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A few minutes' ride ftirther brings us to the ancient stone
bridge whieli spans the river' Kedron. So fli-m is its structure,
that it probably stood for centuries before the Christian era,
and mnay oftcn have been crossed by the feet of our Blessed Lord
Himself. À fcw rods distant is a square enclosure, surroiinded
by old gray walls, above which wavc the hearse-Iike plumes
of the uypress aad olive. This is the G.ariden of Gethscinane.

OLD OLIVES IN GARI)EN 0F CETHSEMANE.

Ilere are the venerable, gnarled and gray-leaved olive trees,
beneath which, aricient tradition affirins, our Lord knel', and
prayed in agony in that dread hour of' the power of darkness.
Onul and insensate as the stones in these fields must be the heart
wieh is not touched to tender sympathy by these sacred
associations.

Two or tlîree timaes we visited this sacred spot, but the rnost
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