried of the gradual accumulations on the surface for nearly two thousand years, but beneath these walls there are extensive recesses, stretching away for miles, excavated in the tufa, or soft rock, and evolved with the tombs and remains of the dead. I had visited the tombs of the Scipios and the Catacombs of St. Sebastian, which contain numerous underground passages and chambers; but I was anxious to make further excursions into these wonderful subterranean cemeteries.
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Naples is a large city, the largest in Italy, and has a fine picturesque situation, but contains little in itself that interests the tourist. The city rises gradually, from the beautiful bay, and the Castle of St. Elmo, like a crown on its highest eminence. A few of the streets are fine, and here on air of business thrift; but for the most part the town in filthy and seems to be filled with a dirty and busy set of good formatting beggars. One, however, may profitably spend several days in most delightful and exciting excursions in the vicinity of Naples. Our first trips were to Herculaneum and Pompeii.


We greatly enjoyed our visit to these buried and partly excavated cities. A half and hour will suffice for seeing all that can be shown of ancient Herculaneum. It was no doubt a large and splendid city, but owing to the harshness of the volcanic rock that covers it, very little of it has been unfolded to the light.


We descended with candles to that portion of a splendid amphitheater which has been opened, and from which many fine statues have been taken and removed to the Museum in Naples. At some distance from this an excavation of a few houses has been made, but there is nothing there to excite more interest. Quite a bustling town has been built over the remains of this silent city of the dead.


Pompeii, which was overwhelmed by the same remarkable eruption of Mt. Vesuvius in the first century, has been excavated to a considerable extent, and we wandered nearly a whole day through its death-like streets and dwellings, and still we left much of it unseen. It is impossible to describe the appearance of this singular city, and to convey adequately an idea of the profound interest awakened at every step! We walked over long, well-formed streets where the rut-marks made by the Roman chariots were as evident as if they had wheeled along there yesterday.


We entered houses, and their various apartments, as
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parlors, dining rooms, bedrooms, kitchens and baths, and often saw on their walls various and elegant frescoes, the color still bright and beautiful, indicating the wealth and refinement of their occupants. We passed into temples, forums, and theatres, and from the columns or fragments of columns and other portions of the buildings still standing, an idea may be formed of the former magnificence of these structures. A piece of statuary here and there is still left where it is found; but most of these works of ancient art have been removed to the Museum in Naples. Often there is enough left in a building to indicate its use. We thus saw baker’s and barber’s shops, noticing in the first the mill and the oven. I was greatly interested in the private dwellings, in the arrangement of the rooms, and the appropriate or peculiar pictures painted on their walls. In a dining room for instance, there would be pictures of fishes, fowls, and game. Often there would be a remnant of beautiful mosaic in the floors, and of the marble fountains in the open courts. In some of the cellars the old wine jars remain standing against the wall just as they did when the great sudden calamity overwhelmed the city. In the house of Diomede, we see the spot in a basement room where several persons of the family huddled together and perished. An impress of their figures of different heights remains upon the wall where their skeletons were found. Pictures in some of the houses indicate a low state of morals among the people. Along both sides of one of the streets as you enter the city, are rows of tombs. Some of them apparently large family vaults, and were once richly ornamented with curious marble sculptures, fragments of which remain.


Pompeii was covered with cinders and ashes, which are easily removed; but not half the city has yet been laid open. Trees are growing just above the houses not get excavated.


The top of the buildings and of the columns are generally gone; and the stumps of the city indicate its former greatness, as the stumps in a cleared field show how the stately first one flourished there. After my visit to Pompeii, I was anxious to see in the Barkonico Museum at Naples the statuary and other objects of interest.
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found in the buried cities. The collection is exceedingly larger, buried and wonderful. I have not anywhere seen so fine and full array of ancient sculpture. One room contains statues in bronze and several other rooms are filled with marble figures and busts, many of which are exquisite in proportion and finish. Frescoes from Pompeii, without number, are here preserved. Domestic utensils and implements of husbandry, in copper and iron, as well as all sorts of pottery and some specimens of glass-ware, fill several large rooms. One is struck with the resemblance of many of them to implements still in use with us. Few see these specimens of the jewelry, the bracelets, the finger rings, and the cameos which the Pompeiian ladies wore. There too is some of the fruit, and a loaf or two of bread, stamped with maker’s name, dried and slightly charred, but-other wise appearing, precise as they did nearly eighteen hundred years ago. Few see also the key of the city gates, found in the skeleton hand of the sentinel, who did desert his past at the coming on of the firery storm that destroyed the city. The day in the Museum and the day at Pompeii was very enjoyable, and its sights and impressions can never be effaced from the mind.


Our next excursion was to the remarkable volcano of Vesuvius. A carriage drive of two or three hours brings us to the last of the mountain. There the bodies of the gentlemen take horses, while others of us walk to the house of the cove, a distance of some five miles, being a gradual ascent, and focus of the way over immense fields of lava, folded and twisted into various shapes as it flowed hot down the mountain side. Its black wavy form resembles, in everything but color, vast glaciers. The region is awfully bleak and desolate appearance, and one almost shudders at the emblem of terror and power around him. 


It is no easy matter to ascend to the cone. It is very steep, and the loose sand and stone give way under your feet at every step. At length all get up safely and in good spirits and sitting down by a little firery fissure on the summit, we had some eggs roasted by volcanic heat. We then proceeded to the verge of the  
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awful crater, looking down into its smoking and firery abysses, as gusts of wind occasionally cleared away the sulfurous obstructions to our vision. The fog which enveloped the mountain during our ascent was now dispelled, and we had a glorious view of the grand and desolate scenery around the volcano, and as beautiful panorama of Naples, the bay and a portion of the Mediterranean Sea and its island. The decent of the cone was quickly made, and in high glee at the ludicrous manner in which we slid, ran and pitched along. It was impossible to go slowly or gravely. A little below the foot of the cone we turned aside to see a river of red hot lava flowing out of the mountain and down its slope. It was a grand terrible sight, and for some distance we could hear the greeting, crackling sound of the glowing lava current. We reached our lodgings in safety, with another day of wonder strongly and prominently marked in the calendar of life’s pilgrimage.


One more excursion unnamed, and then we were ready for the expected steamer to hear us to the Orient, though we had longings for a sight of the temples of Prestum, but could barely find time to see tomorrow. Our last excursion was to Baia, the favorite resort of nobles and literary men in the sailing days of Rome. The Appian Way, from the imperial city passed hither, and extended to Pompeii.


We stopped next at Possuoli, the modern name for Puteoli, mentioned in the Acts of the Apostles as the place where Paul, Luke, Aristarchus, and others landed after their long and perilous voyage in the ship whose sign was Casto and Pollux. “The south wind blew” says the sacred narrative. “And we come the next day to Puteoli, where we found brethren, and were desired to tarry with their seven days.”


A few miles along the seashore, and turning a little way to the right – into the country, we reach the famous lake Averous, around which much of mythology and mystery fathered in ancient times.


The ruins about Baia are certainly extensive and interesting, especially by the Baths of Nero, where the hot mineral water
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still flows the temples of Diana, Mercury and Venus; the Piscina Mirabilis, are immense stone reservoir fed by the Julian Aqueduct, and designed to supply the Roman fleet; and the Prisons of Nero, containing dark underground dungeons which we entered with lights. The greatness and even grandeur of all these ruins indicate the magnificence and splendor that one rested upon these beautiful hills overlooking the sea. But the gay and tumultuous life of the past is succeeded by a dreary and almost silent desolation.


The steamer Alexandria was ready to depart, and we hastened on board. In a little less than four days more on the restless Mediterranean, we came in sight of the towers and minarets of the city founded by the great world conqueror. As we came to anchor in the harbor, what thrilling emotions were awakened in view of our propensity – to the ancient and historic land of the pharaohs, the banks of the mysterious Nile, and the shadows of the majestic Pyramids!
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Egypt

Here I am, in “the land of Egypt” beyond the Mediterranean, the Great Sea of the ancients. Here lies the same land now in its general outlines and configuration as when Abraham saw it, and the successive Pharaohs and Ptolemys ruled over it. Through it the same river tracks its long course. The same fillous break on its lower margin. The same great deserts stretch away from the sides of its narrow valley of perpetual verdure, guarded by the same barren sentinel hills. The same warm sun is over it by the day, and the bright stars look down upon it as of old by night. Egypt is no utopia, no myth. Here she is now, though.


“A stain is on her glory,


And quenched her ancient light.”


My first day in Africa, in Egypt, Alexandria remains a curious and vivid picture in the halls of memory. Our steamer had been waiting most of the night outside of the harbor for the day—dawn and a pilot. The Egyptians never do things in a hurry. At length the sun rode gloriously over the minarets and monuments of the city, and we entered the harbor, January 16th. Now a lively and novel scene was presented. Little boats surrounded us, and instantly a swarm of fellows, anxious to take us and our luggage ashore, and to this or that hotel. Black and white with every intervening shade and some with rich, flowing robes, and others with scarcely any robes at all—with turbans and tarbushes—they pressed around us, and in broken English and Arabic, most graciously offered their services.


