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TO

HIS EXCELLENCY MOHAMMED RASCHID,

¢
PASHA-GENERAL OF SYRIA.

HONORED SIR AND BROTHER:

IN my first interview with the zealous band of Freemasons, lovingly
at labor in their foyer magonnique at Smyrna, it was reported to me
that the Governor-General of Syria and Palestine, the brave, wise, and
learned MomAMMED RASCHID, is one who delights to wear the Ma-
sonic apron, having shared joyfully in the mystic confidences of their
fraternal group. Amd the brethren at Smyrna rejoiced td speak of
the intelligence, urbanity, and Masonic skill of their renowned brother
at Damascus, and favored me with letters of credence and introduction.

Early upon my arrival in Damascus, therefore, I hastened to pay
my respects to your Excellency, and to present you the greetings of a
half-million American Masons, who are working (in more than six
thousand lodges) the same principles of Divine truth, justice, and
fraternity in which you, yourself, were inducted in your Masonic
initiation at Smyrna. At the same time I laid before your Excel-
lency the peculiar mission upon which I had embarked, and solicited
your valued approval and patronage.

I have now to acknowledge the very hearty manner in which your
Excellency responded to my request; you afforded me the wisest
counnsel, and extended to me such aid as none can give so effectually
as yourself.

Finally, when the plan of the present volume was matured, and I
solicited, by letter, the honor of dedicating it to him to whom I am
so much indebted, your Excellency granted me the favor, with an
urbanity which is in keeping with all I had previously known and
enjoyed of your character. '

/



‘ DEDICATION. :

Since my return home, I have spoken in more than six hundred
lodges, and reported to them the results of my Oriental study and
labor. Everywhere I have made grateful mention of our distinguished
Brother, the Vali of Syria; of his bravery in war, his wisdom in coun-
cil, the respect and love of his people, and particularly his kindness
to the American brother who had journeyed so far in pursuit of
Masonic light. Should you, at any period, honor our country with a
visit, your Excellency will find that this story of your kindness to the
strange brother has come here before you; that the lineaments of
your countenance are well known to us, and that a welcome awaits
you, such as but few visitors have ever received from the Masonic
fraternity. Would that your Excellency might so favor us! Wounld
that the mother-land of Freemasonry might send such a representa-+
tive to this great asylum of freedom, where the principles of the
ancient Order have unrestricted sway, and everygnan feels that in his
birth he is the equal of every other!

May it please your Excellency: Our earthly lot differs most widely.
Your name is spread afar as one to whom God has intrusted the gov-
ernment of a people. Our forms of faith arc diverse. In language,
customs, and modes of thought, we are cast in different moulds ;5 but
in Masonic UNITY we are one, and one in Masonic FAITH. As our
hopes, and aims, and labors are one, we, trusting in one God, and
doing, each of us, what we believe to be His expressed will, do hum-
bly expect a common reward when we have passed that common lot
which none can escape. To the Divine power, therefore, I tenderly

commend your Excellency, both for this world and for that which is
to come.

TO H. E. MOHAMMED RASCHID

This book, Freemasonry in the Holy Land, is, by permission, most
respectfully and most fraternally

DEDICATED



PREFACHE.

1 orFEr this book to the Masonic public, in redemption of my
pledges to the gexSerous friends who furnished me the means both for
my expedition 6£'1868, and for publishing the book itself. That I
have been more than three years getting it up, speaks, I think, for the
thorough manner of its preparation.

Agreeably to original promise, “the book is adapted to the plainest
reader; one that the owner will takg home and read in his domestic
circle, and afterwardslend to his neighbors to read ; equally a reference-
book to the student, and a hand-book to the traveller; large enough
to embrace so great a subject, yet no effort has been spared to compress
the information. The Common Gavel has been used remorselessly in
striking off excrescences. Written'in the spirit of the Holy Writings,
French and German infidelity has not made sufficient inroads into
American Masonry, that less than nineteen-twentieths will welcome
additional light upon the Divine authenticity of the Bible, and such
light I have attempted freely to diffuse through this volume.

Let every subscriber, after reading the book, bear me testimony
that I have kept the foith with him.

1 have avoided the mysterious and romantic style so common
amongst writers upon Palestine, and have cultivated the colloquial.
One would think, to read standard accounts of the trees and birds
in the Holy Land, that they are different from birds and trees in
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other countries. Not so. Making allowance for difference in climate,
pature is the same everywhere, and so I have used every-day words
in deseribing them. I have embodied as much practical informa-
tion as possible; comparing things Oriental with things Occidental;
things in the experience of patriarchs and prophets with things in the
experience of an American observer. And yet I have endeavored to
preserve the gravity and dignity due to & theme around which cluster
all onr hopes in life, in death, and in the world to come.

In the abundance of my preparations, and the acreage of my read-
ings-up for this book, I have not unfrequently mingled others’
thonghts with my own, and have entered them here often without
special credit. In defence of this I can only say that such is the
general nsage of writers. If the reader, then, finds passages the prop-
erty of other persons, he is at liberty to say so; I will not deny it;
but, with the historian Rollin, I confess “that I do not scruple,
nor am ashamed, to borrow that I may adorn and enrich my own his-
tory.” My own credit, if any, shall consist in the skill with which I
bind the beads of the chain together. In the thousands of notes and
memorandums I have taken, it would be strange, indeed, if I could
preserve the ear-marks of each.

In this book I have desired to popularize the study of the Scrip-
tures, by removing some of the difficulties which the unlearned have
found in reading them; by smoothing the way to obscure Ppassages, 50
as to enable all to peruse the Sacred Book understandingly, and bet-
ter to enjoy sermons and commentaries, Had the hundreds of thon-
eands who make up the membership of onr lodges this practical knowl-
edge, how easy the teacher’s task, in the coming generation, to diffuse

the store of useful knowledge there is for mankind in this world !

If any object to the allusions and comparisons to American mat-

ters, so freely introduced through these pages, let me confess, old and
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sosmopolitan as I am, that patrie fumus igne alieno luculentior—the
very smok¢ of my own native land seems brighter to me than the
fire of any other. T trust, however, I have not exhibited this senti-
ment anywhere offensively.

As the narrative of Arculf’s Pilgrimage to Palestine, in the eighth
century, led to that passion for pilgrimage which has not yet died
out, but has made the nineteenth the most illustrious centnry of all,
s0 I earnestly hope the publication of this book, the first of its class,
will inspire many a zealous tourist to visit those countries on Masonic
errands, and many a penman in his closet to enlarge the literature of
which I now make the commencement. To show that the web and
woof of Masonic tradition are true, is, by an easy transition, to prove
the figures of the pattern real and genuine.

In writing ‘Arabic words I have endeavored, in general, to give such
English letters as will express them to the ear rather than the eye.
For instance: instead of Zarem I write hareem, &c. Yet this rule is
but imperfectly carried out, after all; for were I to adopt it rigidly,
Sultdn would be Sooltarn ; Koran, Korarn ; Hassan, Hassarn, &c.
If the reader would learn the exact sound of Arabic words (a thing
I never did), he must get an Arabic dictionary (and then he can’t do
it)) '

As so large a proportion of American Masons are professing Chris-
tians — the demonstration at Baltimore, Maryland, September, 1871,
proving that our wisest and best members in very large numbers re-
joice to bear the symbolical emblem of the MAN oF GoLGoTHA —]
have not hesitated frequently “to name the name of Jesus” in this
volume, although no one has so often and publicly demonstrated that
Freemasonry was ten centuries old when the Star of Bethlehem arose.
Nor can our Jewish brethren, many of whom have received a welcome

into the American lodges, complain that T neglected the interests
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' . . 3
of their long-persecuted but now emerging society while I was in the

Bast. At the same time I have fully expressed my admiration for much
of the character and many of the precepts of Mohammed, as embodied
in the Koran. Avoiding the doctrinal points, and read in the spirit of
fraternal love, as illustrated in the lectures of Freemasonry, that re-
markable book, the Koran, might justly be taken as a comment upon
the much older, far wiser, and most remarkable book ever written,
T;-u OLD TESTAMENT of the Hebrew dispensation. To those who
are accustomed, without the slightest examination, to denounce the
Koran (as well as its anthbr), I will simply say, with Isaiah (viii. 20),
«To the law and to the testimony; if it speak not according to this
word, it is because there is no light in it” An unprejudiced mind
will admit, not only that the Koran contains far more quotations
from and references to the Bible, but is absolutely imbued more with
the spirit of the inspired word than a dozen of the best “Saints’
Books” found on the counter of any Catholic bookstore in New York.
“To the testimony!”

In affixing the names of my Masonic countrymen freely to places
renowned in history, I acknowledge, ubique patriam remintsct, thatI
remembered my native country in all places, and have attempted thus
to join the West to the East by a new and more affecting tie. The
Masons who raised nine thousand dollars and upwards to send me to
Palestine, and enough, three years afterwards, to publish this volume,
have carned the right to Masonic homes among the homes of the first
Masons, and the allotment I have made may be yet very much more
largely extended. Even though the idea be one strictly in the region
of romance, I shall be greatly mistaken if it does not lead to larger
explorations, freer offerings, and greater exertions in this direction on
the part of generations yet to come.

T'o Professor A. L. Ram;on, of New York, so well known as « The
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Oriental Artist,” who has given his pencil exclusively, for a number
of years, to Biblical illustration, I am indebted, not only for the maps
and engravings in my volume, but for many practical and useful sug-
gestions in the preparation of the work itself. Himself a thorough
explorer in Eastern fields, he is giving his mature and experienced
judgment to such works as Beecher’s, Deems’s, Crosby’s, and othex
first-class writers on Biblical themes; his own excellent “ Hand-Book
of Bible Knowledge” meanwhile comparing favorably with the best
of them.

Finally, if any one with dyspeptic tendencies fecls to object to the
attempt at humor that may possibly be detected in some of these
pages, I bare my back to the lash. 1 did laugh while going, without
gunard or guide, through the once inspiring but now depressing lands
of the tribes— laughed often and freely, and, even at the end of four
years, my cachinations are renewed when I think of certain expe-
riences connected with my journey. The ghost of old langhs thus
haunting me so long and persistently, and giving its spirit to my ink,
the reader is at liberty, without further dispensation, tc laugh too.



THE LAND OF MILE AXD HONEY.

« A good land and 8 large . ¢ - 3 land flowing with milk and
honey.” (Deut. vi. 3, xi. 9, ete.)

0 land of wondrous story, old Canaan bright and fair,

Thon type of home celestial, where the saints and angels are!
In heartfelt admiration we address thy hills divine, .
And gather consolation on the fields of Palestine.

In all onr lamentations, in the hour of deepest ill, )
When sorrow wraps the spirit as the storm-clouds wrap the hill,
Some name comes up before us from thy bright immortal band,
As the shadow of a great rock falls upon a weary land.

The dew of Hermon falling yet, revives the golden days;

Sweet Sharon lends her roses still, to win the poet’s lays;

In every vale the lily bends, while o’er them wing the birds
Whose cheerful notes so marvellously recall the Saviour’s words.

From Bethlehem awake the songs of Rachel and of Ruth,

From Mizpak’s mountain-fastness mournful notes of filial truth ;
Magdala gives narration of the Penitent thrice-blest,

And Bethany of sister-hosts who loved the gentle Guest.

Would we retrace the pilgrimage of Jesus Christ our Lord,
Behold his footsteps everywhere, on rocky knoll and sward ;
From Bethlehem to Golgotha, his cradle and his tomb,

He sanctified old Canaan and accepted it his home.

He prayed upon thy mountain-side, he rested in thy grove

gﬁ walked upon thy Galilee, when winds with billongs strove:
hy land was full of happy homes, that loving hearts did own,

E'en foxes and the birds of asir—but Jesns Christ had none.

Thou land of milk and honey, 1 i i
ey, land of corn and oil and win
Pow longs my hungry spirit to enjoy thy food divine! z
) hunger and I thirst afar, the Jordan rolls between,
faintly see thy paradise all clothed in living green.

My day of life declineth, and m is sinki
y sun is sinking low;
Bge?rtthc banks of Jordan, through whose wa%ers I must go:
i bg fme wake beyond the stream, in land celestial blest,
o be forever with the Lord in Canaan’s promised rest.



DIVISION FIRST—FACING THE EAST.

Whatsoever thy hand findeth to do, do it with thy might; for there is ne
work, nor device, nor knowledge, nor wisdom, ¢n the grave, whither thou goest.
~Eeceles. ix. 10,

Examine the condition of the Masonic institution, in the land of its nativity.

Observe those unaltered customs of the Orientals, whose types are preserved
in the rituals of our lodges.

Inspect the traditional sites of Tyre, Gebal, Lebanon, Joppa, Succoth, Jeru-
salem, ete.

Collect relics of ancient days and specimens of the natural produetions of the
land.— Numbers, xiii. 21

COIN OF JERUSALEM : SHEKEL



CHAPTER L
CONCEPTION AND PREPARATIONS.

1 VERY one who has undertaken to instruct Freemasons,
| must many times have yearned fo visit Palestine, the
%l mother-land of ancient affiliations,~—the Orient,—the home
of Abraham and David,—of Solomon and Zerubbabel,—of
Jesus and Mohammed,—the School of the Sacred Writings.
So many references to that country are contained in the Masonic
rituals, it is & marvel that no one of us had made explorations there
prior to 1868. -

In common with my fellows in Masonic work, I had keenly ex-
perienced the Crusader's impulse “ fo precipitate myself upon the
Syrian shore;” and often cast about me for the means to gratify the
yearning. In the autumn of 1854, I came so near accomplishing
this wish, that, by the favor of a loan of 81,000 from the Grand
Lodge of Kentucky, joined to the liberality of other friends, I reached
New York, having my face earnestly “set towards Jerusalem.”
But here an unlucky accident frustrated my hopes, and turned me
back to the Occident. Fire, which has so often proved my foe, con-
sumed the Judson House, in which I was a lodger, and by destroving
my papers and clothing, etc., so disarranged the scheme, that I could
not carry it ont successfully at that time.

Yet, for all that, though advancing years, and the res angustm in
domi, the hard realities of life, interposed with a purpose almost in-
exorable, I never once resigned my determination to go to Palestine,
but l‘lways in my Masonic descriptions spoke of “those traditional
I?caln.iea which some day I am resolved to visit.” In the mean-
time, I continued the practice, established long before, of reading
whatever p}lblications promised to shed light upon the Lands of the
f‘:;!: ;c tlr:}t;]n chu.rch, Sunday-scho‘ol, and elsewhere, lectured on the

. Ject with a r{xlnutex}ess ?f detail thz'u; compelled me to study the
theme in its various historical and scientific associations. This, in
fact, served to educate me against the time when it might please the
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. A. 0. T. U. to grant me a furlough for the Oriental tour. In pur-
chases of books for my Masonic collections, I gave prominence to
those upon Oriental matters, as my old library, now in the keeping
of the Grand Lodge of New York, will show. In brief, I sought to
emulate the spirit of old Thomas 4 Kempis in his saying, homo fer-
vidus et diligens ad omnia paratur—the earnest and diligent man
is prepared for all things—and in the meantime found comfort in the
promise of Virgil :

Forsan et hec olim meminisse juvabit ;

Durate et vosmet rebus servate secundis ;

It may possibly be joyful some day to recall these trials; bear up
against them, therefore, and be ready for better times when they come.

In 1867, circumstances proved somewhat encouraging to the ful-
fillment of my purpose. The opening of various lines of steamships
from Europe to the Syrian coast was a favorable incident. The en-
larged privileges granted by the Turkish government to foreigners
sojourning in the Holy Land enabled a person in 1868 to explore
twentyfold more than he could have done in 1838, and fortyfold
more than in 1848. The publication of scores and hundreds of
books of travel in Palestine obviates the necessity of a man’s wast-
ing time in merely playing the fourist, and justifies me in be-
ginning, the moment of arrival, the work of exploration. The
invaluable aids afforded the Bible student by such publications as
Robinson’s, Barelay’s, Thomson’s, ete., are so much more than mere
books of travel, that the reader may in effect transport himself, by
their assistance, to the Land of the Bible, being enabled to see with
their eyes and hear with their ears whatever is needed to illuminate
the sacred pages. In my domestic circle, the growing up of the
younger members of my family, and the marriage of the elder, ren-
dered father’s presence at home less a matter of necessity than here-
tofore.

One thing more : my labors in the various departments of Masonie
history, rituals, poetry, etc., seemed measnrably ferminated. Having
no money-capital of my own for purposes of publication, and the
fields of Masonic literature affording little profit to authorship, I
felt that in the issnance of seventy-four Masonic publications I bad
given sufficient evidence of my devotion to the old institution, and
might justly claim exemption from further labors and losses in that
direction, and enter upon a new field. Finally, a reasonably vigorous
constitution, never impaired by excessive living or intemperance,

-
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some knowledge of the Scriptures in their original anq translated
forms, a large course of reading in matters relating to Oriental coun-
tries, a circle of Masonic friends reaching round the globe, and a
strong will to execute whatever I undertook—these formed the en-
couragements that bore me out, at the age of fifty, to begin the ser-
vice of Masonic exploration of the Holy Land, conceived so many
years ago, of which the present volume is the record.

But how a Masonic exploration ? What has the Masonic institn-
tion to do with the Holy Land ? These are no questions for Free-
masons to ask; but as my work will fall into the hands of, and per-
haps be read by, those who are not of the “mystic tie,” the query
may properly be answered here. I respond, then, that the Holy
Scriptures are the instruction books of the Lodge; and that a perfect
knowledge of the Holy Land is needful to a perfect knowledge of the
Holy Seriptures.

In 1867, then, I set upon the following plan to secure the necessary
funds for my enterprise ; I made up a list of Holy Land specimens,
sach as the fraternity were most likely to value—snch as 1 should
most value,—in the way of Biblical and Masonic illustrations, a cata-
logue embracing specimens of the woods, waters, earths, coins, fossils,
etc., from Palestine, and proposed to supply them, at a specified rate,
to those who would advance me money for the pilgrimage. The fol-

lowing extracts from my published proposals belong to the history
of this enterprise:

“ Those contribntors who advance fen dollars, each shall be supplied
with one hundred and ﬁftg objects from the Holy Land, including
imens of the ancient building-stone of Jerusalem, Joppa, an
yre; shells from the Sea of Galilee and Joppa; agates from the
Arabian deserts; ancient coins; rock-salt from Usdum; an herba-
rium of ten plants; the traditional corn, wine, and oil of Masonry ;
earth from the clay-grounds near Succoth, etc., etc” L

. Contributors of. Jive dollars, three dollars,and two dollars, respec-
t;lvely, were promised smaller cabinets composed of similar objects ;
tHz‘l; ‘I)i o:lw dollar, t(,lh; Journal of the Expedition. A map of the

ud, arranged for Masonic i
e sgd. purposes, was also a portion of the
m?:;;nz; %gxded' upon the plan of appeal, I visited one hundred
i E ge: in Indiana, Iowa, Kentucky, Illinois, West Virginia,
e anl New York, and addressed the fraternity. I began by

Pying an hour or two with recitations of Masonic poems, such



CONCEPTION AND PREPARATIONS, 15

as the Level and the Square, the Letter G., the Holy Bible, Our
Vows, the Drunkard’s Grave, the Five Points of Fellowship, the Em-
blems of the Craft, etc., and then laid before them my propositions
for a Masonic mission to the Holy Land. In general, the offer was
favorably responded to. The season, unfortunately, was one of extreme
clogeness in the money market, and portions of the country visited
were suffering from scanty harvests. Some of my hearers probably
deemed my proposals Quixotic; many others contributed the lowest
amount asked for, viz,, one dollar ; yet nearly four hundred of them
gave me fen dollars each, trusting, as they said, fo my pluck to ac-
complish the end proposed, or willing to show their respect for an
0ld and industrious laborer, who came before them with an appeal
s0 reasonable and practical.

The whole number of contributors was 3,782 ; the aggregate of
contributions was $9,631. Out of this, according to my proposals,
provision was made for two years’ support of my family; my own
expenses, and those of my agent, Mr. G. W. Bartlett, while collecting
the money ; the expenses of the Oriental tour, for myself and Mr.
Thomson ; freights npon shipments of specimens ; printing six issues
of the Holy Land Journal for 3,782 contributors; printing cata-
logues, ete. ; and preparing, labelling, packing, and forwarding nearly
70,000 specimens. It can readily be seen that the amount advanced
me was short of my needs; the deficit, in fact, exceeded $1,200, and
this I was compelled to make up out of the proceeds of lectures on
my return home.

It is in evidence of the practicability of the plan upon which this
money was collected, that a noted traveller is now (1872) before the
publie with proposals, borrowed from my programme, to furnish objects
of natural history on South America “to those who will advance
him the necessary outfit for the journey to that country” By way
of encouragement, I commend to him the adage of Periander of
Corinth, one of “the Seven Wise Men ” of antiquity ; ‘ndusirie nil
impossibile, anything can be accomplished by an ¢ndustrious man!

In my addresses to the Lodges I proposed—

1. To explore that remarkable plain — once the centre of intellec-
tual light and the school of the seven liberal arts and sciences, also
of commerce, religion, and letters —the Plain of Phenicia.

2. To visit the secluded recesses, high among the Lebanons, where
the remaining groves of cedar are found.

3. To search for those caves and bays at the base of Lebanon where
the “flotes” of timber were made up for shipment to Joppa.
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4. To sail down the coast to Joppa, in the track of Hiram’s mari-
ners. ! .

5. To examine the ancient port of J opﬁa with systematic care.

6. To follow diligently ugon the tracks of the Syrian architects,
journeying from Joppa to Jerusalem; and to seek for the highway
by which they penetrated the precipitous cliffs and bore upward
t.geir nderous g%rdens. : i

7. To make thorough inspection of everything relating to Solo-
monic times, in and about Jerusalem.

8. To visit the plain of Jordan, especiallf the clay-ground between
Suecoth and Zarthan, where the brazen pillars and other holy vessels
appert&inin% to the Temple were cast.

9. To explore the places named in Masonic lectures, such as Jern-
salem, BetlSehem, Sodom, Jericho, Bethel, Hattin, Damascus, Bethany,
Joppa, Tyre, Gebal, Lebanon, and others.

10. To make full collections of objects illustrating Masonic tradi-
tions and Biblical customs, these to be distributed generously to con-
tributors on my return, upon plans previously arranged.

The following cuts of my Masonic flag are appropriate here:

e T AN Y )

4 Tl‘ne idea of this was suggested by the flag used in Dr. Kane’s Arc-
tic Explorations of 1853. His banner, the square and compass, still
extan? in the arclflves of Kane Lodge, No. 454, New York City,
:rna; (Etsptl]aycd at his masthead while passing down New York Bay.

A e extreme northern terminati is j i ’
o Regacerny Ination of his Journey, it was set
. Th:s I&ftle flag of mine-accompanied me through all my wander-
ougts:ts .]:e breeze that .sxghs across the granite reefs of Tyre blew

168 silken folds, showing upon one side the initial-symbol of him

® The cmblem of The Broken

Column is my “ Mark 20
e . , . y ark-Master’s Mark,” adopted at -
tation in Lexington Chapter, No. 17, Lexington, Mississippi, in 1848, J x
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whose name was adored equally in Pheenician and Jewish Lodges; on
the other, the architect-symbol of him whose noble end dignifies the
purpose and the work of every Mason’s Lodge. Fastened upon the
boughs of one of Lebanon’s grandest cedars, it suggested a myste-
rious meaning to the sturdy limbs and evergreen foliage of the
tree. Waved before the entrance of a rock-hewn tomb at Gebal, it
seemed to call around me the spirits of those who, three thousand
years ago, well understood its symbolical lessons. Fluttered in the
gale that lifts the waters over the rocky ledge at Joppa, it recalled the
days when the great fleets of Tyre came, “like doves to the windows,”
deep-laden, into this harbor, the square and compass on their foresails.
Fluttered over the walls of Jerusalem, and in the deep quarry that
underlies the city, it spoke in prophetic tones of the good time com-
ing, when the Mason-craft shall yet build up Jerusalem, and the Gop
we worship be worshipped there and everywhere.

The course pursued by the various Masonic journals in regard to
this enterprise was almost uniformly generous in the extreme. Their
columns were freely thrown open to my propositions; their editorial
pens shaped words of encouragement and good counsel. It will not
be deemed invidious if I mention by name the Evergreen (Dubuque,
Towa); the Masonic Review (Cincinnati, O.); the Voice of Masonry
(Chicago, Illinois) ; the National Freemason (New York); the Ma-
sonic Monthly (Boston, Mass.); the Dispatch (New York), and the
Freemason’s Monthly Magazine (London, England), as taking the lead
in brotherly encouragement and approval. Even Brother Findel, the
German Masonic historian, whose theory of a modern origin of
Freemasonry “ does not recognize the importance of light from the
East,” still gave me ¢ the brotherly word,” and pledged me a cordial
greeting in his own country. How truly has Sallust said: idem velle
et idem nolle ea demum firma amicitia est; to possess the same likes
and dislikes is, in point of fact, the foundation of lasting friendship.
No words of mine can express my sense of all this kindness, and the
friends of the Masonic Holy Land Mission of 1868 should bear in
mind, what my own experience warned me of at the time, that an
active opposition from either of those influential organs of Masonic
sentiment might greatly have retarded the entire scheme.

No official expression was asked for from Grand Lodges, or other
Masonic organizations; but it is proper to say that among the most
generous supporters of my explorations were the Grand Masters of
Iowa (Reuben Mickle); Nebraska (O. H. Irish); Minnesota (C. W

2
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Nash): New York (S. H. Johnson); Canada (Wm. M. Wilson), and
: la::lg)e’ n:mbet of pg'esent and past Grand Lodge oﬂ?icerg, of the first
eminence, who forwarded me good words and material aid. R

An assistant being deemed desirable, D. W. CFhomson, of Tllinois,
formerly Grand Lecturer of that State, and a singularly zea!ous ad-
vocate of Ancient Craft Masonry, was accepted in that capac1ty: ! In
the matter of collecting specimens, his services were of great utility;
while his travelling experienee, industry, and uniform good-nature and
honesty rendered him an agreeable companion upon the journey.

Prior to my departure for New York, the following lines were com-
posed and extensively disseminated, as a farewell, by correspondence
and through the press:

MizpEH.

They took stones and made an heap. And Laban said: This heap is a wit-
ness between me and thee. Therefore was the name of it called Mizpeh : for
he said, The Lord watch between me and thee, when we are absent one from
snother.—(Jenesis xxxi. 46.

Mizren| well named the patriarchal stone,
Once fondly reared in Gilead’s mountain-pass ;

Doubtless the EYE ALL-SEEING did Jook down
Upon that token of fraternal grace :

And doubtless HE who reconciled those men,

Between them watched, until they met again.

So, looking eastward o’er the angry sea,—
The wintry blast, inhospitably stern,—
Counting the scanty moments left to me
Till I go hence,—and haply not return,—
I would, oh ! Brethren, rear a Mizren too,
Beseeching GOD to watch "twixt me and you.

It was HIS providence that made us one,
Who otherwise * perpetual strangers” were :
HE joined our hands in amity alone,
And caused our hearts each other's woes to bear:
HE kindled in our souls fraterna] fire,—
Befitting children of a common SIRE.

In mutual labors we have spent our life ;
In mutual joys sported at labor’s close ;

With mutual strength warred against human strife ;
And soothed with mutual charity its woes :

80, sharing mutually what GOD hath given,

With common faith we seek a kindred Heaven.

Venacill
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Bring stones, bring stones, and build the heap with nie!
Rear up a MIZPEH, though with many tears :—
Before I trust me to yon stormy sea,
Hither with memories of many years |
Come round me, mystic Laborers, once more,
With loving gifts, upon this wintry shore.

Bring Prayer : the WATCHER in the heavens will heed ;
Bring Types significant of deathless hope :
Bring Words in whispers only to be said :
Bring Hand-grasps strong to lift the helpless up :
Bring all those Reminiscences of light
That have inspired us many a wintry night.

Lay them on Mizpem! and the names revered

Of those who’ve vanished from our mystic Band :
Avre we not taught that, with the faithful dead,

In Lodge Celestial, we shall surely stand ?
Oh, crown the pile with names of good and blest,
Whose memories linger, though they be at rest

Finished : and so I hope whate'er betide,
Though wandering far toward Oriental sun,
He who watched kindly on that mountain-side
Will watch detween s till the work is done :
LORD GOD ALMIGHTY ! whence all blessings are,
Behold our MizpeR and regard our prayer !

Be my defender while in foreign lands;
Ward off the shafts of calumny accurst;
My labors vindicate, while MizpPEeH stands,
And hold my family in sacred trust;
Should I no more behold them, fond and dear,
I leave them, Brethren, to Masonic care.

Finally, if in haste, or careless mood,
Forgetting pledge sealed in WORD DIVINE,
I've wounded any of the Brotherhood,
Impute it not, this parting hour, a sin :
Forgive : 10! HE by whom all creatures live
Grants us forgiveness, e’en as we forgive |

One of the journals alluded to (the National Freemason) said of
these lines: « The sentiments are touching and appropriate, and strictly
in accordance with the conciliatory character of their author. How-
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ever much some of the Brotherhood may have differed with Brother
Morris in regard to his plan for Uniformity of Work, none who
kuow him but will accord to him a pure and disinterested purpose.
The confidential friend of such men as William B. Hubbard, Philip
C. Tucker, Charles Scott, Salem Town, Henry Wingate, and other
choice spirits of the generation that is fast dropping into the grave;
the man who has published seventy-four different volumes of a Ma-
sonic character ; the admitted good fellow, ¢ genial, witty, and wise,”
of Masonic circles, everywhere, and withal the man who, at the age
of fifty, has yet to find anything in his pocket to compensate him for
labors given to the best interests of Freemasonry,—he cannot leave our
shores for a long and laborious tour into Oriental countries without
bearing with him, the ¢ God bless the old enthusiast! may his return
be blest!’” )

So far as baggage, books, and introductions are concerned, I found
it unnecessary to encumber myself inconveniently. Two suits of
clothes and half a dozen books were quite sufficient. As to reading,
4 man going to Palestine must go carrying his reading ©n his head ;
he will get but little time to accumulate it there. Thomson’s Land
and Book ; Osborne’s Past and Present of Palestine, and a few
others, amply sufficed me for reading on the journey. So far as
clothing is concerned, the tailors in Beyrout will make you up suits
quite as good and one half cheaper than New York tradesmen.
I had written a few leading Brethren, B. B. French, J. W. B. McLeod
Moore, and others, soliciting letters of general introduction, and the
request was cordially granted; but I never found occasion to use
them. Cosmopolitan Consistory, New York city, kindly presented
me an elegant diploma of the thirty-second degree. My own diplo-
ma as a Master Mason and member of Fortitude Lodge, No. 47,
IAGr‘ange, Kentucky, was, however, the only document I ever found
occasion to use. Even my passport, which I had taken the precau-
tion to procure from Washington, with some trouble and expense,
was of not the slightest service to me, although I would recommend
every traveller to take one. g

A(’terT these preliminaries, it suffices to say that I took passage
f"‘fm _he" York, Sl}nday morning, February 2, 1868. having some-
thing in common with those of whom the poet long ago sang—

B(:nnd for holy Palestine,
Nimbly ve brushed the level brine,
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All in azure steel arrayed :

‘O’er the waves our banners played,

And made the dancing hillows glow ;

High upon the trophied prow

Many a warrior-minstrel swung

His sounding harp, and boldly sung.—7. Wkarton.

COIN OF BAR-CHOBASB.

3]



CHAPTER IL
CROSSING THE ATLANTIC.

7] ELABORATE this chapter for the benefit of that large
}%| class of readers to whom the ocean wave ” is a romance,
b))| and who peruse the smaller incidents of travel with a relish.
Y The critic may sneer at my title, “ Crossing the Atlantic,”

ill-naturedly affirming that a thousand voyagers have al-
ready described the occurrences of ocean-life, and that nothing new
can be said upon the subject. Very likely; yet to many of those
who will pernse these “ Hand-marks,” the pennings of other East-
ern travellers are as thongh they were never written. I have dis-
covered, since my return, that nothing in a traveller’s recollection
is too'trivial to interest those who do nof {ravel, and that the most
interesting facts in the tonrist’s journal are those which personally he
may deem too trifling for publication. Hence I make this chapter
of daily life upon the sea.

It was on the second day of February, 1868, and, of all the days in
the year, a bright, cloudless “Lord’s day,” that I mounted the steps
of the steamship * France,” Captain Grace, to witness the casting-
off of lines and her departure from Pier No. 47, North River, New
.York. The ferruginous mass moved reluctantly from her bed, seem-
ingly regretful of the necessity of leaving the cosy seat on which she
h&fi reposed for two weeks. If, as the feminine pronoun 1mplies, our
ship has the tastes of a woman, she may well prefer her quiet berth,
and the praises of the admiring crowds who have been so-loud in their
approval of her fine bust, fignre-head, and form, to the icy waves of
ocean, and the cold eriticisms of sea monsters who await her com-
ing yonder, during a winter-voyage of twelve days.

:I‘he moment of departure is a solemn one to me; the act of sev-
ering th_e last tie that binds me to my native land makes me sad. I
cannot join in the parting words exchanged between ship and shore,
but withdraw myself to a solitary place and eonsider, in a spirit of
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prayerful inquiry the questions, Shall I again tread those streets?
Am I really justified in making this pilgrimage; or is it mere
romance that is taking me, at my years, upon so long a journey?
And may I expect the blessing of the GRAND MASTER upon an
enterprise so much out of the accustomed routine of my profession ?
In that hour of self-examination, I solemnly declare it, I stood self.
vindicated and supported by the feeling that something more than
mere curiosity had moved me to the work I had undertaken, and ~
that I could rely upon the same HAND which had untiringly led me
up and down through an itinerancy of fifty vears.

For myself, I can honestly aver that I look to nothing but hard
labor, economical fare, and diligent study, during the months before
me. In my travelling bags I have a judicious selection of works
upon Oriental themes, with an ample supply of paper to fix my own
observations. Members of the Masonic fraternity and others have
forwarded me letters and credentials in generous supply. The moral
and material encouragement of nearly four thousand friends is the
basis of my mission, and I feel that the Godspeed of half a million
more is wafted on the breezes behind me. And so in that mood, in a
solitary corner of the busy ship, my thoughts review the situation.

In going down the bay I occupied the hours in writing parting
letters to the members of my family, the wife of twenty-seven years,
and the seven children who call me father; also to a number of
devoted friends whose words and deeds clung to me in parting
moments with a tenacity that nothing can loosen; and so I swung
out upon that ocean which in Bible times no sailor dared even cross,
but which now is underlaid by telegraphic wires, connecting my
home at La Grange with the City of Jerusalem itself.

Out of three steamers announced to sail from New York across
the Atlantic, February 1st, I chose this of the “National Line” of
Liverpool boats. For one hundred dollars, American currency, a
first-class passage was given, while the same accommodations in the
¢« Cunard” line would cost one hundred and sixty-five dollars. Both
are English lines, as all the American steamships were driven from
the sea during the civil war. There is also a German line which
stops at Havre, France, going, and at Southampton, England,
coming. It was on this line that I returned in July, but I cannot
recommend it to the reader.

The ZFrance is a fine new vessel, this being her fourth voyage
Her tonnage is 2,428 tons. In length she is 405 feet; in breadth of
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beam, 42 feet; in depth, from the upper deck to the keel, 30 feet.
Like all the vessels of this line, she is a screw-propeller, that is, her
mstrument of propulsion is & screw set up at the stern, which, in
the most mysterious manner and “in solemn silence,” moves theso
five thousand tons of boat, and freight, and passengers, at the rate of
ten miles an hour. As I could never see the screw, nor the ma-
chinery that moved it, I was fain to compare the whole apparatus to
the silent, mysterious power that keeps in motion a well-disciplined
Lodge of Masons. The analogy would be perfect were it not that a
steamship is of the feminine gender, while a Masonic Lodge is
usually the reverse!*

The steering apparatus of the France is, British-fashion, at the
stern, placed in a small, cramped-up crypt, which holds a half-dozen
sailors, who turn the spokes of the wheel in the same inartistic style
that the Pheenicians practised in the days of Sesostris. When an
order is sent from the foreship to the stern, it takes as many messen-
gers to pass it from one to the other as for a general of division to
move Company C of the 53d Regiment into line of battle, or as the
W. M. requires to get his will and pleasure known to the Lodge.
But it would never do for an Englishman to adopt a Yankee inven-
tion, and so steering-lines to their steamers and check-ropes to their
ratlroad trains are postponed until after the millennium.

Our fine steamer is built of rolled iron plates, thirty inches wide
and one inch thick, riveted together in the manner of steam-boilers,
stanch and tight. There is not the least danger of these scams
ripping ; indeed, if the sewing-machine man who calls quarterly at
my hopse to sell me a machine, will only invent such a lock-stitch as
'Llus,. his f9rtune is made. We have three masts, and when the wind
is fair, as it was the greater part of my voyage, the sails afford con-
:;I:Sbled"’;?:‘;ce in propulsion. A reasonmable supply of long-
& \':- :;1 ':le' ate, and Jolly-boa.ts are stowed along the sides of

reasel, suggesting that ocean-life is uncertain, and it is best to
provide in fair weather for foul. The speed of the vessel may be

seen from the following table of distances run fi i
. or the first eight
days, computed every day at HIGH XI1: :

® In all our Masonic communications o
of the fact that alady was present
erned oursclves accordingly |

n board the France we were never unmindfal
» even the good woman Franoe herself, and we gov-
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Monday, February 3, 260 mlles.
Tuesday, 5§ 4, 260
Wednesday, « 5, 268 «
Thursday, 6, 259 «
Friday, (3 7,265 «
Saturday, = « (PR =
Sunday, o ORI e
Monday, TR (1T Ll

The remarkable uniformity of these daily footings-up will strike
the reader; steamship travel, under a settled condition of weather,
being almost as regular as life upon the rail.

