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erected for convents andBother re-
ligious purposes, that Bethleham
hgxs almol;t a modern look. As we
rode through its narrow streets we
saw no Ruths, but an ancient Jew
in turban, long robe, and flowing
beard, quite answered to my idea of
Boaz. We rode to the convent ad-
juining the church of the Nativity,
where rather a jolly looking munk
furnished us an excellent luncl:. He
then took us into the vencrable
church that covered the subtervan-
ean chamber in which tradition has
always held that our blessed Lord
was born. The chawber i proba-
bly a remnant of an ancient khan,
once belonging to the family of
Jessc and of King David. 1 ex-
pected to be shocked by a sham
mockery when I entered the church,
but a feeling of genuine faith in the
locality came over me as I descend-
ed into the rocky chamber and rezd,
around the silver star, the famous
inscription in Latin, “ Here Jesus
Christ was born of the Virgin
Mary.” The three-fold argument
for the authentication of this site is
drawn from unbroken tradition,
from the fact that Bethleham has
never been overthrown in sieges,
and from the other fact that the
learned St. Jerome (in the fourth
century) was so sure of the site that
he came and spent his long, labori-
ous life in the cavern close by the
birth place of »ur Lord. I entered
with deep interest the cave in which
this devout scholar meditated and
prayed and wrought the Vulgaic
translation of God's Word.

At two o’clock, under a broiling
sun, our cavalcade of ten horses an
mules filed out of Bethleham and
headed for the wilderness of Judea

The Monthly Record of lhe Church of Scotland.

-—one of the dreariest wilderness on
the globe. For an hour we rcde
among barley fields. I noticed how
close the grain grew to the path,
and how easy it was for the sower’s
grain to “fall on the highway.” I
also saw several plats ot angry
thorns, which would “choke” any
seced which may fall among them.

Our afternoon’s march over the
bleak, treeless and brown moun-
aints of the wilderness was inex-
pressibly tircsome until we came
in sight of the Dead Sea. It lay
two thousand feet below us—a mir-
ror of silver, set among the violet
mountains of Moab., More precipi-
tous descents over rocks and sand
brought us, by sundown, to the two
towers of the most unique monas-
tery on the globe. The famous Coun-
vent of Mar Saba is worth a jour-
ney to Palestine. For thirteen cen-
turies that wonderful structure has
hung against the walls of the deep,
awful gorge of the Kildron. It is
a colossa! swallows’ nest of stone,
built to the height ot three hun-
dred feet against the precipice, and
inhabited by sixty monks of the
Greek Church—genuine Manicheans
and folJowers of St. Saba and St.
John of Damascus. No woman’s
foot has ever entered the Corvent’s
walls. Instead of Woman's society
they make love to the birds, who
conme and feed off the monks’ hands,
Every evening they toss meat down
to the wild jackals in the gorge be-
low. At sunset I climbed over the
extraordi building—was shown
into the rather handsome church,
and into the chapel or cave of St.
Nicholas, which contains the ghast-
ly skulls of the monks who were
slaughtered by Chosroes and his