From the windows of our omnibus—an incretion upon the kingdoms of donkeys and camels, caused by railroads—we saw novel pictures and fuses of life. Prominent in the view were those huge, ungainly, but useful and patient animals, 
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of camels, swinging along their burdens of human or other freight. Many and marvelously little donkeys were tripping along, under big bundles, much larger themselves, of men and women, and goat skins of water filled plumply our even to the nose and toes, each looking in shape like the animal itself. Now we passed a majestic and solemn Turk in full and flowing dress, and now an almost naked Nubian; then a group of women, carrying heavy burdens on their heads, their faces closely veiled, except their eyes, though their legs were bare: and then, perhaps a singular locking figure astride a donkey, which, in a nearer view, proves to be a Turkish female, in a white veil, but almost completely enveloped in enormous folds of black silk. A succession of these new and strange features of life excited and absorbed our attention until we reached our hotel. These appearances were truly Oriental.


Donkeys are a great “institution” in Egypt. Few find them anywhere. But they are surely larger than a good-sized sheep; and a man six feet high and weighing nearly two hundred, is somewhat reluctant at first to ride such a puny beats. He feels as though it might be proper for him to carry the donkey most of the time – his superior bulk, also, and his feet nearly touching the ground give him a sort of ridiculous appearance. But he soon gets over all this, and is quite surprised at the strength and nimbleness of the donkey, which trots or gallops away with him at an easy and sapid rate. We were so delighted with this kind of riding, that we kept it up for several hours in gleeful excitement. Each donkey is in charge of an Arab boy or man, who runs after yow, often urging on the donkey, and whipping him unmercifully. No matter how fast a far yow go, the donkey boy will keep along, ready to show the way, and take charge of the animal when you stop. Our first excursion was to Cleopatra’s Needle, a fine obelisk of red granite, seventy-feet high, and nearly eighty-feet square at its base, and covered with hieroglyphics. It firmly stood
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at Heliopolis, a few miles from Cairo, and bears the name of the Pharaoh who was contemporary with Moses. It was removed to Alexandria to ornament the temple of the Caesars below which it stood, with another similar to it which long since fell, and now lies nearby almost covered with Earth. Pompey’s Pillar, or more properly, the Column of Diocletian, which stands to the opposite side of the city next claimed our attention. This stands to the opposite side of the city next claimed our attention. This conspicuous monument is about a hundred feet high, standing on a pedestal, and surrounded by a capital. The main shaft is cylindrical, and consists of a single stone, nearly thirty feet in circumference.


Both of these columns stand at a considerable distance south of the present city, the old Alexandria, with its gorgeous temples, palaces, and schools, in the midst of which they once stood, having passed away, and left nothing else remaining but mounds of earth and heaps of rubbish. These, too, will at length fall. Around the base of the Cleopatra’s Needle the salt waves of a high sea break and foam, and it is by their action, and that of the atmosphere, gradually being destroyed.


One gets an idea of the greatness and populousness of ancient cities by the extensive tombs or places of sculpture which as cities of the dead, hewn in rock, and built beneath the surface, have long escaped the hand of destruction.


It was so in Rome, it is so in Alexandria. A short ride from Diocletian’s Pillar brought us to the slope of an eminence honeycombed with houses of the dead of long ago.


We entered and explored a number, and found the architecture of some of them, combining fine Grecian characteristics with embellishments in fresco, whose colors are still bright and clear. We subsequently visited other catacombs along the seas-shore beyond Cleopatra’s Needle. They were like the first, and appeared to be very extensive; but numerous Arabs or Egyptians were digging among them for stones for building materials, or to burn for fire.


Thus the tombs prepared with so much care and expense are ruthlessly broken into, the sanctuaries of the dead imbedded, and their bones scattered with the sand and rubbish. Somewhere in the city, the tomb of the great Alexandria was despoiled, and 

Page 30
the garden sarcophagus containing his remains were stolen.


Sometime before we reached Cairo we caught sight of the Pyramids, and felt in our wondering excitement, like shouting over the grand vision. Old Cleops and its companions, which stood probably in the days of Abraham, and which that patriarch saw, as he went into Egypt—which met the gaze of Moses for many years, and which Jacob and Joseph had often looked upon—monuments which have stood through so much of the world’s history, and under whose shadows events so stupendous have transpired—the Pyramids, of which we had heard and read with wonder from our childhood—to actually see with our own eyes, even at a distance, was surely an era in our lives, and a day long to stand our in marked prominence. Our all-absorbed attention was long turned to numerous domes and minarets rising out of groves of pollen and sycamores and soon we were domiciled in the Hotel D’Orient.

Cairo
Cairo, the Grand, the Magnificent, the Beautiful, the Blessed, as it is called, is a fine specimen of an Oriental city.


I visited but two or three mosques, as they seem not to have any special attractions. The Mosque of the Citadel, however is one of the finest in Cairo, and is richly ornamented, having splendid chandeliers and stained windows, which the Moslems generally discard.


Before entering the square leading to the mosque, we had to exchange our boots and shoes, for rag-slippers. In this square is the Wall of Joseph, said to have been dug by the ancient Egyptians. Here, too, for this square is within the citadel, the ill-fated Mamelukes were massacred by order of Mohammed Ali, who, under the cover of friendship, enticed them with the walls. Their power was thus brought to a bloody termination. In the mosque were a few of the faithful at prayer. With their faces toward Mecca, they frequently dropped on their knees, and then bowed their faces to the floor,
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rising to their feet again, and going often through the same forms, uttering at intervals audible words of prayer. The minarets of this mosque are lofty and beautiful, and are seen at a great distance as it stands on the highest-ground in the city. The view also from the ramparts of the citadel is wide and interesting.


The Mosque of Amer is a thousand years old, the oldest I believe, in Egypt. It occupies a large space of ground in Old Cairo, but has a dilapidated and deserted appearance. There is a tradition that when this building falls the Moslem power will wane. If this be true, the downfall of this strange power is not far distant; for portions of the old building have already tumbled down, and the rest seem rapidly tending to the same prostrate condition. Two stone pillars, standing near together on the same pedestal have been regarded as a sort of test of salvation. If one can pass between them, he may hope to enter the paradise of the faithful; but if he has devoted himself so much to the good things of this life, as not to be able to pass this test, he may not expect entrance to the Prophet’s heaven.


A pleasant ride four or five miles northward along the Nile, and over a fine thoroughfare, lined by shady trees, and where we meet numerous trains of loaded asses and camels, reminding us of the Ishmaelites entering Egypt with the captive Joseph—brought us to the Shoobra gardens and a palace of the Viceroy. The extensive gardens are threaded by various walks in excellent order, and the numerous orange and lemon trees, filled with fruit, and the odor of geraniums and full blown roses, rendered our walk through them very agreeable. How unlike the fruit of January at home!


Very different scenery we found a day or two after, in an excursion to the Petrified Forest, six or seven miles east of Cairo. Our way, after leaving the city, and the Tombs of Caliphs, was over a broad and dreary desert, no tree or dwelling relieving the vast and arid desolation.
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At length we reached something of an eminence—the border of the Mokattam Hills—covered with small, loose and chip-like stones, and our guides told us this was the first. We had thought of standing or at last-prostrate trees, in a state of Petrifaction; but scarcely a stone around us would measure a foot in any direction. They were, however, certainly petrifactions of wood, and as such, a curiosity, a few specimens of which we gathered from our examinations.


I made a very pleasant excursion with a friend to the ruins of Heliopolis, or the City of On. We passed along by green fields of waving wheat and luxuriant clover, with here and there fig trees, tamarisks, and acacias.


We found nothing of the Heliopolis but old curtain mounds and a few vestiges of the once splendid Temple of the Seen. 


The most conspicuous relic is a fine obelisk, standing in its original position, probably at the entrance of the temple; and there it has stood near four thousand years, being as is supposed the oldest of its kind in Egypt. It often met the eye of Joseph, whose father-in-law was a priest of the temple. Moses passed it as he went to his studies. Herodotus speaks of it, and Plato meditated at its base. Lone monument of the nightly Past!


While in Cairo and vicinity, one is impressed with a feeling of deep interest in being in the midst of localities with which is associated so much of Bible history. Abraham and Sarah have been here. I have looked upon hill and river, if not Pyramid, that their eyes once saw. I visited the spot where tradition says the infant Moses was found by Pharaoh’s daughter in the ark among the flags of the Nile. It was the margin of the beautiful island of Rhodes, which furnished a charming site for a royal palace. Nearby is the Nilometer, an ancient contrivance for marking the daily height and rise of the water in the river. Over this land     
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Joseph ruled as princely Viceroy.  He had a home, perhaps at, on, or Heliopolis, just over there on the borders of Goshen, the land that was subsequently given to his father and his

brethren.  They grew up in Egypt, a strong and mighty people; but under kings that knew not Joseph. They were sorely oppressed, being compelled to make hick, just as

I have seen menials making brick new, of the mud of the river mingled with straw.  Here the voice of God was heard speaking to Moses and Pharaohs, for the deliverance

of his captive people.  Here the succession of mighty miracles was wrought, which confounded the pods of Egypt, and at length like the power of the oppressor.  Here the angel of death passed over the blood-sprinkled doors of the dwellings of the children of Israel, but entered those of the Egyptians, and laid prostrate and lifeless the first-born in my house. Here was the most wonderful moment the world ever saw – the great exodus and march to the Red Sea through the long wilderness, to the promised Canaan.  Here, in after years, Jeremiah prophesied and wept.  And at length a fugitive family came hither, Joseph and Mary, from Judea, bringing the Holy Child, born in Bethlehem, but whose life the wicked Herod sought.