Our ship is officered by a captain and four mates, or ship’s officers,
as they are termed ; the latter being hearty, well-educated men, kept
in training for promotion in due time: for as no man can be Master
who has not served in training as Warden, so no man can be captain
who has not served as mate. All the working charges of the ship are
apportioned among these four, according to fixed rules of naval service.
Besides these, there is a purser, who acts as quartermaster of the
ship ; a surgeon, six engineers, and assistants in abundance. The
whole crew, from captain to chambermaid, numbers 104. Of course
everything is intensely British, officers, crew, slush-buckets, &c.,
even down to the acceptable sirloins of beef served daily to the
passengers. The only thing on board that I can name American
is the coal, and if the captain’s expressed (and profane) opinion may
be relied npon, even that were better Brifish too. Every passenger
on board, except three, talks about “going home ” whenever Great
Britain is named. Money is reckoned in “tuppences,” and I had
not been a week aboard before I could compute a considerable sum
in £., 8, and d.,, a thing which, it is said, none but a born Briton
ever could do before me! That mythic animal, the British unicorn,
is marked on all the ship’s linen and furniture; in fact, Commodore
Wilkes himself couldn’t mistake the nationality of fiis steamer.
Captain Grace is a rough-featured, rough-mannered sailor of thirty,
taciturn and gruff, and most ridiculously misnamed; but, it is
claimed, a thorough sailor. At all hours, by day and night, he is on
the alert, and wet-nurses the ship, in nursery language, like a mother
hovering over her babe. His pay is £600 per annum, a short $3,000.
The only time I ever spoke to him was one Sunday morning, when
I asked him if he would conduct the service of prayers, as is custom-
ary on ocean steamers. He declined in a single word, an extremely
short one, and then the conversation flagged.
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Nowhere will this portion of the grand Psalm cvii. read with
such vividness, as when you are lying, of a quiet Sunday hour, in
your state-room at sea:

They that go down to the sea in ships, that do business in the

reat waters; ) .
These see the works of the Lord aund his wonders in the deep.
For he commandeth and raiseth the stormy wind, which lifteth

up the waves thereof. )

"They mount up to the heaven ; they go down to the depths; their
soul is melted because of trouble.

They reel to and fro, and stagger like a drunken man, and are at
their wit’s end.

Then they cry to the Lord in their trouble, and he bringeth them
out of their distresses.

He maketh the storm a calm, so that the waves thereof are still.

Then are they glad because they be quiet; so he bringeth them to
their desired haven.

After this description of a first-class Atlantic steamer in the year
of grace 1868, the following picture of a Phenician vessel of B. .
1000 will afford a forcible contrast. In one of my chapters I will
describe the size, construction, and capacity of this old Tyrian
barque, such as those invincible mariners sailed in, when they
gathered up the treasures of the Roman world, passing through the
Straits of Gibraltar, turning fo the right as far as Scotland and the
Baltic Sea, and fo the left as far as the African coast trended south-
wards, and bringing from all quarters the gold, the tin, the copper,
the marble, the ivory, the spices nceded in the erection, adornment,
and worship of Solomon’s Temple.
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The size and tonunage of one of these Pheenician vessels would scarce-
ly compare now with a Lake Erie sloop. But hearts of oak controlled
them, and coastir:g all the way round the northern shores of the
Mediterranean they came out into the ocean between their own « Pil-
lars of Hercules,” and following the sinuous lines of Portugal, Spain,
and France, struck finally into the mouth of the broad Channel, and
reached the place of their destination. The importance of #in in
hardening the copper, of which their cutting tools and war-like im-
plements were made, justified all these pains, risks, and the twelve
months’ journeys necessary to procure it.

The particular matter upon which my pen was engaged, through
the four weeks’ journey from New York to Beyrout, was that of
making an alphabetical agenda of places to be visited, and things to
be done at eack place. This, written out in a-blank-book, was made
so full, by the time Ireached Palestine, as to afford me all the assist-
ance that a company of guides could have rendered. Under the head
of “Tyre,” for instance, I had more than one hundred distinct facts
and suggestions in alphabetical form, by which, when I visited that
city, my researches were very greatly expedited.

Of cabin, or first-class passengers, we have twenty-four, with room
for nearly one hundred ; of steerage, or second-class passengers, there
are sixty-four. The latter pay only twenty-five dollars each, for
which they receive good, wholesome victuals, and the services of the
ship’s surgeon. To us of the cabin every possible convenience is, of
course, afforded. An experienced surgeon is one of the regular officers
of the ship, and his skillis ever at our command. Chambermaids are
in attendance upon the ladies, and state-room stewards upon the gen-
tlemen, all without extra charge. Three regular meals per diem are
spread, besides a luncheon, which in itself is a meal.* Let me recall
the eating arrangements: Breakfast is announced at 8 A. ., a sub-
stantial British meal, accompanied by the best of tea and tolerable
coffee. Luncheon is at High XII, presenting soups, cold meats in
large variety, bread, cheese, and pickles. Dinner appears at 4 p. M.,
Supper at 7%, the latter being made up of coffee, toast, bread, and cheese.
Besides these, a passenger who, for any reason, fails to report him-
self at the regular hours, can be accommodated through the steward
with a special supply of provisions, at any hour. The bar (fluid, not
forensic) is stocked with wines, ales, and spirits, of a character rarely

* On the Bill of Fare of Feb. 5, prairie chickens appeared among the items of dinner.
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matched on the American side of the “great drink,” and these are
charged topassengers who order them, at moderate prices. With
such arrangements for table comforts, a man must. be harder to
please than I am, who can discover grounds of complaint.

Does the reader inquire whether I was seasick? [ was. I never
g0 upon water without being seasick. Even a slight swell on Lake
Erie hassent me to the dead-level, incontinently. Was I not obliged
to go ashore, on that little Cleveland fishing excursion which Peter
Thatcher provided for me in 1863, and there, amidst the sneers of
men and the laughter of women, settle my accounts in the most dis-
gracefulmanner? Yes; andin asea voyage, therefore, I always make
my calculations to give up the first few days to the tergiversations of
my stomach. This reconciles me in some degree to the motion of the
vessel, and, by the assistance of four or five spells of vomiting per
diem, I come, in the course of time, to a mariner’s status. As to
remedies, all that a seasick person wants is something to assist him
through his unpleasant paroxysms. Brandy and otherspirits make a
good toddy to stay his stomach after nausea, but will not prevent it.
Citrate of magnesia may be recommended as a good thing to neu-
tralize the acidity produced in the earlier stages of seasickness, and I
advise you to provide yourself with some bottles of it; also some
Brandreth pills; a flask of pure cordial gin; a quart-bottle of strong
coffee, ready made ; a few lemons, with white sugar, and some good sour
apples. Dress warm; wear thick overshoes; walk a good deal in the
fresh air; be regular in your habits; be sociable; rise with the sea-
gull, and go to bed with the cook. When scasickness passes off, then
follows an appetite, accompanied with elasticity of spirits and diges-
tion, such as go with my best reminiscences of childhood.

The worst sufferers from the mal de mer, as the French call it, are
those who cannot vomit, or who vomit with great difficulty and pain.
S?me of this class have scarcely a moment’s ease during the voyage.
hafxseo,z want of appetite, indigestion, and costiveness. produce low
sprits, ill-temper, and a very hatred of existence. Such an one is
reported to have said that the first day he went to sea he was afraid
he should die; the thi.rd day he was afraid he should not! Ladies
suffer more from seasickness than gentlemen. Pale, staggering, and
wobeg:ng, the gay and rosy damsels of our company were 0 trans-
".;"gm“e]‘em? the tl\lmga.llv.nl: sea-god, that their best friends could
mnw):r ”aig’nclze( em. That class of persons who boast that they

«ck (and there are always some bores of the sort), suffer,
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upon the whole, auite as much as the rest. For if they are never
seasick, they are never seawell, but mope around during the voyage,
the dullest of the company.

There isa piece of advice that I will offer you here: Don’t suppose
that anybody else cares a straw who you are, or where you are
going. Travellers, like Freemasons, meet upon the level and part upon
the square; and no one is valued a bawbee, except as he possesses
powers of pleasing, for the hour. Fine manners, dignity, genteel
breeding and the like will' pine in the corner, while a cheerful
readiness of song and anecdote brings its possessor into social
prominence, enabling him both to receive and impart pleasure during
the tedium of the way. .

The time of ocean travellers is variously and generally uselessly
employed. Industrious persons play checkers and cards; the rest
walk the deck, eat, smoke, and sleep. How about myself? I give
so many hours a day to the study of Z%omson (“Land and Book;”)
Barclay (“City of the Great King”); Osborne ( “Palestine, Past
and Present”); the Holy Writings and other tomes bearing upon
Oriental matters; so many to the composition of letters and memo-
randa; so many to checkers (my favorite vanity); and so many to
refreshment and sleep. Everything on board conduces to regu-
larity. The ship’s bell at 12} strikes one, at 1 strikes fwo, at 1%
strikes three, at 2 strikes four, at 2% strikes five, at 3 strikes siz,
at 35 strikes seven, at 4 strikes eight, which being the extent of its
striking powers, a second series begins at 4 and extends to 8. Each
of these periods of four hours is termed a watch—of which there
are six in the twenty-four. One of these intervals I am told is
termed the Dog watch ; but, although I listened attentively for canine
indications, I could never detect them, and don’t believe there was
a dog on board. The traveller, when rendered sleepless by nausea
and ennwi, marks these solemn chimes of the ship’s bell with feelings
that he cannot analyze, but can never forget. How often they re-
called to me the lines I have sung in so many alodge-room and by so
many a grave:

Solemn strikes the funeral chime,
Notes of our departing time;
While we journey here below,
Through a pilgrimage of wo.

I venture to say that the genus loci, the spirit that inhabits my

old state-room (No. 13) on board the ship France, will testify to
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baving heard me sing it three score times and ten, as I lay there and
mused upon the lessons of the ship’s bell.

There was almost nothing visible to the eye during our voyage.
Not a vessel, not an iceberg, not a whale. One traveller, indeed, de-
clares he saw a whale; but it is finally conceded that he only saw the
spout. Not a fragment of a wreck appeared in sight; in fact, noth-
ing at all but a large following of sea-gulls that took up with us at
Sandy Hook, nor left us a moment until we sighted the Irish coast.
How or when they rest, if indeed they ever do rest upon these long
flights of twelve days, is a mystery more than Masonic.” The sailors
believe that when night comes on, the gulls settle down unpon the
water to ride and sleep. But this can scarcely be, for keen-eyed and
strong-winged as they are, they could not see and overtake the ship
aguin after twelve hours’ sail. Their motive in pursuing us so closely
is strictly mercenary, viz., to gather the fragments from the steward’s
pantry, which are being constantly thrown into the water. These
the sea-birds seize with great expertness. Cast anything overboard,
a pill-box, a cracker, a piece of soap, or even abit of a Masonic Moni-
tor, and fifty pairs of eyes detect it ; fifty pairs of iron-gray wings « go
in ” for it ; then one strong fowl rises from the sea with it in his bill—
all with a velocity that makes you giddy to observe. Among the
various theories concerning the origin of sea-gulls, I will venture my
own, viz., that they are the ghosts of newspaper reporters, condemned,
for a season, to follow in the wake of outward-bound vessels, as an
expiation for the innumerable lies they told during their earthly
career |

] A chegrful mind will derive amusement from almost any combina-
tmn. of circumstances ; and I gathered a fund of it in watching our
family of twenty-four passengers at their meals, during a three-days’
storm that came (}own on us about the middle of the trip. The
:‘;ag::' ;il:l].] ::)vle hlshs’t'mre of the fun. Il?mgine everything fastened
by tZ) . es, chair, etc., and the ladies and ger}tlemen fastened

Y eir seats.as human muscle can do it. The ship is
swaying from side to side like a five-second pendulum. Now she
:t:etll:eo:i:ht.‘,ohs::ab?rd to aln.angle of forty-five degrees. . Soup-plate
Raise pn?endicu,larac?ntv}l: Sl;e grip upon the table with the left.
B S s e B it s o ope over apon. your il
XKty 501:1 : e tg er side, fOrtyLﬁye degrees to larboard.
do. Bang goes the P oparks up your sleeve, in spite of all you can
D again to starboard. 7T'ry horizonfals ; now
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soup, plate and all are swashed into your bosom with a freedom, fer-
vency, and zeal rarely equalled and never surpassed. And so for an
hour the dinner is a running accompaniment of china, glasses, cut-
lery, and spoons, langhable to witness.

At 2 Pt on the 13th of February, 1868, we of the mystic level,”
as poor Burns used to call the Masonic fraternity, stole quietly away
from the crowd to the Purser’s room, and there, having previously
tested each other, by ancient and approved methods, we opened a
moot lodge upon the First Degree, “for Special Purposes” The
names of our temporary dignitaries were these:

1. Robert Morris, late Grand Master of Masons in Kentucky, as
w. M.

2. David W. Thomson, late Grand Lecturer of Illinois, as S. W.

3. George Caichpole, Senior Warden of Rose Lodge No. 590, Rose,
Wayne Co., New York, as J. W. -

4. William Thomas, of St. John’s Lodge, New Brunswick (first
officer of the Steamship France), as Treasurer.

5. George Campbell, of British Oak Lodge No. 831, Stratford, En-
gland (fourth officer of the Steamship France), as Secrefary.

6. W. G. Barrett, of Piatt Lodge No. 194, New York city (Purser
of the Steamship France), as S. D.

7. James Wilson, of Mariners’ Lodge, Liverpool, England (Chief-
Engineer of the Steamship Franc]ez(,) as J. D.

8. Thomas Hughes, of Amity Lodge No. 323, of New York city
{Chief Steward of the Steamship France), as 1s¢ Master of Cer.

9. William Carroll, of Varick Lodge No. 31, Jersey City, N. J.
{(Chief Baker of the Steamship France%, as 2d Master of Cer.

10. William Dempster, of Commonwealth Lodge No. 409, Brooklyn,
N. Y, as Tyler.

This symposium was, in all respects, a notable one, and proceed-
ings of a particularly pleasant character were had. Remarks were
volunteered concerning the practical nature of a fraternity that, uni-
ting the best elements of all societies, avoids the offensive peculiari-
ties of any. The poem entitled The Checkered Pavement was recited
by Mr. Thomson as the sequel to an address delivered by him in
good style. My own share in the proceedings was made up of the
following lines, composed the evening before, upon first beholding
Skellig Revolving Light on the coast of Ireland :
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THE SKELLIG LIGHT.

When hastening eastward o’er the waste,
By ocean-breakers rudely chased,
Our eager eye seeks for the smile
That marks the dangerous Skellig Jsle,
We joy to catch the flashing ray
That guides, unerringly, our way.

‘What though in momentary gloom
Night may resume her sable plume,—
What though the clouds may settle down,
And threaten ocean’s stormiest frown,—
Lo flashing far across the main,
The Skellig Light beams out again!

8o, wandering on life’s stormy sea,

Oh, Craftsmen, by God's grace, may we
The tempest-tost and weary find,
In gloomiest hour, in saddest mind,

Our Skellig Light, from heavenly sun,

To draw us safely, smoothly on.

Should He withdraw His smiling face,
'Tis but to try our faithfulness:
Should He our pilgrimage enshroud,
He stands behind the threatening cloud:
And though He smite us with a blow,
1t is His gentle chastening too!

Craftsmen, draw nigh and learn with me
These lessons from Freemasonry !
Each implement in mystic hand
Bids us this precept understand :
They who would serve the Master’s state,
Must work in Faith, in Patience wait !

We sighted the Irish coast at 8 p.ar, Wednesday, February 12,—
and while I am writing this paragraph I see that on the Irish Grand
Lodge Registry, 1872, are 327 lodges,—landed passengers at Queens-
town the next morning ;* were sailing up the Irish Channel all day

* This was in the middl? of a Fenian scare, and every oneof them, as 1 learned
afterwards, was lrn.sted, Agorously examined, and detained for twenty-four hours,
snder the appreheusion t! it they had come te invade the land.
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Thursday, and finally reached the docks of Liverpool by daylight of
Friday, the 14th, after a pleasant voyage of twelve days, grateful to
God, who had brought me thus far not only in safety, but with a de-
gree of contentment and satisfaction that I had not anticipated. I
ghall ever remember the period of my passage from New York to
Liverpool as haleyonii dies, days of peaceful enjoyment.

COIN OF TRYPHON,
3



CHAPTER IIL
CROSSING ENGLAND AND THE CONTINENT.

LANDED at Liverpool Friday morning, February 14,
1868, and proceeded to London, so as to arrive at 5 p.M.
of the same day. Of course I could observe little or
#| nothing of Liverpool during a morning’s stay. An edifice

designated as “Masonic Hall,” stands, however, not far
from the railway station, and naturally enough I saw that. I regret-
ted the necessity of passing a city so noted for its attention to Ma-
sonic interests as Liverpool ; but the Marseilles steamer for Beyrout
was advertised for Tuesday, February 18, and the failure to secure
a passage in her would entail the loss of ten days’ time. Every hour’s
delay would abridge my stay in Palestine by so much.

Travellers’ tales had led me to expect a severe examination of
baggage in Liverpool; but I found John Bull much more com-
plaisant than I had hoped for. The modus operandi of Custom-
House search was simple enough. The six travelling bags contain-
ing the effects of myself and assistant lying in a corner by them-
selves, a burly-looking officer came up and asked : ’

“ Have you any tobacco? ”

“Alittle for my own use,” responded my friend, “ only enough
for my own use” The package being exhibited (two pounds of nig-
gerhead), the officer continued, with this non sequitur: “ Then I
suppose you can give me a shilling to drink your health ?”

At this unexpected suggestion—obstupui, facitus sustinuique
pedem—I .stood astonished, and silently kept my feet. Recovering,
:::::i:; altx;oa x.no:?t,.l pafssed the coig of the rgaln} known by that
. v n into his itching palm—without thinking of the viola-

y vows as a Good Templar—and so covered the cost of the
proposed 1m.b1b1.t10n. He may possibly have intended his remark as
;{ 3::1::; :t:tf l:hdlcfli Dot turn out so. This was my only examination.
SRl % o :h.ve 'tmvellmg-bags was opened, although capacious

1n cigars to supply even the Prince of Wales for a
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twelvemonth. No other questions were asked, and I confess to havs
departed from Liverpool with most agreeable impressions.

The journey through England, in an express train making forty-
five miles an hour, affords but scanty opportunities for observation.
The railway fare, first-class, Liverpool to London, 210 miles, foots
up about $9. Compare this with the Erie Railway, New York to
Elmira, 270 miles, $8. The motion of cars on the Erie is smooth as
oil; the English cars run like tin pans on wheel-barrows. Reason
is, they have but four wheels to a car, while the Erie has twelve. I
do much of my reading and writing while travelling in American
oars, but you can do no writing here; and reading and talking are
performed under difficulties.

The swiftness and safety of railway-travel in Great Britain, how-
ever, are proverbial. Accidents almost never occur. The carriages
are awkwardly separated into small closets, transversely cut off from
the main structure, each containing room for six passengers, three
facing the front, three the rear. Into these little rooms you are
locked by the conductor (styled the guard), and have no means of
exit except throngh his key. Sleeping-cars, water-closets, fountains
of drinking-water, and means of warming the vehicles, were alike
unknown to railway travellers in England and Europe in the year
of grace 1868. The weather seemed to me warm for the season;
there was so little appearance of snow and ice that the plowmen were
busy in hundreds of fields near the roadside.

Swiftly as we were drawn across this “right little, tight little”
igland of England, I gave thought to the subject alluded to im the
last chapter—the voyages of the Pheenicians to these islands in the
most ancient days.

Even before the Trojan war (B. c. 1184), and of course two cen-
turies before Solomon’s day, the sailors of Tyre came to the Isles of
Tin (Cassiterides), lying between England and Ireland, to barter
Oriental products for this metal, and to the Baltic for amber. The
copper found abundantly in Asia Minor and Cyprus was alloyed at
Tyre with tin, and so &ronze was made, the proper material for arms,
medals, statues, &c. All manner of tools were made of this alloy,
bronze; the plowshare of the farmer, the pick of the miner, the
hammer and’ compass of the architect, the burin of the engraver,
arrowheads, lanceheads and javelins, swords, bucklers, helmets,
cuirasses, &e. If tin is the Pythias, copper is the Damon of this
compound.
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Seeing so large a portion of the islanc% covered by noble}nen’s
parks reminds & man of his Horace: jam pauca aratro jugera
regi@, moles relinguent—the palaces of the great suffer scanty
acreage to the plowman; and it does really puzzle the observer to see
where the farms or the farmers are. Castlesare distinct enough, and
in numbers, but farm-houses, few and far between.

Arriving in London 5 P. ., I drove to Anderton’s Hotel, No.
162 Fleet-street, a house which I had seen advertised, under a
Masonic emblem, in a publication on board ship. 1t is an old estab-
lishment, and the rooms are dark and misty, but kept scrupulously
clean. The waiters are attentive, and the “eating department ” all
that can be desired. The upper story of this hotel has long been
used for Masonic meetings. Observing quite a pile of Wardens sta-
tions lumbering up the stairs, it was explained that the lodge-rooms
up-stairs are undergoing a course of cleansing and restoration, and the
furniture removed for the purpose. At this hotel, I first remarked
that on this side the Atlantic a ¢raveller’s name is not asked for.
His entity is simply that of the number of his bedroom, and his
bills are made out accordingly. I haveno idea that «the gentlemanly
clerk ” of Anderton’s Hotel knows my name even to this day.

I need not say that I felt it to be a real deprivation to pass through
London without calling upon the Masonic brethren there; but on
my return I hoped to take more time, and give at least a sketch of
Free Masonry as it exists in London, as well as in the three Grand
Lodges of England, Scotland, and Ireland.

Saturday was spent in active pursuits. I visited St. Paul’s Cathe- -
dral, to the top of which I climbed, only to look out through a fog
50 dense that the secretary of my lodge might write with it. It re-
minded me for all the world of ’s oration before the
.Grand Lodge of Disgusted with the fog, I descended, mak-
ing a vow that I would never go up there again. And I never
have. 1In the Whispering Gallery 1 tried a Masonic communication
with a friend, and found it went through intact. Visited the tomb
v the hon?red builder of the cathedral, Christopher Wren, and read
its appropriate epitaph, “ Circumspice,” &c., &c., so ridiculously ap-
plied on the seal of the State of Michigan.

; Thence by the Thames river to Westminster ; inspected the Par-
liament buildizgs, which I find already crumbling to dust as rapidly

as the CouFt-House in Lonisville, Kentucky ; then spent a gloriou
two hours in Westminster Abbey.
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The rest of the day was occupied in making preparations for de-
parture, and at 8.30 .M. I took the Southeastern Railway, at Cannon-
street station, for Dover, which was reached at 10.30 p.x.

A visitor to Jerusalem is shown a spot, beneath the lantern in the
Greek Chapel of the Holy Sepulchre, styled the geographical centre
of the earth. In a circle of pavement stands a short marble column
to designate so remarkable a punctum! Traditions of various kinds
cluster around the spot, one, particularly, that from here was taken
the clay of which Adam was made! In the same light I view Lon-
dor, the centre of Ancient York Masonry. From hence,in 1733, was
gent the holy spark to our Western fields that has kindled into so
goodly a blaze, one American lodge swelling (in 139 years) to nearly
9,000, and the four original lodges of London increasing, through
England, Scotland, Ireland, the European nations, and the colonies
in all quarters of the earth, to 4,000. Even the lodges of Mark Mas-
ters here (lodges whese rituals are based upon a mere allusion in
the degree of fellow-craft) number in 1872 about 100, governed by
a Mark Grand Lodge of England, whose officers are the princes of
the land. This, then, is the true Masonic Cenire of the world;
from this dust was our Masonic Adam moulded!

The Grand Lodge of England is composed substantially of the
same officers as our own, adding a few not usunally nominated on
our side of the water, such as Grand Superintendent of Works,
Grand Director of Ceremonies, Grand Organist, &. But what is
peculiar to this country, and plainly grows out of the autocratic
character of Freemasonry in monarchical countries, is the fact that
all or nearly all the officers of the Grand Lodge are appointed by the
Grand Master. This is particularly the case with the Grand Secre-
tary, who, in England, is simply clerk of the Grand Lodge, wielding
and assuming none of the despotic powers often so offensively as-
sumed and wielded in the American Grand Lodges by that func-
tionary.

Apropos of this absolute subordination of the Grand Secretary to
the Grand Master, this anecdote is related of the Grand Lodge
of England in 1868: Complaints had been made against the Grand
Secretary for his want of communicativeness and courtesy to those
who call upon him, &c., &e. This was producing considerable ill -
feeling in the Grand Lodge; and as the Earl of Zetland, the Grand
Master, declined to interfere, or perhaps was unable to apply a
_ remedy, and as there was no way to reach the Grand Secretary ez-
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cept by displacing the Grand Master, a distinguished London brother
arose in open Grand Lodge, and nominated himself for Grand Mas-
ter, expressly stating that the reason for this unprecedented and appar-
ently immodest act was that a Grand Secretary onght to be appointed
who would attend to the business of the office and pay a decent re-
spect to the feelings of hisbrethren! Of course the nomination failed ;
indeed, it was not even seconded ; yet it may, for all that, have some
of the intended effect.

In addressing the Grand Master of England, Masonic etiquette
demands that all communications shall pass through the hands of the
Deputy Grand Master, the Grand Registrar, or the Grand Secretary ;
otherwise they will scarcely have attention. It is not likely, in point
of fact, that such men as the Duke of Sussex, the Earl of Zetland,
the Duke of Leinster, and noblemen of those high grades, give other
consideration to the details of the Masonic institution than to preside
at the ordinary and extraordinary communications of Grand Lodges,
and the festivals that constitute the sequel@ of those occasions. No
questions upon Masonic Law are submitted to the Grand Master.
No vezata questiones of usage, of lodge altercations, of irregunlari-
ties in Masonic proceedings, and the like, are pushed into his lord-
ship’s pocket to disturb the smooth digestion of his dinner. All
these matters have a common direction here, that of the Board of
General Purposes, as it is styled, a sort of imperium in tmperio, hap-
pily unknown in the United States. This Board, I am told, so
thoroughly digests the greater part of the business submitted to its
charge, that it is never heard of again.

Neither does the Grand Master of England ever deliver formal
uddresses to his Grand Lodge. By this, it will be seen how easy is
Flis berth, compared with that of an American Grand Master, who
is often crowded with correspondence, sometimes tyrannized over by
his own Grand Secretary, and scarcely ever allowed his little bill of
. sb.nt’lonery and postage-money” for his trouble. It is social
position alone that qualifies a gentleman here for the high office of
f}rand .Mustcr. The most exalted nobleman who will accept it has
it, of right. Quoting from an article from the pen of my old coad-
Jutor, Bro. E. D. Cooke, “The election of Grand Master in this coun-
tryis not due to any knowledge a man may possess of the institution,
;1; :,nl{u:bgilgp?n 11;3 t};;rt to.plerforfn. the duties of that exalted posi-
- rtasiong Y social position he may occupy.” All this,

no enied, sounds queerly to those who are accustomed to
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view the Masonic fraternity as a band of men who “meet upon the
level and who part upon the square.”

Americans visiting Europe are scarcely ever able to tell us any-
thing of Freemasonry in that conntry, when they come home, even
thongh they may themselves be members of the craft. This used to

.strike me strangely. On being questioned, they would reply that they
could not find out the time of lodge-meetings; or that nobody could
tell them where the lodge-room was. These replies are based upon
ignorance of the peculiarities of the Order in England. Most Lodges
here have no halls ; but few of them have even a room of their own.
They meet for the greater part in the upper rooms of taverns rented
by the season. Their Masonic furniture and paraphernalia, which
are extremely scanty, are brought out of chests and wardrobes and
arranged for the single occasion. The meeting being over, these
sacred objects are again concealed from public sight, and the room
restored to travellers’ uses. Of course, then, when you inquire of
your landlord, your banker, or your general correspondent, “where
is the lodge-hall ?” he confesses his ignorance, and, if himselfa non-
Mason, most likely volunteers the opinion that there is no Freemason’s
Lodge in the place! Again, nearly all travellers from our own coun-
try to Europe go abroad ¢n fhe summer. But at that season the
Masonic Lodges do nof meet at all. From about the middle of June
to October there is no life in European Masonry whatever. No
wonder then that our countrymen come back to us as ignorant npon
peculiarities of the Order in foreign countries as they left. The
remedies are twofold: ZFirst, to provide one'’s self with a Masonic
Register of the foreign Lodges; Second, to go abroad in the fall or
winter, when Freemasonry in all the Masonic countries of Europe is
active.

Crossing the channel between Dover and Calais in a ferry-boat,
compared with which the one that connects Snooksborough with
Pumpkinville, on the Tennessee river, is a gorgeous palace, I left
Calais at 1.30 A. u.,, Sunday, February 16, and reached the capital
of France in six hours. Just as I hand this page to the printer
(February 1, 187), I notice that « the project of a steam-ferry across
the Straits of Dover is approved by a commission of the French
Assembly,” and the editor of one of the New York papers comment-
ing upon the fact justly says, had the estuary of the Delaware been a¢
broad as the English Channel at Dover, it would long ago have been
oridged by magnificent ferry-boats such as ply between New York
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and Jersey City. Yet the great cities of London and Paris have not
hitherto been able to devise any better means of crossing their narrow
sea than cock-boats, which make every one sick who sets foot on
them. There is a prospect now, we are happy to see, of an improve:
ment.

Owing to the detention of a piece of baggage by some blundering
official, I was detained in Paris till 8 p. M. The system of forward-
ing baggage on the English and Continental railways is exactly what
it was in our country in 1830; a century behind 1868. Anything
like a “ through baggage system ” of duplicate checks has not passed
through the wool of railway theorists in Europe, though, as far as
Freemasonry is concerned, these Parisians have literature enough,
seventeen Masonic periodicals being published here, and thirty-nine.
in Germany.

I spent Sunday in Paris by visiting Pére la Chaise Cemetery, where
the graves of Marshal Massena, Arago, Abélard and Heloise, and a
host of others demand consideration. Thence to Notre-Dame Cath-
edral, of which I knew so much in youthful days from reading “ The
Hunchback” of Victor Hugo. Thence to the garden of the Tuileries
and places adjacent. The Place de la Concorde is the most splendid
collection of objects grand and sublime that I ever witnessed -

At 8 p. . left Paris for Marseilles; reached it at noon on Monday,
after a delightful journey through the heart of France. But as the
cars have no heating apparatus, the servants brought in a cylinder of
hot water every hundred miles or so, and put it undeér my feet, giving
me a vivid apprehension of a blow-up every minute. Called at the
office of the great steamship line, Messageries Impériales (the Imperial
Express Co.), aud took second-class ticket to Beyrout. At Marseilles
visited The Sailors’ Club, a philanthropic institution, on the model of
our Young Men’s Christian Associations. Also visited the American
Consul to have passport viséed; but he assured me that this was
unnecessary, unless I was going to Rome.

On Tuesday, February 18, at 5} p. u., I sailed from Marseilles in
the French steamer L’Amérique (The America). The harbor is a
manle of natural and artificial streugth. The amount of shipping
seen 1n it is very great, the iron steamers alone being a host. Only
two meals a day are served on these boats, viz.: breakfastat 10 A. 1.,

dinner at 5 P. ). Bat they give me a good cup of coffee and a crust
of bread at rising, and I survive, 4
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CHAPTER IV.

CoASTING THE MEDITERRANEAN.

passed too rapidly through Liverpool, London, Paris, and
Marseilles, as I have said, spending but a day in each. It
was a temptation hardly to be resisted to devote at least a

» month to revive old friendships, and form new ones among
the Masons of ‘those cities. But I had a higher work before me-
Moneys had been entrusted to me, a sacred deposit, to be expended
in Syrian Ezplorations, so I listened not to the voice of the tempter,
but turning my face sternly to Z%e¢ Orient 1 passed on.

I left Marseilles February 18th, on the French steamship L’ Amé-
rique (America), bound for Beyrout, viz Palermo, Messina, Syra,
Smyrna, Rhodes, Mersina, Alexandrette, Latakia, and Tripoli, and
due at Beyrout March 8d. On L’A4mérique, only one Masonic
passenger was at first visible, Capt. E. H. Ourrey, of the brig C. F.
Eaton, of New York, his membership being in Halifax, Nova Scotia,
and one officer, Brother Le Maitre, first officer of the steamer L’ Amé-
rique. He is a resident of Marseilles, and particularly well informed
in thedetails of French Masonry. Before we reached Smyrna another
Mason, a fellow-passenger, came on board.

Passing southeastwardly, the Straits of Gibraltar, guarded by the
Pillars of Hercules, were far on my right hand, and of course invis-
ible. These pillars, named respectively Calpe and Abdylo, stood, in
the days when giants might be imagined, the twin, prodmous mon-
oliths similar in purpose to the artificial pyramids.

They must have struck the gaze of the astonished and awed discov-
erers navigating this silent Mediterranean as the colossal pillars on
which burned the double lights of Baal. So to the Pheenician sailors
who first descried and then stemmed boldly through these peaked and
majestic straits,—so to those men of Tyre, whose devices were the fire-
white horns of the globed Ashtaroth, appeared these monster rocks,
pillar-portals, fire-topped as the last world-beacon closing in that
slassic sea.—Jennings’ Rosicrucians.
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COIN WITH PILLARS OF HERCULES,
AND MAP OF CORSICA.

Passing the island of Corsica, I gave some hours of contemplation
to that great man, our Masonic brother, born on this mountainous
isle, Napoleon Bonaparte. It is about a century since his boyish eyes
ooked forth from those snowy crags over the beautiful and memo-
sable sea before me. We need not indorse all his actions to acknowl-
edge him as a brother. A Masonic fraternity was founded at Parig in
1816, by the adherents of the then exiled Napoleon. Its ritual com-
prised three degrees: 1. Knight; 2. Commander; 3. Grand Elect.
The third degree was divided into three classes: 1. Secret Judge;
2. Perfect Initiate; 3. Knight of the Oaken Crown, all having refer-
ence to Napoleon. Bertrand, then a voluntary exile with his
imperial master at St. Helena, was chosen Grand Master, the single
aim of the whole being the restoration of Napoleon.—Macoy’s Ma-
sonic Cyclopedia. (How perfect the parallel between this and the
various Scotch and chapitral rites established to advance the resto-
ration of the Pretender to the English crown.)

Among the medals struck during the brilliant career of Napoleon,
there are several that commemorate his Masonic affiliation ; one,
dated December 31, 1807, has for motto, Nova luz oculis effulsit et
3‘ngens—new and great light bursts upon our vision. On the obverse
18 a cabinet of Masonic emblems, below a star with five radiating
cusps, and the words Lodge Ecossaise Napoléon (Scottish Napoleon
I,Oflge). 'On the reverse we have in French the words Silence,
Friendship, Beneficence, with the square and compass grouped in an
oak crown, and the words (in French) Orient of Leghorn, 1807.

) 113 memory of this wonderful man, whose patronage of the Masonic
institution gave it an impetus in France and Europe which it never
has lost, T begin at Corsica, marked “ A ” on the map, to locate the
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names of American Masons, and write here ten eminent in
military as well as Masonic fame, viz.:—General Hancock, General
Herron, General McClellan, General Hurlbut, General Wash-
burn, General Butler, General Manson, General Woodruff, Gen-
eral Zollicoffer, General Anderson. [The announcement of the
death of this excellent man reaches me while, in 1871, I am conning
over this chapter.]

An excellent book upon Corsica is that of Hon. S. 8. Cox, pub-
lished in 1870, called, 4 Search for Winter Sunbeams. Before this,
the island had been ferra tncognife, an unknown country. But
Mr. Cox shows that it is the connecting link between the two
continents, in the centre of the basin of the Western Mediterranean.
Its mountains are midway between the Atlas range and the Alps, and
unite the fruitful vigor of the former with the rugged grandeur of
the latter, and the vegetable growth of each. Like the Holy Land,
this broken region produces everything, from the lemon, orange, and
date, to the pine, ilex, and oak.

Between Italy and Sicily I first struck the track, figuratively speak-
ing, of the great Christian itinerant and martyr, St. Paul, of whom
I shall have more to say in this work. Here I began to realize that
I was entering upon Scriptural scenes and events. To the left,
yonder, almost in sight, was Rome, then and now, for many hundred
years, closed to Freemasonry,* the scene of Paul’s martyrdom, the
place from which his most wonderful epistles were dated. Nearer
was the Island of Caprera, on which the Grand Master of Italian
Masons, Garibaldi, was then a political prisoner. He might have
been in his doorway looking out upon our steamer as we passed. On
the right, as I sailed, lay in the distance Malta, the scene of chivalric
exploits, the place of Paul’s shipwreck. Before me were the straits,
on the right and left of which stood those ancient terrors, Scylla and
Charybdis.

Sailing near Crotona, on the eastern coast of Italy, I'recalled the
name and labors of Pythagoras, commemorated in the Freemason’s
Monitor in these words: “Our ancient friend and brother, the
great Pythagoras, who, in his travels through Asia, Africa, and
Europe, was initiated into several orders of priesthood and raised to

* Since this page was written the Grand Lodge of Italy has been transferred to
Rome, the Pope having lost all political power, and only remaining in Rome on suf
ferance. Verily the whirligig of time makes wondrous changes!
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the sublime degree of a Master Mason.” Here, at Crotona, his cele-
brated school of philosophy was established, about B.c. 539, in which
the sciences enumergted in the Fellow-Crafts Lecture were incul-
cated, viz, grammar, rhetoric, logic, arithmetic, geometry, music, and
astronomy. From Pythagoras (often erroneously accented on the
penult) many of our Masonic lodges are named, as for instance
Crotona Lodge No. 339, Ky.; and any number of Pythagoras lodges.

Masonic honors are paid to Pythagoras as the reputed discoverer
of the forty-seventh problem of Euclid, thus acknowledged in the
Monitor : “This wise philosopher enriched his mind abundantly in a
general knowledge of things, and more especially in Geometry or
Masonry; on this subject he drew out many problems and theorems,
and among the most distinguished he erected this, which, in the joy
of his heart, he called Eureka, in the Grecian language signifying 7
have found it/ and upon the discovery of which he is said to have
sacrificed & hecatomb. It teaches Masons to be general lovers of the
arts and sciences.” In the degree of Eureka Hiatus, however, this
discovery is attributed to an aged brother, Huramen, who lived four
hundred years earlier. Damon and Pythias, whose friendship was
modelled after that of David and Jonathan, were pupils of the
Pythagorean school, and lived about B.c. 387. Qut of their story
some ingenious Americans have recently modelled a « secret order,”
surnamed Knights of Pythias.

In memory of this wonderful man, who perhaps did more to shape
the philosophy and culéus of the ancient world than any other, not
inspired author, I have located here, at Crotona, marked «“ B ” upon
the map, the names of ten Masonic authors of modern times whose
labors run parallel with those of the sublime Pythagoras, viz, George
W. Chase, James' B. Taylor, Giles F. Yates, Wilkins Tannehill,
George Gray, J. W. S. Mitchell, A. T. C. Pearson, G. W. Steinbrenner,
William S. Rockwell, and Sidney Hayden.

Pa:ssing the island of Paros, I reflected upon that famous fabrio
“which was supported by fourteen hundred and fifty-three columns
and two thfmsand nine hundred and six pilasters, all hewn from the
finest Parian marble” If this calculation is correct, the traffic
::;:::31@2 gfgifrl, the Be:p}(:}'t of Jerusalem, and t_he quar.ries upon this
Sl e :':1 ?xlxu]f’h ave been very exFensn'e. With the small
gt {] d enician commerce, 1t.1vas a stupendous labor

¥ such, and so many, columns and pilasters over the seas. 1
had no opportunity to see the quarries. The island itself is about
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thirty miles in length. The following outline cut will give an idea
of it.

In memory of a place per-
petuated in Masonic tradi-
tion, marked “C” upon the
map, I locate the names of
ten such “shafts of Parian
marble” as King Solomon
would have approved, viz.,

John Sheville, Jerome B.

Borden, George W. Flem-

ing, W. J. Millard, James WUAP OF FRT0R.
Cruikshank, Elisha D.

Cooke, James L. Enos,

George D. Norris, Stillman Blanchard, and James Crooks.

It wasg a trial to my feelings to skirt thus rapidly the coasts of
Greece ; debarred for want of time from visiting scenes with which
my studies have familiarized me from boyhood. Toward the Acrop-
olig, at Athens, I directed a longing gaze. The pilot guided me in
pointing my finger toward it. He says that, like the hill on which
Solomon’s Temple stood, it is most accessible from the northwest
Robinson says that on the oblong area of its levelled surface were
collected the noblest monuments of Grecian taste. It was the very
sanctuary of the arts, the glory and the religion of ancient Athens.
Here stood the sixth of the seven ancient wonders of the world, the
ivory and gold statue of Jupiter Olympus, erected by Phidias, B.c.
440, which measured thirty-nine feet in height.

To commemorate this ancient wonder, traditionally associated with
Ancient Operative Masonry, at Athens, marked “D” on the map, I
~ locate the names of ten Masonic characters as beautifully propor-
tioned in their moral members as the statue of Jupiter was in the
physical, viz., Daniel Sickels, J. L. Gould, George Babcock, John
Robin McDaniel, Frank Darrow, Robert N. Brown, William Hacker,
J. J. Rubottom, I. N. Stackhouse, and William S. Combs.

In conversation with our Greek pilot, when I told him that Solon,
B.C. 600, laid it down, as the first essential condition of happiness,
that a man should live in a well-ordered country, he shrugged his
shoulders Greek fashion, and replied : “Lucky for Solon he does not
live here now !”

At Syra we had taken in as a passenger Bro. R. Westfield, a member
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of Homer Lodge No. 806, at Smyrna.  As we were to lie some forty-
eight hours in Smyrna, I was fortunate in securing, through Bro.
Westfield, an introduction to Bro. Franchia, Worshipful Master of
Homer Lodge No. 806, and through him to a large number of
Masons. A meeting was promptly called at 8.30 p.x. of February
25th, where I found about twoscore of the brethren, and enjoyed an
entertainment as novel to me as it was delightful. I am sure I can
never forget it. To understand my description the reader is in-
formed that Smyrna is a city made up, in its foreign elements, of rep-
resentatives of all civilized nations. It has in 1872 at least seven
lodges and two Royal Arch Chapters, together with a Consistory S.
P. R. S. 32°. The names of the various Masonic bodies, so far as
I can gather them, are these: .

1. 8t. Johw’s Royal Arch Chapter U. D.—The dispensation for
this chapter was granted by the G. G. High-Priest of the G. G. Royal
Arch Chapter of the United States, May 6th, 1863. The period for
the return of the dispensation (September, 1865) having been per-
mitted, inadvertently, to elapse without the performance of that
necessary duty, the labors of the chapter temporarily ceased ; but
movements were making to secure a new dispensation at once, and
a warrant in September following. The elementsincorporated in this
chapter are of the very best. They work the American rituals pure
and simple, and have good apartments fitted up expressly for Royal
Arch use*

2. A Chapter (name unknown to me).—Working Rosicrucian Ma-
sonry, under authority of the Italian Grand Orient. Of this, in my
brief stay, I could not secure reliable reports. It had lately been set
to work.

3. Homer Lodge No. 806.—Warranted in 1860. This has forty-five
or fifty members, and is now the oldest working lodge in Smyrna.
It is deservedly ranked as one of the best lodges on the English
Register, outside the mother-country. The rituals are the English
standards; furniture and equipments of the lodge the same.

4. St. George Lodge No. 1,015.—Authorized in 1866 by the Grand
Lodge of England. This lodge has about sixty-five members. The

. © It is pleasant to add that, owing to representations I made to the proper anthor
ities, they renewed the dispensation of this chapter in 1868, and the companions are
uow (in 1872) briskly at work. The chapter is reported, in the proceedings of the
Genera! Grand Royal Arch Chapter, September, 1871, as “ St. John’s, Smyrna, Tur-
key, May, 1863. September 18, 1868.”
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rituals are in the Greek language, but, as I understand, translated
literally from the English. The Greek population of Smyrna is very
farge and respectable.

5. Decran Lodge No. 1,014.—Warranted by the Grand Lodge of
England in 1864. This lodge has about sixty members. The rit-
uals are the same as those of St. George, but the membership is
Armenian—a class here embracing many of the wealthiest people of
the city.

6. Stella Ionia Lodge No. ——Warranted by the Grand Lodge of
Italy in 1864. This lodge has about seventy-five members. The
rituals are Italian. I was unable to get much information concern-
ing this lodge.

1. Eleusinian Lodge No. 987—This was intended as a summer
lodge at Ephesus, but its officers and members resided in Smyrna.

8. Sion’s Lodge—This was organized at the close of the year 1870,
of Jewish brethren.

9. St. John’s Lodge No. 952 —Working under English authority.

All these Smyrna lodges hold their meetings in the same room; a
commodious, well-ventilated apartment, with handsome cornices,
abundant ante-chambers, etc., etc. The arrangements of an English
lodge will doubtless be novel to many of my readers. There is no
Altar, but a pedestal directly in front of the Worshipful Master
serves the purpose of one. The emblems usually delineated on the
Master’s carpet, such as the Ashlars, Globes, Tokens of Service, and
the like, are presented here in the form of tangible objects grouped
around and in front of the Master’s station, and form very attractive
images to the eye; more 80, indeed, than merely painted emblems.
The stations of the officers are substantially the same as ours.

The form of notification sent out by the Worshipful Master was
this: “ An Emergency General Meeting of Masons will be held to-
day, Tuesday, the 25th of February, at 84 p.M., which all members are
requested punctually to attend. The business of the evening will be
to receive two American Masonié Brethren.” Some of the names
minuted for the Tyler’s use on this Summons are: Thomas Janson,
Secretary; F. Stano, F. W. Spiegelthal, W. Shotton, A. F. Raboly,
James Rees, G. Perrin, T. Papworth, S. Papps, E. Parodis, J. O’Con-
nor, N. Nubarian, G. Mollhausen, Louis Meyer, Arthur Lawson, Dr.
Kossonis, Issigonis, St. Joly, Fres. Joly, Ed. Joly, Jo. Hadgi, C. R.
Hefter, T. Hatton, L. Haco, E. Georganspula, J. Ganon, G. Fyfe, J.
Praser, Th. Franghia, F. Franghia, A. Fontrier, St. Dirutzuyan, J
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Manusso Dani, Paul Clement, C. P. Charlton, Manoli Cassimati, P
Batty, Jacob Berchten, J. Bottomly, R. Barnard, James Al.bon. "l‘he
mri&y of languages represented in this nomenclature will foreibly
strike the reader.

This “Emergency Lodge ” was opened on the degree of Entered
Apprentice at 8.30 P.), it being then 144 p.M. at L-a Grange, Ken-
tucky—difference in time, six hours thirty-six minutes. It was
pleasant to observe that as each brother prepared himself “to serve”
his Divine Master in the opening and work of the lodge, he “girded
himself” (as intimated in Luke xvii. 8) with his apron, the badge of
innocence, and quietly entered «the sacred retreat of friendship,”
the S. S. of Him who fashioneth our hearts alike. (Ps. xxxiii. 15.)

A committee of six, two bearing large swords of state and wands,
waited upon me in the reception-room and escorted mein. A Salute
of Honor was given (the “Private Grand Honors” as we call the
Salute), and I was inducted into the Oriental chair, and welcomed
in an eloguent manner by Brother Carrére. My reply, which occu-
pied about thirty minutes, was translated into French by Brother C.
G. Carrére, LL.D., a barrister of high eminence here. The graceful-
ness and ease of his rendering cannot be surpassed. His manner is
polished, yet dignified and commanding.

I began by solemnly saluting the assembly in the name of tne
gpeaker ; of the Craft Universal ; and of T. G. A. O. T. U,, at whose
right hand are eternal pleasures. (Ps. xvi.11.) I told them how
numerous is the great Fraternity in the United States, and of what
classes of citizens it is composed. I assured them that we Ameri-
cans are in general an inquiring people, and having been taught in

== our Masonic traditions that Freemasonry originated in Palestine,.
gome four thousand of them had united in making me in some sort
& representative for the purpose of initiating a series of investiga-
tions into the sacred land, and its ruins, scattered so abundantly and.
so mournfully there. I told them that I was then upon my journey
to the Holy Land. T recalled to their memory one greatly beloved
in .Smyma, who, I regretted to find, had returned to England after
doing a good work for Freemasonry in the Levant, viz., Bro. Hyde
C]a.rk ; and I assured them that my mission had his valued appro-
})atlon. Iu alater chapter of this book I will give his portrait. I
informed them that, by promise to my constituents at home, the re-
eults of my researches and a full account of my travels would be
published for general pernsal, and that copies should be placed in
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stheir hands. I told them that in my literary labo.s I had composed
a number of poems, a few of which I would proceed to recite.

Then I gave them The Level and Square ; Our Vows ; One Hour
«with You ; and The Gavel Song ; all of which seemed to give them
ipleasure.

Responses were made by Bro. Carrére, Bro. Staab, and others in
English, and one at considerable length in Greek by Bro. Dr. S.
Karacoussis, a Greek physician of eminence here. This was inter-
;preted to me by Bro. Carrére. The learned doctor takes the same
view of the Oriental origin and antiquity of Freemasonry that we do.
His theory of Masonic patriotism and benevolence is very lofty and
.grand. He encouraged me gréatly in my KEastern researches, as
indeed did they all. An invitation was tendered to me to spend
some time here next summer, which I accepted, and we arranged for
.a Masonic Picnic to be held June 24th, 1868, at ancient Ephesus,
.about twenty-five miles south of Smyrna. This plan, however, failed,
-owing to my adopting a different route on my return home in June.

A call was then made upon me to close the lodge strictly upon
‘the American system, which I did. Then we adjourned to refresh-
‘ments, from which I managed to withdraw so as to be on board the
steamer by midnight. As I had spent the day mostly in visiting
bazaars, climbing to the great castle in the rear of the city, and per-
:ambulating it in all directions, it may readily be imagined that I was
in a condition demanding repose.

As one evidence of the national variety that made up this meeting,
I mention the names of Bro. Landon, an American ; Westfield, a
German ; Franghia, Cassimarti, Dirutznyan, Fontrier, Georgan-
-spula, Staab, Karacoussis, Hadji, Issigonis, Nubarian, Raboly, Steph-
:am, Jedeschi, Jimoni, Thukides, and Venezeans, of the Greek,
French, Armenian, and English. The only American brother resi-
'dent here, whose acquaintance I formed, was Brother Landon, origi-
nally from Boston, Worshipful Master of the Lodge at Ephesus;
'more than forty years a Mason, and in whom the sacred fire was
sburning unimpaired. His death in 1870 left a wide hiatus in that
Masonic and social circle.

I cannot leave the subject of my visit to Smyrna without recalling
ithe truly Masonic earnestness manifested by all. The Oriental usage
of meeting and parting with a Liss of peace (Romans xvi. 16), while
it seems strange in others. appears strangely appropriate among
these Levant Masons. When I mentioned casually, in the reception-
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room, that the first money which, as a little boy, I ever possessed, }
gave, i 1826, to the cause of suffering Greece, the Greelf brethren
present almost smothered me with kisses. And when I said farewell
to the party who accompanied me to the ship on the 26th, the same
salutations were exchanged. I confess that I never before felt the
universality of Freemasonry as now, and never estimated so highly
its mighty powers for good.

One ceremony they perform in these Smyrna lodges I may relate
without s violation of confidence. Whenever in my remarks to the
Lodge I used the name of Deity, all my anditors arose and stood
before that “shadowed image” to which the sweet bard of Scottish
Freemasonry refers, as

“That hieroglyphic bright
Which none but Craftsmen ever saw.”

Ag every reader can learn what he wants to know by looking
for “Smyrpa” in the Cyclopedia, I occupy but short space with a
description. This city, styled the ornament of Asia (agalma fees
Asias), was celebrated by the ancients as ome of the fairest and
noblest cities of Ionia. It was founded, probably, by a woman of
the same name, an Amazon, of the Cumeans, about B.c. 1015, the
period when King David was “preparing with all his might, for the
house of his God, gold, silver, brass, iron, wood, onyx-stones and al}
mauner of precious stones and marble stones in abundance.” (1 Chr.
xxix. 2) Although fen times destroyed by fierce throes of nature
and fiercer men, Smyrna has fen fimes risen from her ruins, and is
still the largest commercial city of Asia Minor, promising even to
eclipse Constantinople. Herodotus, B.c. 444, says, “it has the finest
¢ky and climate in the world, and a soil extremely productive.”
Great names are associated with Smyrna. Pythogoras was born
about B.Cc. 570 at Samos, only a few miles south of Smyrna, and
must have spent much of his early life here. Homer, about B.C.
9(:52, was perhaps born here. St Paul unquestionably had one of
his preaching stations at Smyrna, and here was that one of the
geven churches of Asia to which “the beloved Disciple,” the good
St. Jobn the Evangelist, he who bare record of the word of God and
the testimony of the Lord Jesus Christ, and of all things that he saw
(R-ev. i. 2), and whom all loving Masons claim as a brother, wrote
this thrilling epistle: « These things saith the first and last, which
was dead and is alive. I know thy worksand tribulation and voverty
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(but thou art rich), and I know the blasphemy of themn which say
they are Jews and are not, but are the synagogue of Satan. Fear
none of those things which thou shalt suffer; behold, the devil shall
cast some of you into prison that ye may be tried; and ye shall have
tribulation ten days; be thou faithful unto death and I will give thee
a crown of life.” (Rev. ii. 8-10.) And here that grand old evangelist
Polycarp (what an appropriate name, the seed-abounding !) preached
and labored for seventy-four years, making good testimony of his
faith by suffering death at the stake A.p. 167, under the reign of
Marcus Aurelius Antoninus. His tomb.is still shown, designated by
a fine old eypress-tree. )

Along the east side of the city is a beautiful plain full of villages.
"T'wo lines of railway run out in that direction; one finished to Aidin
(Tralles) by way of Ephesus, eighty miles; the other to Magnesia
and Kassaba, sixty miles. Trains run daily over these lines at the
rate of twenty-five miles an hour.

An account of the sieges this city has suffered, and the terrible dis-
asters consequent upon its numerous captures and destruction,
would fill a volume. Operative Masons will be interested to know
that when Timour the Tartar (Taimour-lang) captured Smyrna,
A.D. 1402, after a blockade of fourteen days, he slew all the inhabitants
and demolished the houses. In rebuilding a portion for military
purposes, he ordered all the heads of the slain to be duilf info the
walls with mortar and stone. History fails to say what sort of ma-
terials these proved to be.

Smyrna and the country around it abound in antiquities, the
best description of which I have seen being that in “The Seven
Churches of Asia,” by A. Svoboda, 1869, with an introduetion by our
good Mason brother Prof. H. B. Tristam, of England. A copy of this,
with twenty photographs pasted on the corresponding leaves, isin the
possession of Col. H. J. Goodrich, Chicago, Illinois. Amongst these
ruins the most remarkable is the sculpture made by Sesostris at
Kara-Bell, not long after those cut on the rocks near Beyrout, which
I shall minutely describe in their place. These were only discovered
in 1839, although described by Herodotus more than 2,300 yearsago.
It is sculptured in relief, sunk in a panel cut into the perpendicular
surfaze of a massive, calcareous hard rock, in height about seven
feet. 'The image is represented in profile, looking to the east. The
inscription, as described by Herodotus, although now obliterated by
the tooth of time in thirty-four centuries, read thus: «I conquered

this country by the might of my arms.”
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In the vicinity of Smyrna, six miles from Sardis, are the remains
of the largest tomb in the world, that of Algattes, father of the opu-
lent Craesus, to whom the adage “rich as Creesus” applies. Thig im
mense monument is 3,800 feet in circumference and very lofty. The

se is of very large stones, the rest earth. Ierodotus says it was
erected by tradesmen, mechanics, and strumpets, and rather oddly
adds that the latter did the most of it!

The far-famed mausoleum of Mausolus, King of Caria, erected by
Artemisia, his queen, and the second of the Seven Wonders of the
ancient world, was at Halicarnassus, not far from Smyrna. It was
built B.c. 350. Artemisia invited all the literary men of the age to
compete for the best elegiac panegyric npon the deceased, and ad-
judged the prize to Theopompus, B.c. 357. The statue of Mausolus,
taken from these ruins, is now in the British Museum at London.

To commemorate this model of all funeral piles, I locate at this
place, marked on the map “I,” the names of ten eminent Masons,
Grand Masters, and Past Grand Masters, viz.: Theodore S. Parvin,
Samuel M. Todd, D. H. Wheeler, Hiram Bassett, J. M. S, McCorkle,
John Scott, D. C. Cregier, Wm. M. Wilson, Thomas A. Doyle,
William E. Pine, Philip C. Tucker, Jr.

In passing through Smyrna, the first Oriental city I had ever
visited, I was struck, as all travellers are, with the unexpected
variety of scenes, the people of so many colors and creeds, and the
customs, so novel to an American. A few pages from my note-book
will serve to show how my mind was affected, and will exhibit my

method of jotting down information during my whole journey through
the East:

Greek boatmen in pantalettes; they face the way they row; oars
fastened to rowlocks, and weighted to accommodate feeble wrists:
prices of labor, low; handkerchiefs around head ; talk in strident
tones as if quarreling; gesticulate like St. Vitus; merchandise; piles
of madder on docks; cotton bales hooped with five iron bands;
ihrough whole day’s ramble felt as if in lanes and by-ways, and that

should resently come ont into a broad street, but never did;
streets only eight to twelve feet wide; Camel, solemn, stately-stepi
Fmtg’ silent, serious ship of the desert, clipper-rigged, his spongy
to}:e sprawling all over t e wide paving-stones, as though to gragp

lem and secure a footing; each wears a nose-bag like a huge
mouchoir ; always five camels in a row, following a little donkey who
oc::flmc a l}:gger one on his back: the procession of six is coupled by
= bb N;lt le(:'t,'t}'lng them neck to neck ; number six wears a large

-bell, having inside of it a small bell with a clapper; un-
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-musical sounds ; camels loaded with madder in bales; also with cot-
ton ; each carryil g two large round bags of cotton of about 300 Ibs.
each, not well compressed; these loads do not shorten the three-feet
steps or reduce the stately stepping, as regular as Mrs. M——s
clock that hangs over the fireplace at home; his long, snaky
neck level as the Level of the Senior Warden ; caravan of 500 of them
just in from Persia, and whole city full of them scattered in follow-
ings of five; Zurkish Carrier with wooden frame on his back
:supports a great load ; a barrel of flour being strapped on it, he leans
forward, nearly horizontal, grasps tightly a stick fastened by a
string to his neck, and walks off with a long, quick stride as silently
.and solemnly as the camel himself; suck a rheumatism as he will
have when he gets to be sixty; the markets called bazaars; no sign-
boards; numbered in Arabic and English ; every man’s stock is open
.in front, withno counter or railing; you just sit down on the shop-
loor, in front of the merchant, and trade; each stock worth {rom
-850 to-$300 all told ; nobody sells more than one line of goods; first
.is a.tobacco-store, then drygoods, thread, tobacco again, fruits, brass
'vessels (very bright and tasty too); jewelry, mostly of the cheap and
masty sort; fruits, tobacco, calico, woolen caps with silk tussels;
small stock of drugs; hardware from Birmingham, England (such
-scissors! to cut your nails will take the edge off!); tobacco, matches,
weconfectionery, four in a row;—and so on with tobacco as a staple;
«only one butcher-shop au hour; bread in loaves and rings, nice, and
of good quality; confectioneries particularly well got up; no cakes
nor pison things, as in American shops; every hundred yards or so
an open court, mostly paved, with fountain in centre, and trees of
orange, palm, ete.; in Armenian quarters, front doors open, display hall
with settees, paved elaborately with pebbles ; set mosaically in cement ;
Armenian Graveyard, with drawings on gravestones, to show dead
men’s business on earth,—barbers’ tools, tools of carpenters, stone-
mason, blacksmith, ete., ete.; Zurkish Mosque ; at high twelve people
pray ; first washing feet, hands, arms, neck and head, and scouring
mouth, ears, etc.; my servant Joseph, being a Jew, debarred admis-
.sion, stayed outside and watched my boots while I went in; had to
go in stocking feet (stockings had holes in them); worshipers bare-
footed ; no furniture nor seats; matted with ragged mats; galleries,
but nobody there; regular barn of a place; no preaching ; no singing,
;0o nothing ; those who spoke to one another whispered ; kept my hat
.on according to orders; the door was a quilted leather affair that hung
tapestry-fashion ; no arrangements for warming or lighting; hear

10 muezzin ; crescent on top of the church ; Zurkish School, all boys,
no girls; noise startling, gesticulations marvellous, scholars all leave
their shoes outside, perfectly safe, the fifty pairs not worth a dime for
the lot; sight of my fur cap delighted the boys; Women ; Turkish
* women wear cloth over face, other women not; Armenian women
expose breasts indecorously; Old Fort on hill ; built by Genoese ;
magnificent view from summit; Mt. Cybele with its suowy cap and
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mapy traditions; the fort a grand picce of labor and skill, but Low
entirely in ruins; looking southeast, imagine St. Paul coming to the
top of the hill, to take a first view of Smyrna preparatory to preach-
ing here; Turkish Graveyard ; turban on gravestones of men ; rose-
buds on women ; inscriptions written from right to left, and slope
upwards, 8 modern innovation, I am told; many epitaphs in gilt;
none handsome; graveyard full of broken columns, once doubt-
less forming parts of ancient temples, etc.; six enormous ones lately
exhumed by Eplomtion Societ{), curiously carved work upon them;
had stones thrown at me here by schoolboys, but only because my
guide was a Jew; Fountains; a Turkish hobby founding fountains,
and one that excited my gratitude; the city is full of them; all free;
Streets cleaner than I expected, and well paved, hut the boulders are
rude, and hurt the feet; Fruits, etc., figs, seedless raisins, pomegran-
ates, carob pods, garlic, caulifiowers, shelled almonds, oranges, lemons,
dates, fig-paste, English walnuts, hazelnuts, dates, delicious prunes,
and very many others; Costumes; everybody’s nationality and religion
recognized by his dress, handsomest race is the Armenian ; but few
beggars ; group negroes playing cards; soldiers with French muskets,
percussion locks, carried at half-shoulder shift ; but little importunity
among merchants to get my custom; street-brokers everywhere
with a peck or two of money ready for exchange ; in changing a twenty-
franc piece they only charged two cents preminm ; gave me a pint of
native money 1n copper and alloyed silver, very base ; only two tipsy
tnen, and they “but just a drappy in the ee’,” as poor Burns used
0 gay.

Over the old Greek church, in which Polycarp is said to have
preached, are the words (in ancient Greek), Polycarp the Divine
Shepherd. * * * * % % And so on for a dozen pages for
quantity.

The streets of Smyrna are ludicrous parodies on the word! More
crooked than those of Boston, more filthy than those of Cairo:
(Iinois), they are so narrow that a loaded camel fills one up erven.
Shakespeare must have had a description of them before penning
that laughable thing in the Merchant of Venice (Act ii., Scene 2),
where one of his characters gives these directions to a sorely-puzzled
traveller: “ Turn upon your right hand at the next turning ; but at
the next turning of all, on your left. Marry, at the very next
turniug. turn of no hand, but turn down indirectly to the Jew’s
honse.!” No marvel at the answer : «’Twill be a hard way to hit !’

Sceing here the first caravan of camels I had ever beheld (some
five 'hundred of them, just in from Persia, loaded with cotton), I am
reminded of the Eastern legend commemorating the extreme homeli-
ness of this beast. “The first man who beheld a camel faintad with
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dismay; the second one drew tremblingly near; the third roped Hhim
and put him to work!” In good sooth, he is a failure in animal
architecture, reminding us, as compared with the other beasts, of the
lodge-tyler compared with the other officers.

To commemorate the Masonic spirit manifested in this ancient
Masonic and ecclesiastical city of Smyrna, marked on the map “E,”
nine honored names of British craftsmen, whose names will survive
them, are located here, viz.,, Hyde Clark, Stephen Barton Wilson, W.
J. Hughan, D. Murray Lyon, Charles Purton Cooper, Matthew
Cooke, Charles Warren, E. T. Rogers, and V. W, Bate.

It was not in my route to visit Constantinople ; but I was assured
by well-informed gentlemen at Smyrna that some of the highest
officials of the empire are acknowledged members of the Masonic
fraternity there. Amongst these I name that distingnished officer,
Puad Pasha, who deceased the following year. The Sultan himself
is an avowed friend to this society. A few years since he directed
one of his secretaries fo become a Mason, and the secretary’s report
upon the aims and principles of the institution was so favorable as
to secure the imperial favor. Of this the great officers of the empire
are well aware.

Constantinople is intimately associated in our minds with terrible
conflagrations, especially that of 1870, which was one of a series that
have devastated this devoted city for many generations. A traveller
in 1610, referring to the sad fire of October 14, 1607, remarked that
he did not know to what fate or misfortune this city was subject in
suffering so much. At that time three thousand houses were burned
to their foundations. 3

I left Smyrna on Wednesday, the 26th February, still one week’s
journey from Holy Land. Passing the island of Samos, I again re-
call the history and labors of the sublime Pythagoras, born here B.c.
570.

Samos, says Anthon in his Classical Dictionary, is an island of the
Agean, lying off the lower part of the coast of Ionia, and nearly op-
posite the Trogilian promontory. The intervening strait was about
seven sfadia in its narrowest part. (A stadium was the eighth of an
English mile.) The firstinlabitants were Carians and Leleges. The
temple and worship of Juno contributed much to its fame and afflu-
ence. A tunnel was carried through the mountain seven stadia, to
convey waler from a distant fountain to the city. A mole, twenty
fathoms deep and two stadia long, defended the harbor.
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The cirenit of Samos was 600 stadia, equal to 75 English mi‘les.
1t yielded almost every kind of Levantine prodl}qe, except wine.
The city of Samos was exactly opposite the Troglhag promontf)ry
and Mount Mycale. The port was secure and convenient for ships.
The town stood chiefly in a plain rising gradually from thesea. The
island, sailing north from Patmos, is very conspicuous, so much so
that the ancients styled any very lofty place Samos. It is the most
conspicuous object, not only in the Ionian Sea but the Agean also.
The following cut will give an idea of its shape.

At 50 appropriate a locality as Samos,
marked “F” on the map, I place the
names of Thomas J. Corson, Daniel B.
Bruen, W. B. Langridge, A. H. Cope-
land, P. H. Taylor, John Leach, J.
McCormick, Cornelius Moore, A. J.
Wheeler, and John A. Morris.

Passing off the coast, a little ways west
of Ephesus, I note the fact that Eleusi-
nian Lodge No. 987, of which the vener-
able Brother Landon is W. M., holds its
sessions here, although the city at present is but a poor place. I had
promised the Smyrna Masons to return to them in June next and
spend the 24th, the anniversary of our patron-saint John the Bap-
tist, in a Masonic pic-nic among the ruins of Ephesus. It would have
been a rare experience indeed. Here at Ephesus were many of the
most celebrated structures of antiguity, including that third ¢ Won-
der of the World,” the Temple of Diana. This noted edifice was
erected B.C. 552, at the common charge of all the Asiatic States, its
chief architect being Ctesiphon ; two hundred and twenty years were
expended in the work. The Temple was 425 feet by 225. It was
supported by 127 marble columns 60 feet high, and thick in pro-
portion, each weighing 150 tons. Each column was a present from a
separate king. This building was set on fire by Eratostratus the
same night Alexunder was born, viz., B.c. 356. It was rebuilt, but
finally destroyed by the Goths A.D. 256 to 262.

'{‘hc: foundations of this Temple, like those of King Solomon’s, were
artificial, although for a very different reason. The soil being marshy,
deep beds of fzharcoal and fleeces of wool were laid in trenches, and
503 substal?tml base was formed.  Pliny describes the difficulty en-
wountered in moving and raising the cmormous blocks of stone

MAP OF SAMOS,
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wrought into this Temple, a problem which exercises the wits of all
who traverse Egypt and the East, and to which I shall give attention
further on. In the present instance he says: ¢ The architect contrived
{o raise the architraves by means of bags of sand piled upon an in-
clined plane to the height of the columns (60 feet) and by gradually
emptying them the blocks fell to their assigned places.”

The roof of this Temple was of cedar, like Solomon’s, the doors of
cypress (Solomon’s were of olive), and the stairway of vine-wood. As
the grapevines in the East are often twelve to fifteen inches in di-
ameter, this is credible. All the wood before using was glued to-
gether and left four years to season. So well was this seasoning
executed that the wood of the Second Temple was found by Muci-
anus, B.C. 75, to be as good as new, although then 400 years old.
So the wood in the old church at Bethlehem seems now as good as
new, although more than 1,500 years old. Upon the whole, this
Temple was so beautiful that Philon burst out in rapture concern-
ing it, saying, it is the only house of the gods; you will think when
you see it that the gods have left heaven and come to live here!”
Its position was at the head of the port facing me, as I sail past, and
it shone there like a meteor. But now the sea has receded three
miles eastward and left a reedy, miasmatic marsh between us. The
very site of the Temple of Diana is in dispute, and the city itself is a
vast and almost indistinguishable ruin.

The supply of marble for these works was of course immense.
Three ancient quarries were open, those of Ctesiphon and Paros, to
which reference has been made on preceding pages, and Proconessus.
But the question of freight was the puzzle; the transport of so much
stone would demand whole fleets of vessels, although the distance, as
compared with that traversed by the fleets of Hiram, was insignifi-
cant. The difficulty was solved in the nick of time, by the discovery
of a quarry of fine marble on Mount Prion, in the vicinity of Ephesus,
brought to light by the butting off of a piece by the horns of a ram !

At this ancient Queen City of the Levant Ephesus, marked on the
map “ H,” I locate the following Masonic names: Charles W. Moore,
H. G. Reynolds, David Clark, F. G. Tisdall, G. F. Gouley, Henry D.
Palmer, James Fenton, S. D. Bayless, Joseph B. Hough, and E. S.
Fitch.

And there the people believe our good December-Saint John lies
buried behind the high altar. But his tomb, when opened, was found
to have lost its body ; the pure flesh of the apostle of peace had
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tarned to manna, or the body itself had been translated to heaven,
leaving that Celestial bread of the Royal Arch in its place. This
grave had been made under his own instructions, while alive, and in
his death-day he walked there voluntarily and laid himself down
in it.

Here, too, he led his adopted mother, Mary (John xix. 26, 27), who,
at the age of seventy-two years, followed Jesus to the celestial courts.

Passing along, on the 26th, by the island of Patmos, I read with
ancommon interest that collection of imagery, thrilling and inimi-
table, which makes up the Apocalypse or Revelation of St. John, in
which the Apostle saw “the spiritual city and all her spires and
gateways in a glory like one pearl,” and where on that celebrated Lord’s
day he was “in the spirit,” his raptured soul dwelling in the midst of
opal and amethyst and chalcedony and sardonyx and gold.

Much of these figures is embodied in various degrees of the Scotch
Rite. Entering into the spirit of this strange book, it reads as though
a woman were peeping into a lodge-room, witnessing the ceremonies
of Freemasonry, and trying, with raptured pen, to record them !
How I should like to spend a week here and read it through. The
aspect of the island is peculiarly rugged and bare, which explains .
why it was selected as a place of exile for St. John, as the practice
was to choose rocky and desolate islands for such purposes. Only
one palm-tree remains upon it, although so numerous were they 1,000
years ago, that the name Palmosa was given totheisland. So Jericho,
anciently called “the city of palm-trees” (Deut. xxxiv. 3), has now
only one palm remaining. This island, now called Patino, in which
God opened the pearly gates of paradise, is divided equally by a very nar-
O ISthm“'S, making the whole something in the shape of an hour-glass.
The following engraving gives a correct idea of its appearance.

Here dwelt St. John the Evangelist, a
prisoner “for the Word of God and for
the Testimony of Jesus Christ (Rev. i.
9), during part of the reign of Domitian,
probably from A.D. 95 to 97, when he
Wwas nearly a hundred years old.

To commemorate a place so sacred in
Masonic and Biblical, I locate at Patmos,
marked “G ” on the map, the names of
MAP OF PATMOS. ten clergymen, eminent both in Masonio

and religious relations, viz., J. H. Fitch,

CoEmides ..
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Hiram A. Hunter, D. H. Knickerbacker, Robert Collier, Charles Losh-
ier, C. . Bowdish, John Trimble, Jr., Robert McMurdy, J. S. Dennis,
William S. Burney.

I arrived at Rhodes Feb. 27, and remained a few hours off the city,
but not long enough to go on shore. I recalled some facts which
commend the island particularly to the attention of Knights Tem-
plars. It was the refuge of the Christian Knights when they were
finally driven from the Holy Land in the fifteenth century. Those
gallant warriors fortified it so strongly and defended it so gallantly
as to resist for a considerable period the utmost power of the Otto-
man Empire; and when at last, overborne with numbers, and weak-
ened by famine and the unintermitting assaults of their enemies,
they were compelled to surrender, they capitulated upon the most
honorable conditions, being allowed to withdraw from the island
with all their possessions, and to go to Malta.

Rhodes is specially worthy of Masonic study, as being the site of the
fifth of the seven ancient wonders of the world, the vast brazen image
of the sun, styled the Colossus of Rhodes. This was seventy cubits
high (about sixty-five feet). It was erected by Chares of Lindus,
about B.c. 290, but only stood about sixty years, being thrown down
by an earthquake, about B.c. 224. St. John doubtless saw this
remarkable piece of art, and it may have suggested to his mind the
allegory in the tenth chapter of his Revelation : “ And I saw another
mighty angel come down from heaven, clothed with a cloud, and a
rainbow was upon his head, and his face was as it were the sun,
aud his feet as pillars of fire; and he had in his hand a little book
open ; and he set his right foot upon the sea and his left foot upon
the earth.”

The following engraving will give a clear idea of this island.

It is about forty miles long, and one-
third the same in breadth. Its popula-
tion is about 25,000, largely Greeks and f‘(
Jews. The modern city only covers one-
fourth the area of the ancient city, whose
majestic ruins fill the vista as I gaze
upon them from the deck of the ship;
but few traces of the glory of ancient Y100 mTesy -
Rhodes are visible. Instead of the in- MAP OF RHODES.
numerable galleys that once swarmed out
of yonder port, like pigeons from their cotes, and commanded all




04 TARSUS.

these seas by their numbers and daring, nothing has come forth:
during the four hours I have lain off this harbor, save a few skiffs
seeking to take passengers ashore, a flat-bottomed barge for our
freight, and a custom-house boat manned by ten red-capped sailors,
and commanded by an indolent Turk, which rows round and round:
us during our stay here to see that we do no smuggling. Probably
his “ fidelity to his trust” equals that of the custom-house officer on
the wharf at Smyrna, who lazily examined my box of figs and the
roll of stationery which I had purchased in the bazaars, and com-
promised all informalities concerning them by accepting two pias--
tres (eight cents) for his own pocket! I venture to say that that
fat gentleman yonder would “pass” a whole cargo for a moderate
compensation withont a blush. The name of the island, Rhodes,
was probably derived from Ros, a rose, referring to the multitude
and variety of that sweet blossom here.

Waiting upon the slow movements of the customs officers, I find
time to read Acts xxi.,, where Paul, having parted the day before
with the Christian brethren of Miletus and Ephesus, “came with a
straight course unto Coos, and the day following Rhodes,” and so on
throngh his subsequent journey to Jerusalem, Cesarea, Malta, and
Rome!

To commemorate a place so intimately associated with the glovy
of Christian Knighthood, I locate here at Rhodes, marked “K” upon
the map, the names of ten Masons, eminent in the Christian Orders
of Knighthood, viz.: J. Q. A. Fellows, William S. Gardner, William -
E. Lathrop, John A. Lefferts, G. Fred Wiltsie, Orrin Welch,
g. V. H. Carpenter, E. D. B. Porter, Alfred E. Ames, and George L.

tis.

Remaining twelve hours at Mersina, February 29 (this being leap-
year), I am told that this town lies at the month of the river Cyd-
nug, and is only six miles from ancient Tarsus, the birthplace of the
great Paul, the man who was set to be a light to the Gentiles, that
1415 )should be for salvation unto the ends of the earth (Acts xiii.

From childhood I have been accustomed to consider the Apostle
Paul the man who, next to Moses, has exercised the greatest influence
upon the minds of his race. Being thns within six miles of his
?;ﬁt};lr;laﬁf;ollo@nft b]IJlt follow, in imagination, his footsteps hence,
ki erra.f:lc:o ;)cm(])ol of Gamaliel fat Jerusalem; thence on a

nascus; thence miraculously confounded and
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converted to the Christian faith; thence on journeys hither and
thither, establishing churches, bearing painful testimonials “in labors
more abundant ; in stripes above measure ; in prisons more frequent ;
in deaths oft; of the Jews, five times, receiving forty stripes save one,
thrice beaten with rods; once stoned; thrice suffering shipwreck
a night and a day in the deep; in journeyings often, in perils of
waters, in perils of robbers, in perils by his own countrymen, in perils
by the heathen, in perils in the city, in perils in the wilderness, in
perils in the sea, in perils among false brethren; in weariness and
painfulness; in watchings often; in hunger and thirst; in fastings
often, in cold and nakedness.” (2 Cor. xi.)

Whatever one may think of the particular cause to which this man
gave his learning, labor, and life, no one can help respecting him for
the fidelity he evinced in the performance of duty. And surely no
Masor who has dropped the tear over the martyred Hiram can
refuse the sympathetic drop to the memory of Paul; or to share the
triumphant glow which inspired him when he wrote in his old age
to Timothy : “I am now ready to be offered, and the time of my
departure is at hand. I have fought a good fight; I have finished
my course; I have kept the faith ; henceforth there is laid up for me
a crown of righteousness, which the Lord, the righteous judge, shall
givein that day” (2 Tim.iv.) Mighty soul! hast thou not satisfled
those immortal longings ere this! Gathered with the saints at the
River of Life, isnotthy weariness refreshed and thy thirst satisfied ?