            What great events have transpired here!  What remarkable personages have lived here, here looked on yonder Mokattam hills, here walked on the banks of this river, and

have gone to rest in these tombs of rock and sand!-- It is certainly interesting to be floating on such a river as the Nile, often alluded to in the Bible, once miraculously turned to blood, and in whose rally, and along whose banks, in long ages past, transpired events so stupendous and astonishing, flowing down from hidden fountains and snowy summits far away in the unknown regions of Central Africa, its waters roll by day, and murmur in the moonlight, the same and when they reflected this glory of the Pharaohs more than three thousand years ago.
            Egypt had a history, granted and thrilling, before books or parchments, or written languages were known.
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Much of that history is sealed; some of it is shadowed from in the aerials hieroglyphics that cover those magnificent ruins and monuments that are the wonder of the world.  If

the Nile could tell us all it has witnessed – if it could sing of the deeds of all the triumph of arts and arms here – how thrilling would be the story, how sublime the epic!

Before the Pentateuch was written, before the Law was given on Mount Sinai, there stood on the banks of the Nile cities, temples, and tombs, which in vastness and 

magnificence, have never yet been surpassed.  How different is the Egypt of today from the Egypt of the Pharaohs and the Ptolemys!

In ascending the river, one is struck with the richness and vast capabilities of the soil.  The valley is but a few miles in width, bounded by the Lybian desert on the west, and the Arabian on the east, the barren sands, or rocky, desolate bluffs, often approaching quite near to the river Mary in; while again, the fertile plain, covered with luxuriant crops, extends back for a considerable distance.  No soil can be more productive.  It needs no artificial enriching.  The annual overflow of the river, somewhere from August to October, spreads over it a deposit more valuable than gold.  How wonderful is this arrangement of Providence, in a country where rain is never or rarely known.

If a year passes without the overflowing, great scarcity or a famine is the result.

            The scenery along the Nile is peculiar; the low ranges of hills, and bordering deserts, without a solitary tree or spire of grass, contrasts strongly with the profuse luxuriance and grateful verdose of the valley, with its occasional clusters of stately and grateful palm trees which sometimes, also for a long distance stand in beautiful lines along the river’s bank.  Flowers of various kinds may be gathered, and the cotton and castor oil plants are often preserved.  I have often observed under the clean skies and still atmosphere, a profound silence brooding over all the landscape.  My “busy bum of men,”

no rustling of leaves, no solemn music of forest, no cascade’s song, not a sloping field of heat moving in the breeze, not a cottage or a fence of unrest the long infinity fusion, or break the deep spell of universal stillness.
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Thebes
 Thebes – its Temples and Tombs – 

            Thebes must have been the greatest and most magnificent city in Egypt.  Almost as old as the flood, situated in a fertile valley, where it expanded to a vast amphitheater, adorning both banks of the Nile, it was in extent, wealth, and architectural glory, the flower and crown of ancient civilization.  Nearly a thousand years before Christ, Homer sang of its hundred gates, and some of the sacred prophets speak of it as being “populous,” or containing a “multitude.”  No one can visit its present unparalleled ruins, or linger among the gorgeous mausoleums of its kings and princes, without being deeply impressed with a sense of its former vastness and grandeur.  The contrast suggested by the present Thebes, a miserable representative even of Arab filth and squalidness, is overwhelmingly powerful; and the imagination is continually struggling to restore and repeople the city, and look upon its splendor or it was devastated by the Persian conqueror.  But these mournful relics and the utter devastation of the once imperial Metropolis teach us most impressive lessons.

            

“Thousands of years have rolled along,

And blasted empires in their pride;

And witnessed scenes of crime and wrong,

Till men by nations died.

Thousands of summer-suns have shone,

Till earth grew bright beneath their sway,

Since thou, untenanted and lone,

Went rendered to decay

 

It was a warm beautiful firemorn when we came in sight of the remains of this ancient and wonderful city.  The high hills that guard the rally from the vast desert on either hand receded as we approached and opposed an immense plateau now mainly covered with green fields of waving wheat and grass.  Soon our eyes caught over the left bank of the river a small
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portion of the reins of harmak, and presently we saw through our glasses, fine views of massive columns seeming to rise up out of the soil, in which indeed they are deeply imbedded. These were a fashion of Luxor, and are long our boat was made fast to the east bank only a few minutes’ walk from these stupendous relics.  After an early dinner we wandered among them.  Some of the mud cabins in the present village of Thebes are built upon and among the grand old ruins of the temple of Luxor.  Magnificent columns covered with hieroglyphics, and still standing in their original positions, are filled around and half covered with the accumulated dust and filth of ages, while some are entirely obscured by the wretched hovels that cluster about them, and can be seen only by entering these repulsive abodes, amid yelping ears, braying donkeys, cackling fouls, and dirty Arabs.
But as you look upon these old pillars of stone, exquisitely chiseled, wander through the halls that yet remain, and survey their vast gateways and colossal statues, you feel that they who built them were men of genius and power. 

One of the most beautiful objects here is an obelisk of red granite, more than three thousand years old, and yet its appearance and its hieroglyphics are still fresh and unimpaired. Another of the same size firmly stood near it, but now it adorns the Place de la Concorde in Paris.

A mile and a half north of Luxor are the ruins of Harnak, the grandest temple in Egypt, if not in the world. I visited it just at evening, enjoying it as it turned as gorgeous a

sunset a mortal vision could desire.  Ah! What varied scenes, What splendid pageants, what age of Glory and decay, that setting sun has witnessed here.  It is impossible to describe Harnak.


One must see it, or the will has no adequate idea of its Astonishing magnitude or beauty.  Such an array of massive gates, towers, columns, obelisks, and statues is a perfect marvel.  Think of a temple including its famous halls and apartments, twelve

hundred feet long and about five hundred feet wide, its massive walls rising like palisades, and its immense pillars
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like forests, with avenues leading to it form each point of the compass, along which, in some instances for miles, were ranged double rows of colossal sphinxes of gray, red, and black granite.

The edifice is said to have occupied about seventy-five acres, it having been embarked from time to time, by different monarchs, each striving to outdo his predecessor.  In the grand hull there are still standing over a hundred columns, nine to twelve feet in diameter, and many of them sixty feet high.  All are covered with various hieroglyphical sculptures are paintings, whose colors are still bright after the lapse of nearly forty centuries.  In one place you see a group of pews held captive by an Egyptian king.  The characters interpreted agree with the Bible account of Shishab’s victory over the king of Judah.  A striking verification of the sacred record.  Profound and various are one’s reflections as he wanders amidst these sublime relics, fallen columns, broken obelisks and shattered sphinxes.  What immense processions of people once marched along these avenues, gathered in these halls, and worshiped at the shrine of Amon!  What treasures home the polaries of idolatry lavished upon their gods!

Grand as are the temples of Luxor and Harmak, there were others on the opposite or west side of the river, well worthy of belonging to the city of a hundred gates.  Passing some ten miles on a fertile plain, once a past of Thebes, you come first to the Temple Pavce or Hoormeh, farther on is the famous memmorium; and still beyond is a cluster of 

magnificent temples called Medenet Houbee.  A group of all these together though each deserves a separate description, for they are certainly grand old and paintings – buildings “of which the very ruins are tremendous.”

-- On the borders of the green bale or plain, not far from the temple last alluded to are two colossal statues, in a sitting pasture, about sixty feet high, I believe, one of which that on the right as you approach from the river, is the renowned Pearl Memmon. It is an immense figure of Remeses, and was saluted to give forth a musical sound at the rising of the sun.  The statue by its side is nameless. Together they form striking objects – on being approached from the river. At the Memmorium there is a still larger statue of Hermesis II.  Once a single block of Ipenite or granite, but
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now thrown down and broken in several pieces.  It is difficult to convey an idea of the vast magnitude.  If this kingly ruin, or of its imposing majesty, when it stood in the temple and represented the monarch sitting on his throne, his “Hands resting on his knees, indicative of the tranquility – which he had returned to enjoy in Egypt after the fatigues of victory.”  The weight of this statue is estimated at more than eight hundred and eighty-seven tons.  Its width across the chest is at least twenty-five feet, and the foot is six feet in breadth.  It was no easy matter to climb upon this huge, but finely chiseled and polished Goliath of statuary, prone and broken as it is.  If one marvels, as will the may, at the human power that made, transported, and set up such stupendous monuments, it is scarcely less a matter of wonder how these early invaders could so thoroughly shatter them.

Beyond the objects last described, along a story and sandy vale, amid bold and bleak hills that seem a kind of barrier to the great Lybian desert, are those ancient and splendid mausoleums, the tombs of the kings.  They are excavations in the lime-stone hills, and were originally closed, and their entrance concealed.  But the curiosity 

and cupidly of adventures from time to time found access to them, and disturbed the royal dust and treasures that had reposed for ages in these magnificent chambers one of these tombs was opened in the time of the Ptolemys, two thousand years ago, it was them,

hundreds of years old.  Others have been recently discovered.  We first entered that opened by Belgone, who took from it a beautiful alabaster sarcophagus, which is now in the British Museum in London.  We descended into this through an entrance about eight 

feet square, and perhaps fifty-feet long then we descended several flights of stairs, and entered various large halls and smaller chambers of the right and left, the entire length must have from three hundred feet.  The whole is cut out of solid though not very hard rock, and the walls and ceiling of the entrance, halls and chambers are all covered with elaborate sculpture and hieroglyphics. There are thousands of images, large and small, of human kings, of animals, kinds, reptiles, objects worshiped, Nile boots processions and 

utensils.  Some of the figures are painting, and the colors seem still fresh as they are bright.  The other tombs we entered were similar
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to this.  In some we found large granite-sarcophage, but the Mummies had all been removed.  The apparent freshness of these sculptures and paintings, yet so old, was very remarkable.  I noticed in one room that work was not complete when the

tomb was closed.  One of the walls was only half covered with sculptured hieroglyphics.  It had all the appearance of a work of present progress, so sharp and well defined was my touch of the artists’ instrument.  It seemed as if he had left his tomb for the day to resume it to-morrow.  And, these last touches were made near three thousand years ago!