I don’t fancy Renan’s views upon religious subjects, whatever he-
may know in science and literature, but I must say that his concep-
tion of St. Paul’s character is fine and just. He déscribes his soul as-
growing great and expanding without ceasing; a man of boundless
vigor, unlimited capacity, will, and action. His Life of St. Paul
might be expurgated, and so made a valuable book.

We sighted the Syrian shores on the first day of March, the open-
ing hours of spring, the day being but a few hoursold. At Alexan-
drette, or Scandaroon, I was permitted to go on shore and remain for
some hours. My first act was to fall upon my knees and praise T.
G. A. 0. T. U. that now at length, near the going down of my
earthly sun, I am permitted to stand npon a portion of earth so hal-
lowed by Biblical and classical recollections as this. At last my desires
are gratified. One of the fixed purposes of my whole life, to visit the
Holy Land, is fulfilled. Since I began to read with understanding the
Sacred Writings, that purpose hgs been kindled into alonging desire.
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Pon my cntrance into Freemasonry (March, 1846), I formed a res-
olution that, if the Grand Architect of the Universe would spare my
life, and open a way for me, I would as surely set foot upon the sa-
cred soil before my Masonic eareer should be closed.

Alexandrette is a good place at which to enter the Holy Land,
being the “mnortheast corner” of the Mediterranean Sea, and con-
tiguous to several localities of thrilling memory. Around yonder
point, to the northwest, a short two days’ journey, is Tarsus, the birth-
place of Paul. A little nearer is the battle-field of Issus, wherein,
B.C. 333, Alexander achieved that victory which, in effect, was the
conquest of the world. South of this, and only thirty miles from
me, is Antioch, “where the disciples were first called Christians.”
East of me, and about the same distance, is the purely Oriental city
of Aleppo; beyond which is Baalbec, and beyond that, Damascus.
The road over those monntains, now heavily banked in snow, has
been trodden again and again by the conquerors of the earth, and by
the Evangelists of Jesus. It is in every respect a good beginning
point for my survey of the Holy Land.

There was once a pigeon-express maintained between this place
and Bagdad.

The literary history of the world—Masonic, scientific, religious,—
moves toward the Orient, as the march of empires to the Occident.
Unplowed lands are the search and prize of nations; destroyed lands,
of scholars. In the spread and conquests of Grecian heroes, He-
brew conception found fresh expression; the thoughts of the East
were wedded to the words of the West.

To commemorate this northeast corner of the Mediterranean,
marked “M” upon the map, I have placed the ten following names,
all well-known in the Masonic records as Past Grand Masters, viz.:
Charles W. Nash, 0. H. Irish, Jno. Adams Allen, Charles Scott, S.
H. Johnson, John H. Brown, Thomas R. Austin, Reuben Mickel,
Jumes M. Howry, and John B. Fravel.

On Monday, the 24 March, we called successively at Latakia,
the. ancient Laodicea, the seaport of Antioch, a few miles in the in-
terior, famous now, like Gebal, only for its tobacco, and Tripoli,
where at fhis time (1872) is stationed, as Kamiakam, our good
brother l‘foureddin Effendi, whose portrait adorns a subsequent
page of this volume.

The terraced honses of Tripoli, bathed in bright Oriental sunshinc

wnd viewed through the clear ethereal atmosphere peculiar to this
classical and Biblical clime, are beautiful.
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The only available passage for a railroad eastward from this coast
is said to lead out of Tripoli, and from here the line has been en-
gineered to the East Indies by an English company. The highest
point to be surmounted is only 1,500 feet, and the ascent is without
very heavy grades.

Going southward here the Lebanon mountains rise higher and

higher as we advance. We pass ancient Gebal, marked “0” on the
map, from whence some of the most experienced Masons went, at the
call of King Solomon, to build the Temple at Jerusalem. Going
south I begin to wonder at the narrowness of the little shelf of level
land, the vast and lofty Lebanon dehind, the illimitable Mediterra-
nean before it, which, nnder the name of Phwmnicia, exercised such
influence upon the minds and fortunes of the human race. This
.nation was here when Abram came down from Mesopotamia, B.C.
1921, and even at that early period was far advanced in the knowl-
edge of the arts and sciences. This narrow shelf was then crowded
with towns and cities.

The sky so pure and bright, the moon and stars shining with such
celestial beauty, the morning air peculiarly bracing and tonic—this
whole journey from Marseilles has been a delicious recreation.

My reflections on approaching the coast of Syria were colored by
the expectations upon which my mission was founded. To trace up
to their sources ancient Zabits, modes of thought, forms of speech,
emblems whose original meaning is obscured in the lapse of thirty
centuries; to tread upon the sites of ancient cities, from whence
sprung all science and art, and even the knowledge of letters itself;
to descend into rock-hewn sepulchres, whose tenants 3,000 years ago
were laid in their everlasting rest with the same symbolical rites that
will some day accompany my own interment ; and, above all, to read
the Bible, the w#ole Bible, in the land of the Bible, and having and
wanting no other Guide ; to travel through thelength and breadth of
this country with ¢4és Guide in my hand; such was the work for
which I girded up my loins on the 1st day of March, and invoked
the blessing of the Most High that I might accomplish it, all of it,
as I had proposed.

The night-scenes on the Mediterranean are delightful to contem-
plate.  One of them, in which I walked the steamer’s deck till mid-
night, can never be forgotten. It is best described in the words of
another: “ Above a vast hemicircle of clouds shone a little crescent
moon fading into her last quarter, and like a luminous snmmit to an
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immense pyramid of shade. Over the waves she traced a path »f
trembling light.” :
Early on Tuesday morning, the 3d of March, we cast anchor in
the Bay of Beyrout (St. George’s Bay), and so this first division of
my volume ends. It only remains to add a sketch of the whole
route, the chapters following not being arranged in chronological
order. '

ITINERARY.
BettNew York. ... oo v s February 2d.
Arrived at Liverpool............ “  14th.
& London.............. £ 14th.
o Raris. . .on ... ST s 4 16th.
& Marseilles............ @ 17th.
Left S ol S R @ 18th.
Arrived at Palermo............. @ 20th.
“ IMaosing ....0........ & R1st.
o T e I “  23d.
& SHWENA: L “  24th.
Left O o vy “  26th.
Arrived at Rhodes............... EoaD i
o Mersina.............. £ 28th.
g Alexandrette......... March 1st.
“« Patakia.. >, o Fie . . 8 2
& LRrpolico¥a. .. ., AR
« IBERiaiith 0 Soad
Whole distance from Marseilles to Beyrout, 2,093 miles.
Reached Gebal................. Mareh 17th.
o Damascus.............. ot 1A8HhA
e PR T April 14th,
8 The Cedars............ « 206th.
PR D e e | S s May 1st.
:d Jerusalem.............. o3l
L Nawareth, .. .. ... 5 0" “ 17th.
o 10T T e A e O “. SI8L
& Klexandria . . ... 404 June 15th,
% SR ol o kL. R L “ 16th.
« Srindisl. . i 6. a s Sths
~ i AR OGO ; “  28th,
Ny OO of ot s s July 2d.
“  Southampton........... “ Tth.
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Reached New York.............. July 18th.
«  La Grange, Kentucky.... “ 21st.
A note of passage-money paid for one passenger, New York to
Beyrout, may be interesting to close the chapter:
Steamer, New York to Liverpool, 1st class passage $100 00

Railway, Liverpool to London, 2d “ 9 00
L2 London to Marseilles, 1st & 47 00
Steamer, Marseilles to Beyrout, 2d S 125 00
$281 00

These fares being paid in gold, I have added such a premium as
makes the amounts equal to Federal currency, February, 1868.
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THE ARABIC ALPHABET.
(Read from right to left.) }
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THE PYRANID OF CHEOPS.

Original Measurements.—Length on each side is 753 feet; E perpen:
dicular height, 480 feet. 134 acres.

Not useless: cold must be the heart
Can linger here in critic-mood,
And fail to recognize the (glood

And look and sneer, and so depart.

Not useless : were it but to prove
What aspirations are in man ;
Almost divine this mighty plan—

Almost an impulse from above.

Not useless : were it but to stir
The sense of awe within the breast:
What grandeur does the pile attest!
Is it & mortal’s sepulchre ?

Not useless : no; while life abide,

The measure of the soul, to me,

Its utmost stretch of thought shall be
My memories of the Pyramid !
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TYRE, FROM THE SOUTH.







DIVISION SECOND.—TYRE.

Nil actum eredens, dum’ quid superesset agendum.—LucAN : Nothing is done
while anything is left undone.

Thus saith the Lord God, I am against thee, oh Tyrus, and will cause many
nations to come up against thee, as the sea causeth his waves to come up.
And they shall destroy the walls of Tyrus, and break down her towers: I will
also scrape her dust from her and make her like the top of a rock.
It shall be a place for the spreading of nets iu the midst of the sea. Ezekie!
xxvii. 8-5.)
Patriots were here in freedom’s battle slain;
Priests, whose long lives were closed without & stain;
Bards, worthy him who breathed the poet’s mind ;
Founders of arts that dignify mankind;
And lovers of our race whose labors gave
Their names a memory that defies the grave.

MOSLEM FORMS OF PRAYER.



1 CHAPTER V.
FROM BEYROUT TO TYRE.

N Deuteronomy, xxxiv., Moses is described as taking his
panoramic view of the Land of Canaan, from the southeast.
The sacred record affirms that he “went to the top of
Pisgah, and the Lord showed him all the land of Gilead
unto Dan, and all Naphtali, and the land of Ephraim and
Manasseh, and all the land of Judah unto the utmost sea.” In a
map facing a subsequent chapter may be found this stand-point of
Moses, nearly east of the northeast corner of the Dead Sea, and about
fifty miles east of Jernsalem.

My stand-point for a first view of Palestine is ir the extreme
northwest of the Holy Land, at Beyrout, diagonally opposite that of
Moses. Between the two lies the whole land of Canaan, our respec-
tive stand-points being about one hundred and fifty miles apart.

This city of Beyrout, which constituted headquarters during my
Oriental explorations, has no place in ancient Masonic history, al-
though it isnow (1872) the site of the only lodgesin this country. It
is indeed scarcely mentioned, if at all, in the Bible. It is interesting
to Freemasons, however, as lying on the south side of the beautiful
sheet of water which I shall style the Bay of the Rafts. It is called
here St. George’s Bay, from the fabulous encounter of that hero with
the dragon, said to have occurred at this place. In Spenser’s Faerie
Queen, the long-drawn battle is graphically described. My name of
% 'l‘l.le Bay of Freemasonry, or Bay of the Rafts,” is derived from its
ancnept use for making up the rafts or “flotes” of cedars provided
by King Hiram for Solomon’s Temple. They were sent out from this
plaee, as I s.hall show in subsequent pages, to the port of Tyre, one \
hnnd:red miles .south. My headquarters at Beyrout were in the
hospltablc? mansion of Brother Samuel Hallock, a member of Lodge
No. 9, Philadelphia, Pa., and as thorough and genuine a Mason as
ever old Number Nine turned out from its busy Atelier. He
sccommodates me with a room, for which I supply myself with a few
pieces of furniture; and so in all my sojourning thrcugh Holy
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Land I have an abode to which I can turn as ome. Many a profit-
able hour did we two stranger Masons enjoy in mutnal confidences
and the interchange of useful thoughts. Brother Hallock is the
electrotypist of the printing-house connected with the American
Protestant Mission, and a contributor to the New York Journal of
Commerce. The condition of Freemasonry in Beyrout, and the
elder lodge (Palestine Lodge No. 415), will be fully detailed in a sub-
sequent chapter.

I commence this second division, therefore, at Beyrout, where I
landed, March 3d, 1868. The place, as remarked above, has no par-
ticular mention in Biblical or Masonic history, yet its traditions
imply that it is one of the oldest of Pheenician cities. Having the
best harbor that exists along the coast (although at the best it is
only third-rate), Beyrout has been adopted as the seat of the general
consulates of all the great powers. Being connected by a turnpike
road eighty-four miles long with Damascus, and by telegraph with
points north, south, and east, it enjoys the best business of the coast,
and has risen rapidly from a population of 10,000 to 60,00C. This
growth more resembles one of our Western railroad towns than any-
thing in this old-fogy land. Beyrout has outgrown gates and walls,
and is spreading abroad into the suburbs on all sides. Spelled in
the geography “Beirut,” it is properly pronounced Bay-roof. Its
latitude is 33° 54' north, longitude 35° 29’ east of Greenwich. On
the east runs the river Beyrout, called by Pliny, eighteen hundred
years ago, the Magoras—in dry seasons, however, a mere creek. The
town stands, like Joppa, upon a head-land, called in Arabic Ras,
(meaning %ead), which projects about five miles into the sea from the
foot of Mt. Lebanon.

This head-land, with the mountains behind it, is that which would
first strike the eye of Pheenician sailors coming, as I did, from the
westward. For here the mighty Lebanons exhibit their vast propor-
tions, five to ten thousand feet high, in the most impressive
grandeur. I doubt whether all Syria affords another such view as
these white-capped heights, striking the clouds with their hoary tops
and planting their roots deep at the earth’s very centre.

My first work, upon landing at Beyrout, was to forward by mail, to
each of several hundreds of old correspondents, a specimen of the
“productions of the land” in the form of an Olive Leaf. Ilearned that
it was gratifying to them, both as a veritable token from the Holy Land
and an appropriate fessera of brotherly remembrance. Upon my
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return home in July, I went heavily laden with “the searching:
of the land,” even more than the twelve spies who “came unto the
brook Eshcol, and cut down from thence a branch, with one cluster
of grapes, and bare it between two upon a staff, and brought of the
pomegranates and the figs.” (Num. xiii. 23.) These and hundreds
of other specimens I bore to my friends.

Each of the olive leaves sent from Beyront was accompanied by a
copy of the following lines:

THE OLIVE-LEAF.

Lines composed to accompany olive-leaves plucked from the groves
of Beyront, in the Holy Land, March 6th, 1868, by Brother Morris.

And the Dove came in to him in the evening ; and lo, in her mouth
was the Olive-leaf pluckt off; so Noah knew that the waters were
abated from the Earth. Gen. viii. 11.

Like wandering Dove, whose restless feet
Could find no solid landing-place,
I pluck this Olive-Leaf to grace

A memory very pure and sweet.

This was the ancient fype of peace ;

The wrathful flood was overpast:

The gladsome sun beamed forth at last;
The Ar%c on storm-tossed ways did cease.

Then from the Olive-Bough, the Bird
Pluckt this green leaf with mystic care,
And to the Patriarch’s fingers bare

The missive with its high accord.

Dear Friend, to you this Olive-spray
I send, the Messenger of love ;
It speaks a sentiment above

Al other language to convey.

The Olive,—glory of this land :
Our Ancient Craft from this expressed
The Oil of Joy, that shone, and ‘blessed,
In hours of rest, the laboring Band.

The deadliest bands, upraised in hate,
Beforq this fent]e missive drop;
The direst discord then must stop ;—
The Olive speaks, the floods abate,

e s b i s i
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STARTING DOWN TO TYRE.

All this and more I fain would teach
From this bright ancient verdant text;
Take it with all the words annexed ;—

Be yours the sermon that they preach !

The “ words annexed,” in the last stanza, were quotations from
Deut. viii. 8; 1 K. v. 11 ; Ps. lii. 8; cxxviii. 3, etc. A space was left
in the printed copy to fasten the olive leaf upon, that so it might be
framed and preserved. .

At the conclusion of the last chapter I gave an itinerary of my
entire travels while in Syria, Palestine, and Egypt. In the making
up of this volume, however, I follow the natural order of a Masonio
narrative thus:

DivisioN FirsT— Tyre, the royal seat of King Hiram.

Division SEcOND.—(ebal, the home and school of Hiram the
Architect,

DrvisioNn THIRD.— Lebanon, the source of the cedars.

DivisioN FourtH.—The Bay of the Rafts where the cedars were
floated.

Drvision FirrH.—Joppa, the port of trans-shipment.

Drvision SixtH—~The clay-grounds, the site of Hiram’s furnaces
and foundries.

DivisioN SEVENTH.—Jerusalem, the site of the Temple. * * *
Tyre and its surroundings therefore come foremost.

On the morning of April 18th, at 7 o’clock, I started on horseback
with an Arab servant, one Hassan Mardby, riding a second horse and
carrying my ¢mpedimenta of blankets, overcoats, books, provisions,
working tools, etc., ete., to visit the city of Tyre, now called Soor (or
Tsoor). Having been nearly six weeks in the country, during which
I had made four excursions, I felt posted upon the best method of
travel, and the quantity of baggage, etc., essential to it. My plan,
which I recommend to all travellers who do not fancy making them-
selves slaves to dragomans, is to hire two horses and their owner for
. a certain number of days (in this case, six) ; he to subsist himself and
his horses and be his own quartermaster. The stipulated price with
Hassan was twelve francs a day for the whole, equal at the then
rates of gold to $3.25 per day. Besides this, my own board and lodg-
ing cost me about $2.00 per day. So, for $5.00 per day, or there-
abouts, I go as an independent traveller, stopping when I please and
where 1 please, and as long ag I please, with none to molest me or



78 HARD ROADS.

make me afraid. Hassan stipnlates to collect specimens for me, do
my interpreting, and serve me in every way that he is ordered..

The road from Beyrout to Sidon runs for five miles over singular
red sand-hills, the only deposits of the sort on the coast. It is sug
gested by some that this sand is blown into the sea, near the mouth
of the Nile, in Egypt, brought by the prevailing currents to this
shore, where the wind seizes it when dry, and drifts it westward like
snow, threatening some day to submerge the whole city of Beyrout.
I took considerable quantities of this desert-sand, the only link now
connecting Egypt and Pheenicia, once so nearly related in religion,
symbology, and all the details of ancient Freemasonry.

This road over the sand-hills was described six centuries ago, as a
good, deep road, and never was one better named. For miles the
horses stepped fetlock deep in the sand.

I had already inaugurated the practice of naming the best-marked
bays on this coast after Masonic emblems, and dedicating them to
American lodges. There is one such at the distance of five hours
(about fifteen miles) from Beyrout, shaped much like a Trowel.
This, therefore, I dubbed Z%e Bay of the Trowel, and dedicated to
the genial and generous brethren of Manchester, Iowa ; Indianapolis,
Indiana; and La Grange, Kentucky, petween whom there runs a
line of Masonic similarity, closer than blood-relationship. This bay
will be identified by travellers by the circumstance that, juat south of
it, as you rise the hill on the old Roman road, thereis an ancient watch-
tower of squared stone, by some attributed to Queen Helena, but
probably Pheenician in its make. Here a great battle was fought, B.c.
218, between the Syrians under Antiochus the Great, and the Egyptians
under Ptolemy. Coins of these two kings will be found figured in
this book. The latter was defeated with fearful slanghter. The Bay
of the Trowel is a charming little nook of water, its shores abound-
ing in shells and sponges, and in every way worthy its dedication.

Not far from it is a Moslem tomb, called Neby Younas, the tomb
of J onah; and here, in a little bay close in front of the tomb, is the
traditional disgorging place of the disobedient prophet, who went
southwest when ordered to go northeast. Close by the tomb is a
ﬁ::i(:‘ tavef-n, IIIIOI‘B strictly 3 café, or c?ﬁ‘efa-house, where several
e writixfas:m%m SPtznt a quiet hour, sipping the native coffee,
Vhet T 1 egs,ohlr)ed Z‘on(;)o :. Sh;.ll I Tefzorfi the. memorandg,ms made of
e T oiea very day “hl.le in this country? For. four

8 1 acted upon the plan following, and fortes fortuna adjuvat,
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as Pliny Senior said, just before he was gobbled up by Mount Ve-
suvius: :

“ A person visiting any strange country should possess {)ractised
%owers of observation, or his travels can present no useful results.

he ordinary grade of tourists’ observations upon Holy Land is
scarcely above an infant’s. He should be skilled in trees, plants,
rocks, customs, costumes, peoples; but those who have written upon
this country seem to have known nothing of snch things when they
landed, and but little more when they sailed away. What drivel
makes up their books! I have hundreds of them in my library,
and it is enough to give one the dyspepsia to look through them.
For my part, I am resolved to-day, and for my coming four months,
to bring forty years of reading, study, and travel to bear on the
scenes before me. I will examine the earth and rocks, and see what
they are made of. I will consider this ancient country as a naturalist’s
museum, and get m{ money’s worth out of it. As a French savant
said, when congratulated upon his vast discoveries, I will simply look
and see things as they are made, and tell the story as it is.”

But this Neby Younas Khan (literally Jonah House) is oz
praterea nikil, only a sound. It is a local ligmoring place. All it
has is coffee and smoke, the coffee coming to you in Turkish cups,
Liliputian indeed, the smoke through the great water-pipe styled
narghileh (nargeely), and the tomb itself recalls the old Barnum
story of Captain Cook’s war-club. Finding that every other museum
had the club that killed Captain Cooke, Barnum procured it also!
For there are already five fombs where Jonah is buried, besides this
one, viz.: at Sephoris, Hebron, Tyre, Alexandrette, and the one near
Babylon, described by Layard. Were I opening a coffee-house, near
the Dead Sea, for instance, I should build a Jonah’s tomb too. It
would pay. I forgot, after all, to mention Jonah’s tomb at Raphiah,
near Egypt, where the Mohammedans report a visit from this cele-
brated traveller.

At Neby Younas I saw the first truly sick person I had come in
contact with in the Holy Land. His broken cough, sunken eye,
hollow cheek, fetid breath, and despairing face, were so many indica-
tions of rapid approach to the grave, that recalled a thousand sad
memories of dying friends. These people have a perfect passion for
_ medicine, and he insisted on having some of me. I gave him half
of the ginger-root I always carry in my pocket.

The hard, smooth beach arcund Jonah’s Bay by Neby Younas
tempts me for the first time to-day into a gallop. How invigorating
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the Westein breeze, the solemn swash of the wave, the shriek of the
gull, the flight of my sinewy horse. I am twenty years younger
again. But no, my hat blows off. In dismounting to get it I turn
my ankle. In remounting I break my pocket-comb, and so the rest
of the day’s journey is doue in a slow walk.

As T sat imbibing the coffee of Jonah’s Tavern in a steady draught,

for nothing less than the Fellow-Craft’s number will suffice a
drinker from these cups in an Oriental café, I quietly asked the land-
lord: “Khanjee, where along this coast did the great fish discharge:
the prophet Jonah ?” The Khanjee had learned this part of his
lesson well. His fishy eyes brightened np. He took his hands,
figuratively speaking, ont of his pockets, scratched himself, and then
pointing the dirtiest finger in the direction of a little bay a hundred
yards in the southwest, answered, « Howadji, yonder is the spot.”
" It was a suitable place, and showed a good taste of selection either
in the whale or the Khanjee. So, after looking pleasingly towards
it, and emptying a few more cups, I abandoned the examination in
chief and began the cross-examination :

¢ But, Khanjee, how do you %now that is the place?

Here was a puzzler. The query had never before been propounded
the stupid fellow. Dropping his head and returning his hands,
figuratively speaking, into his pockets, he sat for a moment a monu-
ment of inanity. Then, with a spirit of repartee that T had not
supposed was in him, he raised his head, and answered :

“But, Howadji, if ¢kaf is not the place, where #s the place?”
And so the subject dropped.

Continuing my journey, sometimes along the hard beach of this
sea without tides, sometimes in the deep sands a little ways back,.
sometimes across-the rocky points of the hills, I came, about 4 p.M.,.
in sight of the crenulated battlements of the Gothic chateau of St. Lois,
and then of the city of Sidon itself, surrounded on the land-side by
groves of fruit-trees. Sidon abounded, of old, in citrons, oranges, pome-
granates, saffran, figs, almonds, sugar-cane, coriander, and other rare
objects of desire. It was called of the Pheenicians Sidon, in regard
to the abundance of fish. The neroli, or oil distilled from orange
blossoms, made so abundantly here, is so far superior to that
extracted from orange-peel, that thonsands of trees are stripped of
blossoms every season, which never go to maturity of fruit, to supply
the wants of the perfume-makers.

The orange groves surrounding this ancient city are so charming
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as to make the poor old place look by contrast worse than it should.
The fruit is abundaut, large, and delicious. For four months they
hang on the trees ripening, and the germ, the bud, the blossom, the
green fruit and the ripe fruit cluster, side by side, as I have seen an
old New-England family on Thanksgiving-day grouped together in
the third and fourth generation; or, more graphically, as I have
geen in an old and lively lodge of Masons, working on the First
Degree, the bud, the flower, and the ripened fruit in the three
classes of Craftsmen there assembled. An old author, Sandys,
translates from the Odyssey (ii. 1) an appropriate passage, which T
transcribe as follows:

These at no time do their rare fruits forego,
till, breathing Zephyrus maketh some to grow,
thers to ripen; dg'rowing fruits supply

The gathered, and succeed so orderly.

Here, too, “ the acacia waves her golden hair,” large trees, ten w
twelve inches in diameter, lining the avenues of the city on the east.
In a subsequent chapter I will describe this tree, famous in
Masonic uses.

I reached Sidon about 4 par, and spent the night, by invitation,
with Rev. Wm. M. Eddy, one of the American missionaries stationed
here.  The father of this hospitable gentleman was made a Mason,
in company with Pliny Fisk, about the year 1824, preparatory to
embarking for the Holy Land as a missionary. They united with
our ancient Order under the hope that through its cosmopolitan
character and influence their holy work might be expedited. The
present Mr. Eddy is not a Mason, although possessing the general
spirit of one. He made my stay at his house, both going and return-
ing, home-like and sweet.

In the bazaar may be seen oranges by the cargo, piled in huge
heaps, figs, grapes, olives, pomegranates, dates, almonds, raisins,
peaches, apricots, limes, lemons, plums, quinces, the most luxuriant
bananas, and other fruits in variety and abundance.

On returning to Beyrout-some days afterwards, I was conducted
9y a smart little son of Mr. Eddy, since sent to America to be
sducated, to the establishment of a potter, outside the gate. A view
> this ancient art, esteemed honorable in 1 Chron. iv. 23, and made
by Jeremiah (xviii.) and other Bible writers a subject of imagery,
cleared up to my mind a number of Scriptural allusions. The work-
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men, however, were an unsightly set ; three Arabs with only four good
eyes among them. I observedhere that every man you meet is wear-
ing the dress in which “he lieth down at night ”—a fact that explains
various thmgs, entomologxcal and otherwise, that at first glance puz-
zles you in the Fast. As I sat there watching the chief potter, I
read Romans ix.21: “Hath not the potter power over the clay, of the
game lump to make one vessel unto honor and another unto dishonor ?”
and my answer was in the affirmative.

There is no lodge of Masons at Sidon, but quite a number of the
craft live here, whom I met the following June at Beyrout. It is
a city well adapted for alodgé, high and ample chambers being found
in abundance, and a resident population that would afford an abun-
dance of good “timbers” (materials) for Masonic work. I hope to
learn that a lodge ere long will be established here. In the hope of
such a desirable consummation, I locate here the following names of
worthy and eminent Masons: O. H. Main, G. B. Vau Saun, Henry
Hitt, George W. Chaytor, A. R. Whitney, Jesse B. Anthon
‘Washington Galland, B. F. Simmous, Luke E. Barber, Elwoo
Evans,

Spending a Sabbath-day here in the following June, I had some
genial hours in that Christian family, remembering the days of old,
meditating on all his works, musing on the work of God’s hands,
(Ps. cxliii. 5), and heard a very lovely song of one that hath a
pleasant voice and car: play well on an instrument (Ez. xxxiii. 32).

Sidon has been four times taken, plundered, and dismantled. On
one occasion (most memorable) it was absolutely reduced to ashes
and cinders, and the privilege of sifting out the débris for the precious
metals found in them was sold to an enterprising pedlar for a con-
siderable sum. One of these fearful conflagrations of Sidon may be
compared in several points with that unparalleled fire which reduced
‘Chicago, Oct. 8-11, 1871, to dust and ashes, turned sandstone into sand
and limestone into gas, and melting the most obdurate metals as
wax. Alas, when I made notes of Sidon, I little thought that the
city which Miss Bremer had styled in her admiration ¢ the home of
Loki and Thor, the supernatural powers,” could become in any way
a parallel in desolation. At 8 o’clock, Tuesday morning, April 14,
I left Sidon for Tyre. In three hours I arrived at Sarepta, named in
2 Kings viii., and believed to be the city alluded to in Maithew xv.,
#nd Mark vii,, where Jesus cast out a demon from the widow’s child.
This is the first ground sacred to Jesws upon which I had trodden, and
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1 spent several hours at Sarepta, collecting specimens, and exploring
the ruins. In my chapter on the Itinerary of Jesus I will refer to it
again. There is not a house now standing at Sarepta, where was
once a large city. I cut the Square and Compass with my chisel
upon a huge ashlar belonging to some ancient temple, in the shadow
of a tamarisk-tree, and loaded my servant with a hundred weight of
marble and granite fragments, shells, bits of glass, etc., representing
this once famed city.

I took occasion while here to examine the spear of an Arab sheikh,
one of the Bedouin persuasion, who stopped to drink water at Ain
Kanterah. It was fourteen feet long, ornamented near the top with
two large black tufts feathered. It was armed with a sharp iron
ferule at the lower end, so as to enable its holder to strike it into the
ground at an easy blow. This is truly a formidable weapon, but its
owner handled it as gracefully as a Charleston dandy handles his
cane. The Bedouin himself was of low stature, raw-boned, tawny,
having a feminire voice, and a swift and noiseless pace, like one of
our moccasin-shod Indians of the West.

His horse was a genuine specimen of the Arab stock. He was
larger than ordinary American horses, had an eye full of fire and
intelligence, head well set on, forehead rather straight, fine at the
withers, quarters well turned, body round and good, legs clean, pas-
ternslong ; aserviceable-looking animal. The following conversation
gives a good idea of the rider:

Howadji. Where would you rather live ?

Bedoutn. In the desert.

Howadji. Why in the desert ?

Bedouin. Because I am the son of the desert, and not the son of
the city.

He said the race of horses he was riding had been four hundred
years in his family, and that no money could buy this one. He was
broken to travel only at the walk and gallop, the unnatural and
ungraceful movement of a ¢rof being deemed unworthy of an Arab
courser.

The life of this Arab is one of danger and distress from his youth.
He wears upon his face the features of his ancestors, “wild men,”
who in the days of Moses, and of Mohammed, twenty-one hundred
years later, dwelt in tents and conducted their flocks to the same
springs and pastures as their fathers of the earliest times.

At Sarepta I caught a view of Jebel, 0ld - Jebel-es-Sheikh, Mount
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Hermon, fifty miles in the southeast. His snowy cap gives him
prominence in the clear blue sky. The mountain seems from this
point like a pale blue snow-capped peak peering over the intervening
ranges of Lebanon. How often in Masonic lectures have I quoted
thte passage from David: ‘

“TLike the dew of Hermon and like the dew that descended upon
the mountains of Zion ; for there the Lord commanded the blessing,
even life forevermore.”

How often have I sung the paraphrase of the good Giles F. Yates,
whom I knew so well in 1855-7:

“Like Hermon’s dew, so richly shed
On Zion’s sacred hills!”

In a future chapter I will give a full description of this mountain,
Freemasonry’s grandest type of brotherly love. But here I remark
that the amount of moisture the earth receives from this great water-
cooler and atmospheric regulator must be immense, when we con-
sider the acknowledged fact that a single inch of water spread level
over one acre of ground weighs one hundred tons!

To this dewy thought the poet alludes:

When the West
Opens his golden bowers of rest,
And a moist radiance from the skies
Shoots trembling down.

I am loth to lay aside the theme. Hermon is the mountain that
passeth into the clouds and joins to the upper air; one of “the eter-

~nal hills” raised to an elevation that cools, condenses, and returns

the moisture ascending from the parched earth, sending it back in
grateful dews, rains, and springs.

Sarepta, now without a winepress, a grapevine, or a winedrinker,
was once celebrated for the quantity and quality of its wine. But a
man hunting his morning dram in 1868 would be as badly off as at
Grinnell, Iowa, where the “ drummers” are said to carry full flasks
with them, or do worse.

Along this dreary waste, where once there rung
The festal lay which smiling virgins sung ;
Where rapture echoed from the warbling lute,
And the gay dance resounded—all is mute.
Macaulay.

My noontide at Sarepta did not pass without an appeal to the
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muse. Amidst these undecipherable ruins, the very débris of runs
the sight obstructed by deep holes dug by the laborers to get mate-
rials for the buildings at Beyrout, the gushing wz}ter of Ain Kantera.h
flowing at my feet, the shady tamarisks embowering me, the.romant]c
mountains behind and the sea before me ; withal, the affecting story
of Jesus on the open page on my knee, it was easy to pen the follow-

o LiNES AT SAREPTA, APRIL 14, 1868.

Led by a hand invisible,
I come at last to view the place

Where Jesus broke the power of hell,
And gave the tortured child release.

And can it be my wearied feet

Press the same earth that Jesus trod ?
Oh, happy hour, oh, bliss complete,

Oh, promises fulfilled of God!

These mountains looked on Christ that day;
This fountain murmured in His ear;

The sky serene, the glassy bay,
The charming flowers—all, all were here.

How looked the Saviour ? oh, to see
His face divine! Was it in grief
At human pain, and misery,
And want, and sin, and unbelief ?

Beneath this tamarisk-tree I muse;
Grant me to drink the spirit in

Of that great hour, nor let me lose
One feature of the wondrous scene:

The mother clamorous with her Plea,
The apostle’s cold, impatient word,
Faith’s trial and sure victory,
And oh, the utterance of the Lord!

Cease, murmuring fountain, cease thy flow,
And let His utterance reach my soul:
“Great is thy faith, 0 woman, go!
Already is the child made whole !”

The chain of evil power released,
The demon’s fetters broke at last;

The very crumbs of Jesus’® feast
Better than all the world’s repast.
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No longer to restrain my tears,

Such gratitude these drops recount:
*Tvs surely worth my fifty years,

This noontide at Sarepta’s fount !

Sing, murmuring waters, lulling streams;
Roar, foamy breakers, on the shore;
Broken Sarepta’s fleeting dreams,
The vision will return no more.

Far o’er the western sea my heart
Wanders from lone Sarepta’s shrine;
I rise, and on my way depart,
Never to view these scenes again.

But I shall meet Him! yes, I know,
My inmost being this assures,

Where founts celestial smoothly flow,
And perfect blessedness allures.

Onward and onward moments fly,

My sands of life make haste to run;
Lord, grant me favor ere I die,

To leave no appointed task undone!

Leaving the sight of that mountain, along by whose base passed
the man, 4,000 years ago, in whom the whole Church was contained,
and the sweet spring that to the latest hour of my life will be asso-
ciated with romantic memories, I passed on southwards over Phee-
nicia, a narrow strip of plain rarely extending more than a mile or
two in width from the shore, backed by ranges of mountains, piled
tier upon tier to the snow-covered crests of Lebanon; remembering
that between Sidon and Tyre, where there is now not only no city
nor village, but nof even a house, there were once sixteen pros-
perous towns! As the distance iz a scant twenty-five miles, the
suburbs of these contiguous towns must have been very much
restricted, the wall of one city almost meeting that of the next.

The sight of fishermen standing naked in the hot sunshine,
waiting to cast their hand-nets at the approach of schools of fish,
interested me greatly. A basket of the Mediterranean fish had been
shown me at Khan Younas. When I saw what severe labor the
poor fellows undergo, I sung my favorite lines:

God bless the laboring man, I pray;
Make sure his wages every day;
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Afield, afloat,
Afloat, afield,
Make honest work its wages yield.

I think there is always a group of gazelles feeding in the meadow
tands a few miles north of Tyre—meadows sorich that one of the old
pilgriros declared that those bad roads were fully recompensed to
him by the fragrant savors of rosemary, bay, hyssop, marjorum, and
other perfumed plants. Altogether, I passed here three times, and
always found gazelles. They are the Gazella Arabica, two feet high
at the shoulder. The Scriptural names are Ariel, Dorcas, Tabitha,
etc. Their airy aud graceful forms are very attractive. The first
gronp of them that I saw stood motionless, sharply defined against
the background of the sky and hills. After a moment they threw
their heads up, and bounded away like the flight of birds.

A few miles north of Tyre I crossed the «willful headlong river,”
called now Nahr-el-Kasimiyeh (but yon will not pronounce it as the
Arabs do in fifty times trying! I got a sore throat and wasted two
miles trying to catch it from Hassan.) The words mean, “the
Dividing River.” It is, no doubt, the old Leontes, and a beautiful
stream it is, closely resembling the Jordan, as I afterwards saw, and
about thirty feet wide. The bridge is a single arch, very neat and
strong. The current is so swift that, seeing a dead duck floating
under the bridge, I ran to the other side, but the duck had got past
me on its way to the sea.

The heavy load I had imposed upon Hassan unecessitated the poor
fellow’s walking all the way from Sarepta to Tyre, some eighteen
miles’ distance. I named a charming little bay, distant about six
miles south of Sidon, the Bay of the Square, from its peculiar form,
and dedicated it to the Freemasons of Wheeling, Western Virginia;
Omaha, Nebraska; and Waterloo, JTowa. This bay may be known
from an ancient watch-tower standing directly on the edge of the
bay at its sonthwestern extremity.

Arrived at Tyre about six o’clock. Found accommodations in the
house of a native family, who were extremely attentive to my wants,
for a moderate price. In my visit to Damascus, two weeks before, I
had procured from the Governor-General, Mohammed Raschid, a docu-
ment dlre(':ted to all governors of towns and villages throughout Syria,
-oou.umndmg them to sce that I was furnished with suitable accommo-
dations for myself and servants, together with guards in going from
place to place, etc. and all at reasonable prices. This document,
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called a Buyuruldi, which was secured strictly through Masonic
influence, was of service to me in every place I visited. I have also a
Firman from the Sultan himself, at Constantinople, Addul Aziz, sent
me through the kind influence of Brother John P. Brown, Secretary
of the American Embassy there. , The two together never failed to
secure for me all the attentions I needed, for a reasonable considera-
tion.

The following is a translation of the Firman referred to. It is
written upon a thick and substantial sheet of paper, about twenty-
four by thirty inches in dimensions, at the top of which is the name
of the Sultan, Abd-ul-Aziz, in a peculiarly complicated anagram,
called a Zoogra:

« Imperial Travelling Firman of Sultan Abdul Aziz Khan, granted
in favor of Robert Morris, addressed to H. E. Mohammed Raschid,
Pasha, Governor-General of the Vilayet of Syria.

“To my Minister and very glorious Councillor, the model of the
world ; the regulator of the regulations of the universe; he who di-
rects the public interests with rare wisdom, and settles all important
affairs with singular judgment; he who strengthens the edifice of
the Empire and secures its prosperity ; who invigorates the columus
of felicity and magnificence; in fine, who is the especial recipient of
the power and favor of the Most High Sovereign of the universe;
the Governor-General of the Vilayet of Syria; wearer of the First
Class of the Decoration of the Mejidiah, Mohammed Raschid, Pasha
and Vizier ; may the Most High prolong his grandeur!