I was anxious to see some tombs containing mummies, and expressed such a wish to the guide.  “Follow me,” said he.  A few of us went with him up the slope of a sand-hill, where we came to a small entrance, just long enough to admit us singly, going backwards in a horizontal position.  On getting through this, we could almost stand upright, and with candles to light the darkness, we found ourselves in a room perhaps fifteen feet square, and full of mummies lying promiscuously about, to what depth I know not.  We could not take a stop without treading on them.  We followed the guide through a small aperture into another room, and so on, till we had passed through six or seven.  These apartments, all filled with mummies, some of which were positively unrolled, and had a ghastly appearance, their limbs cracking under our feet, as we were obliged to trample on them in our way.  We stopped a moment to pull off pieces of mummy-cloth, but were glad to get away from the strange spectacle, and creep through the little orifice to purer air.  These pits were doubtless the tombs of the common people.  The whole region is a vast necropolis, honey-combed with tombs and cones.

Having bid farewell to Harnah, where the tourist lingers last and longest, and cut our name on one of its grand old columns, we turned the prow of our coal northward, and were soon floating down it is emphatically river, and unlike any other, in that it has no

tributaries, but flows on as large in Nubia as in Egypt, as full in the our region of Ethiopia as upon it empties itself into the Mediterranean.
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Memphis & Pyramids

 

At length we found ourselves floating by 1063. Pyramids and almost in sight Cairo.  It was a bright and beautiful morning when we stopped at the west bank and prepared for a visit the Pyramids of Sakharm.  They stand on the leader of the Sephian desert, about six miles from the river, though the distance seems much less.  Our nimble donkeys have us through fine wheat-fields and magnificent palm groves, now covering the site of ancient Memphis.  Old mounds and broken images indicate the place where that great and splendid city once flourished.  The Prophet Amos speaks of Memphis, and in Isaiah, Jeremiah, and Ezekiel it is called Noph, as Thebes is called No.  Observing the prostrate and shattered sculptures of gods and men, I was reminded of a Divine prophecy and its literal fulfillment; “I will destroy the idols, and I will cause their images to cease out of Noph.” (Ezek.XXX.13.). The most remarkable statue here is a colossal figure of Nemeses II over forty-two feet in length, not including the pedestal. It lies prostrate on its face several feet below the surface of the grounds which had been excavated about it.

It is somewhat mutilated and broken; the face, however, is perfect and beautiful; an amulet hangs about the neck, and there is a small female figure at the side, probably a 

daughter of this Pharaoh.

The cluster of Pyramids at Dashaur appeared finely several miles at our left, and the largest of these at Memphis now assumed a huge proportion as we came and its shadow. It seems to be almost square at the base, around which the sand has drifted, and it tapers upward in terraces of large rough stones.

The region around these sublime old structures for the dead, abounds in tombs of curious kinds.  These pits contain not only the resurrected remains of human kings, but those also of birds, animals, and reptiles, objects of worship or sacred interest among the old Egyptians.  But the chief
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object of attraction here is the tomb of spies or the Sacred Bull, one of the gods worshiped at Memphis.  As each successive lull died, he was embedded and buried in a splendid granite sarcophagus.

--Another fair morning and a fine ride over the fields brought me face to face with the marvelous Sphinx and at the feet of hoary, old Chiops. A marked play in a tourist’s life!  As I approached the Great Pyramid,

I was somewhat disappointed in its size until I came quite near it, when it seemed at once to expand to a magnitude quite overwhelming.  One looks up to the vast pile, silent and spell-bound.  A sense of awe comes over him, with a new idea of the power of man and the perpetuity of his works.  I could now easily conceive how this stupendous monument might cover full twelve acres of ground.  A simple side of its square base is more than seven-hundred and fifty feet long.  Nearly five hundred feet in perpendicular height, its faux slopes are very steep and seem to blend in a point at the top.  A party halfway up appear like birds or squirrels on a church steeple.  Each side is a vast stairway of stone layers from a foot and a half to four feet in thickness, each layer being indented a foot on little more, allowing that much for the width of the successive steps.

---The little space at the top, that may be thirty feet square, in covered with visitors named.  The view is wide and grand, embracing the Lybian desert and the Pyramids on its border, the Nile and its valley the minarets and citadel at Cairo and the Mookattaan hills.

---I found it a more difficult task to creep along the small, dark, steep, and suffocating passages leading to the chambers of the king and queen in the interior of the Pyramid.  These passage-ways and the separate chambers, that of the king being much the Cargon, are lined with smooth-lain granite while the whole exterior of the Pyramid is of lime stone, the blocks being handsomely cut and painted.  The King’s chamber contains an empty sarcophagus, where the monarch hopical for
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undisturbed repose, but his sealed and gloomy sepulcher was long since entered and sifted of its treasures.

Another Pyramid, Cephrenes, almost as large as the Cheops, stands near it, and smaller ones are in the vicinity, with numerous tombs and relics of palaces, among which we wandered and mused, lingering last as that marvel of ancient sculpture, the Sphinx.  This impressive figure was evidently Heron from the native rock where it stands.  It

is in the form of a couchant lion, with a human head looking out upon the fruitful valley of the Nile.  The features through mutilated have a Lenignant oppression.  It looks like the representation of some old Egyptian divinity, and its colossal form, a hundred and forty feet long, sixty feet high, and the head a hundred feet in circumference, must have deeply impressed the worshiper, as it does the beholder now.  The day of this excursion to monuments, some of which perhaps Abraham saw, ended our six weeks of life on the Nile.  They were weeks of strange, novel and wonderful interest.  It is impossible to describe many events and adventures. That gave zest and variety to our daily experience and in which the humorous and ridiculous were often blended.  O rare and unique are the sights and scenes on the Nile.  The recollection of those winter weeks will be a perpetual pleasure.  The delightful climate, the clear sky and soft moonlight – our hunting excursions on shore; our wanderings in the villages; our donkey riding to the old temples and monuments; our visions of ancient civilization and of modern life in Egypt; our exuberant spirits unburdened by care; our amounted relish of table comforts, with augmented health, weight and vigor – all conspired to make the trip one of overflowing

delight and unmistakable benefit.
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Palestine – Jeppen to Jerusalem

 

The holy land!  What profound and thrilling associations do these words awaken!  The tender memories of childhood rustle like the moving of angel wings – the hallowed lessons received from parental lips and earliest teachers loved and revered, but now at rest, are revived – with many a wondrous story of Patriarch, prophet and the blessed Land of Life and Glory.  And now as the land of Egypt recedes while the steamer sails out of the harbor of Alexandria, I am pleasantly and strangely impressed with the nearness of that wonderful territory around which so many interests cluster, and where I have so often been in thought, imagination and sacred revery.  O Land of Promise!  I have heard of the with the hearing of the ear, but now, by the favor of Providence, mine eyes shall soon see the, and long visions shall be realized.

On the second morning, March 15th, our steamer anchored off the ancient city of Jeppen – now commonly called Jaffa – and the Coast of Palestine was in view.

About sunrise we were ready to debark; and I was now for the first time to plant my feet on the soil of the Holy Land.  The little boats that took us ashore glided along between the rocks to greet the city coming down to the water’s edge.  Situated compactly on a conical or rounded hill, it has a fine appearance, as you see almost the whole city at a glance, as you approach it from the west or north west.  Its grayish brown stone or plastered buildings rise picturesquely one alone another, till an old castle like edifice sits like a crown at the top.

But distance lends enchantment to the view.  Enter, and you find it like other Oriental towns.  The houses are huddled together in strange confusion, as if the builders cared nothing for coolness or convenience.  The streets are narrow, crooked, and filthy; and as we wound up a frontline alley to our hotel, we passed a multitude of horses, camels and donkeys, waiting to carry away pilgrims or goods.  Indications of considerable thrift and business and not wanting.  Persons are moving about, hearing burdens on their heads; and I noticed that the people are of a lighter
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complexion, more intelligent and better looking than the Egyptians.

If one wishes to observe what is occurring, let him go to the gate in the afternoon, where the motley crowd is gathered in the open space and around the fine fountain.  A great many matters are transacted in the gates of Eastern cities.  There the people meet, and as from a newspaper, learn what is going on, talking over the things in which they are interested.  The Bible frequently speaks of this.  The king and the Court are at the gate.  There burdens are imposed or lightened; there the poor are turned aside; and there judgment is established.

As Jaffa is surrounded by a wall and ditch, and has but one gate, all these characteristics may be witnessed there.

One of the oldest cities in the world, Jaffa in the distribution of land, was given to Dan.

Here Jonah embarked for Jarshish, in a vain endeavor to avoid going to Nineveh, as the Lord had commanded him.

Much of the history of Jappa is written in blood.  It has been the scene of terrible massacres Jews, Romans, Saracens, Moslems, and Christians have fought decisive battles here. Napoleon figured here, too, in no very enviable light.  It is said that he ordered hundreds of sick soldiers to be prisoned, and had some four thousand prisioners of war, taken in the capture of the city, shot down in cold blood.

Interesting as Jappa is one other accounts, and especially as the apostle Peter had the remarkable vision opening his mind to the great truth of Gentile evangelism, it has a peculiar sacredness, also, as the scene of Dorcas’s charitable labors, death, and miraculous restoration.

---It was a beautiful afternoon of a spring day, and memorable as our first in the Holy Land, when we left the old city of Jappa on our way to Jerusalem.

Page 45

 

Entering the mountainous region, we found the county Hilly, rocky, and rough, all the way to Jerusalem.--

---We were now, on each successive mountaintop hoping to catch a glimpse of the City of the Great King – the city we had long desired to see.  Crowning an eminence on

our left, we saw a white wely or tomb.  It was Maizpheth, and the tomb of Samuel.  Near this is Ehenzen, where the prophet placed the memorial stone, “Hitherto hath the Lord helped us”!

Anxious to get sight of the sacred city, I hastened on in advance, and overtook another party of Americans and English just as we got a glimpse of a hill whose slope was dotted with olive trees and whose summit was crowned with a cluster of buildings, one of which looked like a church with a spire.  “The Mount of Olives!” we exclaimed, and such it was.  A moment after, as we advanced, we saw domes and minarets intervening, and then the massive walls and gates of a city not more than half a mile distant.  O, sacred hour! Moment never to be forgotten!  A blessed memorial day! when

at half-past three o’clock in the afternoon, my eyes were actually resting upon Jerusalem and Olives!  What wonderful assertions do these names and places awaken! And what powerful and tearful emotions thrilled my heart as now they were really before me!

Such a moment, such soul thoughts and feelings, cannot be described.  I dismounted, sat down by an old wall, and with these sacred objects before me, read from my pocket Bible portion of the Psalms and of the New Testament, referring so hautifully, tenderly, and gloriously to this city of Mount Zion and of God.  Our party came up and presently entering the Jaffa Bethlehem gate, we began to realize the fulfillment of the beautiful passage we had so often repeated: “Our feet shall stand within thy gates, O Jerusalem!”
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The Holy City – Olivet – Calvary

 

On entering the Jaffa gate, and passing through the massive walls it was a thrilling thought that I was in the City of the Great King, and on Mount Zion!  On the night was the Tower of David – the Heippicus of Josephus – an ancient building resemble-

ing a castle, and is one of the few relics of the former city.

 
I lost no time in ascending to the roof, for a view of the city and its surroundings.  “Jerusalem is built as a city that is compact together.” It occupies a high broad eminence, and is surrounded on all sides, but the north west by deep valleys.  The west ern part of the city is considerably higher than the eastern.  The wall enclosing the city is lofty, and of an imposing appearance, its entire circuit being about two miles and a half.  The four sides, though not regular, are easily made out, and nearly face the cardinal points.  Mount Zion, much the barges elevation in the city, embraces its southwestern portion.  East of this, across a depression called the Tyropean valley, is Moriah, the seat of Solomon’s temple, now occupied by the mosque of Omar, whose lofty and brilliant dome makes a striking appearance. Calvary is just north by a little east of Zion.  The Church of the Holy Sepulchere, a large irregular edifice, is built over it, its principal dome is partially decayed. The Mount of Olives seems to rise up beautifully from the eastern edge of the city, but the deep valley of Pehoshaphat intervenes.  The summit of Olivesis nearly two hundred feet higher than the city, and is crowned with a mosque, and the Church of the Ascension.

The setting sun illumines its western slopes, dotted with olive trees, and disclosing occasional terraces, and three paths leading over it toward Bethany.  Am I really looking upon these sacred dealities? It is a wonderful view – it is a holy hour – a time when unalterable thoughts and powerful emotions fill the soul.  Within my range of vision, even near me, what strange, solemn, and all important events have occurred! The next morning – the Jewish Sabbath – was clear, bright and balmy, and I saw the sun rise gloriously over the Mount of Olives.
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A few of us had arranged for an early walk to that sacred mount.

 
Near an old dilapidated stone building, evidently once the lover of a vineyard, we paused to rest and look back upon the city.  Alone and the sweet stillness of the morning about us, at the suggestion of Mrs. J.E. Tayler, of Louisville, whose interest with that of her husband in those several places was always deep and tender, Ren, William Howe of Boston, led us in prayer, as we kneeled upon the slope where Jesus had often kneeled, and spent even whole nights in prayer.

O Sacred Olivet!  The whole mount is instinct with memories of Jesus.  How often his eyes looked upon it, He is feet pressed it.  He tread these paths as He went over it to the sweet home of His friends.  Here He came for seclusion and rest.  “In the day-

time He was teaching in the temple, and at night – He went out and abode in the mount that is called the Mount of Olives.”  Here how many times the sun went down beneath this gaze, and the leaves rustled in the syphers that banned His holy Lion.  Here, in some shady retreat on that olive garden with His, few edifices, seated about Him, how often He spoke to them words of heavenly wisdom and power.  What sermons and parables were here altered by the Divine Man!  Here He taught, and prayed, and wept.

The scenes of the Agony and Betrayal was here; and just over this summit where He ascended to heaven.  His feet for the last time touched the earth.  O what a privilege to trace His path - Ways here – to kneel where he knelt and suffered – to think of His tears and His triumph – and best of all, to share His love!

As we return, the sacred city lies before us in the snowing night like a picture set in a frame of mountains that are round about Jerusalem, as the Lord is around about His people.

The Church of the Holy Sepulchere, a very long edifice, covers both Calvary and the Tomb. - -- Of all holy places in Jerusalem, or on the earth the spot where Jesus was crucified, and the tomb in which they was hurried, if certain of their identity

must be regarded with the deepest interest ----

O Calvary! There is no spot like thee – no mountaintop so near Heaven as thy summit!  Thou art indeed the center of the world.
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In the Tyropoeon, at the base of an ancient wall, the western boundary of the Temple area, is the Wailing Place of the Jews, where they come every Friday afternoon, to lament over the ruins of their temple.  It is an old custom and a piteous spectacle, to see them with mournful prayers and solemn wailings, pressing their foreheads and life to those venerable stones, that might once have been in the foundation of their ancient Sanctuary.  They take up the prayer of Isaiah, and in their Hebrew tongue pour it out in sad strains: “Be not wroth very sore, O Lord! neither remember iniquity forever; behold, see, we beseech the, we are all thy people.  Thy holy cities are a wilderness; Jerusalem a desolation.  Our holy and our beautiful house, where our fathers praised thee, is burned up with fire; and all our pleasant things are laid waste.”  Large number of men and women, and wandering Jews from all the earth, come and drop their tears at this place of wailing.


“O! weep for thou that wept by Bethel’s stream,


Whose shrines are desolate, whose land’s a dream;


Weep for the harp of Judah’s broken shell;


Mourn— where their God hath dwelt the godless dwell.”




---------------------------



In the deep valley below, between Moriah and Olivet, are the remarkable and massive tombs of Zachariah, St. James and Absalom.  They are not properly excavations, but large monuments, having vaults within, and from which the surrounding rock has been hewn away.  The “Pillar” of Absalom has considerable architectural beauty, marred somewhat by the natives’ throwing stones upon it in contempt of the rebel son.  Adjourning this is the tomb of Jehoshaphat.  Above these hail monuments that have probably not materially changed since the days of our Saviour, an extensive Jewish Cemetery occupies a portion of the slope of Olivet.  The graves are masked by flat stones laid over them.  For may centuries the sons of Abraham have sought this spot as their last resting place.  Many of them have journeyed from the ends of the earth that they might die in the Holy City and have their dust laid here in the valley of Jehosaphat, where they believe 
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the Messiah will stand and summon the dead in the resurrection.  Then those who step here will rise at once, while those who have been elsewhere buried can only reach this favored spot by a painful under-ground journey.  The Moslems have appropriated this tradition, and point to a projecting stone, in the city wall east of their great mosque and near their own cemetery on which Mohammed is to sit and participate in the events of the final day.-------------------------------------------------------------------------

Hebron


I cannot forget the O Jerusalem! there are other hallowed places, within and without thy gates, around which I would love to linger.  But I leave them for a few dats for a deeply interesting excursion to Hebron and Bethlehem, the Dead Sea and the Jordan— places with which are associated sweet, sad, and holy memories.-----------------------------------  Desending a little further the narrow valley of  Esheol, our eyes are soon resting on the city of Hebron—a city that hushed a continuous existence for almost four thousand years, having been built “seven years before Zion in Egypt.”  It seems difficult to believe one’s own eyes in the presence of localities so ancient and sacred, while thoughts run back, far back through the ages, and recalls the men the histories, the scenes associated with these places.  But here is the reality, positive, evident, unmistakable.  This is Hebron— this picturesque city, stretching away on the slope east of the valley, and divided by gardens into two sections.  Here lived the father of the faithful, and his son Isaac, and his grandson Jacob; and they were all buried in that cue of Machpelah.  There too, their wives were buried— Sarah, Rebeckah, and Leah; and I am looking upon the building that encloses the dust.----------------------------------------------------------------------------------  On our right, and below us was the village of Urtas and the vale of Etams—a beautiful queer spot, some of it highly cultivated and filled with fruit trees, in bright and variegated bloom, making a sweet contrast with the desolate hillside.  Over the gray surface, amidst rocks and ruined terraces, we journed nearly an hour, and—

“Lo, Bethlehem’s hill site before me is seen,


With the mountains around the valley between;


Where instead the shepards of Judah, and where


The songs of the angels rose sweet on the air.”
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After coming in sight of Bethlehem, we pass over a moderate valley amidst olive groves and vinyards with occasional pomegranate and almond trees, and ascend the hill at the west and of the village; and proceeding through its one street, along which are various little shops and all sorts of people.  We at length come to the Church of the Nativity.  It was created in the year 327 by the Empress Helena, mother of Constantine, and is one of the oldest monuments of Christian architecture in the world.  It is supposed to cover the place where our blessed Lord was born-------------------------------------------------------------

Dead Sea


We were four hours going to the Dead Sea.  On some lofty hill, about half-way there, we had a fine view of that wild and desolate region.  Stretching off on our right to the southeast, rugged, dreary and bare, is the “wilderness of En-gedi.”  Before us lying low in its bleak bordered back, is the Sea of Death, now with dark shadow flitting over it, and then sparkling with sun light gleaming through the clouds.  Down to its eastern shore come the dark, wall like mountains of Moab, stretching far to the North, and bordering the vale of the Jordan.