“ When the present sublime Imperial Document reaches you, know
that the American Legation at the Capital of my Empire, has re-
ported that an American citizen, Robert Morris, a traveller, is desirous
of travelling from Constantinople to Syria, via Beyrout, Sham Shereef
(Damascus), Khuds Shereef (Jerusalem), Yaffa (Joppa), and their
vicinity, and asks that while on his way, or residing in any place, he
be protected and aided. In eash point of view, I have therefore is-
sued the present Noble Order. You, therefore, the Governor-Gen-
eral before mentioned, will see that the aforesaid traveller, wherever
he may go or desire to stay on his journey, be treated with re-
spect and regard; that he be provided with horses, according to the
regulations, and receive guards to enable him to pass through all
dangerous places. Be careful to provide for the execution of my
present Sublime Command. Written on the 7th of moon of Zil, ete.,
ete., A.H. 1284.”
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CHAPTER VI

TEE CITY OF KING HIRAM.

\RRIVED at the city of Tyre about sundown, I entered
)| through the opening where until recently a thick and
strongly guarded gate stood, and I felt the force of the
expression of Isaiah: ¢ Her gates lament and mourn”
(iii. 6). Many of her houses are desolate, even great and
fair, without inhabitants (v. 9). Her fleets of richly burdened ships
and ranges of strong forts were but so many incentives to the Grecian
conqueror, Alexander, who, flushed with his conquest over Darius,
came down here, B.c. 332, with that army well styled “Invincible,”
the rich and powerful city of Sidon surrendering to him without a
struggle, and even joining her fleets to his to aid in the subjugation
of sister cities, and these massive buttresses of Tyre and the hosts
of gallant men behind them could not preserve her from her predict-
ed doom. As Isaiah had written nearly four centuries before,
“The day of the Lord was upon every high tower, and upon every
fenced wall, and upon all the ships of Tarshish ” (ii. 15). Gravisira
regum semper—the wrath of kings is always dreadful ; and so this
magnificent city proved under the hand of Alexander. She had been
a stronghold, in which silver was heaped up as the dust and fine gold
as the mire of streets; but the Lord cast her out and smote her
power in the sea, and she was devoured with fire (Zech. ix. 2).

I was lodged, after vacillating between the military barracks,
the room over the blacksmith’s shop, and somebody’s convent of
male sisters, in the house of a very clever man, a Christian, who lived
in his second story, to which you go up by stone steps on the out-
gide, and divided the ground-floor between stables for his asses and ‘a
drinking saloon, in which his oldest son sells arrack and brandy to
the soldiers. It was a private house, but for a very moderate price
he took me in and provided well for my wants.

Tyre is practically a city under ground. It lies, like Jerusalem,
twenty to fifty feet beneath a débris of many centuries. Formerly
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separated from the shore about one half-mile, this space was filled in
by Alexander the Great when he captured the city, B.c. 332, and so
became an isthmus. I saw the place on the beach where that fearful
butcher of his fellow-men ecrucified 3,000 of the gallant and patri-
otic defenders of Tyre. The location is now a peninsula joined by a
long sandy isthmus to the mainland. Its latitude is 33° 18’ N,
longitude 35° 12’ E. from Greenwich. The ancient word ¢ Tzur”
means @ rock. The city is said, by Josephus, to have been founded
230 years before the corner-stone of Solomon’s Temple was planted,
that is, B.c. 1242, It was never a republic, like most of the ancient
commercial cities, but always a monarchy. As early as the time of
Solomon its people had became famons for their skill in manufaetures
and arts; and Hiram, the widow’s son, was called from Gebal by King
Hiram, of Tyre, to prepare all the sacred emblems for King Solo-
mon’s Temple. The distauce travelled by him from L'yre to Jern-
salem, by way of Joppa, was about 130 English miles.

I advise my readers to take the first Sunday afternoon they have
at command, and read critically the following passages giving the
Yest biblical history of Tyre. This is better than for me to crowd
40 many quotations into my book.

Joshua xix. 29; Judges i. 31 and 32; 2 Samuel xxiv. 7, and v. 11;
1 Kings vii. 13-45, etc.; 2 Chronicles xi. 16; Joel iii.; Amos i.
9, 10; Jeremiah xxv. 22, etc.; Ezekiel xxviii, xxvi, and xxvii;
Zechariah ix. 3.

I collected very large quantities of relics, coins, funeral lamps,
tear-bottles, and specimens of various kinds, at Tyre and vicinity.
Having the friendship of the American Vice-Consul, Mr. Jacob
Akkad, and of the commanding officer of the garrison, Captain
Qcorge Demetry, and being well posted in the ohjects of which I was
in search, I let no opportunity escape me to secure both facts and
things. T could not hear of a single Freemason at Tyre.

{\bout three miles southeast of the city there is a remarkable
spring of water, styled, in Arabiec, Ras-el-Ain, the Head of the Foun-
tam.. There is also a fountain of this name at Baalbec. The local
tradition at Tyre is, that when Hiram had done all the work which
h? contracted to do at Jerusalem, and received the wages of “ corn,
wine, :.md oil” stipulated, King Solomon showed his gratitude for
t}Ie skill, patience, and fidelity of his Pheenician allies by building, at
his own expense, this fonntain-head, with a costly aqueduct, to con-
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vey the water into the city. Sufficient portions of the aqueduct
remain to prove that it was a magnificent structure. Amongst the
rest, there is a fragment comprising ¢hree perfect arches, beautifully
devised, and finely preserved, which stand at the eastern point of the
isthmus that connects Tyre with the mainland, and attract the eye
of every traveller approaching Tyre, either from the north or south.
These three arches, erected according to tradition by the Masonic
Pillar of Wisdom, King Solomon, for the Masonic Pillar of Strength,
King Hiram, I have ventured to dedicate as follows: .

I. The Eastern Arch to De Witt Clinton, first G. G. High-Priest
of the G. G. Royal Arch Chapter of the United States.

II. The Middle Arch to Albert G. Mackey, in 1859-65 &. G. High-
Priest of the same body.

III. The Western Arch to John L. Lewis, in 1865-8 G. G. High-
~'riest of the same body.

The present population of this renowned city is between 3,000 and
4,000 ; about one-half being Arabs of the Metawileh tribe, the other
half Christians of various Roman Catholic sects, and a sprinkling of
Protestants. The old wall is built across the isthmus, and its gate
is still in use, more as a convenient military post than anything else,
for the town is in no sense protected by it. Among the ruinsis a
block of stone bearing the unmistakable mark of the Pheenician archi-
tects (the devel or rebate), which measures seventeen feet in length.
A double column of red granite lies among the ruins of the ancient
cathedral at Tyre, six feet in diameter and twenty-six feet long! This
is the largest single piece of stone, artificially wrought, that I saw in
the Holy Land. One of the former governors of Acre, twenty-five
miles below here, about seventy years ago, undertook to have it
removed there, but all the skill and machinery his engineers could
apply to it failed to stir the monument. Don’t let the visitor to
Tyre fail to visit this pillar.

Never, surely, was a country where money is worshipped as here.
It is the true 7dol that Mohammed left after destroying the others.
The poet Virgil, had he known it, would have located his auri sacra
fames, the accursed greed of gold, in these Oriental parts; and we
may well propound Virgil’s inquiry, Quid non mortalia pectora
cogis ?—to what crimes dost thou not impel a mortal’s breast? Pro-
pertius justly embodies the thought in the words, duro pulsa fides,
auro venalia jura, Aurum lex sequitur ; for such is the condition of
Syrian morals, as all writers, native and foreign, admit. Those who
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have heard our good brother, the moralist, Abd-el-Kader, preach to
/] his theological classes at Damascus, affirm that his denunciations
against this greedy covetousness of the people are severe. The deri-
sion in which he holds up the miser to his auditors is terrible, while
the consolation he gives to the generous is inspired both by the
precepts of his own Koran and the Holy Scriptures of Masonry.

We perceive, in Acts ix. 19, that a church was established here
dating from the martyrdom of St. Stephen, proto-martyr; and the
only edifice whose ruins have not been entirely removed, or so muck.
disarranged that the plans are entirely lost, is the old Christiar
Cathedral built about A.p. 310.

In this now ruined but once glorious church, whose apsides are
used by the natives for privies, once lived the historian, William of
Tyre. Among all the great men whose names are associated with
this Pheenician, Roman, and medieval city, none are more worthy
of remembrance than William. Here, too, preached Eusebius, and
his Dedication Address, still preserved in his works, reads like the
hundreds of Masonic dedicatory effusions, to which pile I myself
have added some weak specimens.

The Christian Father Origen is also buried here, and here mouldez
the bones of Frederick Barbarossa, of Germany, whose splendid career
was brought to an ignominious close by a trifling accident. The
funeral procession of Frederick, as it came down from Tarsus, past
Gebal, Beyrout, and Sidon, some three hundred miles, must have
awakened memories among the Freemasons of that grander funeral
of Hiram of Tyre, two thousand years before.

.Mzmy natives of Tyre are afflicted with ‘sore and inflamed eyes,
elt}fer by reflected heat upon this calcareous soil, or by the sharp,
acrid nature of the soil itself, when raised in dust. Judging from
the exquisite specimens of engraving on precious stones that are dug
up here, I should think the old artists had better eyesight than I see
here now.

y A writer has accumulated in one sentence a strong sketch of Tyre:

Pr'ostrate and broken columns, dilapidated temples, mounds of
buried fl:agments, mark the once proud and populous city.”

I saw in t‘he. bay, north of the town, the graceful, gull-billed fern
(Sterna Anglica), which loves calm and shallow water, and in its
presénce gives omen of fine settled weather ; also, the Adriatic gull
gf:l’]' us 'ltf}lleels:gcephalus): quietly riding in the scarcely perceptible

. atural history facts and others I derive from Brother
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H. B. Tristam’s most readable work, “The Land of Israel,” not
republished in this ceuntry. It is full of allusions to birds, beasts,
flowers, and reptiles. He has also published a “ Natural History of
Palestine,” which I bought in Jerusalem.

About a century ago, Tyre was destroyed, with its inhabitants, by
an earthquake. In the rebuilding, the houses are mean, both in
style and composition ; low, built of rough stones, arched within, fiat
on the roof, and inclosing a quadrangle. The walls surmounting
the roof for battlements are wrought through with pottery tubes to
catch and strike down the refreshing winds, at the same time they
conceal the persons on the roof from neighboring eyes. Often the
roofs are covered with mats and hurdles. Since the awful eonvul-
sion of the last century, the houses are built smaller and lower than
formerly, recalling forcibly the passage relative to Zacynthus, “The
streets unpaved, the buildings low, by reason of the often earthquakes
whereunto the town is miserably subject.”

Somebody had presented an Arab here with a phrenological bust .
(or may-be he stole it),indorsed on the back, ¢ Description of charac-
ter, with advice as to best pursuit, self-improvement,” etc., and had
told him it was a likeness of Jeff. Davis, leader in the American
rebellion, and it was pleasant to see the fellow’s awe as he pointed it
out to me. But it was useless to explain the “sell” to him, although
I, who have known Mr. Davis ever since 1848, could enjoy it.

Esculapius was associated with the city of Tyre, and so every
barber’s pole in the universe is in some sense a Masonic emblem
referring to this place. The god of medicine and patron of the
barber’s pole had listened to the rustling of leaves, the tones of
water-fall and wave, the songs of birds, and the hum of insects, in
this then beautiful land, until he learned to make music for himself.
I thought of him as I sat on the rocks one twilight evening, the sea
and sky of such even and utter blueness that any visible horizon is
ont of the question.

Among my pleasant memories of the days spent in Tyre was a
visit to the good Jacob Akkad, for very many years United States
Vice-Consul of Tyre. He signalized my call upon him by raising
the flag of our country upon the staff that dominates the roof of his
two-story house. Asin all these dwellings, his family reside in the
second story, the lower being used for stables, etc. In a neighboring
house a woman was having that sorrow in travail because her time
had come (John xv. 21), which so moves the sensibility of every
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feeling heart. I sent up a heartfelt petition that she might have a
safe delivery. :

In the centre of Akkad’s room Wwas a stool (souffra), with as many
cushions around it as there were guests. The servant brought in
sweetmeats, sherbet, coffee, and cigarettes. Each of us took a mouth-
ful of the jelly from the common spoon, drank a mouthful of sherbet,
and supped a cup of the thick, black, highly-sweetened coffee, very
aromatic. These people never parch coffee nntil about to use it, and
make it as muddy as chocolate, because they pound the grains instead
of grinding them. They stir it up slab with a spoon. The coffee-
cup is a trifle larger than half an egg-shell, and, being very hot, is
placed for use in a metal receiver called a fingan, so as not to burn
the fingers.

In the Vice-Consul’s office I saw a sheikh (pronounced skek)
signing an agreement with another sheikh (pronounced skek also),
by simply dipping his finger in the ink and pressing it on the
paper, as I did many a time in boyish days. The seal thus formed
resembled a squashed bed-bug. Somehow, it reminded me of Mephis-
topheles and the fellow who sold his soul’s salvation, and sealed the
parchment with a drop of blood. I should like to sce the original
papyrus agreement between Solomon and Hiram, doubtless signed
and sealed in this very town, and compare it with the sheikhs’
contract, which was something concerning a sucking colt and a small
patch of barley.

But the good Yacob Akkad, intent as he was on hospitable cares,
was not unmindful of the adage, oculus domini saginat equum—the
eye of the master fattens the horse, as his frequent visits to his
laborers in garden and orchard testified. He works quite a number
of hands, and, it is said, gets his money’s worth out of them.

Leaving his house, I met four men walking in a line behind each
other, cach one barefoot and with drooping head. The leader had
lost a friend by death, and his companions were mourning with him
for company. This was like David when he walked barefoot with his
head COVC_‘l‘ed, in his sorrow, up the Mougt of Olives (2 Sam. xv. 30).

There is no end to the legends related of Tyre. One was told six
hundred years ago of a stone still lying in front of the gate on which
Jesus sat wl.len he preached (for all Oriental discourses were and are
preached sitting, and so the Worshipful Master should always
remain seated while giving instructions to his lodge! ;
there He forgave the Canaanitish s i :)’ gt

1tish woman, as the Secripture sayeth.
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In times of old, Tyve was the metropolis, the New York of the
Mediterranean coast. Everything to be shipped was shipped from
this port, and what they could not purchase they made. Commerce,
for ages, could only be done by these people; they were truly what
the British for some centnries claimed to be, lords of the seas. The
perusal of the 27th chapter of Ezekiel illustrates this point thor-
oughly. Written about B.c. 590, it is as minute as a Philadelphia
merchant’s invoice of goods shipped, and, had I space here, I would
insert it entire. It was from Tyre that the i#inera mercatorum—the
roads of the traders, all diverged, and in the oldest atlas they are
marked in red ink. They ran from Tyre into the heart of Africa,
skirted the Mediterranean coast, wound through the Straits of
Gibraltar along by Portugal and France, penetrated Arabia; in short,
searched ont every place in the world where products could be
exchanged for products, and profits made.

As a fitting group of American Craftsmen to associate with this
illustrious locality, I enroll the ten following: John J. Crane, Robert
D. Holmes (deceased), Robert Macoy, C. M. Hatch, H: J: Goodrich,
H.D. Hosmer, Albert G. Hodges, James R. Hartsock, Rev. C. F. Deems,
R. F. Bower.

I ought to be sorry to record that I gave utter and irreconcilable
offence to a Roman priest here, a man with both feet bare, a cable-
tow four times round his unwashed body, and his head shaved, by
asking him why it was that he was called Father when he had no
children. The disgust with which he contemplated my question
prevented him from waiting for the dacksheesh which I was about
to give him.

A story more modern and better established than that I have just
given, illustrates the biography of a former governor of this district,
whose name, I am sorry to say, I have forgotten. He had orders from
the Vali (Pasha) at Damascus, to secure a certain number of cou-
seripts for the army, but could contrive no ordinary way to catch
them. So he gave out that he was opening the old water-channels
that connect the city with Ras-el-Ain, and offered large wages to all
who would come and dig. In this way the unsuspecting and hard-fisted
farmers of the locality were deluded. They came in a hundred
strong, and just as they got fairly into the trenches digging, a detach-
ment of troops surrounded them, seized, bound, and brought them
before the Regimental Surgeon for inspection. To his credit, it is
said, he passed them all except two, who had but one leg each, and
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one who had psoriasis (if that’s the word for itch) horribly ; the latter
was put in jail till he got well. The rest were “ grafted into the
army,” and are probably there yet. The whole thing, as a joke, was
considered a success.

Oa snother page I have alluded to the great Syenite column, six
feet by twenty-six, that lies in the court-yard of the ancient Basilica.
This glorions shaft, a worthy representative of the Broken Shaft
buried with such mourning rites at Jerusalem, is own brother to those
in Egypt, proceeding from the same quarry of Syene, and equally
related to the granite beams of the King’s Chamber in the Great
Pyramid of Cheops. The Egyptians seem always to have thought of
gigantic constructions when they used this Syenitic granite. The
measurements of those beams just named will be given hereafter.

It is a very singular fact that in the ruins of Konyunjih, near
Mosul, in Mesopotamia, there still exists a slab of stone on which is
delineated this ancient city of Tyre, with its palm-trees, fishes, a man
carrying a banner, etc., etc., with really artistic minuteness.

It is pleasant to see how little language a man can get along with
when he tries. The first time I was at Tyre, I always had to call
Hassan to communicate my most familiar wishes to the family and
visitors. The second time I came to Tyre, Hassan had been left
behind at Tibnin with a foundered horse, and I can say in strictness
that there wasn’ta man in the place with whom I could exchange a
single thought. But it made no particular difference.

I shall never forget the second night I spent in Tyre. The officers
of the garrison, very friendly and courteous men they were, had come
up to smoke their pipes and talk to the great American Howadji.
After entertaining them as well as I could, I played the Freemasons’
March, that oldest of Masonic tunes, to which many generations have
stepped briskly, returning from fraternal graves, my flute being the
same silver-lined instrument inscribed, « Presented to Rob Morris,
h.. T., May, 1855, by the Freemasons of New York,” an event that
elicited the since celebrated flute-story from John W. Simous, and
& good many other stories from the genial fellows who were gathered
rou-nd Thayer's table that night at 383 Broadway. Will the reader
believe me, after those heathens had admired the silver bands of the
ﬂutez’and amused themselves with the way I puckered up my lips in
aking the embouchure, they turned away without being in the least
impressed with the music itself! This was my first and last attempt
at emulating Ossian E. Dodge while in the Holy Land. *

g 5
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During my stay here, I experienced a touch of the Kkamseen, that
celebrated desert-wind known in its perfection as the Simoom and
Sirocco. ~ Afterwards, at Beyrout, I felt its effects more severely. It
excited nervous irritation, made me dyspeptic, shortened my sleep,
and gave me slow fever. Its name, denoting fifty, implies the length
of time it usually traverses the desert. The amount of dust carried
before it is suggested by a storm December 24, 1870, in Clinton
County, Indiana, in which 600 tons of dust fell within a radius of
twenty miles; so says Prof. J. Twigley, before the American Associa-
tion for Advancement of Science, at its session in 1871.

The custom of keeping a lamp burning all night in the house is
universal throughout the East, and to me quite disagreeable; so I
blew mine out at Tyre every time. Stevens describes a man living
in a tomb on the banks of the Nile, who keeps his night-lamp going
as steadily as the one in the lighthouse on the Skellig rock. An
irreverent friend has suggested, in view of the duggy condition of the
native houses, that may-be this lamp is burned to deceive the insects
as to the time. If so, it was a failure.

An hour’s nooning, seated upon the tradition-stone I have named,
in the shade of the fountain outside the town, was spent in making
notes, some of which I group together here for want of space.

An old man coming for water, so very ancient that, in Tennyson’s
words: “ The man was no more than a voice in the white winter of
his age.” The sight of the prostrate columns yonder covered with
nets placed there to dry, recalls the lines:

Like the stained web that whitens in the sun,
And purer grows by being shone upon.

The extremely fine work I see upon the ancient gems exhumed
here every day, cornelian, jasper, emerald, chalcedony, etc., remind
me that recent researches at Konyunjih show the use of ke microscope
in ancient times. Minute lens and speculaof magnifying lens have
been found. A cone engraved with a table of cubes, too small to be
visible by the naked eye, is now in the British Museum, found in
Persia, and attributed to a very ancient date. Some of the lodges in
America are named after those Oriental gems, viz., Cornelian, 40,
Minn., etc., far more appropriate than that of High Log Lodge, Grass-
hopper Falls T.odge, Bear Wallow Lodge, and the like.  Maundeville,
A.D, 1322, wrote that here, at Tyre, was once a great and good city
of the Christians; on the sea-side many rubies were found, and the
well is here of which Solomon wrote, “a fountain of gardens and a
well of living waters.” (Soug iv.15). The great use made of blue
dye in this\ country, in coloring the cotton and woolen fabrics so
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universally worn, dates back to B.c. 1500, and is suggested in the
Mosaic code, where the lawgiver requires every Jew to wear a fringe
of blue. The poet has referred to this color in the lines— .

The deep, deep blue, the melancholy dress
Bokhara’s maidens wear, in mindfulness
Of friends or kindred, dead or far away.

A fellow passed me, so small, he ought to carry weights in his pockets
to keep from being blown away, as the poet Philetas of Cos did, B.c.
330. The style of Arabs who people this place, called Mefawely, very
much resemble the Jew in features; but they are more fanatical than
the descendant of Abraham ever was. I had picked up a plow one
day belonging to a Metawely, and he cursed me by all his gods for
touching 1t, swearing that he would never use it again. He called
me kel (dog), and I called him %elb back again. The hatred of this
miserable race against the Christians is foreshadowed by David, in
the expressions, “ They that sit in the gate speak against me; and I
was the song of the drunkards” (Ps. Ixix. 12) ; “a brutish man know-
cth not” (xcii. 6), and scores of others. But it would do no good to
%;mte David agirlainst a Metawely, so I simply called the fellow kelb.
Methodius, Bishop of Tyre, was martyred here a.n. 1311. They tell
a story of the “ Ladder of Tyre” yonder, that a bold fellow once
)utl}de from the top of it, in the style of our Sam Patch, and swam
to Tyre! I was offered to-day an ancient marble statue dug up here
a few years since. It is that of a female figure, a matron, full size,
moderately robed, and in admirable preservation. Were it not for
the difficulty of transportation I would not have begrudged the
]mce. The number of lodges in America named from Tyre is very
arge. I instance a few, as derived from my “ Old Prudence-Book ”
of 1868: No. 73, Maine; Nos. 187 and 198, Texas; No. 18, Michigan ;
No. 5, Mississippi. In Englands No. 315 derives its title from the
game source.

The name of Hiram has been still more extensively adopted in
lgdgc nomenclature, as witness No. 4, Kentucky ; No. 28, Iilinois ;
No. 21, Vlrglnla; Nos. 18 and 88, Ohio ; No. 70, Louisiana ; No. 42,
Indiana; No. 10, D. C.; No. 7, Tennessee; No. 5, Florida; Nos. 21
and 51, Georgia; Nos. 40 and 98, N. C.; Nos. 105, 144, and 449,
New York; No. 103, Maryland ; No. 51, Wis.; No. 7, Iowa; Nos.
1 and 12, Ct.; No. 43, Cal.; No. 110, Michigan ; Nos. 37, 78, and 89,
2(?11‘ i No. 42, Alabama; No. 9, New Hampshire ; Nos. 81 and

1, Pa.; Nos. 14, 30, and 95, Mass., ete.

?spent a quiet and solitary hour on the sea-shore reading Acts
xxi, in which the visit of Paul to Tyre, some 1,800 years ago, is
deseribed. I had been in Paul’s tracks for several weeks, and become
wmewhat‘ familiar with his movements. In the present instance, he
was on his way from Miletns and Rhodes to Jerusalem, and bad
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“ landed at Tyre, for there the ship was to unlade her burden.” He
remained here seven days, and as he departed all the Christian people
followed him out of the city with their wives and children, and
kneeled down on the shore and prayed. To peruse the account on
the spot gives it a reality.

In closing this chapter, I would say that, while there are no mem-
bers of the Masonic society resident here, quite a number of native
gentlemen, civil and military, and some foreigners, “have long
entertained” the necessary “opinion,” and were a lodge opened,
either in Sidon, twenty-five miles north, or Acre (or Caifa), the
same distance south, these would become petitioners. And while
Tyre is scarcely adapted, by the character of its population, for a
permanent lodge, those who, like myself, feel that the home of Hiram
should not be entirely overlooked, could unite in the plan in regard
to Ephesus, which resembles T'yre in the same particular. There,
while the lodge is nominally located at Ephesus, the members all
live at Smyrna, twenty-five miles north, and go together, by day, on
the regular occasions, to open the lodge at Ephesus and do its regu-
lar work. So the brethren at Sidon, Acre or Caifa, might bave a
lodge at Tvre without being residents here.

PR
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CHAPTER VIL

THE TOMB OF HIRAM.

5| Tuesday, April 14th, as I have said, I arrived at Tyre,
V)| after two days’ hard horseback exercise from Beyrout, and
early next morning, April 15th, went out five miles east,
to view the celebrated monument of antiquity, called by
the natives Kabr Hairan, meaning Hiram’s Tomb. In
the survey of this old relic I spent the day, returning late in the
afternoon to Tyre, and made a second visit to it a month later.

The way thither is through the only gate of Tyre now in use.
There all day long a group of men sit smoking, chatting and enjoy-
ing their dolce far miente, as the Italians have it. Nobody reads
newspapers in Tyre ; this group of observant idlers is so thoroughly
posted in all Tyrian news, that what they don’t know isn’t worth
knowing. They discussed me for several daysin all my bearings,
and I hope came to favorable conclusions. A splendidly carved
marble sarcophagus, once of large cost and rare beauty, lies a hun-
dred yards in front of the gate, degraded now to the uses of a horse-
trough! On its four corners are rams’ heads beautifully carved. It
much resembles a sarcophagus that I saw at Gebal a few weeks
since.

Everybody I meet here has a welcome word and sign for me,
except those ill-conditioned brutes, the Metawelies. They are on a
par with the publicans, of whom the Great Teacher said, «if ye
salute your brethren only, what do ye more than others?” (Matt. v.
47), for they pay no sort of attention to my most graceful of salzams,
or my cheeriest of “ how are ye, my bully boys ?” with which I greet
them day after day, with unwearying patience.

I crossed the isthmus connecting the island, on which Tyre was
originally built, with the mainland, now only a dreary waste of white
sand, drift wpon drift. This \sthmus seems to have been crowded ag
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far into the water as it can be. I donot think that even the display of
fishers’ nets spread over the costly marble and granite rnins of Tyre
affect me so much as this cheerless waste of sand. If a man would
have a lesson of the mutuability of earthly things, let him stand
upon the eminence where the sand-billows have drifted the highest,
and read from the twenty-seventh and twenty-eighth chapters of
Ezekicl such passages as these: “Thou sealest up the sum, full of
wisdom and perfect beanty. Thy borders are in the midst of the
seas, thy builders bave perfected thy beauty,” and other paragraphs
of this nature; then cast his eye over yonder poor crumbling ruins
called Tyre, its magnificent church reduced to fragments of walls
whose inclosures are used for the vilest purposes, its triple walls bro-
ken down, its incalculable traffic comprised now in a few small boats.
But the theme is too painful to contemplate this charming April
day, so I turn my back upon it and ride eastward, cheerily whistling
“Qver the hills and far away.” '

I have nowhere seen such a number of camels as throng this road.
They are loaded chiefly with charcoal from the mountains, each of
the huge beasts carrying two immense hampers filled with it. Fuel
is so scarce in this country that no one thinks of making a fire for
any purpose save cooking, and for that charcoal is the cheapest. It
is shipped from here, up and down the coast in considerable quanti-
ties by the small coasting-boats. Many of these camels, however, are
loaded with millstones, made of the hard, black, indestructible basalt
that lies heaped in petrified billows east of the Sea of Galilee. These
are also shipped in different directions, and form one of the leading arti-
cles of Tyrian traffic. As the daily “ Prices-Current” of Tyre are not
published, I could not find out the ¢ uling prices of 1aillstones.

: The plain of Tyre, after I passed the sand-drifts, is extremely beau-
tlful.' The barley, the principal grain raised upon it at the present
day, is at this time about a foot high, and looks promising. Doubt-
less a gf)od system of farming would develop immense crops here ; but
.the native plows only Zickle the ground; no manure is used, the seed
® scantily sown, and everything is done in a barbarous way. Many
f;:wt’es oi; tmulbe'rry—tre.es attrzuft tht.} eye, and I learn upon inquiry
e s:}x])ean ne]x]n‘pltt }113 making to raise silk here. ) I apprehend, however,
. Vi ltxa iness of Fhe neighborhood will always make against

¥y have the “chillsand fever” around Tyre as bad as in the
Wabash swamps of Indiaua.

In about one hour's ride I begin to ascend the hills, the snow
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capped Lebanons seeming to rise just before me, though I know very
well that a day’s hard riding will not more than reach them. This is
one of the most charming days I have seen in Palestine, and my very
soul and lungs expand as I draw in this invigorating breeze from
Lebanon. The mountain-sides are black with goats, the vslleys are
white with sheep ; the voices of their keepers, calling to each other,
reach my ears, mellowed in the distance; and as I observe the little
lambs tenderly cared for by their rude Arab keepers, I feel involun-
tarily to burst forth, as the shepherd-poet at Bethlehem: «The
Lord is MY shepherd, I shall not want. He maketh ME to
lie down in green pastures; he leadeth ME beside the still waters.
He restoreth my soul.” May I never be less submissive to HIM than
these poor creatures are to their shepherd.

Seeing a large upright stone on the top of a high hill on the left, I
leave my horse with Hassan, and scramble up to it through a field of
barley. Itis animmense block, having a chiselled groove down the
side, and, as I afterwards learned from the well- -posted mlss1onary,
Dr. W. M. Thomson, at Beyrout, author of Land and Book, it is part
of an olive-press. But the very olive-trees that supplied the fruit for
this press have disappeared ; even their stumps are gone, and the press
has been, perhaps, a thousand years out of use. Near it is a
large cistern cut in the solid rock, well cemented on the sides and bot-
tom. A few steps lower down are the remains of a house in which, to my
delight, I found large patches of a Mosaic pavement, so interesting
to a Freemason. This led me to call for my chisel and hammer,
and I soon collected enough of the fessere from this checker-work
to fill my carpet-bag. I afterwards collected stores of similar objects
from Mount Zion at Jerusalem, Mount Olivet, and other places.
There are no remains of Hebrew, Greek and Roman penods 50 nu-
merous as patches of the Mosaic pavement.

Going on eastward I open my eyes widely to catch the first view
of Hiram’s Tomb. I make my two servants fall behind me in the
road. No one shall point it out to me. I press on, having two
eagles a mile or so overhead, leaving on my right and left great frag-
ments of pillars, and chapiters, and sarcophagi, and deep pits cnt in the
solid rock for the reception of water for Hiram’s men in the older
times. I pass by groves of olives and figs, my kingly birds watch
ing me keenly. I see, upon a steep hill to the right, the town of
Hanaweigh, built, as Dr. Thomson informs me, out of the ruins of
the country seats and summer residences of Tyre’s merchant-princes
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that once crowned these hills I meet caravan after caravan of
camels, with their loads of charcoal, so suggestive of that Masonic
fervency on which I have so often expatiated. But I have no eyes
for these things; I am watching out for Kabr Hairan, the sepulchre
of Hiram. ;

Yonder it is! It is worth coming all the way from the United
States to see it. There is no mistaking it. Nowhere in all the
world have my eyes beheld anything like it. A little to the right
of the hill I have been ascending, and a little beyond its apex, the
regal fowls looking down upon it so knowingly, it stands out clear
and sharp against the mountains beyond ; its grand sepulchral stone
crowning the structure with a massiveness proportioned to the whole.
At last I see the burial-place of the great Huram, who was ever a
lover of David (1 Kings v.1), and who rejoiced greatly when he
heard the words of Solomon, and who wrote generously in acknowl-
edgment of the royal missive announcing Solomon’s intention to
build an house unto the name of the Lord his God: ¢Because the
Lord hath loved his people, he hath made thee king over them.
Blessed be the Lord God of Israel that made the Heaven and the
earth, who hath given to David the king a wise son, endued with
prudence and understanding, that might build an house for the
Lord, and an house for his kingdom” (2 Chronicles ii. 11, 12). Here
lies the Master of the Widow’s Son, whose tragic history seasons
every instruction of the Freemason’s lodge.

Riding more slowly towards the resting-place of “this friend of
Solomon,” my legionary birds drawing still nearer to me, I love to
think that the Pheenician monarch selected his burial-spot in his
own lifctime, in accordance with the customs of his country; that
the plan of the structure itself was drawn by the pencil of Hiram,
the Widow’s Son; and that the munificence of King Solomon bore
the expense of its erection. Thus our first three Grand Masters
were united in this as in other matters interesting to all Masons.

Kabr Hairan bears about it unmistakable marks of extreme
antxguityl So says Dr. Thomson, and so say I It is impossible
to d}sprove the local tradition which assigns this tomb to the great
Tynan‘King. So says Prof. H. B. Tristam, and so say I. Much
more will be fel¢ than uifered by a Masonic visitor. Standing on the
fartyest point eastward, from which a clear view of the sea-coast is
obtained, and at a spot where the brightest Orient rays come down
from the Lebanon ranges, it 1s the place of all others for the Tomb
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of Hiram. The genus loci, the spirit of the locality, is worth a hun-
dred cold arguments based npon tape-lines and parchment records
_ This ¢s the monument of leam, yonder eagles know it, and 1
know it.

This remarkable structure consists of fifteen stones arranged in
five layers of the ordinary hard cretaceous limestone, solid, firm, and
durable, without any marked lines of stratification, and inclining
to a crystalline structure. As I know very well from having cut
into it with my chisel, it is very hard, the outer surface blunting the
edge of the chisel much like glass.

I. There is a layer of stones, about fifteen feet by ten, resting upon
a bed of grout (that is, small pebbles intermixed with mortar) six or
eight inches deep. There is only one stone (near the northwest
corner) belonging to this foundation exposed; but I take it for
granted that this layer extends equally under the whole monument.
This one stone is thirty-four inches in height, and four feet long.
No one would have supposed that this underground layer existed
but for the fact of there being a deep-arched well or cistern on the
north side of the monument, in digging which a part of the sub-
structure was exposed, together with the bed of grout on which that
first tier of stones rested. Not finding any accurate measnrements
of Hiram’s Tomb in the books, I took them myself, and verified them
on my second visit here.

IL. The first layer of the monument aboveground consists of four
stones, numbered in my plan A, B, C, D. This tier is four feet
high.

IIL The second tier consists of five stones. These exactly cover
the lower tier, breaking the joints, as will be seen in the plan, in an
artistic manner. They are numbered in my plan E, F, G, H, I
This tier is two feet ten inches high. )

IV. The ¢hird tier consists of four stones. These extend in every
direction several inches outside the tier below, forming a plea.sing
sort of ledge or cornice. These are numbered K, L, M, N, in my
plan. This tier is two feet eleven inches high.

V. The fourth tier is monolithal, consisting of one great block
of stone. It is numbered O in my plan. Out of the centre of
thig, in the top, was hewn a huge cavity for the reception of the
corpse, Elevated as this sarcophagus is—more than ten feet from
the ground—it presents a majestic appearance. I climbed up to
it by the help of an Arab, who mounted before me, gave me his

{
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band, and by nature’s own grip assisted me to rise, my two eagles
looking curiously down upon the effort. Walking round to the
eastern cnd of it, upon the cornice already described, I found that .
the burial-place had been burst open and was empty.

VI. The fifth tier aboveground is also monolithal, making the lid
of the -sarcophagus. This lid was made with a tenon on the under
side, which fitted into the cavity or coffin of the sarcophagus. I
could not tell whether cement was used in fastening down the lid, but
presume that it was. The dead body was reached by those who rifled
it by going to the top of this lid, bursting down a large piece at the
northeast corner, then breaking out the end of the sarcophagus
immediately below it; so an entrance was effected. By this hole I
looked immediately into the place where once lay the body of King
Hiram, empty, no doubt, more than two thousand years. Afterwards
I crept into the coffin itself, and measured it.

The great stones of this monument being considerably shattered,
probably by earthquakes, I found it easy to procure pieces of them,
and did so abundantly. T eut the Square and Compass deeply on the
monument, on the second tier, eastern end, near the northeast corner.
My Arab servant, Hassan, having seen me do this at other places,
labors under the impression that it is my name, and tells everybody
80. I also exposed my Masonic flag there. I sum up in the follow-
ing tables all my measurements of this curious relic of antiquity:

S1ZES OF THE FIFTEEN ASHLARS IN KABR HAIRAN.

{See Drawings.]
FroM Frox
EAsT T0o WesT.  NORTH TO SOUTH. HEeleHT,
First Tier. A 3 ft. 0in. 8 ft. 8 in. 4 ft. 0 in.
B~ b < 1. ing 4 ft. 4 in. 4 ft. 0in.
€ 3 ft11in. 8 ft. 8 in. 4 ft. 0 in.
TR A« T o 4 ft. 4in. 4 ft. 0 in.
Second Tier. E 5 ft. 0in. 6 ft. 0 in. 2 ft. 10 in.
F 6ft. 4in. 2 ft. 10 in. 2 ft. 10 in.
G 7ft. 8in. 2 ft. 11 in. - 2 ft. 10 in.
H 4f 1in. 5ft. 9 in. 2 ft. 10 in.
I 4ft 9in. 5 ft. 9in. 2 ft. 10 in.
Third Tier K 3ft. 9in. 9 ft. 11 in. 2 ft. 11 in.
B S Pt L0 sin 9 ft. 11 in. 2 ft. 11 in.
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Frox Frox
EasT TO WEST, NorTH TO SOUTH. HEleHT,

M 3ft. 9in. 9 ft. 11 in. 2 ft. 11 in.
N 3ft. 7in. 9 ft. 11 in. 2 ft. 11 in.

Sarcophagus. O 12 ft. 11 in. 7 ft. 8in. 6 ft. 0in.

Lid. P 12f.11in. 7f. 8in  3ft 6in.

DiMENSIONS OF THE RESPECTIVE TIERS.

Frox FRroM
EasT TO WEST. NORTH TO SOUTH. HEIGHT.
FPirst Tier. 14 ft. 0 in. 8 ft. 8in. 4 ft. 0 1in.
Second Tier. 14 ft. 0 in. 8 ft. 8in. 2 ft. 10 in.
Third Tier. 15 ft. 1 in. 9 ft. 11 in. 2 ft. 11 in.
Fourth Tier. 12 ft. 11 in. 7 ft. 8in. 6 ft. 5 in.
Fifth Tier. 12 ft. 11 in. v ft. 8in. 3 ft. 6 in.
{lafaleeighy s S it fe e e 19 ft. 8 in.