The real tomb of Moses is among those mountains yonder, east of the Jordan, “in a valley in the Land of Moab, over against Bethpeor; but no man knoweth his sepulcher.” 


About an hour before reaching the Dead Sea, we descended the steep hills to the barren plain.  ---------------  Over the light-brown parched and crusty plain, with scarcely and vestiges of vegetation, we are approaching the northeaster shore of the Dead Sea.  We reach the water’s edge and dismount amidst pebbles of nearly all colors, many being black and pitchy or bituminous, and dead branches of trees, which have come down the Jordan, and been thrown upon the beach.  What a strange place to stand upon to look abroad and around from— and to silently meditate!  Every spot the age rests upon, near and far off, has some Scripture account or scene connected with it; and what thrilling accounts and tremendous scenes.  Lift the curtain of history and what a succession of events come and go— changeful, 
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beautiful, fearful, wonderful, terrible.  What eyes have looked upon the clears waters of this lake, with its bold, leak shores!  Patriarchs and kings have beheld it. Our blessed Lord, too, must here seen it from the Mount of Olives and the heights above Jericho.



Who does not admire lake scenery— often so beautiful, charming and romantic?  The foreign tourist will not soon forget his visits to the emerald-bordered banks of Killarny in Ireland— the sublime frames in which those Scottish pictured gems, Lomond and Patrine, are set— and the rich beauty and romantic grandeur of the Swiss waters nestled among her glorious mountains.  Around all these lakes there are verdure and fruitfulness, groves and vineyards, as well as rocky palisades.  Flowers linger their margins, and her vests wave behind, while fishes sport in their depths, and shells often glitter on the shore.


But this Lake of Death is a strange and unique exception.  There is nothing of life or beauty here.  The gradually sloping plain on the north is barren and bleached, crackling like egg shells under one’s feet.  The rocky bluffs on the west and south, and the Moab cliffs on the east are dark and desolate.  Not a living thing inhabits its waters—not a flower, not a green willow or shrub, except where a fresh stream flows in, smiles on its borders.  Nothing of the loveliness or the music of nature is here.  Its waters heavy and intensely bitter and pungent, are rarely ruffled by the breeze.  All is silence, and gloom, and death.  Forty miles long and ten, broad, the Dead Sea lies in a sort of grave.  Its surface is lower that that of any other body of water in the world, being thirteen hundred feet below that of the Mediterranean Sea.  During the most of the year an intensely hot sun is shining upon it, causing a vast amount of evaporation, sufficient perhaps to exhaust the influx of the Jordan, and of several small streams.  This often fills the air with hazy vapors, adding to the somber desolation that rests over it.  Without any knowledge of its early history one would naturally feel that a blight and curse are here.  An how well it still testifies to the great and solemn event that long ago changed it whole aspect!
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What features did this Lake present near four thousand years ago, before “Lot pitched his tent towards Sodom”?  From the heights of Bethel he looked down upon this beautiful tempting region, “and beheld the plain of Jordan, that it was well watered everywhere, before the Lord destroyed Sodom and Gomorrah, over us the garden of the Lord, take the land of Egypt, as thou comest unto Zoar.”  This water of the lake was probably once fresh, and it must have been much smaller than it is now, allowing a broad margin for the fertile fields, especially on the southern side, where it is supposed the Cities of the Plain stood.  


Here according to Gentile and Jewish records, was the earliest set of Phoenecian civilization.  The Assyrian kings coveted the rich spoils of these cities and here in the “vale of Siddim,” the first battle in Palestine was fought.  Lot was taken and his goods, but he and they were recovered by Abram.  The peculiar nature of this region is indicated in the scripture account of the battle of the five kings, where mention is made of the stone pits of bitumen in the vale of Siddim.  These became elements in the destruction of there guilty cities, when the measure of their exceeding wickedness was full.  One day the patriarch from one of the hills toward Hebron, looked down upon the Eden like beauty of this plain, and the splendor of its cities teeming with the busy and tumultuous life of a gay population; but on the next morning, what an appalling sight was before him, as from the same spot, “he looked toward Sodom & Gomorrah, and toward all the Land of the plain, and behold, and to, the smoke of the country went up as the smoke of a furnace!”  Strange contrast!  Beauty has returned to ashes, & life to death.


I lingered there an hour or two, gathered a few characteristic pebbles, bathed in the buoyant water in which it was impossible to sink, tasted its saline bitterness, filled a bottle with it to bring home, and then turned away toward the northeast, on a visit to the river Jordan, where our blessed Saviour was baptized.  But I seem to see it now— that Sacred Death, the little dark island near the shore where we stopped, the sluggish waves slightly move under a strong breeze, the desolate heights of En-gedi on the west, the bold promontory jutting out onto the sea, from the gloomy mountains of Moab on the east, the conical salt hill far to the South, where Lot’s wife lingering perished.
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Jerusalem

Over a mostly level plain, with a very rare sprinkling of stunted vegetation, we were about an hour and a half in reaching the traditional place of the baptism of Jesus.  On our right, we could trace the winding course of the river, from the strip of verdure, and small trees among which it flows, though we could not see the river itself.


On our left, the plain was broad, terminating in the abrupt, light-gray hills of Judea, overlooking the site of ancient Jericho.  It was not till we came almost to the brink of the Jordan, that we got a glimpse of its swiftly flowing ad slightly turbid waters.  O favored eyes!  O hallowed moment!  Can the emotions awakened by such a sight be described?  And this is the Jordan— the sacred river, flowing as of old— in whose streams and on whose banks such scenes of wonderful interest have transpired!  And here it rolls still, graceful in its seep, musical in its flow, and every murmer of its waters seems to repeat and confirm the events of Bible history.  O sweet and quiet spot for sacred meditation!  Here let me sit down by this tree on this bank, and watch the rushing stream, and recall the past!


After reading passages of scripture relating to the place, I wandered up and down the bank, gathering a few moments to take home.  Just above there was a bend in the river to the right and a considerable growth of trees and shrubbery on the banks not far below, as well as above, presented a view of the river to any great extent.  The width of the Jordan here I judged to be twenty yards or more, and its depth was probably ten feet.  This is the traditional place of our Saviour’s baptism, the passage of the Israelites and the further miraculous divining of the river by Elijah and Elisha. -------------------------------------------------


How sacred, how solemn is such a place!  How thrilling, how divine its associations!  Jesus was here— here he was baptized— here the heavens opened at the scene.  Here was heard the approving voice of the Father, and her the Spirit Dove came down upon the Lamb of God.  The devout tourist would scarcely leave such a spot before bathing in the hallowed river.  Si I felt as thrice I bowed my head in the Jordan and heard the murmer of its waters above me.


Had my visit to the Jordan been a few weeks later, at the Greek Easter, I might have witnessed that singular and exciting

Page 54
scene, the bathing of the pilgrims, which is an annual occurrence.  From all the East, and from most of the countries of Europe, pilgrims gather at Jerusalem, and to the number of several thousands go down to Jericho and encamp, and early the next morning repair to the Jordan, to bathe in the sacred river where our Lord was baptized.  It is a motley crowd, under the escort of a Turkish guard.  They plunge into the stream, most of them in white dresses prepared for the occasion, and then kept the shrouds in which they care to be buried.  The pilgrimage, often long and painful, they deem highly meritorious; but it is not necessary to repeat it, and children are frequently brought to receive the one emersion or bath, which will save them the expense and peril of a pilgrimage in after life.


Reluctantly we left the Jordan, and not till we had sung the “Shining Shore,” and “On Jordan’s rugged banks I stand,” thinking of dear ones who had passed over into the heavenly Canaan, beyond the river, since we left home, and that blessed hope and faith that look for a Divine hand to divide the stream, or give support in its swellings, when our feet come to touch its waters.

Jericho to Jerusalem


The sun was nearing the high hill of Judea, when we made our way westward from the Jordan in the track of the Israelites, under Joshua, to their encampment at Gilgal.  ---------


Many wonderful scenes had transpired at Jericho.  Distinguished prophets and mighty princes had been there, but at length, in the person of our blessed Lord it had a visitor greater than them all, and some of his gracious words and astonishing works are forever associated with the place.  After his baptism, he was led up of the spirit into the wilderness.  Then followed the long fasting and temptation.  It was doubtless to the wilderness of Jordan, back of Jericho, up to which the Saviour was led passing near or through the city.----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------


We journey on, and I think of that last journey of Jesus ever this same path, going up from the house of Zaccheus, his new friend in Jericho, to the house of Lazarus, his older friend in 
Page 55

Bethany.  It was just one week before His crucifixion, that he passed along here, over these same flat rocks that are beneath my feet.  O what a week was that!  How crowded with blessed and tender instructions, with strange, solemn, and wonderful events
Climbing along this bleak, hilly region, amidst slight showers of rain, an hour’s ride brings us near to Bethany.  Emerging from the “wilderness of Judea” we begin to ascend the southwestern slope of Olivet.  Bethany comes into view.  Here, as we reach the borders of the town, is the place where Martha came to meet Jesus, and in her regretful anguish greeted him: “Lord, if thou had been here, my brother had not died.”  Then Mary came here and addressed Him in the same words.  He was beyond the Jordan when they sent to their Lord the message— “He whom thou lovest is sick.”  Down this long dreary path, through the valley, and over these dark, bleak hills, they had gazed with anxious expectations, and watched for His approach.  O long sad hours and days! but, after three suns had set upon their brother’s grave, the form of Jesus was seen coming up to the ascent.  And here they meet Him and heard His glorious words of Resurrection and Life and Immortality.  Here came the sympathizing Jews and mingled theirs with Mary’s tears.  Here the Redeemer “groaned in spirit and was troubled, and said, Where have ye laid him?”  And here Jesus wept.  O Bethany!  How sweet and hallowed are thy associations with Jesus!  How much of His human side, His precious love, His dear friendship and tender sympathy thou didst witness!  The night before His betrayal, He came to visit and feast with His friends in thee.  His last look upon Earth, was upon thee; for the risen Lord led His disciples “out as far as to Bethany”— to that shady ridge between thee and Olivet’s summit “and He lifted up his hands and blessed them, and was parted from them, and was carried up to heaven”

“Jesus wept: those tears are over,

But his heart is still the same;

Kinsman, Friend, and elder Brother

Is this everlasting name.
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Saviour, who can love like thee,

Gracious One of Bethany.

Jesus wept: and still in glory,

He can mark each mourner’s tear;

Living to retrace the story

Of the hearts that solaced here.

Lord, when I am called to die,

Let me think of Bethany.”

Once more in Jerusalem to spend a few days including another precious Sabbath, and to visit over and over again localities of most sacred and tender interest.  Around no city in the world do such hallowed associations cluster.  No other spot has been so honored of God.  None has such a wonderful history.  No city has been loved like this.  The mountains in and round about it are unparalleled in the scenes they have witnessed.  No hills or summits have such associations as Nazareth and Zion, Calvary and Olivet.  Every foot of soil is sacred; every rock has its story; every fountain its memories; and every path its footprints of God.  I think of the glorious past— the Temple and the throngs who come to worship in it— and I do not wonder that God’s people should sing: “His foundation is in the holy mountains.  The Lord loveth the gates of Zion more that all the dwellings of Jacob.  Glorious things are spoken of thee, O city of God.”

“And throned on her hills sits Jerusalem yet,

But with dust on her forehead and chains on her feet

For the crown of her pride to the maker hath gone,

And the holy Shechinah is dark where it shone.”

Compared with its former greatness and glory, Jerusalem is scarcely more than a ruin now.  It is however a walled city, nearly square, and contains probably, not over 15,000 inhabitants, comprising in the order of numbers, Jews, Moslems, Greeks, Latins, Armenians and 
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others. The hills and valleys remain much as they were in the ancient times.  Some relics of the old walls and towers are left.  Pools and fountains still exist or flow as in former days.  A few trees— olive, fig, palm, cypress, and pomegranate—remain as representations of those that once crowned the hills or adorned the gardens.  As I walk on the walls, or make the circuit of the city with them, imagination is over busy in restoring the original grandeur of this City of the Great King, reviewing its changeful history and astonishing events, and seeing again the vast throngs that once crowded its thoroughfares, and the wonderful persons that walked its streets.


How deeply interesting to “walk about Zion”— how beautiful the scenery by the way— if we could see the city as it was in its glory, the hills and the valleys in their verdure and bloom; if we could “tell the towers, and mark the bulwarks, and consider the palaces,” that were long ago destroyed!  The visitor is reminded of the prophet’s lamentation: “How doth the city sit solitary that was full of people?  How is she become as a widow!  She that was great among the nations, and princess among the princes, how is she become tributary!”  O chosen city— how art thou fallen! And what glorious, what sad memories are thine!

                                         “Jerusalem, Jerusalem,

Thy cross thou bearest now!

An iron yoke is on thy neck,

And blood is on thy brow;

Thy golden crown, the crown of truth,

Thou didst reject as dross,

And now thy cross is laid on thee—

The Crescent is thy cross.”

Proceeding eastward down the hill, we enter the Valley of Jehoshaphat, amidst a cluster of olive trees, and turning south cross the bed of the Piedron.  Just over the bridge, on the left, is the Tomb of the Virgin Mary.  It is a church also, and I was surprised to find it so ample, and so brilliantly adorned.  It is mostly underground, and the main room, gleaming with lighted silver lamps and splendid alters, is reached by a desent of sixty steps.  About half way down on the right, are shown in a niche or little chapel, the tombs of Joachim and Anna, parents 
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of the Virgin. Joseph’s tomb is on the left, and Mary’s is in the Church below.


A few roads to the south east brings us to another corner of the enclosure of Gethsemmane, on the lower slope of Olivet.  A stone wall, roughly stuccoed, and about seven feet high, surrounds the Garden.  The space enclosed contains perhaps a third of an acre.  We pass along the north wall, turn the corner, and find, near the south and of the east wall, a low door on gate, the only entrance.  This is locked, but a few raps thereon brings a monk. Who lives in a little apartment in the Garden, and he politely gives us admission.


We are now in the Garden, and the scenes of our Saviour’s agony and betrayal throng upon the mind with indescribable solemnity and power.  Jesus praying, Jesus suffering, the cup of anguish, and the traitor’s kiss— how vividly they reappear!  We can scarcely think of anything else.  We care not for the tradition that points out the precise spot or grotto where Jesus prayed, the rocky bank where the tree apostles slept, and the place of the betrayal.  We know they were all near, and we give ourselves up to the great and awful realities they witnessed.

--------------------------------After we had been nearly two hours in the Garden, our little party got together in a retired place, near the western wall where we might renew more minutely the Solemn memories of this hallowed spot.  We sat alone, affected with its powerful and tender associations— our tearful interest all the while profoundly increasing as I read aloud, one after another, the several accents in the Gospel of our dear Saviour’s agony here, and concluded by reading the fifty-third chapter of Isaiah.  Our tears flowed more freely.  So overpowering were our emotions, that I could hardly read audibly.  I never had such a near view of Christ before— of His majestic holiness and Devine glory— of His infinite-pity-tenderness and love— of the unspeakable intensity of His sufferings and sorrows— of the importance and greatness of His atoning work— of the terrible guiltiness and ill desert of sin in the sight of God— of my own unutterable unworthiness and sinfulness, and the sweet, glorious preciousness of Jesus as a Saviour.  I never before felt such a personal nearness to Him, or had such a vivid sense of His enduring all that unsearchable agony for me.  If I had not then been concious of a sweet hope in that suffering Saviour, a loving reliance upon Him, and a personal interest in 
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His blood and righteousness, I should have been most miserably witched.  So doubtless we all felt, as we kneeled down there where our blessed Lord had knelt and prayed, and poured out in tears and cries our souls to Him recalling the bitter anguish of

“ —that dark and doleful night,

When powers of earth and hell arose

Against the Son of God’s delight,

And friends betrayed Him to His foes.”


I often visited this sacred enclosure.  The first morning after my arrival in Jerusalem, and the last morning of my stay there I lingered at this spot.  And who could visit such a spot and not be affected to tears?  Who could feel indifferent to the lone Sufferer there— the steadfast Saviour, under the infinite pressure of a world’s guilt— the  blessed Lamb of God, betrayed, taken, and borne away as a criminal!  O Gethsemane!  How strangely wonderful are the scenes thou hast witnessed!  How every tree, and stone, and turf speaks o f Jesus!  The breeze in the boughs whisper of His prayers.  The dew drops on the rose leaves remind us of His tears.  Each crimson flower tells us of His bloody sweat.  Sad and precious Gesthemane!  Thou art to-day a witness for Christ.  Thou, on that everlasting hill, dost seem to repeat His instructions heard by thee.  Thou art ever repeating the story of His love, His tears, His conflicts, His victories. --------------


It was a beautiful day March 27th, at noon, when our agreeable party of thirteen Americans took leave of these intensely interesting localities.

We then set our faces to the north, and going down the slope we saw Jerusalem no more.  Farewell, O Sacred City!  Thy wonderful history extend through long centuries, is crystallized on the immortal pages of Revelation, and embraces the most exciting, touching, tender and glorious scenes.  What a precious privilege to have looked upon thy walls, to have entered thy gates, to have walked among thy hallowed localities— all of which are now as familiar as childhood scenes, and to be recounted with perpetual pleasure— bright and charming pictures that memory with hold dear and cherish forever!
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Mount Tabor and the Sea of Galilee


Around the mountains and plains, the hills and valleys of Palestine, what sacred associations cluster!  How favored are the eyes that look upon those rocky slopes and summits, those green vales and wiled glens, the crystal fountain, stream or lake— the same as of old— and how privileged the feet that tread where mighty warriors, loyal monarchs, inspired prophets and apostles, and, above all, the world’s Redeemer, left their foot prints!  So I left as we began the ascent of Mount Tabor about three o’clock in the afternoon.  Our path wound around the western base of the mountain where by a narrow vale it is separated from the hills about Nazareth.  We passed over the northern side in our gradual ascent, and found it considerably covered with moderate-sized trees, mostly oak, crowned with a fresh, green, luxuriant foliage.  We saw no other hill or mountain in Palestine adorned with such a forest.  It was a pleasant and home-like sight.  On the summit is an oblong area or nearly level surface about half a mile in length east and west, and a quarter mile in width, surrounded by masses of old masonry or wall-like structures built of ledges of the natural rock.  The last preserved of these relics is a Saracenie arch called the “Tower of the Winds.”  Tangled thickets of thorn, dwarf oak, and thistles, half cover the ruins, rendering some places difficult of exploration.