CoNDITION OF THE RESPECTIVE BLoCKS.

A, considerable piece out of the upper and northeast corner. B,
piece out of upper and southwest corner. C, piece out of the upper
and southwest corner, and lower and northeast corner. D, in good
condition. E, northeast and southwest corners much shattered. ¥,
cracked through by earthquake. @, brokefi at upper and northwest
corner. H, best condition of all. I, cracked by earthquake. KX,
very large piece gone at north end under side. L and M, in good
condition. N, shattered at south end. O, broken open at east end.
P, large piece burst off northeast corner. My chiselling of the
Square and Compass was done on block E, on the east face.

The coffin or cavity in the great sepulchral stone is in length 6 ft.
3 in.; width, 1 ft. 10 in.; depth, 2 ft. 2 in.

DEpIcATIONS OF THE FIFTEEN ASHLARS.

William Preston, of England, Masonic Ritualist.

William Hutchinson, of England, Masonic Moralist.
Thaddeus Mason Harris, of United States, Masonic Moralist.
Thomas Smith Webb, of United States, Masonic Ritualist.
George Washington.

Ho oWk
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The Duke of Sussex, long Grand Master of England.

Pliny Fisk, first (Masonic) Protestant Missionary to Palestine
Wellins Caleott, of England, Masonic Moralist.

Edward A. Guilbert, of United States, Masonic Journalist.
John W. Simons, of United States, Masonic Jurist.

D. Murray Lyon, of Scotland, Masonic Journalist.

The Earl of Zetland, long Grand Master of England.

The Illustrious Dead of the Masonic Craft.

The Zealous Living Workers of the Masonic Craft.

Benjamin Franklin. x

HozZEgrR"HeH

The honor of these dedications has, I think, been fairly earned
by their respective recipients, as the history of Freemasonry, in
earlier and later times, abundantly proves. The workmen them-
selves are such as the Royal Grand Master would have hailed
worthy associates, and “their works do follow them.” Will it not
bring many Masonic pilgrims to this sacred locality, when there
may be grouped together around the great pile so many of the
richest associations in our history ? :

I am confident of having the approving sentiment of every Mason
of intelligence in adopting Kabr Hairan as the best remaining
monument of the most ancient Masonic period. Here, I think, was
laid the body of our Grand Master, Hiram, King of Tyre. The
resting-place of Solomon is lost; that of the Widow’s Son (like that
of Moses) “no man knowegh;” but here, in these fifteen huge stones, we
have the burial-place of the Pillar of Strength! Surely it was good
for me that I came here; and I cannot but approve the enthusiasm
of that thoroughly good Mason, Brother E.T.Rogers, Master (in
1868) of the Palestine Lodge, No. 415, at Beyrout, who projected,
years ago, & Masonic visit and pic-nic to this memorable fane.

g I lump together a number of notes of measurements and descrip-
tions made on the spot. The accumulations of earth and débris from
the field on the north have been walled up around the monument a
few feet distant, leaving an alley on the three sides of it. Otherwise
the tomb' would be concealed (as the great wall of Mount Moriah is)
one-half its height. The object of this extraordinary care, so differ-
ent from w}'mt we generally observe in this country, was to preserve
the water-cistern for use. This cistern is six feet north of the monu-
ment, and reached by stone steps from the northwest corner of the
tomb. Go down eastward by four narrow steps to a platform, six by
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four feet ; continu: eastward by four broad steps, six feet long; then
turn northward and go down five narrow steps to the water, two feet
deep. Arched entrance to the cistern is four by ten feet. Cistern
itself is nearly hemispherical in shape, fifteen feet from north to
gouth, by ten feet. It is plastered with gravel-stones, set in cement
and sherds of old pottery. Water cool and good, much liked by the
villagers of Hanaweigh. No signs of tools can be seen where the
break was made into the sepulchre. . The sides of the coffin or cavity
have three notches on the north side and one on the south, but none
overhead. I readily crept in there, through the break made by the
robbers, perhaps of Sennacherib, B.c. 715, or thereabouts. No hiero-
glyphics of any kind are on the monument, so far as I could dis-
cover. From the top of the monument there is a fine view of Tyre,
the plain of Pheenicia almost to Sidon, and the Great Sea beyond. A
steamer was passing southward, bound for Egypt, and quite a num-
ber of sail-vessels. Lizards abound in the tomb, and Brother H. B.
Tristam (in Land of Israel) killed a large adder that lay asleep,
with its head exposed, at the joinings of the tiers. But I saw no
snakes around here. Hyssop grows abundantly in the cracks, and
makes quite a green and tufted appearance for old Hiram.

Kabr Hairan is usually described as standing due east and west,
but by the aid of the compass furnished me by my old friend, Brother
Edward Jewell, of Louisville, Ky., I conclude, either that the varia-
tion here is fifteen or twenty degrees from the true meridian, or that
the monument is not oriented to face the four points of the com-
pass. :

While taking measurements and making notes, an old man, head
of a party of camel-drivers, stopped and looking on for a few minutes,
asked, through my servant, “ what for all my writing ?” I told him
I had come six thousand miles over yonder blue sea, pointing to the
Mediterranean, which stretched out majestically at our feet, and that
when I return home I shall tell my friends all about the great and .
curious Kabr Hairan. This pleased him, and he cried out, with the
accompanying gesticulation, « Tyeed, Tyeeb” (good), and went on his
way to tell his companions of the Melican Howadji who had come so
far over the sea to look at Kabr Hairan.

In the hot hour, at high twelve, I sat in the shadow of the tomh
and wrote these lines :
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KABR HAIRAN.
(Written April 15th, 1868, at the Tomb of Hiram.)

Eastward from Tyre, where the sun
First gleams above gray Hermon’s side,
They brought thee, when thy work was done,
And laid thee here in royal pride:
They brought thee with the noblest rites
The wisest of our Craft enjoined ; (1)
Before thee soared the mountain heights,
And thy loved ocean-isle behind.

The Cedars bowed their kingly tops
As Hiram, Chief of Masons, passed: ()
Q’er Lebanon's all-snowy slopes
The eagle screamed upon the blast: (3)
Westward the foaming sea was crowned
With snow-white sails returning home:
Their Sea-Queen (4) glorious they found,
Where thou, their King, should no more come.

Where in thy lifetime thou hadst reared
This Tomb, befitting one so great, (5)
They bore thee, Monarch loved and feared,
And %id thee in thy bed of state: (6)

.(l) See note 10 for an explanation of this. King Hiram was traditionally buried
with the Masonie Honors, as prepared by the pen of King Solomon.

(2) For'merly all these offshoots and spurs of the Lebanon Mountains were probably
eo)'ered with cedars, though now the nearest grove of which I have any knowledge is
thirty or forty miles north of Hiram’s Tomb.

(3) As I write these lines, two of those noble birds are soaring in the clear sky above
me.

(4) 'For many centuries the City of Tyre was the commercial metropolis of the world.
The title “ Sea-Queen ” is therefore highly appropriate.

(5) It was the custom of the prinees and rulers of Phoenieia to prepare for them-
selves great and costly sepulchres, even while living ; the hills around KaBr HATRAN
are full of these, but all shattered and empty.

(6) To comprehend the splendor of Hiram’s burial procession, read that of Alexan
der the Great, as detailed iv Rollin’s Aneient History. i

N
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They closed thee in with cunning art
And left thee to thy well-earned fame:
’T'was all the living can impart,—
A tomb, a pageant, and a name.

Loud was the wail on Zidon’s hill,—
Her Sages mourned thee as their own: (7)
Loud the lament on far Jebale
Her wisest Son of Light was gone: (8)
The ships of Tyre bore the word
On every wind across the main,
And white-robed craftsmen wept their lord
And strewed the mystic leaves again. (9)

Nor these alone ;—on Zion too
A Brother joins his tears with theirs:
King Solomon, to friendship true,
The grief of Tyre fitly shares:
His matchless pen such words indites
Of true report and sacred woe,
That to this hour, Freemasons’ rites
Within his wise direction go. (10)

The centuries wore apace ; and changed
The kingdom of each royal Sire:

Ephraim from Judah was estranged,
And Zidon separate from Tyre: (11)

(7) At the period of Hiram’s reign, the city of Zidon, which lies about twenty-five
miles north of Tyre, was under his rule.

(8) Jebale (styled in the Scriptures Gebal) is about seventy-five miles north of Tyre,
and once marked the boundary of Hiram’s possessions. It was the seat of the Archi-
tectnral and Philosophical Schools of early ages.

(9) The various calonies of Tyre were established at all the prominent points on the
Mediterranean Sea.

(10) According to Masonic tradition, the funeral rites under which King Hiram was
puried were composed by King Solomon : they were substantially the same as those in
use at the present day.

(11) It was but a few years after Hiram’s death that his own kingdom, as well as
‘hat of his royal friend Solomon, was rent in twain by internal convulsions.
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Then swept the deluge over all;

The Conqueror came with sword and flame,
And templed shrine and kingly hall

Are but the shadow of a name. (12)

Yet here thy burial-place is kept,—
Still this MEMORIAL appears,

Though shadows of old time have crept
Along these stones three thousand years.

The frost and rain have gently seared ;
The Orient-sun hath kindly blest:

And earthquakes shattering have spared
Our Kabr Huairan, Hiram’s rest.

Still warm thine eastern front the rays
That call the Craftsmen to the wall:
Here let me chisel this device,
The oldest, holiest of all! (13)
And as the western sun goes down
To give the wearied Craft release,
His latest gleam, in smile or frown,
These time-stained ashlars still doth kisa.

The lizard darts within thy walls,
The Arab stalks indifferent by,
Vast relics once of lordly halls
Around in mute suggestion lie:
The hyssop springs between the stones,
The daisy blossoms at the foot,
The olive its peace-lessons owns,
Best moral where all else is mute.

Stand thou, till time shall be no more,
Great type of Masonry divine!

From eastern height, from western shore,
Let Craftsmen seek this ancient shrine*

u2) Referrifxg. to the Chaldean monarch Nebuchadnezzar, who corquered the king:
doms of Pheenicia, Israel, and Jndah, about four hundred years after Hiram’s death.

(13} X chiselled the Square and Compass deeply on the tomb near the northeast

oorner

1
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And from each pilgrim this be heard,
As from one humble voice to-day:
“ Honor to Hiram,—Masons’ lord,
“ Honor and gratitude we pay!”

Sitting on the north side of this old structure, “the place of dark-
ness,” and what is better just now, of coolness, my eye is again attract-
ed by that pair of mountain eagles who started across the isthmus
of Tyre with me this morning, and have been watching me with un-
wearying patience, while I examined olive-presses, collected mosaic zes-
serce, culled anemones and poppies, and browsed generally along the
way. Grand old fellows! how they hang up there in the sky on
their broad wings, extended sail-like six or eight feet horizontally!
Whatever their intentions in thus following me, their patience is
most praiseworthy; and I feel it to be a good omen that King Hi-
ram’s Lebanon has sent down two of its aquile aure, its gold-
en eagles, to guard my way by old Hiram’s sarcophagus. And
now is my best time to embody Scriptural references to the Zagle
in these pages. Come, ye inspired prophets, around me, and let us
study the Bird of Jove together. Roman cohorts and Roman le-
gions have often enough displayed ¢heir eagles along this rocky road,
running eastward from Tyre, and the Germans, a thousand years
later, exhibited theérs, the double-headed one, as they came down from
Antioch, A.p. 1099, to the capture of Jerusalem. But what use did
you prophets make of the eagle when “inquiring and searching dili-
gently, and prophesying of the grace that should come” to fallen
men ?

Who of you all have'made the “unclean bird” (Lev. xi. 18) your
emblem ?

Moses : I used it in threatenings against my people, in case they
should refuse to hearken unto the voice of the Lorp their God. Ob-
serving its swiftness of flight, I declared that the nation whom God
should send against Israel, from the end of the earth, should come
“as swift as the eagle flieth.” (Dent. xxviii. 49.)

Habakkuk: 1 took up the figure of Moses 885 years afterward,
and compared that bitter and hasty nation, the Chaldeans, to yonder
bird, saying, «they shall fly (against Israel) as the eagle hasteth to
eat.” (i 8.) This prophet had doubtless seen the swoop by which
the eagle descends upon its prey, so graphically described by W. M.
Thomson: « They poise themselves for a moment, then, like a bolt
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from the clear sky, down they come, head foremost, with wings
collapsed,” and snatch the defenceless lamb from under the very
eye of the shepherd.

Jeremiah : 1 denounced the pride and self-confidence of the Edom-
ites at Mt. Seir, and declared that, though they should make their nest
on high, as the eagle that has established hiseyrie in yonder inaccessi-
ble crag of Lebanon, yet the Lord will bring him down. (xlix. 16.)

David: 1 sung of God’s bounty, declaring that he renews the
youth of his saints as the moulting eagle renews his glorious pinions.
(Pa. ciii. 5.) ;

Moses: In promising the tender mercies of God to an obedient
race, I reminded them of the eagle’s care for her young: “Asan eagle
stirreth up her nest, fluttereth over her young, spreadeth abroad her
wings, taketh them, beareth them on her wings, so the Lord alone
did lead him.” (Deut. xxxii. 11.)

EAGLE AND PREY.

The voi.ce of Jehovah, showing his almighty power to J ob, conde-
gcends to introduce this bird into the lesson, in these grand words -
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“ Doth the eagle mount up at thy command, and make her nest on
high ? She dwelleth and abideth on the rock, upon the crag of the
rock, and the strong place. From thence she seeketh the prey, and
her eyes behold afar off. Her young ones also suck up blood, and
where the slain are, there is she.” (Job xxxix. 27.)

But my hour is exhausted, and I must to my measurements, al-
though my Scriptural references to the eagle are not half exhausted.
I have left ont “ mounting np on wings as eagles ” (Is. xl. 31), and a
score of passages. I imagine the imperial bird descending from
these heights upon the sceptre in the left hand of the statue of Ju-
piter Olympus, on the Acropolis, far in the northwest.

And I must not forget what Mrs. Ellet says:

‘¢ Imperial wanderer ! the storms that shake
Earth’s towers, and bid her rooted mountains quake,
Are never felt by thee!”

Could I question the mighty bird, it would be an interesting in-
quiry with what sentiments he viewed the dreadful earthquake that
racked all this country, on New Year’s day, 1837 ; when Safed was
shaken together as a heap; when El Jish was totally destroyed; Ti-
berias cracked and shattered ; and the death-cries of three thousand
souls went up to heaven from yonder eastern range; when every
hand was faint and every heart melted, and pangs and sorrows took
hold of them, and they were amazed one at another (Isaiah xiii.8);
when the earth reeled to and fro as a drunkard, and was removed
like a cottage (xxiv. 20); when the great house was smitten with
breaches and the little house with clefts (Joel vi. 11). A number of
our American lodges are named Eagle Lodge.

To compare my measurements and descriptions with those of other
writers, I have looked up Van der Velde’s, and copy what he says:
“Hiram’s tomb stands on an oblong, four-sided pedestal, of two lay-
ers of huge stones, 14 feet long, 8 feet 9 inches broad, 6 feet high.
The third layer is 15 feet long, 10 broad, 3 feet 9 inches high.
Above this is a truncated pyramid, hewn out of a single rock, 12
feet 1 inch long, 8 feet 6 inches wide, 6 feet high. This is surmount-
ed by an oblong stone of the same dimensions, 5 feet high. The
entire tomb is about 21 feet high. There is nothing to prevent pas-
sengers from approaching the monument, no peculiar sanctity being
ascribed to it, as in the numerous welies (tombs) of the Moslems.”
Van der Velde admits the tradition that claims this as the monu-
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ment of Hiram, Solomon’s friend and ally, and thinks the popular
belief well founded. No heathen king, he says, was ever in such
close relationship with Israel as the King of Tyre, and nowhere else
in this country, except at Jerusalem, is there so large a monument
as this, or one so appropriate to such a king. He sees in this remem-
brance of Tyre’s great monarch, thus visibly preserved in this monu-
ment, & confirmation of the Lord’s words, in 1 Sam. xi. 30, “Them
that honor me, I will honor.”

Brother Capt. Charles Warren, so long in charge of the Jerusalem
Explorations, makes a note of Hiram’s Tomb, under date July, 1869,
as follows: « We passed out of our way to visit Hiram’s Tomb, as I
was anxious to see if there were any masons’ marks on the stone. 1
could only see two,—one is a Christian Cross, of the Byzantine type,
at the western end ; it appears to be ancient. The other consists of
a square and compass, very recently cut.” As I saw nothing of this
“ Christian Cross,” I fancy it must have been put there since May,
1868.

Some sort of a fair, I think, was going ou at Tyre the day I first
visited Kabr Hairan, something like the one at Bint Jebale, which
I shall describe in another chapter, and the number and variety of
travellers was no doubt beyond the ordinary. I took down a score
or two of notes, sitting in my stocking-feet on the cornice at the east
end of the monument, and here are specimens of them :

s Parg of Arab charcoal-dealers, all mounted on camels, eighteen
in all. As the wind blew in their faces they had all turned them-
selves to the rear, except the leader, and so avoided the draft. These
Arab saddles are just like a sawhorse, an old-fashioned X, on which-
you can face either way, and suffer, I should think, excruciating pain,
no matter which way you sit. I was never on a camel in my life,
but I Zave sat for ten minutes ata time on a sharp-edged fence-rail,
and I remember it. The sheikh of the little village has come over
to ask Hassan what I am doing up there. I told Hassan (sarcas-
tically) to say that I had bought this tomb from the Pasha, and was
going to hip it to America, but he evidently told him something
else. The sheikh is a short man, with the darkest shade of bronze;
eyes keen, roving, and unsettled ; teeth white ; skin so dried and with-
ered it seems cleaving from the bones. Here passes a man in, or just
out of, an ague fit. How well I know how he feels. He may say ag
the prophet of Anathoth did: All my bones shake; I am like a
drunken man, a man whom wine overcometh (Jer. xxiiic 9). And
the word wine reminds me to offer him some arrack from my leather
bottle. But he loathes it, and (I judge by the sound) curses me
inwardly (Ps. Ixii. 4). Truth is, all Moslems-are Rechabites (Jer.



PAGES FROM MY DIARY. 119

xxxv. 2). Some cows pass by from the pastures of Kanah, just over
the hill yonder. One is what Jeremiah calls (x]. 20) a very fair
heifer. Some are fat as heifers at grass, and bellow as bulls (Jer. L
11). The long line of telegraph poles between me and Tyre yonder,
suggests how differently certain passages of Scripture would read had
Morse only appeared 3,000 years sooner. Jonah need never have
gone personally to Nineveh ; Joseph need not have come to Palestine
before finding that Archelaus did reign in place of his father Herod ;
the movements of invading armies would have been telegraphed,
and time given the natives to prepare for defence; and so all throuih
the sacred pages. And here, on a certain day blessed in all the
history of this country, if the miserable people only knew it, there
passed one who, though rich, yet for our sakes became poor. On his
way to Sarepta, as I will show in a coming chapter, Jesus and his
disciples passed this monument, doubtless looking upto it and passing
comments upon it, even as travellers do now. It is easy to recognize
a Christian village, both by the unveiled faces and black, sparkling
eyes of the females, and the neater houses and cleaner streets. How
truly that city of Tyre, five miles yonder in the west, was said to
have been planted in a pleasant place! (Hos. ix. 13.) A sheikh
is passing by, gorgeously apparelled, as the Scripture expresses it,
and doubtless as “full of all subtlety” (Acts xiii. 10) as his progen-
itor in the days of Peter. The purity of the atmosphere and gentle
freshness of the air, as it comes down from the hills 1n the east, high,
broken, and rugged, makes everything delightful up here. That old
camel-sheikh, with his eye like a hawk’s, can see ten miles off. But
he cannot reverse the.telescope; the pencil-marks on my note-book
are invisible to him; the copy of my Arabic newspaper, Z! Hadekhat,
is a sheet of white paper. A chap climbed up side of me for purposes
of instruction. He told me a great deal; and when I had paid him
for his information and dismissed him with thanks, he remembered
8 great deal more and came back again. Like the eccentric Wors.
Master, L. O. B.,—who, having told the candidate “all he knew” and
closed the lodge, summoned them together again “in called commu-
nication” a few minutes afterwards, explaining that he had just then
remembered something else, and was afraid he would forget it if not
promptly disbursed! As the body of King Cheops is probably rest-
ing, not in the King’s Chamber, nor Queen’s Chamber, nor Chamber
of Projection (subterranean), butin a vault far below the last, so I
suggested the theory to Capt. Warren that the dody of the great
Hiram was never laid ¢z this sarcophagus, but underneath, perhaps
far underneath, and when the fime for great explorations in this
locality arrives, it may be found there. To bring to light the remains
of Abraham from Hebron, David and Solomon from Sion, Hiram
from this hill, and Cheops from that subterranean chamber «forever
flowed about by water,” are among the works reserved for Masonic
explorers. An ungainly, wabbling creature, with a withered hand, as
in the story of the miracle at Capernaum. The next is a party of
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Swedes, judging from dress, eyes, and hair. One of them recalls the
portrait of Gustavus Adolphus, tall, vigorous, graceful, yellow hair
flowing thick and plentiful, expression mild, manners singularly
engaging. 1 was sorry he knew so little English, for what liftle he
did Enow did him good. Now come two men with silver beards,
walking staff in hand, who_do not even deign me a nod. The next
is a grave, patient-looking Rabbi, whose philosophy is good enough
for Socrates. Replying to my remark, that the opgressmn the Jews
had received from the world would naturally sour them against their
tyrants, he said, “ Hakeem, buf it is noble and god-like to bear with
calmness and observe with pity the failings of others” Whereupon
I (figuratively) gave him my hat. Next there comes a fine, comely

irl, in the beautiful costume of the Lebanons, with bracelets round
E]er arms and ankles. The trees thatI observed this morning are the
olive, palm, orange, lemon, cypress, oleander, tamarisk, etc.; the
flowers (as I gather the class-names from other authors), Ranun-
culus myriophyllus, Draba verna, Reseda suffruticosa, Zizyphus
vulgaris, Senecio vernalis, Anchusa italica, Parietaria officinalis,
and the like. 'The little Scops owl, called here Maroof, stares
at me from an olive-tree close by, in his own inquisitive style; and
the lazy people, by a stare equally persistent, but not half so wise,
prove that, however they may value money, they have no real appre-
ciation of that which money only represents—zime. And now a
whole party, of divers ages and sexes, gather on the bank in front,
almost level with my face, and take a long stare at me. Klau-
ber can’t make a photograph of me half so accurate as they will.
The old man, with “childish treble,” leads off in-the hated dissyllable
backsheesh. He is followed in coarser tones by another and another
of the crowd, until every gullet is croaking with that abhorrent
password of beggary. In this vicinity this morning, looking up the
almost illegible carvings on old stones, I stirred up a number of
Ecartndges, arger than ours at home, and of different color. Their

aks and feet are red, and plumes ashy gray, like the color of
the dust. The country around is rocky and impracticable, and much
overgrown with thorn. The caravans that go by kick up a dreadful
dust. The dust of these roads, powdering the face, irritating the
eyes, and leaving a taste of hyd. cum crefa in the mouth, recalls a host
of Seripture passages, showing that Holy Land was always Dusty Land.
That we were made of “dust,” a,ccordying to the expression (Genesis
ii. 7), “And the Lord God formed man of the dust of the ground,”
and g’ther passages, seems plain enough this morning, and that “unto
dust” all the generations of this country have, literally, returned,

rhaps explains the peculiarly acrid and unpleasant flavor to which

have referred. Jesus told his disciples to shake the dust off their
feet at the doors of inhospitable men as a testimony against them.
It may be that explains the dust-heaps I have seen at so many
thresholds! In the fourteenth century the English government
instituted a court styled The Court of %usty Feet (pie-poudre), te
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be held at markets, to settle difficulties between buyers and sellers
on the spot. I shounld think Raschid Pasha might introduce it here
with equal regularity and propriety. A fakir, or native beggar-
priest, of the class that subsists on charity. A wild-looking man,
naked to the waist, having in fact no clothing save a sheepskin tied
around his hips, long, matted hair, shading a wild, haggard face ; he is,
in all the uses of the word, a grim fanatic. Who is it wrote these
lines, that occur to me in my survey of old Kabr Hairan ?

As if time had been to it all sunlight and soft dew,
As if upon its freshness the cold rime
Of decay should never fall.

Gathering up my effects at 4 p.x., I started to return to Tyre, taking
upon my way the celebrated fountains called Ras-el-Ain, or *Head
of the Spring,” four miles from Tyre, and said, in the native tradi-
tions, to have been erected at the expense of King Solomon, as a
present to his royal friend Hiram. These fountains age the finest
I saw in Syria. Originally there was a large spring broke out here.
This was inclosed by immense stone walls until the water rose about
twenty feet, in one great reservoir, from which it was carried off by
aqueducts towards the city. This abundance of sweet water makes
everything around a mass of vegetation, recalling the beautiful ex-
pression, “ Whereupon there grow roses and lilies, flowers of unchange-
able color, from which are emitted odors of wonderful smell.”
(2 Esdras vi. 44.)

At the top of this fountain, I was accosted by one of the officers
of the Protestant Church at Kanah, six miles east, with a subscrip-
tion paper, asking aid towards purchasing a church-bell. I was glad
to give my mejeedia (ninety-four cents) to this desirable end, and I
hope the echoes of Lebanon have, ere this, been stirred by the sug-
gestive sound. Itisbuta late thing that the Turkish government has
permitted the use of bells in churches; a timber of heavy, porous
wood, struck with a setting-maul, having heretofore answered the pur-
pose of a bell in calling God’s people together. In all Asia Minor
there is only one Christian church supplied with a bell, viz., the old
city of Philadelphia. The Turks themselves employ men with loud
voices, styled muezzins, who station themselves in the minarets
(steeples) of the mosques and roar out the holy news with incredible
force. The last association, therefore, connected in my mind with
these abounding waters of Ras-el-Ain, is the presenting that man
with a Turkish dollar for the purpose of buying that church-bell at
Kanah. And so I quietly go back to Tyre, to dinner and to bed.
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DIVISION THIRD.—GEBAL.

Loud wind, strong wind, blowing trom the mountains,

Fresh wind, free wind, sweeping o’er the sea,

Pour forth thy vials like torrents from air-fountains,
Draughts of life to me.

A field of ruins, a scene of unutterable desolation.

Thorns coming up in her palaces, nettles and brambles in the fortresses thete
of, a habitation of dragons and a court of owls.

There is a tongue in every rock, a voice from every leaf, which witnesses, to all
who visit here, of the eternal truth and majesty of Him who is working here

the melancholy penalty of sin, in the sorrow and degradation which surround
aim.

Sacred land by blood and tears of God,
Instinct with thrills of consecrated life.

The quaint, enamelled eyes
That on the green turf suck the honeyed showers,
The ground all purpled with the vernal flowers :
These bells and flowerets of a thousand hues,

Here rest the great and good ; here they répose,
After their generous toil ; a sacred band,

They take their sleep together, while the year
Comes with its early flowers to deck their graves,
And gather them again as winter frowns ;
Theirs is no vulgar sepulchre ; green sods

Are all their monument ; and yet it tells

A nobler history than pillared piles

Or the eternal pyramids. They need

No statue nor inspiration to reveal

Their greatness



CHAPTER VIIL

GOING UP TO GEBAL.

HE Second of the Seven Grand Masonic Localities that my

visit to the Holy Land enables me to identify and desecribe,
is Gebal (pronounced Jebale, accent on the last syllable).
I went there from Beyrout, a distance of about twenty-four
miles, March 17, and remained three days, returning on
the 21st. My expeditionary force consisted of one man, Hassan, a
stout, good-natured Arab, deseribed in Chapter V., who knows con-
siderable English of the hassanic quality (the joke here consists in
the fact that the word hassan means a horse) ; one doy, Yasoof (mean-
ing Joseph, I am told), two horses and a donkey ; the latter (whom 1
bhad named Boanerges, because I don’t remember the singular form
of the word), addicted to lying down without the slightest warning,
and to making the most excruciating noises that organized nostrils
ever projected. These three persons and animals bore with them
all needful supplies of blankets, overcoats, working-tools, such as
chisel, mallet, cte,, and a good quantity of provisions for my personal
use, for five days.

In view of this five days’ trip T had consulted a professional drago-
man, who generously offered to convey me to Gebal, feed, lodge, and
find me for five days, and all for the insignificant sum of $125!
When I asked him what sort of accommodation he could afford for
that trifling remuneration, he replied that he should take nine horses
and mules, twelve servants, a cook, three tents, one for me, one for
himself and servants, and one for the kitchen, and that my dinner
should consist of five courses. I asked him if he thonght I had
come all the way from Kentucky to eat dinners of five courses. The
conm}drnm remains unanswered to this day.

; This was the third visit I had made up the coast from Beyrout, as
ar as thfe mouth of Nahr-el-Kelb (Dog River), a place all travellers
Visit, to inspect the ancient inseriptions on the rocks there. Thase
will be fully described in my account of the Masonic Bay, or Bay of
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the Rafts, in Division Fourth. But I shall not find so good a place as
this to describe a thunder-storm in which I was caught, the first visit
I made to the place. It was on the 5th of March, 1868 (the twenty-
second anniversary of my Masonic Initiation), and my purpose was
to inspect those ancient proofs of human pride and grandeur. Ihad
scarcely got out of Beyrout. on the sea-shore, when the bay became
lashed into fury by a gale. A tremendous thunder-storm swept
grandly a little way before, and as I was congratulating myself on
escaping its fury, I was startled by the roar of thunder in the rear.
Looking back, I saw myself pursued by one of Mount Lebanon’s
blackest clouds, that bellowed a thousand times worse than Spenser
makes the dragon bellow who was killed right at this spot, if report
is true, by St. George. I was riding a donkey a trifle larger than the
conventional goat of the Masonic-lodge, and my prospects of escap-
ing a drenching and a pelting were solely based on his speed. Capri-
cornus did his utmost, and I reached a native khan, or tavern (like
the one described at Neby Younas), and entered, thanks to my goat
and a gum-coat, not all wet. A dozen people with their beasts were
in there before me, the old khan proving to them, as to me, a
place of refuge and covert from storm and from rain (Isa. v.6). The
storm being over, I went on to the inscriptions, a mile or more
further north, and while making notes there a second cloud swept
through the passes of old Lebanon and poured its contents, true as
the plumb-line, on me, as I cowered nnder shelter of the overhanging
rocks. This convulsion of natmre was inconceivably grand and
awful. I have nothing parallel to it in all my memory. The gorge
through which Dog River runs separates two mountains, a thousand
feet in height, by an interval of about 300 feet. The sides of these
tremendous heights gave back the awful thunder-peals i countless
reverberations. The lightnings flashed across the defile with a
vividness blasting to the eyeballs. I could conceive that the spirits
of the mighty dead were revisiting these scenes of their earthly
grandeur, and speaking, as they once addressed the world, in tempest
and fire. In these terrific passages of sound I learned the propriety
of the Hebrew name for echo, “the danghter of the voice.” . Iwasso
impressed with the unparalleled sublimity of this scene, that, on my
return that night to the shelter of Hallock’s hospitable (flat) roof,
I was unable to sleep, but spent the hours composing the follc wing
verses, together with music to them:
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THE GLORY OF LEBANON.

That goodly mountain, Lebanon (Deut. iii. 25). He maketh Leb-
anon togskip y]ike a calf (Ps. xxix.(6). The fruit shall shake like
Lebanon (Ps. Ixxii. 16). The righteous shall grow like a cedar in
Lebanon ?Ps. xcii. 12;. Like the smell of Lebanon (Cant. iv. 11).
Lebanon shall fall like a mighty one (Is. x. 34). The glory of Leb-
anon (Is. xxxv. 2 and Ix. 13?. The head of Lebanon (Jer. xxii. 6;. 7
His smell as Lebanon; the wine of Lebanon (Hosea xiv. 6 and 7
The flower of Lebanon (Nahum i. 4). The violence of Lebanon
(Hab. ii. 17). Open thy doors, O Lebanon (Zech. i. 10).

Oh charming Mount! thy flowery sides,
Thy heights with cedars crowned,

Thy gushing springs, and painted wings,

nd birds of sweetest sound !

Oh Lebanon! oh roseate throne,
The church of God shall be,

In days to come, a flowery home,
A roseate mount like thee!

Oh fearful Mount! thy stormy Crown,
Thy echoing tongnes of flame,

Whose awful word proclaims its God,
And bids adore His name!

Oh Lebanon! oh darkened throne,
The church of God shall be,

In days to come, an anchored home,
A solid mount like thee!

Oh mighty Mount! thy stony gates,
Th _hex{ghts in wallsysecurz,g
ThX zzy hills, and sheltered dales,
nd guardians tried and sure!
Oh Lebanon! oh guarded throne,
'The church of God shall be,
In dz}ys to come, a castled home,
A forted mount like thee!

The road to Gebal is fearfully bad. You go a few miles pain-
!‘u]ly_ through deep sand, strewed with boulders, until you look
longingly up the mountain-slopes on your right, and wish you were
ascending the steepest of them. Then you come to a spur of
the stony hills, so rough and difficult that the heaviest sand-
banks appear as green meadows in the comparison. One of these
rocky passes, about six miles from Beyrout, occurred to me as a capi-
tal place to work the Royal Arch degree! It presents a regular suc-
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cession ot ditfienlt passages, increasing in roughness every step, and
ending in a frightful climax, delicious to the heart of a Principal
Sojourner. The Chapter room at Akron, Ohio, reminds me of it.

Yet this is one of the most noted highways in the world. It has
passed great men along this way, north or south, going to conquest,
or going to defeat. I cannot ever sum up those great names ; but
Rameses came here from the south about B.c. 1500, and Sennach-
erib from the north, 700 years latter. Tt was equally the turnpike-
way of Alexander, B.c. 332, and of Vespasian, 400 years later; of
Sesostris, and Saladin. "It was the apostolical highway, all the
missionary apostles traversing it again and again, as they went to
and from Antioch, and up and down, preaching to a sinful world.
By this highway, about A.D. 320, came the venerable mother of
Constantine the Great, Hellena, at an extremely old age, yearn-
ing to behold the places that Christ had sanctified by His cor-
poral presence. . By this route had come the Assyrian with his
shadowy shroud and high stature (Ez. xxxi.), and along this road, in
the summer of A.p. 1099, the armies of the Cross slowly worked
. their way southward towards Jerusalem, yet 200 miles in the distance.

‘About-half way between Beyrout and Gebal, and close to the road,
there is a beautiful sheet of water styled Junia Bay (the word Junia
meaning a plain). Near the middle of the curve of this bay stands
a large Stone Column, broken in the midst, the lower part about ten
feet long, yet standing erect, originally erected probably as a Roman
milestone. Upon this I engraved with my chisel the memorial
Square and Compass, cutting it in the sea-ward side, so that ordinary
travelers may not observe it, and dedicated it to the lodges at Des
Moines, Iowa, who gave me such a royal reception, Thanksgiving
night, 1867 ; Elizabethtown, Kentucky, and Dubuque, Iowa. If evel
those members come along this way, as I hope some of them will
let them stop and see how upon the face of the everlasting rock
here I imprinted this mark of loving remembrance. I also locate,
at this fitting place, the following names of Masons who have emu-
lated the fortitude of him whose emblem was the Broken Column:
W. W. Goodwin, Charles Marsh, Solon Thornton, George R. Fearn,
B. Perley Poore, N. P. Langford, R. W. Furnas, Alex. H. Newcomb,
Richard Vaux, and J. P. Almond.

Walking aside from this great milestone, I see something fluttering
among the rocks, and on strict examination discover, nor lizard nor

snake, but a wounded dove, its sweet love-notes changed to piteous
9
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moans, & 1egular Jonath elem-verhobim, as the ancient Hebrew would
have called it, “a dumb dove in distant places.” The best I can do
for this poor Noah’s messenger, with its great flutter of wings, is to
put it out of its misery; a broken side and a useless wing being very
far ubove my powers of surgery. Am I mistaken in thinking there is a
passage in David’s life recalling this incident ? No; here it is, in the
caption of the 56th Psalm, “ When the Philistines took him in Gath.”

At the distance of about three miles south of Gebal, I crossed the
Nahr Ibrahim, or River of Abraham, famous in mythology as ¢ the
River of Adonis,” which, according to tradition, annually ran blood,
in commemoration of the death of Adonis, which occurred on the
heights near the head-waters of this stream. I will refer to the
subject again. The waters of Nahr Ibrahim were unquestionably
tinged with red the day I crossedit, as I presume they always are
after snch a severe rain-storm as we had had the night before. The
river was quite full, about one hundred and fifty feet wide, ten or
twelve deep, and fringed with the usual willow, cane, and oleander-
growth of the country. Just beyond the bridge, and on the right
hand side of the road, I observed a handsome piece of Mosaic Pave-
ment, part of a splendid edifice once standing there. This is the
first I had seen. Travellers also describe the remuins of an ancient
aqueduct, running from this river towards Gebal, by which the old
city was supplied with water; but I did not observe this.

On my way I stopped frequently to rest and refresh myself,
studying human nature, of which there is a great deal existing in
this country. At a blacksmith-shop I had a good time. To say it
was the dirtiest house I had ever seen before, but imperfectly describes
the loathsome squalor in which that Tubal-Cain, with Mrs. Cain, and
a number of juvenile Cains, existed. (They raised cain at the rate
of seven every ten years!) To say that this afelier was more infested
with fleas and lice than other places in Holy Land, might be con-
sidered invidious; but I am sure I counted five species of lice on my
cont-sleeve as I came out, and of each species, varieties. They asked
me questions and questions. I answered through Hassan, I showed
Phem my pistol, eighteen-bladed jack-knife, the portrait of my wife, my
india-rubber bottle full of coffee, my self-folding measuring tape (a
startling piece of ingenuity to them; they never wearied of it), and
‘even pulled out my Firman, a dreadful piece of Arabic writing,
large as a table-cloth, of which I gave a translation in a preceding
chapter. A Syrian gentleman, who sat with us, amused at my efforts
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to please the blacksmith and his family, recalls the description of
such, with which I am familiar: manner, alers, easy, graceful, cordial,
insinuating ; smile, ready and sultry as the Syrias sunlight; quite
a young man, but life comes early under the sun which fondles the
fig, olive, vine, and palm.

Another of the company was a tall, thin man, with dark face,
almost covered with a black beard: He went barefoot nsually. He
had really a fine beard, and an expression of earnestness and sim-
plicity of character. But his ignorance was startling. He actually
seemed to know less than the blacksmith, and but little more than
the blacksmith’s wife.