But the eye is eager to be drinking in the glorious view which this mountain top affords.  It is a normal afternoon, clear and still; the sun is nearing the horizon over the hills of Nazareth, and the whole scene with its associations— the far-spread panorama of diversified objects of strange and sacred interest— seems to throw an extatic spell over the mind, as I stand on that gray-grown arch, the highest point, and look around in every direction with silent wonder and inexpressible delight.  First of all I am looking over the plain toward the southwest to a vast craterlike opening or basin, some fifteen miles distant, where I know reposes the most memorable, sacred and lovely lake in the world.  Yes there it is— the Sea of Galilee!— and I see it now, a glimpse of its clear waters at its northwestern shore, near the sites of Capernaum, Chorasin and Bethsaida, O blessed vision— rapturous moment!  The long cherished desire is being fulfilled.  I behold a portion of that sea to which I have so often gone in thought and imagination and lingered 
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around its shores and glanced over its smooth or storm-tossed surface, as I have traced there the footsteps of Jesus, listened to His wondrous words and witnessed His stupendous miracles.

“Blue Sea of the hills! in my sprit I hear

Thy waters.  Gennesaret, chime on my ear;
Where the Lowly and Great with the people sat down,

And thy spray on the dust of his sandals was thrown.

“Beyond are Bethsaida’s mountains of green,

And the desolate hills of the wild Gadarene,

And I pause on the goat crags Tabor to see

The gleam of thy waters.  O dark Galilee!”

The view on every hand is magnificent.  The course of the Jordan for a long distance can be traced, and still further east on a boundless perspective of hills and valleys stretches over ancient Gilead and Bastian.  

Beautiful Tabor!  Gladly would I have lingered long amidst visions so attractive, so grand and sublime— amidst surrounding objects in themselves so sacred and enchanting, and suggestive of reflections that throng the mind and almost etherealize the soul.  In good season the next evening we were leaving our camping ground, and passing around the western and northern base of Mount Tabor, on our way to the Sea of Galilee.  It is the last day of March, and never could a morning be more beautiful or charming, the sun shines in a cloudless sky and drinks the pearly dewdrops from leaf and blossom.  The woody slope of Tabor, in its fresh fall foliage, is grateful to the eye.  As we move on in the delightful valley, the form of the hills and small oak trees, and other shrubbery that cover them so different from the general aspect of Palestine, get so like certain landscapes at home, recalling the scenes of childhood, that for a moment I seem to be in New England on a June morning. ------------------------------------------------------------------------------------


Two or three of us anxious or an early sight of the Sea of Galilee, sped on in advance, and as we came to the edge of the high bank, the beautiful and glorious vision is before us.  With tearful gratitude we look down upon the sweet, tranquil, and sacred Lake, and then uncover our
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heads and shout in joyful exultation.  The bank here is somewhat higher than I had supposed, otherwise everything looked much as my fancy had often painted it.  The extent, the shape, hills surrounding — now high and rocky and then depressed to little vales and plains — all things about the lovely sea had a familiar look, I had so studied its topography, and pictured it so often in my mind, and lingered with such intense interest about its hallowed shores.  And now I am actually gazing upon it!  How near I seem to come to the days of Jesus and the wondrous scenes associated with His ministry here!


It was now Saturday evening, The last two Sundays we had been in Jerusalem, so intimately associated with our Lord’s sufferings, death, and resurrection; and it was peculiarly pleasant to think of passing the next here, by this beautiful lake, the scene of so much of our Saviour’s life, teaching and miracles.


It was by this lake that He said to the weary, “Come unto Me, and I will give you rest.”  In our tents we come to Him, commit ourselves to His loving protection, and sleep by the Sea of Galilee where He so often slept.


A Sabbath by the Sea of Galilee!  What a blessed privilege!  It was the first day of April, and the morning was light and warm.  After breakfast our party gathered for a religious service under the shadow of an old high wall, with the green grass, and the sweet flowers beneath our feet, and the open heavens above our heads.  We thought of home, and of the sanctuaries where we were wont to worship.  We thought also of the crouds that once gathered around the Great Teacher at the shore of this sea, and we could only echo His instructions.  We sang that dear hymn commencing, “How sweetly flowed the gospel sound.”  Several passages from the New Testament were read, all relating to incidents in the life of Jesus by or on this lake.  After prayer, another hymn was sung, in which were the lines—

“The voice that stilled the stormy waves

On distant Galilee.”

It was a most hallowed and precious season and like those we enjoyed in Jerusalem, and the Garden of Gethsemane, deeply impressive, spirit really proffitable, and long to be remembered.


The next morning about seven o’clock, we left Tiberias for Nazareth.  
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Up the long slope we filed away, and soon reached the top of the high western bank.  Here we paused and turned about for last look upon the Sea of Galilee, nearly all of which, with its shores was visible.  With my glass I surveyed each spot again with the deepest interest.  Delightful view!  Farewell, lovely Lake of Gennesareth!  Thy picture with its wonderful associations, remains in its perfection, and can never fade!  No, I can never forget.

The Sea of Galilee

Dear beautiful sight!  Embosomed by hills,

How calmly reposes the Lakes!

I gaze, and my soul with rapture thrills

As the glorious scene my vision fills,

And holiest memories wake.

Oh lovely Sea

Of Galilee,

How oft my Redeemer hath looked on thee!

All other lakes in all other lands are denied

The honors that thou dost know:

Blossoms as radiant may fringe their side,

Fountains as sparkling may swell their tide,

But how hast the Jordan’s inflow;

More sacred yet,

Gennesaret,

The sandals of Christ thy waves have wet!

How oft I have come, in wondering thought,

A pilgrim along thy shore,

Beholding the crowds that Jesus taught,

And the deeds His power and mercy wrought,

As He walked thy margin o’er.

O hallowed Sea

Of Galilee.

The home of Messiah was once by thee!
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And now, with thankfullest heart, I stand

Where Jesus so often stood;

I see the same stream, and rock, and land;

The same sweet Tabor, and Hermon grand,

And look on the same bright flood-

Tiberian Sea,

So clear to me,

Because my Saviour saw these and thee!

My feet have pressed the old path He trod,

And crossed over the same clear rills;
I have set me down on the grassy sod,

Where rested the weary son of God,

Who bore our sorrows and ills.

In the stake,

Gennesareth Lake,

Unbounded delight for His dear sake!

Nazareth’s valley and hills are fair,

And lovely is Bethlehem;

Wound Olivet’s scenes their glories share,

In the Garden shade and Bethany there,

With precious Jerusalem!

But dearest Sea

Of Galilee.

How the life of my Lord is linked with thee!

No crouds along thy thoroughfares pour;

Silence and ruin are here to-day;

White sails are seen on thy waves no more;

The cities that flourished upon thy shore

Have passed in their guilt away:
But thou art yet

Gennesaret,

A picture unchanged in thy hill frame set!
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And Christ is the same, though ascended on high,

As when by this water He tred;

With the same tender heart, and pitying eye;

As mighty to some, as loveingly nigh-

O ever the same Lamb of God!

Adieu, sweet Sea

Of Galilee;

Thy image remains, and thy Lord, with me!


At length our arrangements are made for leaving the land of Sacred memories.  A journey through Palestine and Syria – how many glorious associations are connected with it!  Its precious reminiscences and sweet pictures will forever remain in the mind, a constantly increasing delight.  Farewell O thou most wonderful of lands!  in thy paths and palm-shades, amond thy mountains and bules, by thy cities and shores, my heart is still with thee!

O glorious land!  of all earth-realms prefered
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By Jehovah, whose voice thou so often hast heard,

As thy valleys and hills re-echoed His word.

I tread in the paths where the patriarchs trod

I visit the haunts of the prophets of God-

Where the feet of bright-angels have hallowed the sod.

I enter thy portals, O Salem renowned!

I walk about Zion, with towers once crowned;

Look down on Messiah, the Temple’s fair ground.

I go where the Saviour, by mountain and shore,

With the twelve he had chosen, oft journeyed before,

Relieved the soul hearted and preached to the poor.

I gaze on the objects that He had surveyed:

I trace His dear steps to Gethsemane’s shade;

I weep where He wept, and pray where He prayed.

I stand by the Hall where false judgement was given

I go to the hills where the Cross-mails were driven;

I enter the Tomb of the Loved One of Heaven.

I pass over the Piedron to Olivet nigh,

Where Bethany nestles so sweet ‘neath the eye,

Where the Glorious Redeemer ascended on high.

O Land of the holiest memories, adieu!
My wonderings in thee I shall often renew;
They beautiful landscapes are ever in view.

O desolate Land! ‘neath a blight to remain,

Till thy children, long scattered, are gathered again,

And thy King, once rejected shall over thee reign.
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