In this blacksmith’s shop, the exceedingly loquacious natives all
talked at once. Either they possess the faculty of tulking and hear-
ing at the same time (a thing I cannot do), or they are so disposed
to garrulity as to talk without caring to be heard. I had noticed
thls same pecuharlty among the French officers of my steamer,
I’ Amerique, in Marseilles. As we came out, Hassan stigmatized
the whole crowd to me in an undertone as Shaitan, meaning
devils.

Everybody who visits this country notices the dogs, so often and
so much in the way. The blacksmith had nine of them. Strange
that the Bible-writers, from first to last, have made the dog the
image of scorn and contempt. Moses in the Pentateuch; Job iu his
noble allegory ; David in his matchless psalms; our Saviour in His
parables; Paul in his Epistles; John in his Apocalypse, uniformly
agree 1n this; and the Koran of Mohammed fully confirms the
Oriental idea of the dog. And yet, if the tradition is true, it was a
dog that discovered the use of the celebrated Tyrian dye that be-
came so world-renowned. And Dr. Barclay gives to his dog the
credit of discovering the great quarry under Jerusalem. However,
I mustn’t say too much in favor of the dog, as the Masonic word
Cowan is probably derived from it; and what is worse than a
cowan !

At parting I gave the good fellow several paras (a para is one-
fourth of a cent), and promised to call again. He has some fine
fig-trees around his house; a tree which flourishes best in stony,
barren places, where « there is not much depth of earth.” It does
not like the companionship of other trees; nothing but the olive is
congenial company to the fig on these stony hills. The shade pro-
duced by its succulent, five-lobed leaves and spreading branches is
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very fine. I noticed to-day that while the earth under my feet was
really hot, and made the soles of my shoes uncomfortably warm, the
ground under this large fig-tree was cool and pleasant; I felt the
force of the expression in 1 Kings iv. 25: “And Judah and Israel
dwelt safely, every man under his vine and under his fig-tree.” In
this verse the fig-tree is named as a symbol of peace and plenty, for
which it is elegantly adapted. Soin Micah iv.4; Zech. iii. 10; John
i. 49, ete.

1 shall have so much advice to give to Masonic travellers all
through this volume, that it will be politie to seatter it along in
chunks. A few chunks, then, right here. As to the difficulty or
danger in traversing this country, the mere tourist who only wants
to sce and pass along will find not the least. He can ride over the sacred
hills, and rest himself under the offered shelters of Palestine, with as
much security as at home. The fanaticism of the Mohammedan has
given way to the eraving for gold; the ery of dacksheesh drowns the
old clamor of Allah il Allah. It is the explorer only who experi-
ences any difficulty in pursuing his aims. "T'o excavate, to pull down,
to expose the ancient foundations, where alone can anything valnable
be looked for; it is this that revives the ancient hatred, and exposes
the seeker for light to delays, extortions, and sometimes worse. For
this reason it is best, in general, for several to go in company, both
for mntual protection in digging, ete., and encouragement.

The most careless traveller in the East is constantly reminded
that he is in the land of the Bible, and it is in poor taste to make
such tours as Browne and Clements did for the sole purpose of
making sport. The latter (“ Mark T'wain,” as he likes to call himself )s
facile humorist as he is, might have recalled the school-day adage,
ludere cum sacris, not to jest on holy themes. It is the easiest as
well as the least praiseworthy effort of wit, and every admirer of
Mark Twain must regret that « Pilgrims Abroad ” did not terminate
their journey where they began it, in Europe.

In .regm'd to the Arabic language, I really wouldn’t advise any
American to learn it, unless he is qualifying himself for a Professor,
a Dragoman, a Consul, or a Missionary. If,in spite of my warnings,
you undertake it, I am afraid you will say, as an irreverent friend
did unc!er the same circumstances, that when  God created the fruit
:)If the 11;)_5 % I(Isaiah. l'vii. 19) it was only for Arab lips that he created
; ;:: gﬁl“cu ar" fruit! And yet. you might learn enough of it (some

ers don’t) to call the plural of dragoman dragomans, and of

|
|
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Moslem Moslems. Dragomen is as near right as pen is the plural of
pan. About onme hundred words in Arabic are enough for any one
to travel on here. If you wish 'to talk to respectable people, learn
French.

Don’t disparage too much the race who now inhabit this country. See
what they have produced when temporarily released from the-iron
grip of despotism, and consider that in the minds of many a peasant
here, whose every moment is bestowed in wringing from the soil a
‘scanty subsistence, there slumber powers which might have elevated
their possessors to the head of armies, to thrones, to the rule of
literary coteries, to the guidance of religious sects whose debates
shake the world, had fortune been more propitious to them.

It is a merit in an Oriental traveller to have muscle—bodily vigor.
Our good Masonic brother, Belzoni, who became one of the most
famous of Egyptian explorers, began as a circus-rider, for wnich his
great size and muscular developments well adapted him. His Egyp-
tian travels began in 1815 ; his death occurred in 1823.

The natives say there is a plant grows here which, wher powdered,
is grim death to fleas. But I think they never powderit. Costar’s
Exterminators (cat, rat, and roach) have never been introduced into
Syria! The flea, in fact, reigns here, unsubdued as yet. The very
earth teems with them. Is it possible, asks a pious lady over her
Bible, that it was so in ancient times? Did Deborah, Miriam, Abi-
zail——but the theme becomes too affecting! I will say, how-
ever, that if the plowmen here would only scratch the earth as
reeply, vigorously, and persistently as they do their calloused bodies,
their granaries would enjoy the results of it.

Make a point of comparing daily objects with those Scriptural facts
that enter into our prayers and sermons; see how bread is made
“daily ;” how the native salt “loses its savor;” how the goaded
cattle “kick against the pricks;” how the south wind blows heat
and the west wind rain ;—but there is no end to these analogies.

The indolence of these people is like the offence of confumacy in the
Masonic code; it is unpardonable, because embracing all other faults.
To give an instance of native laziness which annoyed me greatly:
I hired a man in Beyrout, at daily wages, to saw up a lot of seasoned
olive-wood which I had purchased. By the third day he had
gathered round him all the idlers in the place, and I venture the
assertion that the eight hours’ work for which I paid him, done, too,
with his miserable little back-action haud-saw, seated on the ground,
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and holding the wood with his toes, could all have been done in one
hour by an American competitor.

They are, generally, an incurious tace, and, of course, an ignorant
one; they have yet to understand the first principles embodied in
the degree of “Grand Inquisitor Commander,” as the old transla-
tors rendered it.

You must not be disappointed, in a country so unfortunate in its
history as this, to find the low, mean vices of lying, swearing, petty theft,
and vulgarity, extremely common. But the better opening remains
for you to teach them a better way. An American Mason, who is
not addicted to these degrading habits, becomes an effective mission-
ary of morality to these heathen, reflecting honor upon the craft, his
country, himself, and his God.

That experienced Masonic traveller, Dr. Livingstone, fittingly
rebukes that class of tourists who hurry over the ground, abuse and
look ferocious at their companions, merely to show how fast they can
travel. He styles such characters “combinations of silliness and
absurdity.”

This is a good field to disseminate Sunday-School ideas. Anything
so practical and fruitful in good results as the American Sunday-
School system iz bound to succeed among such people as these. I
met a man in England who appreciated it. He was from Stockport,
England, where the largest Sunday-School in the world is maintained
(300 teachers, 1,500 scholars), and he admitted to me, in confidence,
‘that the Americans are far ahead of them in this department of
instruction. I had an agreeable hour describing to him my old
“ Berean Bible-Class” in the First Presbyterian Church at Chicago,
Illinois.

Those who have read Robinson’s Biblical Researches, three large
volumes, with a fourth volume of maps, must suppose Robinson had
spent the years of an active life travelling and making all those dis-
coveries. No such thing. He was here only a few weeks! but his
companion, Dr. Smith, had spent very many years here, was perfectly
fa.mllmr with the people, the conntry, and the language, and it wag
kis knowledge, sifted and crystallized by Robinson, that made up
those valuable books, That which gave the books their real value
was, there was nothing in the field before them except works written
by Catholic travellers, who only know what “the Church?” tells
them, or small sketch-books not worth shelf-room in a library.



CHAPTER IX.

GEBAL.

= ARRIVED at Gebal a little before night and was lodged
the Bachelors” Hall of some Maronite (Roman Catholic)
priests, who have charge of an ancient church here, which
is considered a curiosity by all lovers of ecclesiastical archi-
tecture. It was built about 800 years ago, and, except for
exhibiting the marks of old age, given by King Solomon in the twelfth
chapter of Ecclesiastes, is none the worse for its years. . The roof, floor,
walls, and supports are all of stone. In fact, there is nothing wooden
about it. I was so much interested in this ancient relic that I gave
a Napoleon ($4.00) of Masonic money fowards its conservation and
repair.

The town of Gtebal lies about twenty-five miles up the coast (north)
from Beyrout. It stands upon an easy and regular slope from the
sea eastward, the slope extending about two miles along the coast,
and from one to two miles back. All this space and more was once
thronged with temples, palaces, and other splendid erections, the re-
mains of which, in granite, marble, and Lebanon limestone, are visible
in every stone-fence upon the surface, and appear in excavations at
depths varying from ten to thirty feet. But now Gebal isa poorand
forlorn little village of five hundred inhabitants. There is not one
edifice standing now that has the least attractions, unless it be the
old Maronite Church, already alluded to, and that does not date beyond
the Crusades. There isa force of about one hundred and fifty soldiers,
red-legged Turkish Zouaves, who live in some new buildings, the
remnants of more costly structures, while the grand old castle next
the sea is suffered to fall into irreparable decay. Desolation and
neglect are written upon all the remains of Gebal.

My time during three days at this place was spent between visiting
the more prominent localities, purchasing coins and antiquities, and




136 STONE-SQUARERS OF GEBAL.

.writing up my notes for preservation. It is one of my peculiaritiet
that I cannot think freely unless I have pencil in hand; hence my
large use of white paper upon occasions like these. The Oriental cus-
tom of crowding the traveller's room by day and night with guests,
bidden or unbidden, made it so well-nigh impossible for me to write
by daylight that I soon took to the free use of candles, purchased in
the bazaars, and so wrought out my plans in ink after all Gebal had
suceumbed to the dominion of slumber. The objects collected here
are numerous and varied, such as coins in great numbers ; sea-shells;
specimens of the red and gray granites and porphyry, imported here
at incalculable expense in the olden times; funeral lamps; tear-bot-
tles and beads from the Pheenician tombs, ete., ete. I longed to make
good collections of the early spring-flowers that paint this beautiful
site of Gebal ; but this is a matter requiring alonger stay, more active
limbs and flexible spine thau I can boast of at the age of fifty. 1
found I was not able personally to make many botanical collections
in the Holy Land.

Gebal derived its name originally from the hill on which it stood.
The Greeks changed the name to Byblos, but in”this case, as in many
others, the title imposed by the conquerors fell into oblivion, while
the original name was retained. Gebal also gave its name to the country
around it, which, in Joshua xiii. 5, is “termed “the land of the Gib-
lites.” 'This, it will be remembered, was more than fourteen centuries
before Christ, or 3,300 years ago. In the days of Solomon, the people
of Gebal were the most skillful sailors and artists under the dominion
of King Hiram. So eminent were they in architecture, that the
word Gfibliles,in Hebrew, is translated stone-squarers, a most remarka-
ble circumstance (1 Kings v. 18). In the tremendous denunciations by
E?eklel against all Pheenicia, he says “the ancients of Gebal and the
Wwise men thercof were in thee thy calkers” (Ez. xxvii. 9). This was
written about 400 years after the building of Solomon’s Temple, and
refers to the city I am now describing.

My. Vis.it to Gebal, as it was the first of my more extended Masonic
explorations, .hfis impressed itself more deeply upon my mind than
any future visit could be expected to do. Here I find upon the
monstrous ashlars of Pheenician ages (hewn stones eighteen feet long
and upwards) the distingnishing mark, the rebate or bevel, of which I
ill?evgisgs::il:i rt‘*;(d, })ut now for the first time in my life Isee. This is
et s bmt;]aerr of ancient-craft Maso.nry. AsT have told the thou-

s and fellows who will read these pages, all stones
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having this mark upon them belong to us! Our fathers wrought theny;
and set them up in useful places in great edifices, and we, their lineal
descendants in the mystical line, must not forget our inheritance
therein. The stones themselves strike an American, unused to such
architectural prodigies, as enormous. They are twice as heavy as any
wrought ashlars I had ever before seen, but of course do not compare
with some at Baalbec and Jerusalem.

And this deep-plowed furrow upon their edges—what a hopeful
thought does this convey to a Freemason! So long as that mark
remains—so long as the main surface of the wall stands out far
enough to protect and shield that mystic device of the Pheenician, so
long the institution of ¥reemasonry will survive! This is the lesson
they inculcate to me as I turn away silently from them and draw my
breath with amazement. Let the Blanchardites note it with dismay.

Gebal is full of the “ Handmarks of Hiram.” Hundreds and thou-
sands of granite columns are here, both of the red and white varieties,
taken from the quarries of Egypt, with all the enormous labor which
the working of that primitive stone requires; brought a thousand
miles down the Nile ; shipped thence on Pheenician vessels or rafts
to this coast, landed here, drawn up this steep hill by human hands,
and finally reared up, doubtless with shoutings and rejoicings.
Thousands of them, I say, are here, from twelve to thirty inches in
diameter, and from ten to forty feet in length, their surfaces often
as smooth and unaffected by the weather as on the day they left
Egypt, two, three, or four thousand years ago. They prop up the
stalls in the bazaars; they sustain the filthy roofs of stables; they
are built into the military castle, and other public edifices in num-

. bers; they are worked into stone walls; in short, they are used with
a profuseness that shows the inexhaustible quantities of them that
now lie concealed among the ruins.

It is but a brief seven miles east of this place that Aphaca, the
principal seat of the worship of Adonis, or Tammuz, stood. This
worship was the Freemasonry of the heathen, and the system upon
which King Solomon engrafted the revealed precepts given his fathers
upon Sinai. As the wild stock into which the inspired Word was
engrafted, these Rites of Tammuz deserve the attention of Masonic
writers. This is not the place to enlarge upon the theme; but I must
e permitted to say that a system which had the favor and support
of the wisest and best-cultivated of the human race for two thousand
years; that led to the cultivation of the fine arts as they have never
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been cultivated since; and that was thought worthy, by so far-reach-
ing a mind as King Solomon’s, of adoption and incorporation into
the inspired theology, cannot have been altogether vile. That, by
the age of Constantine, A.D. 308, it may have become so corrupt that
that zealous reformer thought it necessary to uproot the last traces
of it, is quite likely. But the same thing may be said of the prevail-
ing system of Christianity at the same period. By the age of Con-
stantine the Rites of Adonis had probably accomplished whatever
good was embodied in them; but they must have presented many
innocent and pure traits to attract the admiration of a Solomon. It
was then, doubtless, that this wide-spread system of worship gave to
the poet his idea of the Age of Gold.

I reserve to this place, however, to justify Freemasons in selecting
Gebal as one of their seven prominent Masonic localities. It is, that
here was the great School of Architecture and of the seven liberal
arts and sciences. Here, in the days of Hiram, the Widow’s Son,
was a congregation of earth’s wisest, let us believe earth’s dest spirits,
to whom a seeker of knowledge like himself could come for instruc-
tion, and where such a genius as his could be fitly schooled. From
this centre of learning went the men who planned that unparalleled
Temple across the hills eastward, that crowns the plateau of Baalbec,
just as from here fared the Masters of the Building Art who went
southward down the coast to build a matchless Fane on Mount
Moriah, at Jerusalem. The Paphian Temple, on the Island of Cyprus
yonder, in the west, which was thought unapproachable for beauty,
doubtless received its inspiration from the same men, as many
another temple, palace, and stronghold did, during successions of
ages. I stood within the tombs of some of these Giblites, excavations
painfully chiselled in the hard blue limestone of the hills. I saw a
row of their stone coffins (sarcophagi) opened. I purchased many of
'their funeral lamps, scarabzi and other tokens of their faith, and com-
ing back to my housetop I walked and mused upon the hopes embodied
in these emblems. Hopes of some kind (the resurrection and the
soul’s immortality) we know those old Masons had ; the rites handed
down through so many generations from them to us clearly prove
that. But a resurrection to what? and immortality for what? what
secrets were 50 held within their emblems ? what made them so anxious
to express them in outward marks, but to conceal them even at the

risk of their being forever lost as to their esoteric meaning? I find
in my note-book this acrostic:
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Gone, gone thy glories, city of the wise ;
Extinguished all thy lamps above, below;
But from this dust a viewless spirit cnes,
Announcing to the ages as the
Life from the tombs and light in Hea.ven 8 perpetual glow !

Did he who prepared the rituals of the Select Master’s Degree have
in mind that exquisite passage from an English poet—

Silence and darkness, solemn sisters, twins

From ancient night, who mark the tender thought,
To reason, and on reason build resolve,

That column of true majesty in man.

The “twenty-two from Gebal,” who constituted so large a portion
of the mystic number twenty-seven in a Lodge of Select Masters,
were, of course, drafted from this city, and each of them must have
seen, as I see to-day, this enormous ashlar that forms the base of the
old castle-wall near the seashore. It is nearly twenty feet long, and
broad and deep in proportion. To whom canI dedicate it with so
great propriety as to King Solomon himself, who, it is said, ordered a
number of stones cut upon this model, beveled as this is, and built
on this the foundation of the Temple-wall in Mount Moriah, as is
seen to this day.

And here at Gebal I am insensibly reminded of the reflection made
by a distinguished poet (Lamartine), while visiting another spot
famous in history. Let me quote it: “I pass delicious hours,
recumbent beneath the- shade, my eyes fixed on the falling pediment
of that Parthenon. Its aspect displays, better than history, the
colossal grandeur of a people. What superhuman civilization was
that which supplied a great man to command, an architect to con-
ceive, a sculptor to decorate, statuaries to execute, workmen to cut,
a people to pay, and eyes to comprehend and admire such an edifice
as this! Where again shall we find such a peop]e, or such a period ?
Nowhere!”

The same poetical writer records his impressions of Gebal in these
words—(he was here April 13,1833): “I slept at Gebal, in a khan
(tavern) outside the city, on a rising ground overlooking the sea.
Gebal is supposed to be the country of the ancient Giblites, who sup-
plied King Hiram with squares of stone for the building of the
Temple of Solomon. The father of Adonishad a palace here. The
worship of the sun constituted the religion of all the neighboring
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sountries of Tyre.” My readers will readily correct the mistake
into which our French brother, or his translator, has fallen, in writing
squares of stone for squarers of stone.

Before leaving Gebal, I sought out the entrance of one of the great
Pheenician tombs, carved out of the face of the cliffs high above the
town, and there cut deeply with my chisel the Square and Compass,
dedicating it to a number of active working and renowned members
of the Craft, named ‘below. There, too, I waved aloft my Masonic
banner in the strong breeze blowing from the sea.

On this cliff, in the pure air of this mountain region, sounds move
with the greatest freedom. I hear the muezzin in the minaret of the
mosque, 3 mile away, with perfect ease: ! Allah—ah—ah—ah, “No
God but God,” and my heart answers: “ Amen: So mote it be!” So
the trumpets of the Crusaders sounded as they came down this coast
from Antioch, A.D. 1099, on their way to the Holy City. So the
“ procul, procul” of the priests of Adouis rang through this clear air, .
many centuries before.

In selecting appropriate names of Masons worthy to be associated
with this School of Hiram’s builders, I anticipate the general ap-
proval of the following: L. E. Hunt, John S. Perry, A. G. Abell,
Winslow Lewis, John Augustus Williams, J. Emmet Blackshear,
William M. Cunningham, Thomas H. Logan, A. R. Cotton, James
Gibson.

I found no member of the Masonic fraternity here, but among the
officers in the garrison several, who have probably since united with
the lodge at Beyrout. In the nomenclature of American lodges
some are named Hiram Abiff Lodge, as, for instance, No. 90, Maine,
etc.

In my preface I alluded to the provocations to laughter that meet
the traveller here. Will my readers accept a little nonsense that I
wrote from Gebal for that genial brother, Robert D. Holmes (now,
alas! silent in the grave), to publish in the New York Sunday
Dispatch ?

.“1. would fain disport me in this exceedingly solemn and un-
hilarious country, where the only thing that ever seems to smile is
the camel; and this is only a pretence, as I verified to-day, when,
attracted 'by the pleasing manner in which he threw his lower jaw
around his upper one, I went up to pat him and he bit me. Such

is liie. I haven’t had a good laugh since I landed on the Syrian
2083 |
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“I came from Beyrout to Gebal the other day, chiefly to collect
relics. I was also slightly in hopes of finding the remains of the
Christian tribes of Israel, long lost, and probably the murderer of
Helen Jewett. Nobody seems to have been here before, at least I
couldn’t find anybody that knew anything about it, and the only
guide-book that speaks of it is the Holy Writings—good authority,
but rather ancient as a book of travels. However, I got here easy
enough, because all you have to do is to follow the coast. If you

* undertake to turn to the right yon go over Jebel Sunnin, some eight
thonsand feet high (one thousand of it solid snow-banks), and if you
wonld deviate even slightly to the left, you experience Jonah’s fate,
without the intervention of Jonah’s whale. I came in eight hours,
and took lodgings in a house kept by three priests, who, no doubt,
would have been extremely shocked had they nnderstood my ques-
tion when I politely inquired as to the health of their wives and
children.

“ My arrival was the signal for all Gebal to gather at my quarters
with what they call ‘anteeks’ And such antics as the bare-legged
fellows do cut when they call on you! Try to realize the condition
of the American Howadji trading for ‘anteeks’ Poor, but proud,
as you know, I rigged up a seat upon an upright stone by covering it
with all my overcoats and blankets, and upon that I sat in state.
Dignity is not wasted even on Arabs. Intelligence of expression,
firmness mingled with suavity (swaviter tn modo, ete., yon have the
rest) ; the strictest honor in dealing out small change, yet the
severest decision in requiring an honest compensation ; these are the
true principles for traffic in fanteeks,’ and these the American
Howadji (if the court knows herself) %as displayed, as all Gebal will
testify.

“My first purchases of ‘anteeks’ were curious. A number of
decanter stoppers, avowedly from Pheenician tombs, cost me quite a
handful of ten-para pieces. Buckles, cast off by the military, I
secured in good supply. I think I should have gone on purchasing
buckles to the last had I not found the trade-mark “Smith & Brown”
on one, and this made me skeptical. Broken crockery, several crates
full.  This, I felt, I was getting cheap, viz., one para for ten pieces
(now, one para is one-fortieth part of ten cents) ; I, therefore, secured
the golden opportunity, and if I can get it all shipped to America,
you must advertise for me, for I shall open a wholesale establishment
of Syrian sherds. Tke next day, however, I took an extensive walk
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across, around, and under Gebal, and I should testify, if upon oath,
that one-half the soil is broken crockery. Query: Did the ancient
Pheenicians slosh around and break things as they do in Alabama?
If not, why so many broken vessels? But this discovery stopped
further purchases of sherds.

“ Having bought up all the buckles, tops of pewter buttons, brass
tacks, glass beads, etc,, together with a considerable quantity of
musket-flints, which I was assured had curious inscriptions on them,
I saw that I was making no headway, and began to inquire for-
ancient coins. At this, the modern Giblites sneered. Coins?
Why, they told Hassan the very earth was old coins, in various stages
of dilapidation! Still, I insisted that, salable as the articles they
had been furnishing me admittedly were, yet the old coins of Phee-
nicia and her conquerors were what I had come for. Then they went
out for a few hours, and brought them in. I must honestly aver
that I didn’t know there was so much specie of the copper coinage
in the whole world as there is here among the ruins of Gebal. Every
object in nature, and a great many objects ouf of nature, are stamped
on them. Names, portraits, inscriptions, and emblems abound, often
in the best state of preservation. The Howadji was amazed, and
began to ask himself what conveyance, under the elephants of
Antiochus, that used to come down this road some 2,300 years ago,
could convey such burdens, if I bought them all. I bought, and
bought, anl bought, until nature and my small change were
exhausted, and then I closed my purchases.

“ Of gennine relics and antiques (let me be serious for a moment) I
procured a good supply, in the form of tear-bottles, funeral lamps,
cornelian scarabsi, seals of various devices, and several elegant carv-
ings in marble, but sadly mutilated.

“In making my daily tour around and beneath the place (I mean
thg tombs so wonderfully excoriated beneath the surface), I was
guided b.y an old, bare-legged barnacle, who clung to me from first
to last with unwearying devotion. Had the mainspring of his zeal
been .the love of science, Agassiz himself might well defer to him, but
alas, it was the love of backsheesh. It was the funniest sight in the
world to look at my procession, and I wonder that even that fellow
wh(_) goes out on the top of the Mohammedan mosque every little
g;lsl: ‘:z ictr;ar; out ‘Hu Mah? didn’t stf)p to laugh as he saw it.
!temmedn the bare-legged old gmy-bearfi, in his right band a long-

pipe. He had but two passions, one to get me to the
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interesting localities, the other to get me away from them before 1
could see anything. This Howadji never did so much tall walking
to so little purpose in his life, as in following old Backsheesh the
first day. Afterward, however, he took matters more into his own
hands. Next to the guide came the subscriber. He was ornamented
with a red cap, which he bought at Smyrna, because everybody buys
one of them for his sins; he wore it five days in succession. That
sunstroke, or at the least ophthalmia, did not supervene, is a subject
of gratitude. Next came Hassan, my interpreter, who was all the
time interpreting Arabic into hassaric English. This dialect of
our common tongue is formed chiefly ont of nouns, with a few
adjectives. It has every element of sublimity near to profundity;
and certainly no living man can beat it. Let me give you a specimen.
Hassan is telling me how to smuggle a few okes of Gebal tobacco into
Beyrout. He says, ¢ Sojer man come to me—say, you tobakky got ?
Me say no. Then he irons, big irons on my leg. He say to you, you
tobakky got? You tell him go way dam fool—go hell—Ze go.
And all this the fellow tells me with perfect gravity, not having the
least idea but that the langnage is eminently chaste and proper.
“Next to Hassan come the rabble. I dare not tell yon how many
persons have followed me about Gebal, people are so skeptical of
travellers’ tales. But as there are only six hundred people here, yon
can easily make the estimate. I fear that some of my company were
disreputable characters, but as there is no Sunday paper published at
Gebal (nor for that matter any other), and as no strangers ever visit
the place, it is of less importance. You will, of course, make no
mention of it to the discredit of the American Howadji. So from
ruin to ruin we wandered—now looking sadly at a group of sar-
cophagi wherein once lay the beloved dead, broken to pieces, or, still
worse, used only for water-troughs and baser purposes; now plucking
an extraordinary specimen of the anemone, which crimsons all these
hills as with the blood of Adonis; now chaffering for an ‘anteek;
now twisting my lame ankle round a boulder until I seem to have
more than the usual number of joints in it; now creeping into an
excavation lined with loculi or places for the dead, all cut into the
solid rock; now sipping coffee with some Giblite gentleman, who
invites me to his house, courteously excuses me from taking off my
boots, and seats me in the Lewan, the place of honor; now standing
by some high wall anathematizing the barbarism of its builders, who
destroyed chapiters, pillars, and sarcophagi, with ruthless hand, to



144 HUNTING THE HOWADJI.

build it, undoing 1 a day what years of labor was necessary to con-
struct ; now from some high place looking over the blue sea ana
heaving a homesick sigh after that steamer whose prow points west-
ward ; now walking over the piles of granite columns in the harbor;
now sitting, to relieve aching foot, and conning over the past and
the glories of Gebal till the sun goes down and the jackal begins his
ery, and I return to my room to write cut the adventures of the
American Howadji for the New York Dispatch and its million
readers,

« Ag you or some friend may desire to call on me while I am domi-
ciled here, I will give you explicit directions for finding my boarding-
house. Let us suppose you starting out at some well-marked locality
in the city—say at the corner where the blind beggar sits, near the
three granite columns, a little east of the narghileh establishment
half-way up the hill. Now youn will have no difficulty in tracing
the way to my residence, if you will only ‘follow the directions’
The embarrassment experienced by some people in getting round
our Oriental city is greatly exaggerated by their neglect ‘to follow
directions.’

“Well, then, take the blind beggar on your left shoulder, and
come round the new barracks, avoiding as far as you can those
eight donkeys that are always coming round that particular corner
with their loads of stone from the quarry. So far you have made
a good start. Now enter that street—don’t call it a mere drain ;
it is a good six feet wide—until you meet the camel with his two
Fm]es of cotton. Avoid that camel; he snapped at me one morn-
ing. On now to where the boys are playing marbles. If they

' throw stones at you, smile and pass on. The darlings; their little
arms are not strong enough to hurt you much, though they may
brez.:.k your spectacles, as they did mine. Look back. They are
saying something in Arabic that is doubtless a blessing on the
stranger’s head.  On again to the second or third turning to the
rfght,—-usnally you will find there a man who sells bread. Ask him
(in Arabic) to direct you to my house.”

While I was at Gebal, a native musician of some note was favoring
the .pcop]e .Wlth his performances, and I took advantage of the oppor-
tanity fo.mcrease my stock of knowledge. He was evidently in
partnership with a coffee-seller, who had a little dark cellar near the
castle; for while the audience enjoyed the music they were naturally
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stimulated to buy Zobacco and coffee. 1 stumbled on the establish-
ment one morning, and was so entertained thereby as to return to it
frequently. It was rather expensive to me; for in the spirit of Ken-
tucky hospitality I always “treated the erowd” with cigarettes and
coffee, and this involved an outlay, sometimes as high as fifteen or
twenty cents for the lot. But I didn’t begrudge it. It-was a real
treat to watch that fellow and his proceedings. He sat on an
earthen platform, raised about four feet from the floor. A stool was
always brought for me, and I sat facing him. The rest of the com-
pany squatted on the ground, and sipped and smoked at my expense.
Just such men had sat and sung and listened here ages before
Romulus with his eopper plowshare drew the boundaries of Rome.

He had a sort of fiddle with one string. But suck a string! 1t
was an inch or two wide. And such a bow! the wooden part of it
like an ox-bow ; and such hairs with which it was strung! From a
donkey’s mane and tail every one of them; else whence the hideous
bray that fiddle made? The man had one eye, front teeth missing, a
shirt on—only this and nothing more. On his knees, as he sat, lay
an Arabic book, folio, on which his dlind eye was steadily fixed ;
the good one watching me. He would sing a minute or two (I shall
describe Arabic music in future chapters) at the top of his voice,
tntil he turned purple in the face; and I 2ad hopes he was going off
into an epileptic fit, when he would suddenly stop, smile, and rasp
that broad string. Then my hands went up to my ears. Then 1
thought of all the bad things I had ever done, and repented of them.

Hassan translated for me. One of the songs, of which I made
notes, I found afterwards in Brother W. R. Alger’s poetical version
of Eastern poems* He gives it thus—but I must say it didn’t
sound at all like it:

My God once mixed a harsh cup, for me to drink from it,

And it was full of acrid bitterness intensest ;

The black and nauseating draught did make me shrink from it,
And cry, “ O Thou who every draught alike dispensest,

This cup of anguish sore, bid me not to quaff of it,

Or pour away the dregs and the deadliest half of it!”

But still the cup He held; and seeing He ordained it,

One glance at Him, it turned to sweetness as I drained it!

* The news that comes to me in November,'187l, that this amiable gentleman and
marvellous scholar has gone deranged through excessive study, has excited the
sympathies of a great circle of friends and brethren.

10
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The subjects selected were more usually amatory, and, I suspect,
from the leering and sensuous smiles of Hassan and the other
auditors, were such as s married man ought not to bear. Yet this is
characteristic of Eastern verse, and the dirty sans-culotte who thus
afforded merriment connected us by a simple tie with El Mamoun
and the Pyramid of Cheops on the one hand, and Haroun-al-
Raschid and his Nights’ Entertainment on the other. For El
Mamoun was the son and (unworthy) successor of Adaron the Great
(Haroun-al-Raschid).

I spent a good many hours in the old Church of St. George, to
which I have before alluded. When I explore one of these ancient
churches, I am affected by the thought that it presents a parallel
to the Seriptures in this: the thought it embodies is divine, though
the materials of which it is composed are of the coarsest, only stone
wd wood, fastened together with lime and iron. So the material
faets making up the inspired narrative are but commonplace, but the
theory is divine.

In this venerable fane have stood the feet of Godfrey, first King
of Jerusalem; he who “increased the glory of his people when like
a giant he put on his arms for the fight ;” and Tancred, and Gerard
the Crusader, who ehose rather to die than inflict dishonor on the holy
cause he professed. Glory gilds their sepulchres and embalms their
memories. Into this church has entered Salah-ed-deen (Saladin),
chief of the Saracens (born at Takreet, on the Tigris, A.D. 1137), of
whose death-dealing arm we shall read when we come to the field of
slaughter, Hattin—fatal Friday of July, 1187, never to be oblitera-
ted on the page of history.

The cemetery of Gebal was right under my windows. In the
middle of it was a small summer-house which, at certain bours of
the flay, was thronged with women, who have a practice here of
praying by the graves of husbands, parents, children and friends. In
one sense the custom works well; for they always wear clean white
clothes ir} the graveyard, and really look handsome at a distance.
One eveniug, about sundown, I was hurrying to dinner, and found
my pathway. through the cemetery blocked up by these mourning
women. It is considered bad manners for a man to interrnpt women
in the graveyard. 1In fact, they throw stones at you if you do. And
there they “sot and sot,” entirely enveloped in their concealing gar-
;nents, occupying all the eligible hollows and shady places, until it
recame almost dark. The ordinary dress of the women has much in
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common with that of the men; a dirty white tunic (vulgarly called
shirt) bound round with a leathern girdle, somewhat in the style of
our Patron-Saint John the Baptist. 1 was glad when they left and
I could proceed to my dinner.

I remarked before, that I boarded, or, rather, hired a room, while
in Gebal, of some Maronite priests. This was in the second story of
the house, the lower being the stables. A large wooden door opened
from the street. No house in the Holy Land has more than one
door. A heavy iron knocker adorned that door. When I wanted to
enter, I struck the knocker three times. One of the priests, generally
Father Yusef, or his assistant Latoof, “looked out of the window”
(as Jezebel did at Jezreel, 2 Kings ix. 30), and seeing who it was,
pulled a cord which lifted a heavy wooden latch, and then, with some
muscnlar effort and fearful squeaking of hinges, I pushed the gate
open, mounted the stone stairs to the top of the house, first story,
and so entered my room.

The private room of my landlord was furnished scantily enough.
I looked in upon him one morning, and saw three old presses, a
lamp, a small box, and the mat on which Father Yusef sat, reading
his breviary and keeping time by the motion of his body and the
droning of his voice.

My host had a visitor, a reverend old gentleman, with voluble
tongue and winning behavior, who used to show me through the
bazaars and persuade me to buy things. But I discovered he was
allowed his little commission on my purchases, and so confined
myself to a few pounds of the tobacco for which Gebal has been
famous ever since tobacco was introduced here, a few centuries back.
These Oriental bazaars shall have full description in future chapters.
I saw in this one an old man wrapped in a coarse, tattered garment,
sitting on the ground, with a bushel of dirty wheatlying on a fine cloth
before him, selling it by the gallon. Close by him women were
seated, one with a few oranges, another having a small quantity of
rice, etc., ete.

The variety sold in these miscellaneous collections of shanties
called bazaars, is something remarkable; cotton and silk clothes;
beef, mutton, fish, and eggs; poultry, skinny, small and cheap;
quinces, pomegranates, apricots, figs, raisins, olives, grapes, and other
fruit; domestic utensils ;—the list is as long as my arm.

I bought of a man here a simple, plain cross, cut in marble, per
baps marking the resting-place of some early disciple of the Crucified
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One. Also, a fragment of an elegant statuette, a faunus, in Pariap
marble, exquisitely wronght. Both these rare objects were burned
three years afterward in the great fire at Chicago.

It is & charming memory of Gebal, of the evenings, about sundown,
when I was accustomed to walk alone around the old Pheeni-
cian harbor. The sound of a convent-bell high up in Lebanon
sometimes affected me to tears. The sea, smooth as the clearest
mirror ; the sun descending magnificently into it; the evening star,
soon followed by the whole host of the heavenly lights, and a glorious
night breaking in around me. I can never forget it. The sea-line
here presents a constant succession of novelties. Now a jelly-fish,
strangely out of its element, and soon to be swallowed by the gulls
as one would gulp down a mouthful of blanc-mange. Now the jaws
of a shark, not very large, but so abundantly supplied with teeth
that I sawed my riding-stick through upon one of them in a jiffy ;
even as Talus performed that exploit with the jaws of a serpent, and
was 50 pleased with the experiment that he kept trying until he in-
vented the first iron saw. Now an oyster-shell (the ostrea edulis),
but what business it has here, is more than I can describe. Cer-
tainly, I had no idea that the Baltimore oyster lives near Gebal.
On one occasion I found the dead body of that enemy of flocks and
herds, that gourmand of the flesh of asses, that eater of grain when
meat cannot be had, the hyena. On another occasion the waves were
rolling, foaming, and breaking in the most beautiful and majestic
manner, the creamy mass of foam tossed by the sparkling waves, as
again and again they roll majestically in to the shore, rapidly push-
ing each other, and riding over each other in merry play like the
sea-gods of old gambolling among the isles of the AEgean. The world
retires with its noisy discords, its poor shows, its empty glories, and
gives way to the solemnity of the seas constantly doing their work.

It was a constant source of interest to me to watch the fishermen
who stood, naked, a little ways in the sea, or on a jutting column.
Of one I made this note: his net is gathered on his left arm, crooked,
clear.cd and prepared for a throw with one turn of his right hand.
Taking ﬂd"ﬂn.tage O'f the ripples made by the wind, the sun throwing
& Sh&dow'behmd h_1m, he runs along the shore until he sees a school
O}f; ﬁSP- {‘hen, noiselessly and with much dexterity, he makes his
throw. The net opens and spreads as it goes, so that a bag that
c9u1d be compressed in my hat covers a space of twenty-five feet in
circumference. I have not time to learn the art, but think I could
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do it with praectice. This labor promotes meditation, as old Izaak
Walton so often acknowledged, and this may be seen, perhaps, by a
shrewd discerner, in the character of Peter, James, John, and those
ather “fishers of men,” born on the shores of Galilee.

I made hundreds of notes under the excitement of the moment,
some worthy of record, though not to be dovetailed with connected
subjects. I append a page or two.

Of the jackals I write, late one night, getting up, lighting a candle,
and fumbling for my pencil expressly to do so; that my slumbers on
that stony couch were disturbed by the jackals, whose dismal howl-
ings rent the air, seeming to threaten me with a penalty for intrud-
ing on their ancient dominion. From a hilly knob just above the
town I write: it is a stirring scene—the gazelles playing in the valleys,
partridges running up the hillsides, along these territories of the old
Pheenician—

Whose iron arm did make the mighty world
A reach of beauty, and subdued the wave.

Of a sarcophagus, elegantly carved, I quote:

. “Faith, with her torch beside, and little cupids
Dropping upon an urn their marble tears.”—=Southey.

Of the boys in the bazaars, I say, they prove themselves apt
scholars. One of them has learned a compound English oath of four
hundred horse-power, which none but a sailor could have taught
him, and hard enough to raise the sheet-anchor without a windlass;
another one repeated to me an expression so obscene, that I was glad
to believe he himself didn’t know what it meant. Some tourists
delight to corrupt these unsophisticated youth. Of the effect of the
sunlight upon this cretaceous stone and soil, I say, I soon had to
stop looking for specimens after 10 A. 31, the glare of “the sun waxed
hot” upon the calcareous rock seeming almost to blear my eyeballs.
No wonder these people have weak eyes. Our missionary friends
down there at Beyrout, in printing books for them, use a type
extremely large; anything smaller than four-line pica fails to serve
them without glasses. % notice, when I show these people my
pocket Bible, they scarcely distinguish the letters. The natives
suppose every American to be a hakeem (doctor), and a very little
surgical and medical skill makes the traveller extremely useful to
them. Asthe Giblites know I am a Doctor (zof M.D., but how should
they appreciate the difference ?) they often came to me with their
wanfs. All I could do, however, was to look serious, feel the pulse,
and divide my piece of ginger-root with them. Even for this they
seemed thankful, always acknowledging my kindness by the tender
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word backsheesh. Amongst the flowers most common here 1 note
the cyclamen, and recall the linese—

"Tis cyclamen I choose to give, X
Whose pale white blossoms at the tips

(A1l else as driven snow) are pink,
And mind me of my true love’s lips.

e * * * *

01d, kept, and kissed, it does not lose,
As other flowers, the hues they wear;

Love is triumphant, and this bloom
Will never whiten for despair.

Rather it deepens as it lies,

This flower that purples when it dies.

Of the uncounted mass of art-treasures, fragmentary and heaped
up on every hand, I say: these elegant mouldings, cornices, and en-
tablatures are thrown together with common stone to make walls for
the fields. In giving my measurements of distances, etc., it is well to
compare the standards used at different times in this country, with
our own:

The Roman mile was......... 0.710 of a geographical mile.
Arabic mile.................. 1.055 9
Turkish snalesr .. .. .ivee.... 0.689 5
German mile................. 4.000 y

. The average caravan journey with camels is reckoned at about
sixteen miles per day; mules make about eighteen miles. All travel
here is ordinarily 50 slow that the dromedary who carries the mail
at the rate of six miles an hour, and the blooded Arabian who gallops
one hundred a day, are prodigies in comparison.

The sight of a great cavity bored in the monstrous ashlar in the
castle, by some stupid treasure-seeker, recalls Sveboda’s description
of a similar attempt to find gold and silver, by boring into the kead
of the stone statne at Pergamos, Asia Minor, under the belief that in
the centre of the skull is a rich deposit. The fellow who did it hadn’t
much in the centre of /is skull. The people below here are cutting
and planting joints of sugar-cane. The Crusaders, as they came to
Antioch, in 1098, first ate and described sugar-cane. Afterwards
thp{ became so fond of it a8 to cultivate the plant and erect large
mills for grmd;ng and pnnfying it, near Jericho. One man, to-day,
;v:as plowing with two little oxen, scarcel larger than a pair of year-
ings in Kentucky. Numbers of camels were winding down the
l}rIxountam-SLde laden with squared stones for buildings at Beyrout.
le:.ssafu. says the camel here is worth from $100 to $125 for a good one.
boe tas%' orse, such as I am riding, cost him twenty napoleons—
:h n th0. The old Roman road, running north of Junia Bay, still
“ OWws the ruts worn into it by Roman chariots-in the days of the
mpire. A wheelbarrow couldn’t now be trundled over it without
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danger to the wheel. The town of Junia is beauntifully located,
and I do not wonder the rich citizens of Beyrout like to reside here
in warm weather. A mile north of it is a place of romantic interest.
A cave, partly artificial, is in the hillside, about three hundred feet
from the beach, traces of an arch inclosing it with faint lines around
the top; the thundering roar of the breakers making its walls quiver;
the blue and grand sea, with four sail-vessels in sight; an ancient
ruin crowning a high point near by ; a palm-tree on another eminence ;
the magnificent Lebanon in the rear; the interminable line of tele-
graphic wire connecting this retired nook with the outer world ;—
why was I not an artist?

To-day I first saw that the ancient custom of hauling the coastin
vessels on the shore for repairs, or for wintering and storms, is stil
kept up. A number of them were thus disposed of a few miles from
Gebal, in a sheltered cove, where the workmen were calking and
repairing them. On a coast like this, where no docks can be built,
such a method is indispensable.

I watched the exercises of the soldiers here to-day, particularly in
the Manual of Arms, which they went through well enongh. Could
they have kept their eyes off me, they woul(% have done better ; but
every time the drill-master rested for an instant, one hundred and
fifty pairs of eyes made me their focus. As I saw they wanted me to
smile in token of approbation, | smiled every time. This made the

- lance-corporal so happy that he snickered, and got a cut for it from
the drill-master’s ratan, and good enough for him. As I saw the
driil-master wanted an excuse to speak to me, I offered him one of
Hassan’s cigarettes (I don’t smoke myself), and it would have
shocked old Baron Steuben to see how quick he (the drill-master)
lighted it and commenced smoking, while one hundred and fifty
mouths watered to do the like. I told him to invite the soldiers to
coffee at my expense, which he did, at an outlay to me of a trifle lesa
than a dollar (6 mills a cup, for 150 cups, is how much ?)

SILVER PENNY OF TIBERIUS.
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DIVISION FOURTH.—LEBANON.

As Lebanon’s small mountain-flood
Is rendered holy by the ranks
Of sainted cedars on its banks.

Like a glory, the broad sun

Hangs o’er sainted Lebanon,
‘Whose head in wintry grandeur towers,

And whitens with eternal sleet,
‘While summer in a vale of flowers

Is sleeping rosy at his feet.

Lifting their dreamy tops far into the heavens, there seems to be a conscious
majesty about them : keeping ward and watch over the world below, they
stand,

Like earth’s gigantic sentinels
Discoursing in the skies.

How calm, how beautiful comes on
'T'he stilly hour when storms are gone.

Palestine sits, as represented in the well-known coin of Vespasian, desolate,
robbed, and spoiled, a widow amidst the graves of husband, children, and
friends.

.

And the trees, once so numerous that everybody in the land had heard of them,
and almost every one had seen them, are now so few that, as Isaiah predicted
(x. 19), a child may count them.

Lebanc¢n is ashamed and hewn down (Isaiah xxxiii. 9).



CHAPTER X.
CLIMBING UP LEBANON.

Z1HE third of the Seven Gtrand Masonie Localities, according
to my system, is Mount Lebanon, the site of the cedars.
First, I took my readers to Tyre, whence came the Pillar
of Strength, King Hiram, and his multitude of skilled .
employes, to whom the work of temple-building was famil-
iar. Second, I led them to Gebal, the seat of the Schools of Architec-
ture, whence came out that wisest of ancient Bnilders, Hiram Abif.
In the present division I shall discuss Lebanon, the source of the
cedar-trees, of which such large quantities were used by King Solo-
mon, not only for the construction of the Temple, but for his palace
in Zion, in which this material was so largely employed that the
edifice was called “ the house of the forest of Lebanon.” Following
the order already commenced, the reader may expect to be conducted
successively to the bay in which the cedars were gathered into rafts
(“flotes”) ; to Joppa, where they were drawn ashore for land-ship-
ment ; to the clay-groundsin the plain of Jordan, where the foundries
-weré established, and finally to Jerusalem, where everything was con-
summated, both in operative and speculative Masonry. Until within a
few years, it was thought that the only remains of the once abun-
dant forests of cedars that crowned the caps of Lebanon, in its entire
range, were at & point about three days’ journey northeast of Beyrout,
and nearly due east of Tripoli. It was there that travellers sought
them, and many a glowing account of their immense trunks, their
lofty tops and spreading foliage, has been transmitted to us through
travellers’ journals. There are about five hundred trees, great and
small, in the grove at that place, on the head-waters of the Kadisha
(the Sacred River), that flows into the Mediterranean Sea near Tripoli.
Latterly, however, large groves of the same trees have been dis-
covered, particularly one within a day’s journey of Beyrout. The
trees here, though not quite so large as the others, are of the same
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species of cedar, viz., the Cedrus Libani, or Pinus Cedrus, as
another botanist styles it, and amply repays the visit of the tourist.
I started from Beyrout to see them, April 25th, in company with
Brother Samuel Hallock, and propose now to make report of my
journey.

The way out of Beyrout is by the French turnpike towards Da-
mascus. ThisI followed for twenty-five and a half French miles, equal
to about eighteen of ours, It is an excellent road, perfectly smooth,
ascending the whole way in a romantic serpentine, in which the
traveller is never out of sight of the sea. The thick groves of olive
and mulberry trees around Beyrout, with the heavy snow-banks that
crown the mountain-tops before you, and the increasing coolness of
the breeze, afford delightful sensations. Some of these valléys around
which the road winds, are deep and impressive, while the variety of
travellers, the cultivated terraces, and the thousand novelties of which
one never gets weary, take away from the monotony of ordinary
travel, and give a delightful zest to the undertaking.

To give an accurate account of travel upon these mountains, I in-
sert here, as the most fitting place, a description of my stage-ride, a
month earlier, from Beyrout to Damascus. There is only one stage-
line in all Syria and Palestine, and for this good reason, only one road
on which a stage could travel. Wheels are a superfluity here ; legs
have the monopoly. Over this one stage-road I passed, March 26th,
1868, on my journey from Beyrout to Damascus. The road is 110
French miles in length (equal to about seventy-five American miles)
and is passed over in fourteen hours; the way, of course, being ex-
tremely mountainous. The stage (or, as termed here, diligence, pro-
nounced dily-zhonce) starts for Beyrout at 4 A.x., and arrives at Da-
mascus at 6 p.a. I arise at 3 A.x., being called by my host, Brother
Hallock, who has insured his own waking up by the primitive process
of sitting up all night; get a good cup of coffee and a bite, and go,
followed by his faithful servant Asaph (pronounced Hasaf, accent on
the last syllable), down to the stage-office, lantern in hand. A per-
son in any Oriental city caught out after dark without alantern goes
to prison, or only avoids that penalty by a heavy dacksheesh to the
officer who arrests him. As we walk down the narrow lanes (which
are over-honored by being called streets) the only living objects met -
by us are the police (who are soldiers earrying muskets, so very useful
a weapon in the dark!) and the dogs. The latter, having no owners,
lie out at nights and bark at all who approach them.
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The stage-office is a room twelve feet by eight, in which the baggage
is weighed. I am allowed a weight of ten okes (Whatever that means),
and as mine weighed eleven I pay a piaster and a half (nine eents)
extra for that. My stage-fare, 101 piasters, is equal to about $4.00 in
our currency. At this season the stage is so much in demand by
travellers that seats must be engaged several daysin advance. Seven
mules, three abreast, draw the diligence. Seats are arranged in four
compartments, and tickets sold accordingly. The lower story is di-
vided into two rooms. On top there is a seat for four immediately
behind the driver, and a place still further back among the baggage
where a dozen or more can sit, uncomfortably. The whole diligence
is nearly as large and quite as heavy as an ordinarily sized Masonic
lodge-room in the United States. My seat is on deck, beside the
driver, the pleasantest berth of all, and cheaper than in the lower
cabin. The front room below is occupied by a Syrian, his wife, ser-
vant, and child; the back room by a Turk with his hareem. By the
way, I got a sight at the women at breakfast-time, but am not tempted
to a second peep. Pale, sickly, and faded, like bundles of old pinks
—that is about the way they look, to me.

The seven mules are started by the driver coming down in his seat
with a concussion like a heavy rock, and screaming out in French
“heep.” If that word has the same effect upon horses accustomed
to the English language, I recommend my readers to try it; it will
stimulate into motion even the most obdurate. Our seven quadru-
peds go off like a shot ; the assistant driver, whose business it is to
manage the brakes, shouts yellah, yellah, at the top of his voice.
This word, I am told, was originally intended as blasphemy, but in
modern parlance it only means go ahead.

YELLAH! right through the public square, where in the day-time
all manner of professions are followed, from trading horses to cheat-
ing us Franks in the purchase of antiques.

YEeLLAR! into a narrow lane and up a hill, with the tail-end of the
constellation Scorpio right before me, as I peer over the driver’s head
upon the morning sky beyond.

YELLAH! past the stonecutters’ shops where yesterday I saw the
descendants of the ancient “Giblites” at their devices, each one
“ squatted upon his bams in true Oriental style.

YELLAn! past the office of the American Consul, the kind and
ge.ntlemanly Mr. J. A. Johnson, his national coat-of-arms appearing
faintly over the gate, near which all duy sits his military guard,
eword in hand, as becomes the armed defender of so great a nation.
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YEeLLanu! past the dwellings of Beyrout’s aristocracy, each with its
verandas with galleries, and queer eyelet holes, its orange-groves in
* the trickling grounds of water from the fountains in the court.

YEerLLAr! past the big sycamore trees holding their great limbs
horizontally out, each strong enough for a dozen of Zaccheus.

YELLAR! past the last military station on the borders of the city,
md along the lanes lined with the great cactus-leaves, faithtul to
their trust as any lodge-tyler, and through the interminable mulberry
groves with which the suburbs of Beyrout are planted.

YEervau! past the three palm-trees on the left and the two on the
right, and skirting the forest of pine-trees planted here centuries ago
by the great Fakah-ad-din, and past those carob-trees, reminding me
of the Prodigal Son, and through more lanes of the prickly-pear and
past more palm-trees and more sycamores, and now at the foot of the
mountains, we address ourselves, about 5 A.M., to the ascent of Leb-
anon.

Let me read a Biblical passage; it is good to go up the sides of
Lebanon with the Word of God in one’s mouth: “The glory of Leb-
anon shall come unto thee, the fir-tree, the pine-tree and the box
together to sanctify the place of my sanctuary; and I will make the
placc of my feet glorious.” And shall I this day in good truth pass
over Lebanon? Forty-five years ago I read that passage in Isaiah,
when a little boy at my mother’s knee.

“At last ; all thmgs come round at last!”

The French engineers did their work well in building this road.
Its grade is nowhere (except in one place) more than the ordinary
road-level of a good highway, though to get over the range, which is
gome 8,000 feet in altitude, the task is a serious one. The road, in
fact, winds like a serpent, often returning almost into itself, and
traversing a mile of length to gain a quarter in height. A mile-
stone (of French measure) is set for every mile. A telegraph-line,
with two wires, accompanies it in the main, but often leaves it for
a while, to gain the short cuts. Lightning, I discover, can go up hill
by a steeper grade than the most diligent diligence. In three hours-
we have attained to the twenty-fifth milestone. By this time the
toiling world has fully commenced its day’s work, and we are meeting
it in endless variety. First an old man driving his loaded donkey ;
then a cavalcade of mules heavily laden ; then a lot of camels piled
Gp with rawhides; then a long succession of covered wagons be-
longing to the telegraph company, each drawn by three mules tan-
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dem. We change our own team every hour, usually putting on siz
horses or mules, sometimes only five, in one instance eight, accord-
ing to the character of the grade. At the sta’.nons all the Arabs of
the vicinity gather in, and every one helps, with tongue and hands,
to shout and fasten the rope-harness used in this country. The .
horses are in general miserable, worn-out, half-fed beasts; the mules
look Letter.

At the foot of the mountain I had observed the snowy top in
advance, apparently quite near; but it was not until nearly nine
o'clock, and I had come thirty miles, that I reached it. Snow has
fallen enormously deep up here, and even now the banks are very
thick, and the snow so hard as to bear the weight of a horse. No
wonder it is o cold here as to require gloves, overcoats, and wrappers,
although at Beyrout it was too warm for any of them.

About daylight we see a jackal sneaking into a ravine from his:
dirty deeds of darkness. He reminds me for all the world of a
prairie-wolf.

Looking np the mountain-flanks, all scems desolate and unculti-
vated ; but, looking backwards from this height, what a mistake!
every square rod of ground is cultivated, mulberry-trees, fig-trees, olive-
trees, ete., by millions striking their roots into this soil, the latter
especially “sucking oil from the flinty rock,” as the Seriptures figure:
it. The picture is the reverse of the locust image ; for, as you ascend
the mountain, before you secems the desert, behind you the garden.
Grain is shooting greenly from every flat, and promising its owners.
an hundredfold. ’Tis curious, however, to ask where these people
live, for while surveying a vast area of cultivated land you don’t see:
a single house. "The reason, however, is, that the houses are built of
stone, with flat roofs covered with earth, on which, at this season,.
grass is thickly growing. Theyare not distinguishable to the eye for
want of chimney-smoke, windows, etc., etc., as in our country.

By nine o’clock I am nearly at the top, after five hours of steady
climbing. What a magnificent valley is this on my left! grand
indeed; and here the fig-tree takes the place of the mulberry. The
two classes are easily distinguished from each other, as the mulberry
is always pollarded and trained to a few horizontal limbs near the
ground, being raised only for the leaves.

Now the driver and his assistant eat their breakfast ; nothing but a.
few of the thin, black, heavy, unleavened cakes, which is the native
bread. No meat, no cheese, no drink of any kind; cheap boarding!
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The culverts on this road are of splendid mason-wock. "The heavy
torrents of these mountains demand the strongest kind of conduits
to resist their erasive power. An immense machine, made to press
the surface of the road into compactness, meets me.

We pass the crown of the mountain about half-past nine; here
eight horses are scarcely able to drag us up, with two assistants
to run along and whip them. Great crowds of travellers. An
officer with thirty foot-soldiers, all in gay spirits. Camels, horses,
donkeys, and mules. No private conveyauces are met on this road.

Going down Lebanon. Good gracious, what speed! ten miles in
forty minutes. Full gallop, and everybody bawling yellak at the
top of his voice. It quite takes my breath away to look out from my
elevated seat in the parquetfe. In meeting the loaded animals their
conductors have great difficulty in dragging, pushing, and cursing
them out of the way. These Arabs do cuss amazingly. One poor
donkey, staggering under a load of sacks that almost concealed
him, was knocked endwise by our carriage over the parapet, and,
for anght I know, may be rolling down Mount Lebanon yet. The
assistant, however, holds the handle of our brakes, and so regulates
the motion that we arrive safely in the valley of the Bukaa, the
ancient “ Ceelosyria,” a magnificent prairie-plain, from ten to fifteen
miles wide, of the richest soil, all in cultivation. Here, at the stage-
barn, I get my “déjeuner,” or breakfast, for which I pay twelve
piasters (they call them %errish ; five of them make a French franc).
It was worth it. The courses were fish, stewed meat, fried meat,
oranges from the Sidon gardens, Lebanon figs, small but excellent,
the large walnuts (what we call English walnuts), wine of the best,
and coffee. A half-hour to eat it in. No other passengers partake,
they having basketsfull of their own.

Here in Cecelosyria I hope to catech a glimpse of Mount Hermon,
which lies under the sun from my position, and about forty miles off.
“As the dew of Hermon and as the dew that descended npon the
mountains of Zion;” how often have I read that passage and longed
to cast my eyes upon that memorable height. But I look in vain, nor
in all the day’s ride can I feast my vision upon it.

YELLAH! a caravan of camels, to which the sight of a stage-coach
drawn by six horses is a novelty. They are greatly disturbed at our
appearance. They twist their long curly necks in every direction, as
if to find a retired spot for escape, and with difficulty are made to
obey their masters’ voices and keep the road.

11
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A company of gentlemen, mounted on splendid Arabian Lorses
Their saddles are gayly decorated with yellow tasselling; their large
shovel-stirrups ring out & merry music; their riders are proud to put
them to their paces. Kverybody here rides with short stirrup-
leathers, which do not add to equestrian gracefulness.

The women whom I meet are generally barefoot, and earry their
shoes in their hands; their lords shuflle along, however, with all the
diguity of slippers. Both sexes have their legs bare to a height that
I dare not measure with the eye. These women trudging over
the highways of Lebanon are about as good-looking as Indian
squaws of the squaw-class. Five out of six of them have children in
their arms.

One of the Syrians, who has his family in the “coupée,” comes up
and sits by my side. He sings for an hour in the monotonous style
usual in this country, and of which no language of mine can afford
the slightest idea. Mostly an entire song is limited to three full
tones, with its accompanying semitones. It abounds in shakes,
in which a particular syllable is made to do service for a whole bar
or more of each. I don’t understand the words, and I don’t want to.
It is the very infancy of music, such as would occupy a child at the
very carliest age when melody attracts his mind. Accompanied, as
1t sometimes is, by an instrument of omne string, played upon by a
bow, and capable of only three notes, these Arabs will continue it in
a long, drawling, melancholy monotone for half the night. My
Syrian evidently enjoys his own gifts, and so do the driver and
a}SSiShmt, who occasionally pitch in, in a sort of chorus, but all sing-
ing the same notes, either in unison or in octaves. Considered as
music it is fearful.

People here smoke all the time when not compelled by some urgent
accessity to intermit the amusement. In travelling they smoke
c1garettcs., occupying their valuable time in making onc while they
are smoking another. The tobacco is about the average strength of
dried cabbage-leaves; and as much annoyed as I am when people puff
to})acco-smoke into my face, I can really scarcely tell now when this
npllet-ﬂavored weed is consuming around me. Everybody carries
aigarette papers and a box of matches. At home they smoke the
narghileh, in which the smoke is drawn through cold water, still
more 1'f:ducmg its strength of nicotine, and rendering the habit less
deleterious. Were it not that I have been so loud in denouncing the
use of tobacco all my life, I might even use a narghileh (“loubble-
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bubble,” as the machine is called) myself. But there is nothing like
consistency.

Leaving my breakfast-place, where I had been studying the Scrip-
tural image of “the sparrow on the house-tops,” away we go at a
gallop through Ceelosyria. We cross the memorable River Litany
{which I shall see again near the city of Tyre ere long), upon a
wooden bridge with iron railings. What would the mighty conquer-
ors of antiquity think of that? Meet the western-bound stage from
Damascus at 11 a., full of passengers. Foreign travellers this year
very numerous. This is at the forty-seventh milestone. People
plowing on every side, generally with two heifers yoked together.
The plow is a crooked stick, forked, the short end having an iron
coulter. One hand of the plowman holds the end of the stick, the
other prods the poor little cows along at the rate of a mile an hour.
Such caricature of plowing! The wheat and barley not advanced
here as in the valley of the Mediterranean, which indeed is very
much lower, and consequently warmer.

Opposite milestone No. 53, pass a “tell,” or hill, such as often
oceurs in Scripture history. It is black with browsing goats. This
magnificent plain is a very garden of the Lord’s own spreading forth ;
but with such want of agricultural skill it yields scanty returns. Oh
for a colony of good American or European farmers, with cattle, and
implements of modern make! I observe that the: skirts of the
Lebanon mountains that slope towards this beautiful valley are not
terraced or cultivated at all.

Near the east end of the valley is another “tell,” green with spring-
ing grain. Near it is a Mohammedan wely or tomb, as I should
guess from its appearance. The streams that run along this valley
are all full to overflowing from the melting snows in the heights
above.

At the sixtieth milestone, at noon, we begin to rise the mountains
of anti-Lebanon, nothing like so high or steep as the other, yet high
enough, and wanting in all the beautiful terrace-cultivation, etc., of
the forepart of the day. For four hours we scarcely meet a person,
or observe any signs of human life, save the numerous laborers on the
road, and one little town on the left. I forgot to mention several
crowds of English and American tourists, hurrying to Beyrout to
catch the steamer of Sunday next. The Oriental lives of these
‘amiable and helpless beings is divided into two anxious parts, one tc
yet to a place, and the other to get away. These folks got to Damas-
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cus, a hundred of them, night before last. All day yesterday they
spent in contriving the means to gef away from there this morning.
They pay fabulons sums of money to accomplish these two objects,
and when they get home all they can with truth tell, as the reward
of their travels, is the dust, the lies, the swindles, the fatigues, and the
great expenses of their tours, I shall grin with fiendish look for the
rest of my life when I hear them talk of their ¢ravels. Travel enongh
they have, in all conscience, but all that they sce except vanity and
vexation can be put into a pomegranate-seed.

At the change of horses at milestone 83, I walked on ahead for
a _half-hour. Saw an enormous lizard, out-lizarding everything I
had conceived of in the lizard line. Saw an old-fashioned home,
which a family had established for itself by setting up thorns round
the mouth of a cave. It is the “camel-thorn,” so called, and a
terrible thorn indeed. Here, too, I first observed the basaltic rock of
this range, black, metallic, and sonorous when struck. The bright
crimson anemone waves in charming contrast with it.

Ten miles further, and I am approaching Damascus, called by the
French “Damas,” without the cus, and by the natives, “ Es Shems.”
Here the fence-walls, out-buildings, and finally the buildings them-
selves, begin to be made of clay-bricks, cut ont about four feet square,
dried in the sun and set upon their edges. These are the adobes of
the Mexican people, and, I am told, make quite durable material for
building purposes; certainly they are cheap.

Crows in great abundance are calling to each other, in the purest
crow-English, just such as I remember from a boy. If a certain dis-
tinguished Towa gentleman were here, he could sing his “ crow song,”
and be respected.

Vast apricot and peach orchards in full bloom. Fig-trees in abun-
dance. No more prickly-pears. The sycamore-trees gigantic. A straight
wet-land tree in close clusters. Another jackal creeps up the hill,
followed by the curses, both loud and deep, of the driver. I don’t
}fnow enough of the language to inquire why he ig so down on the
jackal: probably his folks have been foully dealt with by them.

At 105th milestone we begin to strike the River Barada, one of
those lovely streams of which the proud Naaman declared “itis better
than all the waters of Israel.” I think so too. Filled to overflowing
from the mountains in which it rises, it pours through its narrow
vhannel brim-fall, 2ad we follow it clear down to Damascus, now
trossing 1t upon a wide-constructed bridge of French masonry; anon



INTELLIGENCE OF HORSES. 165

galloping along its beautiful banks under the shadows of these dense
orchards; now leaving it for a short distance to take advantage of
some short cut; now pressing closely upon it, almost into its waters,
8o narrow is the glen through which it flows; thus we go at head-
long speed, until the river Barada and our stage-coach burst forth
together intc the plain of Damascus, the oldest city in the world;
the city of Abraham and Elisha and Paul ; the beautiful gem where
two of Mohammed’s daughters lie interred ; the gateway to the road
to Palmyra ; the object of one of my life-long dreams—Damascus.

At the point where I left the turnpike, I engraved, on the surface
of a large, smooth stone on the left-hand side of the way, the device
of the Square and Compass. 'The extreme hardness of this material,
80 long exposed to the weather, made the task a painful one to wrist-
muscle, and explains the perfect preservation of such monuments as
Hiram’s tomb, the great inclosing wall of Mount Moriah, the Foun-
tains of Solomon at Etham, and others.

Leaving the turnpike, the change toa Lebanon bridle-way is at once
painfully evident. You begin to descend a hill so steep that you invol-
untarily stop and look around to see that the road before you has no-
been abandoned. At first sight it resembles those deep gullies some
times observed in our own country, washed out by wintry storms
from a forsaken road.. Finding that there is no other way, you get
down and attempt to lead your horse. But a Syrian horse is accus-
tomed to be ridden or driven, not led. If you are alone, there is no
other remedy but to remount and let the animal bear you down the
hill at his own discretion. Here the peculiar training of the horse is
seen in the perfect caution and safety with which he does his work.
Teetering from rock to rock, springing up a long step, dropping
down on two feet at a time when the descent is too great for one,
placing his feet successively into crevices barely large enough for
them, and taking the worst places he comes to so cheerfully as to
show he is accustomed to it, the hoxrse soon brings you to the foot of
the first hill, and prepares to mount the second. That day’s journey
gave me a new idea of the intelligence of a Syrian horse. Sometimes
we rounded the sides of precipices so high and steep that I was fain
to shut my eyes in dismay. Sometimes we meandered among gigan-
tic masses of rocks shaken from the mountains by some old earth-
quakes. Sometimes we crossed stone bridges so narrow and
rough that nothing but the peculiar construction of the horse’s shoes
(mada to cover the whole foot) prevented him from slipping. Finally*
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we arrived at the village of Ain-Zehalteh and closed our first day’s
stage.

X few memorandums that I made on the point of a precipice will
come in very well here. If the reader could only see how my hair
stood on end with fright while writing them, the picture would be
coniplete.

The experience of a ride up Lebanon is something never to be
forgotten. Roads tortuous and rocky, over a country wild of
aspect, stony and wooded ; roads winding to all points of the compass,
up and down among thehills; roads rocky and bad, with many twist-
ings up and down, but romantic and picturesque ; hardly prudent to
remain on horseback, as the precipices are frightful, and the risk of
rolling over with the horse is imminent ; asthe Latins used to say, e
[ronte precipitum, a tergo lupus, the cliff before and the wolf bhehind ;
ways very narrow, one side dropping down upon high, perpendicular
rocks, the other an inaccessible wall; mufum est pictura poema, it
is a'‘poem without words; paths tortuous and fatiguing; a frightful
mountain-pass ; the crest of a steep hill in the midst of a wilderness
of rugged ravines and impracticable crags; a bitter, sharp, cold wind
sweeping down from the snow-clad heights of Lebanon; going high
up where “the hay withers away, the grass fails, and thereis no green
thing” (Isaiah xv. 6) ; past beds of iron-stone, recalling the ¢ one hun-
dred thousand talents of iron” (1 Chron. xxix.?7) which Israel gave
for the service of the house of the Lord; toiling far beyond my
strength until “my face did wax pale” (Isaiah xxix. 22);

Where the summits glitter with streaks of snow,
And the villages crown the knobs below,

bare and stony, cut by every rain. A hill that none but man can
climb, covered with a hundred wintry water-courses. “ A lowly vale,
low as the hill is high,” where the hardy pine-tree thrusts its roots
deep into the rocky side of the mountain ; this is the pinus allopenses
of the botanist. “As when the winter streams rush down the mountain_
sxd(.*s aud fill below, with their swift waters, poured from gushing
springs, some hollow vale.” Here rises the Damoor, which I crossed the
other day going from Beyrout to Sidon, and not far from here the
Owely. My view from this point suggested a thousand passages
referring to height. It seemed if I was on “the highest part of the
dust of the ear(h” (Proverbs viii. 26) ; when the Lord of hosts lopped
th'e bough with terror, and the high ones of stature were hewn down
“with iron, and Lebanon fell by a mighty one (Isaiah x. 34).
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In the destruction of Assyria, even Mt. Lebanon is said to rejoice.
Oue of the finest thoughts in Isaiah’s prophecies (xiv. 8) is that in
which the mountain that had been widowed of its noblest trees by
Sennacherib and other Assyrian tyrants, joins in the cry of exulta-
tion that goes up to heaven at the downfall of the kingdom.

When a boy, I read of an herb growing along this road that colors
of a golden hue the teeth of animals that browse upon it, but I can
find nobody here who ever heard of it.

The men living among these crags are considerably larger and far
more muscular than the dwellers in the plains. Doubtless it was
so in Hiram’s day, and the work of cutting and removing the cedars
was intrusted to the mountaineers. Old Sandys remarked, in 1610:
“Perhaps the cause of their strength and big proportions is that
they are bred in the mountains; for such are observed to oversize
those who dwell in low levels.” At the interment of Past Grand
Master Henry Clay, at Lexington, Kentucky, in 1852, a company of
100 men came down from the mountain, riding blood-horses. "Not
a man in the company was less than six feet, and their average
weight was 240 lbs.!

A man has just passed me with yellow slippers and red shoes over
them. His sash holds his pistols and sword. He has a long vener-
able beard, a thing from which military officers and soldiers are de-
barred. These regular Turks seem to me generally to wear a light and
florid complexion. Scanning this man’s dress I observe, what other
‘writers have remarked before, that the Turkish dress hides all deform-
ities of limb and person, while the variety of color, arms, and flowing
beard, naturally divert attention from close examination of the
features.

Another man passes us, an ill-favored, slovenly fellow, of whom I
inquire what part of these mountains no man can pass over. The
mountaineer replies that he can go up or down any wady on horse-
back that water can run through! .

A female school recently opened here, under the patronage of the
Protestant Missions of the country, enabled me to secure pleasant
accommodations with the teachers. They gave us the best fare at
their command, spread for us on the floor, in the preacher’s room,.
sufficient bedding, and left us to a repose needed after the day’s ride.
At the village of Ain-Zehalteh there is an old fountain, now disused,
which has a pair of carved leopards on jt, resembling the lions gra-
ven on the side of St. Stephen’s Gate, at Jerusalem, supposed to be
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remains of the Crusaders’ period. There are here, also, several tomba
of that singular people, the Druses, to whose particular form of Free-
masonry I will call attention in a subsequent chapter.

Early the next morning we took a guide and started for the cedars,
which, however, were in plain view, standing in the snow-drifts, high
up on the mountain-side. It took us two hours’ hard riding even to
the foot of the slopes below them. Here we left our horses and made
the ascent on foot. This is the first time I discovered that a man’s
knees at fifty are not the same machinery as at thirty. I used to
be noted as a good walker and climber; but that piece of work took
the conceit ont of me forever and a day. We mounted mile after
mile. We passed the highest barley-fields, which occupied a slope of
ground almost perpendicular. We passed the line of searlet pop-
pies and other gay flowers, and the line of singing-birds, and finally
the line of vegetable and insect life.

The mountain-air revived me in my heat and fatigue, as I stopped
occasionally to look back and enjoy the splendid panorama of the
Mediterranean Sea seen from Mount Lebanon, which once beheld
can never be forgotten. Again I went on, with tottering knees, and
muscular system so paralyzed by the unwonted strain that I seemed
to have no control over it. Looking above me, the cedars appeared
to mock my desires, and withdraw as I advanced. Now 1 came to
the line of the snow-drifts, across which the winds sobbed, cold as
winter.

At last I reached the lowest, and as it proved, the largest of the
grove, a cedar-tree fifteen feet in circumference, and divided sym-
metrically into four noble trunks. Here I threw myself exhausted,
and devoted the first hour reflecting upon the time, place, and
occasion: high 12—Lebanon—visit to the cedars! While recover-
ing my breath I referred to some of the authorities concerning these
memorable trees—such as these: An house of cedar (2 Sam. vii. 2).

He spake of trees, from the cedar (1 Kings iv. 33). The thistle
sent to the cedars (2 Kings xiv. 9; 2 Chr. xxv. 18). Grow like
a cedar (Ps. xcii. 12).  Beams of our house are cedars (Cant. 1. 17).
Boards of cedar (viii. 9). Some forty other references may be traced
through the concordance.

The particular connections between the cedars and the mountains
are these: Devour the cedars of Lebanon (Jud. ix. 15). The cedars
of Lebanon (Ps. civ. 16). Upon all the cedars of Lebanon (Is. ii. 13).
The cedars of Lebanon rejoice at thee (Is. xiv. 8). The cedars of
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Lebanon to make masts for thee (Ezekiel xxvii. 5), and varions
others.

The Hebrew name erez, is preserved still among the Arabs. 1 asked
my guide the name of the tree that bent so grandly over me; and
he replied, in his corrupt vernacular, arruz, equivalent in good Ara-
bic to arz. The word is applied in Secripture, as it is in the ver-
nacular Arabic, generally, to the trees of the pine family, but especially
to the cedar of Lebanon (Cedrus Libani). The cedar-tree named
in Lev. xiv. 4, ete., was probably the timber of a fragrant species of
juniper growing among the rocks of Sinai; but in most of the Bib-
lical references this tree which is now shading me is doubtless meant.
Everywhere the symbolic expressions of the cedar of Lebanon are
lofty and grand: it is the glory of Lebanon, the tree of the Lord,
the high and lifted up, etc, etc. The Amorite in his arrogance
and the Assyrian in his greatness were compared to cedars. It is
also the model of expansiveness. The constant growth of the right-
eous man is described under this similitude. Its fragrance is not
overlooked in such expressions as “the smell of thy garment is like
the smell of Lebanon.” The cedar was the prince of trees. Xvery
one who has seen it amongst the snows of Lebanon will recognize
the force of the glorious and majestic imagery of the prophets. This
great monarch of twenty or thirty centuries, under wkich I am sit-
ting, with its gnarled and contorted stems and its scaly bark, with
massive branches spreading their foliage rathersin layers than in

flakes, with its dark-green leaves, fully asserts its title, Monarch of
the Forests.

Of the quality of the wood I need not say much; hundreds of my
patrons are enabled to judge of that for themselves, as I have served
good specimens to them. The roof of the Church of the Nativity,
at Bethany, is made of it. It is certainly close in grain, as well
as dark in color. The King’s House on Mount Zion was made
of it, and Solomon used it very largely in the Temple, as well as in
his own palace. The second and third temples were equally construct-
ed of cedar. It worked well in carvings, and was used by the
Tyrian shipwrights for their masts. In the days of the Old Testa-
ment writers, the whole of this great range of mountains, probably,
abounded in this noble tree, now so scarce, and found only upon spots
nearly inaccessible to visitors.

1 am here just on the level of Wyoming Territory, in the United
States, 8,262 feet above the sea-level, and will quote from the description
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of & traveller there: “For nine months in the year, the sides and
snmmits of these everlasting hills are bedecked with the greatest
variety and the grandest display of flowers that ever grew. Gor-
geously arrayed in countless numbers, they present every color, form,
and size. The higher the peak, the lighter and more delicate the
colors; at the very loftiest summits grows the palmito nivalis, or
snow-plant, an exquisite gem of floral beauty.”

Gradual as the snow at Heaven’s breath

Melts off and shows the azure flowers beneath.

The view of the great mountain-eagle, through the broad spread-
ing branches of the cedars, is inspiring. Serene as the sublime
untrodden heights around him, he sails alone where the eye of man
cannot pierce, and, in an untroubled atmosphere, sees the lightnings
leap and play, and hears the thunder burst, and the hurricane roar
far, far below him. Doubtless the prophet Obadiah was regarding
him under this aspect when he wrote, “'T'hough thou exalt thyself as
the cagle, and though thou set thy nest among the stars, thence will
I bring thee down, saith the Lord ” (i. 4).

Ten thousand axe-men are now (the winter of 1872) chopping pines
in the forests of Michigan alone, and, with their improved steel axes,
every blow struck must be equal to six of Hiram’s choppers, using
the clumsy copper axes.
